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AUTHOR’S FOREWORD 

 

Only a Perfect Person who has attained the divine state of sahaj samadhi (God-

consciousness plus creation-consciousness) can understand the life of the Avatar (the direct 

descent of God into a male human body). An ordinary person clothed in ignorance can 

never gauge the Avatar’s infinitude. The life of the Avatar on earth is beyond conception, 

for who can have any idea of his inner, Universal working? Still, by his strolling about in 
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the realm of this world and by his outer work and activity, the Song of Wine rises up to 

link the singer with infinity and inspire him to cross the ocean of maya. 

Each act of the Avatar is his leela, or play, in his cosmic game. In Lord Meher, 

every effort has been made to delineate a picture of this. Lord Meher includes not only a 

historical study of Meher Baba’s advent from the beginning, but also my personal 

experience of being in his close contact day and night for many years. Above all, this work 

is the fulfillment of Meher Baba’s direct instruction to me to write his biography. Since I 

was a witness to Meher’s leela on the physical plane, the events imprinted in my mind and 

heart took shape in black and white in the fulfillment of his wishes. But the culmination of 

this writing, in accordance with his orders, was only possible through his help. 

I am deeply indebted to Adi K. Irani, Meher Baba’s secretary for many years, who 

placed his office records at my disposal and allowed Feram Workingboxwala to assist me. 

Feram was the record-keeper of Meher Baba’s correspondence and messages at Adi’s 

office, so his help was much appreciated.  

I bow down to the love of the following of my kith and kin who furnished me with 

information for Lord Meher: 

Meherazad women mandali: Mehera (indirectly), Meheru (indirectly), Mani, 

Goher, Rano, Naja 

Meherazad men mandali: Eruch, Baidul, Aloba, Pendu 

Meherabad mandali: Padri, Mansari, Sidhu 

Ahmednagar mandali: Adi Sr., Chhagan, Sarosh, Feram 

I made personal contacts and gathered stories from many flowers of the Beloved’s 

Garden. Those who shared the fragrance of their love for him with me include: 

Meherabad: Jangle Master, Nana Kher, Sushila, Tara Dalvi 

Arangaon: Bhau Cheema, Lala Kamble, Ramaji Kamble 

Ahmednagar: Bhagirath & Kokila Tiwari, Dhake, Meheru Mehta, Nusserwan 

Satha, Rangole, Rustom Kaka, Waman Padale and my wife Rama, daughter Sheela and 

son Mehernath Kalchuri 

Bombay: Khorshed K. Irani, Alamai Katrak, Arnavaz & Nariman Dadachanji, 

Asthma, Dina Talati, Homa & Nargis Dadachanji, Jal & Dolly Dastoor, Katie Irani, 

Raosaheb Afseri, Jim & Roda Mistry, Savak & Nergiz Kotwal, Minoo, Bapai & Meher 

Desai 

Poona: Beheram & Perinmai, Jalbhai, Rustom & Sohrab Irani, Babu Cyclewalla, 

Jehangu & Gulnar Sukhadwalla, Meherjee, Sadashiv Patil, Gaimai, Manu & Meherwan 

Jessawala 

Written information was utilized from: Adi Sr., Ajoba, Pandoba, Bal Natu, Pukar, 

Kishan Singh, Dr. Ghani, Vishnu, Nilu, Dr. Donkin, Chanji, Ramjoo. 

Through correspondence, I contacted: Dr. Deshmukh, Pophali, Kumar, Keki 

Nalavala, Keshav Nigam, Shripat Sahai, Matra Dutta Shastri, Gunatai Gadekar. 



In the end, I bow to the love for the Beloved of all those who played roles in his 

divine game, in both the East and the West, and thus made it possible for me to record for 

posterity the history of this Avataric advent. 

 

Bhau Kalchuri 

Meherazad, India 

10 July 1971 

 

 

 

EDITOR’S FOREWORD 

 

Although Lord Meher was written and edited after Meher Baba dropped his body, 

its genesis began three months before this, in October 1968. Keshav Nigam, a Baba lover 

from Hamirpur, was staying at Meherazad for a meeting Baba had convened. “Baba’s 

biography in Hindi is essential,” Keshav observed one afternoon to Bhauji. “People are 

anxious to read it in Hindi.” 

Bhau did not pay much attention, but Baba himself broached the topic when he 

persisted later that day in asking Bhau what Keshav had said. 

“Keshav said that your biography should be written in Hindi,” Bhau informed him. 

Baba concurred. “Yes, he is right. It should be there.” 

Bhau kept quiet. He knew if he agreed, Baba would ask him to write the biography. 

Baba, too, did not say anything further. A few weeks later, however, Baba asked Bhau to 

bring a copy of the Ramayana, the famous epic poem of Ram’s life by Tulsidas. Baba 

opened the book at random and instructed Bhau to read a few couplets aloud. After Bhau 

had read from various parts of the book, Baba declared, “You will write better than this!” 

But it was not until 24 January 1969, seven days prior to Beloved Baba dropping 

his body, that he gave Bhauji implicit instructions to write his biography. In Bhau’s 

introduction, he writes touchingly about the scene in Baba’s bedroom that night. Baba was 

in a critical condition. Amidst his frequent spasms and “jerks,” as Bhau describes them, 

Baba managed to convey: 

“Listen carefully to what I say. I am giving you very important work. I want you 

to write my biography in verse.” 

Bhau tried to stop Baba, as the strain of gesturing was causing more spasms, but 

Baba continued to give instructions. Baba also told him: “Include the lives of the five 

Perfect Masters and my father’s life at the beginning.”  

Bhau listened quietly and did not interrupt. This was to be the last order that Meher 

Baba ever imparted to him. 

Bhauji completed the manuscript for Lord Meher in January 1973, and he began 

translating it with Feram Workingboxwala, who typed it into English. The manuscript was 

given to me for editing soon after I moved to India in June 1975. 



Since that time, many others who came in contact with Meher Baba in the West 

have contributed accounts of their meetings and times spent with him. They include: 

Clarice Adams, Louis Agostini, Herman Alvarado, Agnes Baron, Irene Billo, Cynthia 

Borg, Bernard Bruford, Marvin & Jean Campen, Rick Chapman, Margaret Craske, Kitty 

Davy, Harry Dedolchow, Delia DeLeon, Robert Dreyfuss, Ned Foote, Filis Frederick, 

Colonel Goldney, Max & Gisela Haefliger, Oswald Hall, Jane Haynes, John Haynes, Mik 

Hamilton, Tom & Dorothy Hopkinson, Henry Kashouty, Ena Lemmon, Bill Le Page, 

Edward & Irwin Luck, Fred Marks, Jim McGrew, Lyn & Phyllis Ott, Elizabeth Patterson, 

Tom Riley, Peter Rowan, Liz Sacalis, Darwin & Jeanne Shaw, Don Stevens, Minta 

Toledano, Kim Tolhurst, Ursula (Uschi) Reinhart, Anita Vieillard, Adele Wolkin and Alan 

Youell. 

Many Indian Baba lovers, also, contributed their accounts. Prominent among them 

are: Hoshang Bharucha, Keki Desai and Cowas Vesuna. 

Others, such as Keith Gunn and Duncan Knowles, did much proofreading and 

made many corrections to the first printing. New information, in the form of diaries, letters, 

unpublished personal accounts (especially those of Baba’s childhood friend, Baily 

[translated by Feram Workingboxwala and Cyrus Khambatta assisted by Kishore Mistry]) 

came to light during this period — and all pertinent information has been included where 

appropriate. Thus, the English version of Lord Meher expanded considerably. 

Editing Lord Meher over a period of 35 years has been a task of great privilege 

and constant joy. There is no other book about Meher Baba (nor is there likely to be one 

anytime soon) that so thoroughly and accurately chronicles Meher Baba’s incredibly active 

life and work from beginning to end. 

While working on Lord Meher, I was struck by the “biblical” nature of the 

narrative. One is swept up by the sweet stories, alluring tales and fascinating personal 

accounts of meeting the Ancient One, much of it written in an easily read, conversational 

form. The personification of this Avataric age as a witness named “Age,” who frequently 

comments on the events described, lends a poetic touch to the narrative. Bhau has truly 

fulfilled his Beloved’s command by making the account of Baba’s life on earth both 

“interesting” and “instructive.” In addition, he has included a wealth of unpublished 

discourses given spontaneously by Baba, which take on added meaning when read in the 

context in which they were given. Through learning more about our Beloved’s life — and 

especially about his way of working with his mandali — we are inevitably brought closer 

to him. 

One night in the late 1960s, Baba told Bhau: “Even if people criticize or find fault 

with your writing, you should not mind. Just write for me, because I have asked you. This 

much remember, I tell you honestly, I like your writing. Even if the whole world goes 

against you, don’t care. Let them say whatever they wish. I have asked you to write, so you 

should do so. When I am pleased with what you write, what more could you want?” 

What a blessing and what fortune to be involved with a project that has Meher 

Baba’s divine sanction! Baba’s guiding hand was felt, both by the author and by myself, 

from the book’s inception. This is the true source of Bhau’s inspiration. The power and 

strength of what Bhau has written has its origin here. 



Lord Meher is a book destined to become a classic in the sense that readers will 

return to it time and again. The profusion of detail contained in it makes a single reading 

insufficient. It is a book that will be read over and over again, as, without a doubt, it 

contains the greatest story ever told. 

 

David Fenster 

Meherabad, India 

January 2012 

  



MY FATHER, 

 

Your terrible suffering on the night of 24 January 1969, is always before my eyes 

— the night you asked me to write your biography in verse. You took upon your delicate 

flower-like body the infinite burden of universal ignorance, so that the rays of Awareness 

would gradually shine on each kingdom of evolution. But the weight of that heavy load 

was crushing every part of your body to pieces. Your slightest movement caused painful 

electric-like shocks that I saw as spasms. It is simply impossible to measure, calculate, or 

imagine the degree of your suffering. 

In this critical condition, by slowly moving your fingers, you spoke to me. “I am 

giving you very important work. You must write my biography in verse.” 

As you were gesturing, I watched you bear the painful jerks caused by moving 

your fingers. Your body lifted from the bed in spasm after spasm and fell back down. My 

heart was breaking, so I pleaded, “Baba, why instruct me about the book now? Wait and 

tell me when you are better.” 

But you kept gesturing, suffering constant spasms throughout. Haltingly, for more 

than 30 minutes you gave me instructions: “Write 800 pages. Write in a simple and 

attractive way. Make it very interesting. Use four types of meters. Write 100 pages about 

my manifestation. I will give you the meters and tell you about my manifestation later. Do 

not worry, I will explain everything to you.” 

I could only watch and listen. My heart refused to question your instructions so as 

not to prolong your agony. I only wished you to stop gesturing just then, so the spasms 

would cease. How could I know that, after a week, your body would snap its physical 

connection with this world, and that I would be forced to carry out your directives with 

tears of grief in my eyes? 

You once told me to bring a copy of the Ramayana by Tulsidas and read to you a 

few pages of couplets. I remember you told me, “You will write better than Tulsidas.” 

But with your departure, everything in life now seems empty. Though at times I 

feel the rays of your presence, they are few and far between. 

I was left in shock, and because of this, I remained inactive for some time. Francis 

[Brabazon] told me, “Baba did not give you the meters, so you are freed from his order and 

need not write.” 

But I wondered if this were true. Then one night you fulfilled your promise by 

prompting me to make a beginning. You came in my dream and whispered, “You want the 

meters, here they are! Take them!” You pointed to a blackboard filled with writing. 

I woke before I could read the writing, but I knew then that you wished me to fulfill 

your order. And so I began collecting material. I have spent two and a half years engaged 

in this, and after assembling all that I have gathered, I am starting the work you gave me. I 

know that what you asked me to do, you yourself will do. I am only the medium. Giving 

this effort life is left to you. 

You had indicated to me that you wanted a very detailed biography in prose, so 

before I write your life in verse, I am starting with this. I am confident that this work has 



your blessing. I know that you will grant me the strength to complete it under the 

circumstances I am facing. 

My Father, I am yours as I am. You are everything to me; there is none else! May 

my every breath breathe your pleasure, so that the impact of what you asked me to write 

will be felt. 

 

 

 

 

 

DEDICATION 

 

My Beloved, 

 

This story of your divine game by my broken pen is being dedicated with falling 

tears, as lovely flowers of faith to your sweet smile. 

 

What can he who has everything be given? He lacks nothing. 

But is not Nothing also included in Perfection? 

Everything is dedicated if I can forsake my pleasure for his. 

If I cannot − then nothing is! 

 

 

 

1: AGE IS SHEDDING TEARS1 

 

Darkness! Darkness! Darkness is spreading in all directions! 

As the 19th century draws to a close, darkness is driving the forces of light away. 

Individual minds have become rigidly fixed and their conceited egos lofty. The mind of 

mankind is awake and the heart is asleep. 

What a decline has taken place! What a pitiable condition Age is in! What suffering 

has darkness perpetrated! The evolution of consciousness has come to a standstill. Further 

progress is impossible without the intervention of the Avatar. 

 
1 EDITOR’S NOTE: Bhau has inserted the character Age throughtout Lord Meher as a sort of 

Greek chorus. It represents our current age (Kali Yuga) and is the de facto narrator for the story, a 

poetic way of telling and commenting on Baba’s life. 

 



Age is weeping at its tragic plight. It is overcome with grief and confused. 

Continuously calling to God, it laments its misfortune. Its tears beseech God to save it. The 

light of its eyes is fading in the approaching darkness. It is groping in the black night of 

ignorance. It weeps in sheer helplessness and exhaustion. 

Imprisoned in its desperation, Age has forgotten that whenever its tears have 

flowed they have also been wiped away. The blind always have the Ancient One’s staff — 

the lame, his shoulder. Has not every Age been promised by the Ancient One that whenever 

darkness dispels light, he will take form again to wipe dry the tears of man? 

But how can Age remember this when it is blinded by the clouds of darkness, when 

it is enfeebled and disconsolate? If Age remembered the Ancient One’s assurance, it would 

have the strength to bear its burden. But this time, its suffering is enormous, its trials and 

hardships much greater than ever before. Age can bear no more. 

Yet the turmoil of this Age is not hidden from God. It is His game. In the eternal 

struggle between darkness and light, darkness seems to be victorious. Its apparent triumph, 

however, brings about its own defeat. It is light’s (knowledge’s) play to let darkness 

(ignorance) believe itself the victor. What is this darkness before the effulgence when a 

single ray of light can absorb even the deepest darkness? 

But distraught and disheartened, Age’s patience is spent. It sobs in anguish. How 

can Age implore God to come to its aid? Its voice is too weak. It is limited and has no 

knowledge of the boundless workings of the universe. This duty rests solely with the five 

Perfect Masters. Only they can help. Only they can bring God Himself into human form. 

Poor Age! How long will its sea of tears continue? Will it not remember the 

promise? It is on the verge of death; its breath is choking. It has given up hope. 

“O Age, do not weep!” A divine voice begins to speak. “The world is sleeping. To 

awaken it, the Awakener has again incarnated. The noise of the world is loud. To silence 

it, the Awakener will observe silence. Every mind is working fast. To annihilate all minds 

by degrees, the Awakener will become a seeker. Humanity will be shown the path of love. 

Be patient; do not despair. His work is about to begin.” 

Age listens intently. “O Age, do not worry,” the voice concludes. “The Ancient 

One has come.” 

The flow of Age’s tears slows. It ponders what it has heard, and its heart speaks, 

“The Ancient One? The Awakener? Can it be true? So many centuries have passed ... Can 

our fortune be so great?” Age begins to look over the earth, seeking the source of that 

divine message. It finds the five Perfect Masters. 

Despite its happiness, Age begins to doubt the news, wondering how the Ancient 

One can take birth in the world at this time. It becomes disheartened and confounded. But 

it hears the voice calling out once again: “O Age, have no doubts! He is here! Seeing your 

tears, the five Perfect Masters brought the Formless One into form. Cast your gaze on the 

dervish [ascetic] from Persia. Pleased with his austerity, the Sadgurus inspired him to go 

to India, where he became the father of the Awakener’s physical form. The five Perfect 

Masters have drawn a veil over the Awakener’s eyes, but it will be lifted at the destined 

hour. Then his work and suffering will begin once more, and the wine of love will flow 

from his glance.” 



Age is convinced. Radiant joy and hope flood its heart. “O God, how merciful You 

are! How fortunate we are. Our Savior, our Redeemer has come at last! How we long to 

see him.” 

Age turns towards the five Perfect Masters and the dervish from Iran − and this is 

what it sees … 

 

 

HAZRAT BABAJAN, THE EMPEROR 

 

“It is I who have created all! I am the source of everything in creation.” 

 

Upon hearing these ecstatic declarations, an angry mob of fanatic Baluchi soldiers 

buried alive the old woman who proclaimed them. Over ten years later, when some of these 

same soldiers happened to be in Poona, to their utter amazement they saw the same woman, 

Hazrat Babajan, giving her blessing to a group of devotees. Realizing their terrible mistake, 

the soldiers approached Babajan and begged her forgiveness, placing their heads at her feet 

in reverence. 

Babajan had a regal bearing. It angered her if anyone addressed her as “Mother.” 

The old woman would vehemently protest, “Do not call me that, you fool. I am not a 

woman; I am a man!” For after attaining the highest possible spiritual state of a Qutub 

(Perfect Master), her consciousness reflected the ascendency of Purush (the masculine 

principle of the self) over Prakruti (the feminine principle of Nature or maya). Thus she 

became a true man − a Perfect Man. 

 

Hazrat Babajan was born to a royal Muslim family of Baluchistan in northern India 

on 28 January between 1790 and 1800.2 Her given name was Gool Rukh, which means like 

a rose or with cheeks like roses. The child’s name truly befitted her, and she retained this 

delicate beauty throughout her life, attracting people to her wherever she went. 

Gool Rukh’s father was a minister in Kabul for the Amir (King). She was raised as 

a princess, and no expense was spared in giving her the training and education appropriate 

to her royal position. The girl was bright and intelligent. As a child, she became known as 

a Hafiz-e-Koran, having learned the entire Koran by heart. She also became fluent in 

several languages, including Arabic, Persian, Pashtu, Dari, Urdu and even English. 

Spiritually inclined from childhood, Gool Rukh spent much of her time in solitude 

reciting the prayers she learned from the Koran or meditating silently. When her childhood 

companions came to her house to play, they were disappointed to find that she preferred a 

quiet room to their games. They sorely missed her. As the girl grew into a young woman, 

her spiritual inclinations increased. She spent more and more of her time alone. Her 

physical beauty also increased, and people remarked that Gool Rukh’s husband would be 

a lucky man indeed. When Gool Rukh matured to the then marriageable age of fifteen, her 

 
2 Baluchistan, now part of Pakistan, was formerly a part of British India. 



parents broached the topic. They were astonished at their daughter’s staunch refusal to 

marry. For a Pathan princess to remain single was unheard of — especially one as lovely 

as Gool Rukh. Her parents then tried to force her into wedlock, not knowing that she had 

already chosen her Beloved. The maiden had fallen in love with One who had captured her 

heart long, long ago. No prince or handsome groom could take His place. Gool Rukh’s 

heart was intoxicated in divine rapture, and she wept in longing to unite with her Beloved. 

As the months passed, Gool Rukh’s parents became even more insistent and made 

plans to celebrate her wedding on a certain date to a certain prince. Gool Rukh was 

informed that she had no choice; all arrangements had been finalized. Although she loved 

her parents, their plans were unbearable to her. Her eagerness to find her true Beloved 

overcame all obstacles and hardships, and she escaped from home and Baluchistan — 

never to return to her parents. 

Gool Rukh journeyed to the northeast, first to Peshawar, and then to Rawalpindi. 

At the time, for a young maiden to run away from home and travel alone across the 

mountainous regions of India was an incredible undertaking. But Beloved God was 

watching over her, so on the rough mountain roads she was neither recognized nor 

captured. 

While traveling, Gool Rukh wore the traditional Muslim veil. But for how long 

would her Beloved keep his loved one veiled? The Beloved was preparing to remove the 

veil of duality and transform this worthy bride into the All-existing One. 

Gool Rukh’s heart was burning with the fire of divine love, suffering the terrible 

pangs of separation from God. Her state of restlessness made her oblivious to hunger, thirst 

and sleep. Day and night, she roamed the streets of Rawalpindi absorbed in divine madness 

for her Beloved. The former princess was a wayfarer now, and this constant restlessness 

was her only rest. Who knows how many lifetimes of severe penance and austerities had 

created this spiritual longing in her?3 Her only wish was to gaze upon the Beloved’s face, 

and her heart cried out, “Come, my Beloved, to meet me! Come soon or I shall die!” 

Years passed like this, but Gool Rukh’s tears of longing never ceased. Only after 

her tears had “emptied” her bodily container did she meet a Hindu Sadguru.4 Under his 

perfect guidance, Gool Rukh climbed a mountain in the wilderness in a region of what is 

now Pakistan and lived in a secluded cave. For a year and a half, she remained there, 

undergoing rigorous spiritual austerity. 

Next she journeyed into the Punjab of India and stayed for some months in Multan. 

The flames of separation were now consuming her, and she pleaded, “Come, O Beloved, 

come! I am going. I am gone! I cannot wait!” Twenty years had passed. Gool Rukh was 37 

years old when she was completely ready “to go” − to die the final death. Not even a 

sanskaric speck of worldly attachment was left to prevent her from finally departing. The 

Beloved, too, was anxiously waiting to embrace her. 

 
3 Meher Baba once revealed that in a previous incarnation Babajan had been the revered saint 

Rabia of Basra. 
4 The Sadguru’s name is not known. 



In Multan, she met a Mohammedan Qutub, known as Maula Shah, whose divine 

grace made Gool Rukh disappear, allowing her to merge in the Beloved forever. Gool Rukh 

died the final spiritual death; she became God-realized. The illusion of the universe faded 

away before her eyes as she became the Creator. Her soul cried out in all-consuming bliss, 

“I alone am. There is no one besides me. Anal Haq [I am God]!” 

Time, too, disappeared. In her state of majzoobiyat, Gool Rukh was aware of being 

God-conscious, but she was unconscious of creation, of her body and mind. She was God-

conscious but not illusion-conscious. In her perfect bliss, she alone existed in a state of 

divine absorption. Gool Rukh had become perfect, One with God, but had no consciousness 

of the illusory existence of Prakruti in Infinite Existence. In this state of majzoobiyat, there 

is no existence of duality or manyness; the divine I or Ego alone is. Gool Rukh had become 

a perfect majzoob of the seventh plane — God unto himself. She had no awareness that all 

of creation was hidden like a shadow in the light of her Godhood. 

But Gool Rukh was not destined to escape Prakruti, although she had temporarily 

lost all consciousness of it. Prakruti knew that this God-conscious woman could not remain 

indifferent toward her responsibilities indefinitely. This soul, now spiritually Perfect, had 

to know and control illusion as illusion in order to play the magnificent role for which she 

alone was destined. She had to summon the Awakener to earth, and then to unveil him. 

From India, in her God-realized state, Gool Rukh, journeyed back to the northern 

regions, drawn again to Rawalpindi and to her previous Hindu Master. The Hindus called 

her a Brahmi-bhoot.5 She had achieved the Goal, but the consciousness to lead others to It 

was not perfected in her. 

After several years, with the help of her Hindu Master, Gool Rukh regained 

consciousness of the universe of duality, and was transformed into a Perfect Master. Along 

with her divine consciousness of the Unlimited Ocean of Reality, she began seeing every 

drop as a drop and was empowered to turn each drop into the Ocean Itself. 

 

Upon becoming one of the five Perfect Masters on earth, Gool Rukh left 

Rawalpindi and embarked on several long journeys through the Middle East — to Syria, 

Lebanon, Iraq and other countries. It is said that she traveled to Mecca disguised as a man, 

by way of Afghanistan, Iran, Turkey and Arabia. At the Kaaba in Mecca, she offered the 

customary Mohammedan prayers five times a day, always sitting at one selected spot. 

While in Mecca, she often fed the poor, and personally nursed pilgrims who had fallen ill. 

She also spent long hours gathering fodder for abandoned cattle. 

From Mecca, Gool Rukh journeyed to the tomb of Prophet Muhammad at Medina, 

where she again adopted the same routine, offering prayers and caring for her fellow 

pilgrims. Leaving Arabia, she wandered overland to Baghdad, and from Iraq back to the 

Punjab. In India, she traveled south to Nasik and established herself in Panchvati, an area 

 

5 In Vedanta, a Brahmi-bhoot is a God-realized person drowned in the Ocean (infinity) of God. 

The Sufis call such a person a majzoob. 



sanctified by Lord Ram. To the local people, her spiritual “manliness” was apparent. The 

power of her glance overshadowed her female body and attire. From Nasik, Gool Rukh 

went further south to Bombay, where she stayed for several months. After finishing her 

spiritual work there, she returned to the Punjab and spent several years wandering 

throughout northern India. 

In Rawalpindi during this period, Gool Rukh, in a glorious intoxicated state of 

ecstasy, proclaimed her divine authority. “It is I who created the universe,” she informed a 

group of Mohammedans gathered before her. “It is I who have created all! I am the source 

of everything in creation.” 

The listeners had no idea that she whom they considered insane was actually 

conscious of being God. As related earlier, some of the more fanatic Mohammedans, 

certain Baluchi soldiers from the local military regiment, were so infuriated by Gool 

Rukh’s declarations that one night they attacked her and held her by force. They dug a pit 

and then buried her alive. 

The soldiers were proud of themselves, for they considered her utterances 

blasphemy against Islam. By killing this madwoman, they believed they would be 

spiritually rewarded. They believed they had carved a special niche for themselves in 

Paradise by killing this kafir (infidel or heretic) and safeguarding Islam’s sacred truth. 

In spite of being left to die in a nameless grave, Gool Rukh did not die. She could 

not die, because her responsibility for manifesting formless God in form was not yet 

fulfilled. It is not known how she survived this ordeal, but around 1900 she managed to 

return safely to Bombay, over 1,000 miles south, where she lived on the sidewalk of a street 

called Chuna Bhatti near Sion. 

Years later, the Punjab regiment was transferred to Poona, and when these same 

soldiers saw Babajan alive there, their pride and ill-formed conceptions were completely 

shattered. They then understood that it was not Babajan who was the unbeliever but they 

themselves. Overcome with repentance for their horrible deed, they fell at the Master’s feet 

seeking forgiveness. As long as the regiment remained in Poona, the soldiers came to pay 

their respects to Babajan frequently. Some of the soldiers became her devotees and served 

as bodyguards.6 

In Bombay, Gool Rukh wandered about the Pydhonie locality particularly. 

Gradually, her fame spread and many believed her to be a Qutub. The Mohammedans 

began referring to her as Hazrat, meaning Your Highness, and began worshiping her as 

Babajan.7 Occasionally she would meet with saint Maulana Saheb of Bandra and with 

saint Baba Abdur Rehman of Dongri. She would lovingly address them as “my children,” 

and it was glorious to see how happy the ancient woman was in their company. Later, 

Babajan was to bestow God-realization upon both of these saints. 

In April 1903, Babajan sailed from Bombay on the SS Haidari on her second 

pilgrimage to Mecca. Although every moment Babajan was absorbed in her blissful state, 

 
6 According to Baily Irani, one of Meher Baba’s childhood friends, all of these soldiers perished in 

the Dardanelles during World War I. 
7 Baba is a respectful Urdu term for any older man or fatherly figure. With the suffix jan, it 

literally means dear father, and is often used to mean grandfather. 



aboard ship she acted quite normal. She would lovingly converse with the other passengers, 

reciting couplets from the Persian poets Hafiz and Rumi, and expound in simple terms 

about the deep mysteries of the Absolute.8 All were attracted to the old woman and eager 

to listen to her speak, including the crew, with whom she spoke in English.9 

One unusual incident occurred during this voyage. It started raining heavily and a 

massive storm arose. All were terrified. People panicked, convinced the ship was about to 

sink. Just then, Babajan appeared on deck, seemingly unmindful of the danger. In an 

unusually loud voice, she shouted to one of the passengers, Nooma Pankhawala, “Wrap a 

large kerchief around your neck to form a bag. Approach every passenger — including the 

children — and collect one paisa [penny] from each. Then have them beseech God with 

this prayer: ‘O God! Save our ship from this storm. On reaching Medina, in the name of 

your beloved Prophet, we will offer food to the poor.’ ” Immediately, Nooma collected one 

paisa from each person − including the British sailors on board − and all fervently repeated 

what Babajan had commanded. Gradually the squall subsided. They had escaped what 

appeared to be certain death. 

When the ship arrived in Jeddah, word of the miraculous rescue spread, and a great 

multitude gathered to be personally blessed by Babajan. At the Kaaba, Babajan assumed 

the role of an ordinary pilgrim, performing prayers five times a day at the shrine. After a 

few days, she journeyed north to Medina. There in the name of Muhammad, the Prophet 

of the All-merciful, she distributed grain to the poor. 

About 1904, Babajan returned to Bombay and soon afterward proceeded to Ajmer 

in northern India to pay homage at the tomb of the Sufi Perfect Master, Mu'inuddin Chishti, 

who established Islam in India. Babajan returned to Bombay, and sometime in 1905 

traveled east to Poona, where her beloved son was a growing child. With her arrival in 

Poona, Babajan’s days of traveling came to an end. She settled in Poona permanently to 

fulfill her spiritual duty to unveil Merwan Sheriar Irani as the Avatar of the Age. 

 

When Babajan first lived in Poona, she did not remain at any fixed place. She 

would wander in the “Camp” (cantonment) area or roam about the city and even frequent 

squalid slums. Although her clothes were ragged and soiled, the glowing beauty glow of 

her face attracted many to her. Gool Rukh had been born a princess, but now, as an 

Emperor, her true majesty was unmistakable! 

 
8 Hafiz is the pen name of Shams-ud-din Muhammad, a 14th century Perfect Master (1320–1389), 

considered the greatest writer of Sufi ghazals and one of the finest lyric poets of Persia. The Divan 

of Hafiz, his collection of poems, is widely regarded as a masterpiece. Jalaluddin Rumi (1207–

1273) was also a Perfect Master poet, and is the founder of an order that is known as the “Whirling 

Dervishes.” 

9 Among the passengers aboard the SS Haidari were Noor Mohammed Kasam Mitha, Seth Saleh 

Mohammed, and a professor at Deccan College (Poona) named Hyder Ibrahim Sayani, his mother 

and brother.  



After a while, Babajan was never found alone. She was always surrounded by a 

crowd. She never bathed, yet always smelt fragrant. Her physical needs were practically 

nil; she seldom ate or slept. She was fond of tea, however, and drank prodigious amounts 

throughout the day and night. Her followers would bring cup after cup for her and those 

around her, which she would distribute as prasad. If someone happened to bring flowers, 

she would scold the person for wasting money, asking, “What good are these flowers? Why 

didn’t you buy something like sweets or tea which all can enjoy?” 

If Babajan happened to look at someone who was passing by, the person would 

stand transfixed, gazing at her divine countenance. Restaurant owners and fruit vendors 

would beg her to visit, and offer her whatever she wanted. If Babajan complied, they would 

consider themselves fortunate. 

When Babajan went to the cantonment area, she often visited the house of a 

Muslim named Shaikh Imam, a watchmaker. Seeing her ragged clothes, Shaikh’s mother 

wished to bathe and dress Babajan in new clothes, but Babajan always refused. One day, 

however, she relented, and with the utmost difficulty and patience, Shaikh’s mother gently 

bathed the Master and attired her in a new clean robe and undergarments especially stitched 

for her. This was the last bath Babajan was to have for as long as she lived. Despite this, 

her body was always fragrant and free from impurities, as if it was being bathed in the wine 

of love that flowed from her eyes. 

Having no permanent place to stay in Poona, at night Babajan would rest alongside 

any street. Once she stayed near the shrine at Wakadia Bagh and from there went to sit for 

a time near the Panch Pir shrine at Dighi. There were many ant colonies near the Panch Pir 

shrine, and the ants would swarm over Babajan, biting her and causing large welts on her 

body. Yet Babajan remained seated quietly, as if nothing was happening. 

One day a man named Kasam V. Rafai went to Dighi, and upon seeing Babajan 

covered with ants, with Babajan’s permission, he attempted to remove them. He was not 

successful as many of the ants had burrowed into Babajan’s skin. Rafai persuaded Babajan 

to come to his house where, with much difficulty, after applying oil to her body, he 

removed hundreds of the tiny insects. Throughout this painful ordeal, Babajan barely 

indicated any discomfort. 

After staying temporarily at several different locations throughout Poona, Babajan 

took up residence under a neem tree near Bukhari Shah’s mosque in Rasta Peth. Larger 

crowds began to congregate there, and Babajan was hampered by the limited space around 

her. Her followers implored her to change her seat, but Babajan replied cryptically, “One 

devil is here. Unless and until I get rid of him, it is not possible for me to move an inch.” 

Opposite her chosen site was a large banyan tree. When the municipality chopped 

down the tree to expand the road, Babajan suddenly decided to move. For two weeks she 

was seen near a tomb in the Swargate locality. From there, she shifted to an area in the 

Camp called Char Bawdi (Four Wells) on Malcolm Tank Road, where she sat beneath a 

neem tree. This spot proved to be her final throne, where she remained for many years until 

she dropped her body. 

When Babajan first moved to Char Bawdi, the area was filthy, dusty, and infested 

with hordes of mosquitoes. Plague germs had even been detected there. During the day the 



area was desolate and deserted, but at night it sprang to life with thieves, drunkards, and 

the local riffraff. 

Babajan remained seated under the neem tree — a rock of absolute Godhood in 

the shifting sands of ignorance moving about her. After months of exposure to the 

elements, she grudgingly allowed her devotees to build a shelter of gunny sacks above her. 

She stayed there throughout the seasons — alleviating humanity’s suffering by allowing 

anyone to come to her, to sip the wine of her presence. Several years later, there was a 

marvelous change in this area. Buildings were constructed, teashops and restaurants 

appeared, and electricity was provided. Due to the establishment of Babajan’s seat under 

the neem tree, Char Bawdi became a charming area in which to live and raise a family. 

 

Moths gather where there is light. They seek death by trying to merge the darkness 

of their futility in the light of purity. No one can escape the light of Illumination when one 

nears its source. Even one blindfolded in ignorance feels the effect of this light, whose 

flame burns away the veil. Such was the light in and around Babajan. As crowds gathered 

and bowed to her, qawaals (singers) poured their hearts out before her in song. The 

fragrance of flowers wafted on all sides, and the sweet burning of incense purified the air. 

Those who received her darshan and were blessed by her thanked God for their rare good 

fortune. 

On one occasion in 1919, Babajan forewarned the large group gathered around her, 

“All should leave immediately for your homes. Go!” Her wishes were respected, but no 

one understood why she was so insistent on sending them away. Shortly thereafter, a storm 

with heavy rains swept through Poona, uprooting trees and causing extensive damage 

throughout the city. The gunny sacks over her head were scant protection and Babajan was 

drenched. Her close disciples begged her to come away to some sturdier shelter, but she 

refused to move from under the tree and sent them away. Although she saw to the safety 

of others, she herself withstood the deluge and was soaked. 

Gradually the ancient woman’s fame spread, and Muslims, Hindus and 

Zoroastrians came for her darshan. Char Bawdi became a holy place of pilgrimage and 

Babajan poured out wine for the sincere. After meeting the Master, the pilgrims felt content 

and grateful. Day after day, the number of devotees increased, and Babajan was worshiped 

and revered by thousands throughout India. 

The British military authorities were annoyed at finding the road near Babajan 

blocked with traffic and surging crowds each day. The officials were helpless, however, to 

do anything about it, because they knew that if Babajan was forcibly removed, there would 

be an uproar which would not easily subside. It became apparent that a strong, permanent 

shelter needed to be erected for the old woman. Initial funds were provided by the British 

authorities, but when the new shelter was finished, Babajan obstinately refused to shift, 

since it had been constructed a few feet away from her original seat. So the structure was 

extended at additional cost to the civic authorities to cover her seat under the neem tree. 

Again she refused to sit under it. Only when her devotees pleaded with her did she at last 

consent. 

 



Even at 100 years old, Babajan’s wrinkled countenance still resembled a 

blossoming rose, and the expression in her brown-blue eyes was irresistible. She was 

somewhat stooped and short in height. Her complexion was extremely fair, and her white 

hair fell to her shoulders. Her voice was uncommonly sweet and pleasing to the ear. She 

lived as a simple fakir and possessed only what she wore. But her simplicity held an 

invaluable treasure. She had renounced her royal heritage and become dust-like. And by 

leading a life of utter purity, she had gained untold divine wealth, which she dedicated to 

the world. 

Babajan would dress in loose white cotton pants with a long white kafni (tunic) in 

both winter and summer. A shawl always lay across her shoulders, and besides these 

humble garments, she wore no other protection against the elements. Her head was always 

bare and her hair was never washed, combed or oiled. When she walked, her gait was like 

one intoxicated. When she listened to devotional music, her body would sway to the rhythm 

of its melody. Babajan’s physical condition changed frequently. One day she would have 

a high fever and the next, without taking any medication, she would be fine. 

She would address everyone, whether young or old, man or woman, as baba 

(child). If any person called her Mai (Mother), she would grimace and rebuke them, “I am 

a man, not a woman.” This strange declaration of hers was faithful to the words of Prophet 

Muhammad, who said, “A lover of the world is a woman, a lover of paradise is a eunuch, 

and a lover of God is a man.” People would, therefore, affectionately call her Amma Saheb, 

meaning Mother and Sir at the same time. 

Miracles were often associated with Babajan. She was a physician in her own 

peculiar manner. If someone sick approached her for relief, she would utter, “This child is 

suffering due to pills.” By “pills” she meant that the person suffered from the sanskaras 

(impressions) of his or her actions. Babajan would take hold of the painful part of the 

person’s body and mysteriously call to an imaginary soul. She would then shake the 

afflicted part two or three times and tell the cause — the sanskaras — to go. This method 

of treatment inevitably cured the sufferer of his or her complaint. 

One day a Zoroastrian child who had completely lost his sight was brought to 

Babajan. She took the child in her arms, mumbled some incantation, and then blew upon 

the child’s eyes. Immediately, the child regained his vision, jumped out of her lap, and 

joyfully declared his jubilation at being able to see. 

Babajan lived as a poor, homeless fakir on the street, but out of reverence, her 

devotees would bring her expensive cloth or jewelry as gifts. Babajan was indifferent 

toward such material offerings, and dishonest persons would take away the cloth or 

jewelry. Some would even steal from her while she watched. Babajan never tried to stop 

them. Once Babajan, covered by a fine shawl, was seemingly asleep under her tree. A thief 

snuck up and, seeing the shawl, was tempted to steal it. But as a corner of the shawl was 

under Babajan’s body, to pull it out was risky. The thief was wondering how to manage it 

when at that moment Babajan turned over. Taking advantage of her changed position, the 

thief grabbed the shawl and ran away. In this way Babajan helped the thief fulfill his desire. 

On another occasion, a devotee from Bombay brought Babajan two expensive gold 

bangles, and after bowing to her, put them on her wrist. The man said that through 

Babajan’s past blessing, some worldly desire of his had been fulfilled, and as a token of 



appreciation, he had brought the bangles for her. One night soon after, a robber crept up 

behind Babajan and roughly forced the bangles off, causing her wrist to bleed. The robber 

attempted a speedy escape, but nearby witnesses shouted for help. Hearing their cries, a 

policeman came and inquired about the uproar. But what did Babajan do? The old woman 

startled the crowd by raising a stick and exclaiming, “Arrest those people who are shouting. 

It is they who are disturbing me. Take them away.” 

As mentioned, Babajan seldom ate. She would often protest that eating was like 

patching a torn cloth — meaning that ingesting food was similar to patching this cloth of a 

body to preserve it. A man was appointed as her mujawar (caretaker), whose duty it was 

to look after her personal needs and to serve her. He was a good-humored fellow, and 

whenever he would ask Babajan to eat, he would jokingly say, “Amma Saheb, the jodna 

[patch] is ready now.” 

Babajan would constantly mutter seemingly incoherent phrases such as, “Vermin 

are troubling me incessantly. I brush them away but they gather again.” Then she would 

vigorously brush her body, as if removing dust or cobwebs. 

Baba once explained this: 

The infinite number of sanskaras in the entire universe are attracted to the five Perfect Masters and are 

purified in their divine fire. When the sanskaras are purified, they return, spreading throughout the 

universe as spiritual sanskaras. In this way the Perfect Masters’ bodies serve as centers for collecting 

and cleansing the universal sanskaras of the world, and again disseminating them as spiritual 

sanskaras. 

Perfect Masters, such as Babajan, have their own inner way of working. For 

example, one night, in the town of Talegaon about 20 miles from Poona, a play was being 

staged in a local theater. There was a large crowd and the theater was packed to capacity. 

The management locked the doors to prevent more people from entering. During the play 

a fire broke out and the audience panicked, since the doors were locked. Simultaneously in 

Poona, Babajan was observed to be behaving quite strangely. She began pacing back and 

forth restlessly. Quite excited, she angrily shouted, “Fire! Fire! The doors are locked and 

people are going to burn. You damn fire! Extinguish!” The people around her could not 

understand what was happening. But in Talegaon, as the people there later related, 

suddenly the doors of the theater flew open and the crowd rushed out, averting a horrible 

tragedy. 

The Perfect Masters’ ways are unique as well as curious. The boundlessness of 

their spiritual work is outside the limits of rational human understanding. One example of 

this is the following incident. Although Babajan had an aversion to presents of jewelry, she 

kept tight, gaudy rings on her fingers which she would never remove. One ring was so tight 

that her finger began to swell and a deep wound developed. Maggots crawled in and out of 

the wound. When the worms would fall off, Babajan would pick them up. Placing them 

back on the wound, she would utter, “My children, feed and be at ease.” Naturally, people 

tried to take her to a doctor, but she always refused, not even allowing the wound to be 

bandaged. Consequently, gangrene set in and the finger wasted away and fell off. The 

wound healed, but seeing her condition, the Master’s devotees shed tears. "Why do you 

weep?” she scolded them. “I enjoy the suffering.” 



Babajan was generous toward the ailing and destitute. If a hungry man came to 

her, she would hand him her own food. In winter, if a shivering man approached her, she 

would give him her shawl. But once there seemed to be an exception to her usual 

generosity. It was bitterly cold one night and an old man, shaking pitiably, came to her. He 

had a severe cold and a high fever. He prayed to Babajan to cure him by her nazar (glance, 

grace). Babajan, however, became furious and angrily snatched away the thin blanket 

wrapped around his shoulders which was his sole scanty protection against the cold. After 

this, Babajan ignored him, and the old man quietly sat down to spend the bitter night beside 

her. By morning, he was feeling unusually strong and looked healthy, and he left happily, 

fully recovered. 

Babajan would usually speak in Pashtu or Persian and frequently utter the names 

of the Persian poets Hafiz and Amir Khushrow.10 She would often quote these couplets: 

Despite millions of learned pundits and thousands of wise men, 

Only God understands His own way of working. 

Wonderful is Your creation, O God! Wonderful is Your game! 

You poured jasmine oil on the head of a shrew. 

Sometimes Babajan mentioned different saints or Masters and would remark 

particularly about Tajuddin Baba, whom she referred to with the utmost respect as Taj — 

meaning crown of the Kingdom. “Taj is my Khalifa [successor, supreme ruler],” she would 

say. “What Taj gives, he gets from me.” 

On 17 August 1925 at midnight, Babajan suddenly exclaimed, “My poor fakir Taj 

has gone.” No one could understand what she meant, but the next morning when the 

newspapers carried the story of Tajuddin Baba’s demise in Nagpur, people grasped the 

significance of her utterance.11 

 

Babajan resided continuously on the streets of Poona for almost 26 years, during 

which time thousands of hearts were wounded by the arrow of her glance. Every day around 

her flame, the moths hovered and burned, and, in January 1914, her flame kissed the Light 

of the Age, unveiling young Merwan Irani. Babajan had traveled to Poona from the Punjab 

so many years before for this supreme mission. With tears in her eyes, she would utter, 

“One day my son will come ... He will shake the world!” No one had any idea what she 

meant. 

Her seat under the neem tree was just a few streets away from Merwan’s home. 
Often she would see him pass by, but she waited years before she embraced him. People 

would see her weeping, and when they inquired why, she would reply, “I weep out of love 

for my son.” This statement was astonishing, because it was inconceivable for the old fakir 

to have given birth to a child. Age will soon witness their reunion. 

 
10 Amir Khushrow (1253–1325) is revered as one of the greatest Sufi poet-musicians of Delhi. 

11 It is not known whether Babajan and Tajuddin Baba ever met.  



On 18 September 1931, one of Babajan’s fingers was operated on at Sassoon 

Hospital, but afterward she did not appear to be recovering. Three days later, at 4:27 P.M. 

on 21 September, when Babajan’s beloved son was far away in a foreign land diffusing the 

rays of his Wine, Hazrat Babajan completed her divine mission and departed from this 

material plane. 

It is believed that Babajan’s physical presence on earth lasted between 130 to 141 

years. People were speechless when they learned that the ancient woman had died. Tears 

flowed throughout Poona and gloom hung over the city as if clouds had become her shroud. 

Thousands joined the funeral procession for her last journey through the streets of Poona. 

Babajan was buried at 10:00 A.M. on 22 September under the same neem tree where she 

sat for so many years. The expense of erecting her dargah (tomb-shrine) was met by her 

beloved son, Merwan, who personally contributed (rupees) Rs.4,000 for its construction. 

A few days before Babajan dropped her body, she muttered, “It is time for me to 

leave now. The work is over ... I must close the shop.” 

One of her devotees pleaded, “Do not say such things Babajan. We need you with 

us.” 

With a quizzical look, she replied, “Nobody wants my wares. Nobody can afford 

the price. I have turned my goods over to the Proprietor.” 

Although Babajan is sleeping in her tomb, her devotees know that she is always 

awake in their hearts. Age declared: 

O Babajan! Our loving and full-hearted homage to you. 

Your kiss awakened the Awakener! 

 

NARAYAN MAHARAJ, LORD OF THE HEART 

 

A child who was an orphan in the eyes of the world became the King of creation.  

He was not Narayan (God) in name only, but became NARAYAN. 

Who knows how many hearts received Wine from his glance as he guided them  

on the path to realizing Narayan! 

A middle-aged Hindu named Bhim Rao lived in the village of Sindgi in the city of 

Bijapur in southern India. Bhim Rao was deeply religious and his wife Lakshmi became 

lakshmi (wealth) itself through her devotion. 

For approximately ten years, Bhim Rao and Lakshmi were childless. But the divine 

wish had ordained that they would not always remain so. After so many years, the couple 

was thrilled when Lakshmi conceived and a son was born to them on 25 May 1885. They 

named him Narayan — Lord of the Heart. Happiness and the laughter of a newborn infant 

in the house transformed their lives. But the couple’s joy was short-lived. When Narayan 

was only fourteen months old, Bhim Rao suddenly became mortally ill and died at the age 

of 35. Lakshmi was overcome with grief. But amidst her deep sorrow from the loss of her 

husband, she mustered her courage to face a lifetime of raising her infant son alone. 



After Bhim Rao’s death, his brother Kashappa took Lakshmi and Narayan to the 

city of Bagalkot, where they lived for almost four years. But misfortune soon befell the 

little family again. When Narayan was only five years old, his mother died suddenly, 

leaving him an orphan. 

Narayan’s paternal grandmother lived in Nargund, where she had a small piece of 

land. She had no other grandchildren, so a year after his mother’s death, Narayan went to 

stay with her. 

Although Narayan seemed like a normal child, playing with the other children of 

the village, even at a young age his thoughts were of God. From the age of six, he would 

daily visit the Hindu temple of Lord Vyankatesh for darshan of the deity enshrined there.12 

The young boy fervently participated in the ceremonial bhajans (devotional songs) and 

kirtans (stories of God accompanied by song and music). Narayan’s serious devotional 

tendency was noticed and respected by the temple priests. 

One day, while playing with his companions in the forest outside the village, 

Narayan and his friends climbed a nearby hill. They discovered a cave and dared one 

another to enter. The curious group of playmates ventured inside the pitch dark cave, but 

soon became frightened and ran out. Only Narayan stayed inside and explored deeper into 

the cave. His playmates thought he was lost inside, but Narayan wandered for several days 

in its passageways until he found some carved steps descending to a hollow room. At the 

bottom he found a naked yogi absorbed in deep meditation. As Narayan sat before him, the 

yogi slowly came out of his trance and opened his eyes to behold the boy. After bowing to 

him, Narayan returned, much to the amazement of his friends and elders who had thought 

him lost forever. 

In Hinduism there is a traditional confirmation ceremony of the sacred thread. 

Narayan’s confirmation was celebrated before a large number of guests. The young boy 

was handsome, with refined features, and his spiritual inclination of mind deeply impressed 

the villagers. Every person was drawn to his gentle beauty, instinctively loving him, and it 

seemed as if the song of Wine was already singing in this child’s heart. 

Although Narayan was just a boy, his spiritual calling was making him restless, 

and he found his grandmother’s home confining. Once while he was eating his dinner, he 

asked for more ghee (clarified butter). His grandmother, instead of giving it to him, scolded 

him about something. The incident served as a convenient excuse for Narayan to renounce 

his family and friends. In 1894, at nine years old, Narayan left his grandmother’s home and 

disappeared. 

Even though Narayan was at a tender age to attempt worldly renunciation, he who 

has the Song in his heart has no age. This longing and ardor for God makes one go mad! 

In this divine madness, playing with tigers, climbing mountains, walking on fire, and 

passing through the worst calamities becomes possible. 

For six or seven years, Narayan’s whereabouts are unrecorded, but it was rumored 

at the time that he was traveling between Nargund and Poona as a sadhu (renunciant). In 

 
12 Vyankatesh is another name for Vishnu — the Preserver of creation. 



the course of his wanderings Narayan no doubt had to face many terrible hardships, but 

these cleared his way to the goal. Driven by his desperate search, Narayan came to 

Saundatti village. Nearby is the Yellamma Mountain where a yogi named Jamdagni Rishi 

had done penance. Narayan ventured to the mountain’s temple, where he took darshan of 

the deity there and decided to stay for the night. 

While on his way to bathe in the river near the temple, his gaze fell upon an old 

woman, a tapasvini (female ascetic). The tapasvini beckoned Narayan to her and asked, 

“Child, you are so young. How is it that you've come here all alone? Who and where are 

your parents? Tell me your story.” 

The child sadhu sat next to her and began, “My name is Narayan. My father is Shri 

Datta Maharaj [God]. He is my sole support; he alone looks after me. After my daily 

morning and evening bath, I repeat his name. That is my entire story.” 

Hearing this, the old woman ascetic was astonished and said, “Although you are 

quite small, your devotion would put grown men to shame. To become helpless in life is 

to gain strength. Only the truly helpless attain Godhood!” 

With these words the old woman left him. Narayan then bathed in the river and 

took darshan of Renuka, another deity there. He remained at Yellamma for a few days and 

then continued on foot to Gurlhosur on the banks of the Malprabha River, where he stayed 

in the ancient temple of Vithoba — Lord Krishna — for five days. 

At Gurlhosur, on one occasion Narayan felt terrible pangs of hunger and went to a 

Brahmin’s house to beg for food. “Sir, I am very hungry,” he said. “Would you be so kind 

as to give me some food?” 

The Brahmin was furious and retorted, “Is this your father’s house? Get out of here 

you little scamp or I'll beat you.” 

Narayan was taken aback and his hunger temporarily disappeared. He returned to 

the temple, where he inwardly began to repeat Krishna’s name. Tears rolled down his pale 

cheeks and he lapsed into semi-consciousness. 

Later in the evening an old woman entered the temple, bringing food. After 

offering it to Vithoba’s statue, she placed the food before Narayan but he declared, “I did 

not ask you for food — I asked Vithoba.” 

The woman gently replied, “But child, this is Vithoba’s — it is the Lord’s prasad 

and you may partake of it.” So Narayan ate the food and thanked Vithoba for answering 

his call. 

How can he who is God’s not be protected? 

Even a tiger approaches him like a lamb. 

Narayan left the town of Gurlhosur and moved into a thick jungle, where he stayed 

in a temple dedicated to Shiva. The temple had been deserted; he was all alone. One night 

a tiger roaring from hunger entered the temple, but Narayan was unafraid as the tiger 

cautiously crept close to his body. The beast merely sniffed Narayan’s feet and then 

disappeared into the jungle. Narayan laughed, as it seemed the tiger had come to lay his 

head on his feet and left after receiving his blessings. 



After staying in Shiva’s temple for some time, Narayan resumed his wanderings. 

During this period he would often go without food, at times for as long as two weeks. But 

he kept walking — in the heat, rain, or cold — not knowing where his search would lead 

and driven only by the singing in his heart. In that blissful state, he was forgetting 

everything. He would proceed where the Song led him; however severe the privations, they 

were nothing compared to what he was experiencing inwardly. 

After traveling for days in a barren, desert-like region, at one point Narayan’s 

throat became so parched that he felt as if he were breathing his last. There was no water 

to be found and, completely exhausted and unable to walk further, he collapsed beneath a 

tree to await death. Suddenly a horseman appeared. “A brook is nearby,” he told the startled 

boy. “Over there.” He pointed in a certain direction. Then the horseman vanished, and 

when Narayan walked in the direction indicated, to his amazement he found a small stream. 

When Narayan had first searched the area, the stream had not been there. From this divine 

help, Narayan felt confident that God’s sight was truly on him. 

Narayan journeyed on to Kundgol village, where he stayed for four months at the 

house of a rich man named Nargode, a jagirdar who owned vast estates. The childless 

landowner and his wife were greatly drawn toward the young sadhu with shining eyes and 

a keen intellect, and looked after him with much love. After a few months, they offered to 

adopt him and make him their heir, but Narayan refused and soon after left Kundgol for 

Belgaum. He could not delay his search any longer. 

Traveling to Poona from Belgaum in 1901 or 1902, Narayan stayed in the temple 

of Hanuman near Raviwar Gate. He was then fifteen or sixteen years old. In Poona he 

encountered serious trouble when a Marwari shopkeeper accused him of stealing money.13 

Narayan escaped from Poona and went to Kopargaon, where he stayed in another temple 

dedicated to the Hindu god Bahiroba.14 People began to be drawn to him, and he would 

lead the bhajan singing. Time passed pleasantly and the echo of the Song in his heart had 

its effect upon anyone who came into his contact. 

A man named Wadkoba would daily come to be with Narayan, and love for this 

young sadhu captured his heart. Wadkoba was awestruck at the divine qualities he detected 

in this youth. After some time Narayan moved from Bahiroba’s temple to the home of 

another Marwari, named Roop Chand, who had devotedly made arrangements for 

Narayan’s comfort. 

One day Narayan visited Wadkoba’s house, where he met Trimbak Rao who was 

from Kopargaon but resided in Arvi. Trimbak was immediately attracted to Narayan, and 

he inquired if Narayan would accompany him to Arvi. Narayan agreed, and the elated 

Trimbak and the young sadhu departed. 

Trimbak Rao and his wife Lakshmi had no children of their own and with true 

devotion worshiped the Hindu god Mudhraleshwar in hope of being blessed with a son. 

 
13 The Marwaris (originally hailing from Marwar in Rajasthan) are a community engaged 

primarily in commerce and business. 

14 Bahiroba, like Renuka and Mudhraleshwar, is a god of the Hindu pantheon. 



While Trimbak was on his way to Arvi with Narayan, Lakshmi had a dream. In it a voice 

told her, “The youth who is coming to your house is a great saint. Look after him well and 

treat him as your own son.” Within an hour of the dream, her husband and the youth arrived, 

and Lakshmi welcomed Narayan with great reverence. On another occasion, when 

Lakshmi was worshiping in the Mudhraleshwar temple, Narayan appeared to her in a vision 

and said, “I am your son. There is no more need to pray for one.” In this way, Lakshmi’s 

prayers were fulfilled and Narayan ceased to be an orphan. Lakshmi served Narayan with 

great devotion and he treated her graciously in return as if she were in fact his mother. 

Days passed, then months, peacefully and contentedly. But the arrow of the Song 

was piercing Narayan’s heart, and no one except him knew of its pain. The Song was 

making him restless again, urging him somewhere else, and Narayan longed to seek its 

source and die in its flame. Narayan heard the Song within softly chanting to him to journey 

to Gangapur, a place sacred to the devotees of Dattatrey. 15 Narayan could no longer remain 

with his adopted family in Arvi while swimming in an ocean of restlessness. He earnestly 

began preparing to set off for Gangapur, but Lakshmi’s tears at the thought of his departure 

delayed him. During his six-month stay at their home, Narayan had become the son that 

Trimbak and Lakshmi had never begotten and it was impossible for the mother to let her 

adopted son leave. 

Narayan was now seventeen. Although young, he was attaining the spiritual 

consciousness of a true Master and the moment of uniting with his Lord Dattatrey was near. 

This moment of union could not be postponed, so he allowed Lakshmi to accompany him 

when he left for Gangapur. On the journey, however, the woman fell ill with fever. Narayan 

could not abandon her, so, frustrated with the turn of events, he accompanied her back to 

Arvi. 

After Lakshmi recovered, her tears could not stop Narayan when he resumed his 

journey to Gangapur. When he arrived, Narayan remained under a neem tree near the 

confluence of two rivers, where he gradually became God-intoxicated through 

overwhelming bliss. His longing had reached a fever pitch. Now more of a mast (God 

intoxicated individual) than a devoted sadhu, the youth appeared mad. Unconscious of 

hunger or thirst, if he ate at all, he roamed through the streets begging and would consume 

any food given as if he were possessed. Even when the river flooded due to the monsoon, 

Narayan would climb the neem tree and remain unaffected, sitting on a branch absorbed in 

his spiritual enchantment. 

Eventually, Narayan was drawn to climb a nearby mountain and live in a cave, 

where he did not eat or drink, but burned in a divine fire. In this fire of love, he experienced 

both pain and joy simultaneously. The pain of his longing was now so intense that it 

maintained his link with the physical body, while his spiritual joy surged to be free of it. 

The suffering overcame him and he cried out, “Alas, my Beloved, why won’t you meet 

me? Why have you turned away? Why don’t you show me your glorious face?” 

 
15 Hindus believe Dattatrey is the Lord of the Trinity of Brahma (Creator), Vishnu (Preserver) and 

Mahesh (Dissolver), whose presence can be felt especially in Gangapur.  



Crying with pain, Narayan tossed from one side of the cave to the other, struggling 

in a sea of fire. Although he was drowning in this all-consuming fire of longing, Narayan 

longed to burn further. For, strangely, without this pain there was no bliss for him. 

Quite emaciated, Narayan abandoned the cave and wandered along the mountain 

cliffs. Days later, dazed and absorbed in his inner state, he was sitting one evening 

alongside a mountain monastery when a voice aroused him out of his trance. He heard the 

voice calling to him clearly to enter the chambers of the monastery, where at the end of a 

passageway he saw an old man. When Narayan went up to him and bowed, the old man’s 

gaze turned his sea of restlessness into a sea of divine tranquility. Narayan fell at his feet, 

recognizing the old man as his Master. The disquiet he had experienced for nearly ten years 

melted away at the sight of his guru. 

The old man embraced the youth and told Narayan, “I am hungry. Go beg and 

bring me some food.” When Narayan returned with the food, he found the monastery doors 

locked. Shocked, he started shouting for his Master. Hearing his cries from his quarters a 

distance away, the caretaker of the monastery appeared and told him, “No one has been 

here all day.” The caretaker had gone home hours before, after locking the door. 

When the door was unlatched at Narayan’s insistence, there was no one inside. 

Narayan was bewildered. The Master had appeared only for this deserving soul. Narayan 

sat outside the monastery under a neem tree, silently calling upon his guru to come and 

partake of the food. The youth was overcome with tears, and the terrible despondency that 

had left him reappeared with a fresh tenacity. “Master, where are you? Why have you 

hidden? I have brought food as you instructed. I will not eat until you have eaten. Come, 

Master, come soon or I will die without you.” 

For three days, Narayan wept bitterly. The deep pang of separation was killing 

him. Just when it seemed Narayan would actually drop his body, he saw his guru standing 

before him. The old man sat down alongside the youth and accepted the food, which had 

dried but was not yet spoiled. The guru then gave the remaining food to Narayan, telling 

him, “Finish it, this is my prasad to you.” 

As soon as Narayan swallowed the first morsel, the appearance of his Master 

completely changed. The old man’s body transformed into a young man’s with six arms 

and three heads.16 Narayan found that his Guru was none other than Dattatrey! 

With the appearance of Dattatrey, Narayan himself transformed into NARAYAN 

— the Universal One. The youth became God-realized — crossing the limits of duality. 

But with the attainment of divine consciousness, young Narayan lost his individual 

consciousness and had no link with the world or his physical body. Gradually, over a period 

 
16 The old man was actually Khwaja Khizr, the divine position of a Perfect Master who takes 

various forms to bestow Realization and Perfect Masterhood upon those who do not have a living 

Master, such as Narayan. Khizr took the form of Dattatrey, because it was the divine form of God 

that Narayan worshiped. 

Khwaja Khizr was also the Master of Moses and of St. Francis of Assisi. He appeared to the sixth-

plane Hebrew prophet as a burning bush and to St. Francis as the crucified Jesus.  



of time, Dattatrey’s grace enabled the youth to regain consciousness of his body and his 

surroundings. Narayan became a Perfect Master. 

The young Sadguru left the mountain and river of Gangapur, returning to Arvi and 

his spiritual parents, Trimbak Rao and Lakshmi, to their great delight. The community of 

Arvi soon recognized that Narayan had attained the highest spiritual state of God-

consciousness with creation-consciousness — sahaj samadhi — and began worshiping the 

boy, who was openly acknowledged as a Sadguru. 

Narayan’s physical stature was small, approximately four feet, six inches tall. He 

spoke with a high-pitched voice. Children adored him and, laughing and jumping about, 

he would frolic with them happily. Thus for some time Narayan soaked the soil of Arvi 

with the wine of his divinity, and the residents were grateful for the rare fortune of his 

sahavas (company). 

After a while Narayan was not satisfied with Arvi as his headquarters. Thirty-four 

miles from Poona, the young Master selected a small farming village named Kedgaon as 

his main center of activity. In 1903, he began staying nearby in Old Kedgaon Bet. Nine 

years passed. The Master wished to purchase land there, but since the farmers refused to 

sell any, in 1912 he bought land a few miles away in New Bet and moved his headquarters 

there for his permanent ashram. 

At his ashram in Kedgaon, Narayan had built a beautiful temple consecrated to 

Dattatrey in which, early every morning, he would perform the Hindu rites of puja (worship 

ceremony) and impress upon his disciples to do the same. He would take darshan of the 

marble statue of Dattatrey, and then he would give darshan to his followers. Every 

Thursday (the Hindu traditional day of worshiping the guru), Narayan himself would lead 

a procession in honor of Dattatrey and sing melodious bhajans to the gathering. 

He would also sometimes worship Shiva and often wore the mark of Shiva on his 

forehead. Worship seemed to play a great part in this Perfect Master’s work. It is said that 

he once congregated 6,000 Hindu priests and led them in a tremendous ceremony. 

Occasionally, Narayan would become like a child and play games with his devotees, later 

explaining to them the spiritual mysteries underlying these games. 

A Perfect Master’s ways are unique and it is beyond our intellectual understanding 

to grasp their significance. In his Universal work a Perfect Master has no regular 

occupation or daily routine. A Perfect Master’s work is to emancipate others from their 

worldly bondage, and the various mediums he employs and manner in which he works can 

be called his occupation. A Perfect Master is God in human form; his every activity is 

outside the scope of our limited human vision. 

 

In April 1915, while Narayan was giving darshan, suddenly a stream of light shone 

through the crowd. A ragged young man appeared before him, divine wine pouring from 

his eyes. The young man seemed dazed. It was the Zoroastrian youth from Poona whom 

Babajan had kissed. 

Narayan immediately dispersed the crowd and came down from his seat. Gently 

taking the young man by the hand, the Master led him to his seat. Removing a garland from 

his own shoulders, he placed it around the young man’s neck. He then gave the young man 



fresh mango juice to drink. After finishing the juice, the young man rose from the seat, 

bowed to Narayan and left. Narayan gazed at the youth until he was out of sight and seemed 

extremely pleased. 

For the remainder of that day no more darshan was allowed, and Narayan’s 

devotees wondered who that young man must have been to have been seated in their 

Master’s place. 

 

Narayan Maharaj’s fame as a Sadguru spread; more and more people came for his 

guidance and blessing. This once remote, barren land of Kedgaon gradually became 

inhabited by Narayan’s followers. Eventually a small but elaborate palace was built for 

Narayan wherein he lived and gave mass darshan in the hall. In the rear of the palace was 

his lounge, bedroom and kitchen. Narayan would hold darshan in his palace seated upon 

different thrones exquisitely ornamented. One throne, carved with the image of Dattatrey 

and plated with silver, was gifted to him in 1926 by a devotee from Kamptee. The throne 

is nearly ten feet high, and within it is a beautifully carved chair, also silver-plated. That 

same year, Narayan had an underground cellar built alongside the palace where he would 

retire into seclusion to do his universal work. 

Narayan Maharaj would often travel to Poona and Bombay, and to other parts of 

India. In 1934, he was the guest of the Maharaja of Mysore, and went on to Indore where, 

riding in the maharaja’s own carriage, he led a parade. In 1935, he journeyed north to the 

Himalayas for his work, where it is said the king of Nepal presented him with a silver 

throne. In July 1936, accompanied by 113 followers, he was again in the Himalayas and 

walked from Rishikesh to Badrinath. He visited Mathura and Hardwar and journeyed to 

Benares, where he bathed many devotees and children in the Ganges River. 

Narayan’s chief female disciple, Anjani Bai Malpekar, was a former courtesan in 

Bombay, who knew many prominent social and political figures. The woman had become 

wealthy in her profession and was renowned for her exquisite singing voice. Once a jealous 

enemy deceived her into eating some paan (betel leaf) dosed with poison, and although 

Anjani did not die, she lost the sweetness of her voice. For months she sought a cure, but 

to no avail. Finally, she began consulting yogis and gurus, but they, too, could not cure her. 

One guru suggested she visit a sadhu who was seated alongside a road; he was 

Narayan, who was staying in Bombay at the time. 

The woman approached him and pleaded, “I have been told you have the power to 

restore my voice.” 

“Why should I?” the sadhu asked. 

“So that I might sing again,” Anjani responded. 

“So you can sing, ah! To whom will you sing? If I restore your voice will you sing 

for me?” 

“Of course,” Anjani answered sincerely. “I will do whatever you wish.” 

“Well, go ahead and sing!” Narayan replied. 



With these words the woman began to sing, much to her own amazement. After 

this occurrence, Anjani Bai left her profession and devoted all her wealth to serving 

Narayan’s needs. He was treated and acted like a rich maharaja instead of a poor fakir. 

Once when Maharaj was in Bombay, a man from the circus was brought by a 

devoted follower to meet him. He brought along a performing chimpanzee who delighted 

all with his antics. When it was time to go, however, the chimp refused to budge from 

Maharaj’s feet. All coaxing and temptations of bananas and biscuits failed to move the 

animal. The car was parked outside and all were waiting, wondering how to induce the 

chimp into the car. Finally, Maharaj patted it on the head and said, “Jao, beta [Go, my 

child]” and the chimp leapt up and ran straight into the car. 

 

Narayan Maharaj — literally meaning God the King — was a jamali type of 

Master; he was gentle, kind, childlike and seldom abusive. His disciples claimed that his 

physical appearance did not change for nearly 30 years — he had “perennial youth.” 

Although extremely short in stature, his lean body had beautiful definition and subtlety like 

a yogi’s. He was regally attired in velvet and silk clothes with gold embroidery and 

diamond buttons, and he often wore rings and other jewelry. 

On one occasion, a Zoroastrian devotee asked, “Narayan, you call me your son. 

Then why don’t you give me some of the jewels you wear, so that I may appear as regal as 

you?” 

Suddenly, Narayan’s mood was upset and he looked with scorn and disgust upon 

the man, saying, “Never desire such things. These rings and jewels are filth!” 

He who once lived in caves now lived in a stunning palace. Although he dressed 

like a rich maharaja himself, having his clothes stitched by the best tailors in Bombay, and 

even buying a new automobile every year, he was spiritually Perfect — a king who oversaw 

the three worlds — Triloka — the mental, subtle and gross spheres. 

Narayan’s spiritual route was that of raja yoga, and his close disciples believed that 

his spiritual lineage was connected to Dnyaneshwar — the youngest of Sadgurus who 

centuries before lived in Alandi, a village outside Poona in the same district of 

Maharashtra.17 In his residence, Narayan had displayed a large painting of the youth 

Dnyaneshwar meeting the great elderly yogi Chang Deva, a mahayogi of the fourth plane, 

who rode a tiger and used a cobra around his neck as a whip. 

 

 
17 Raja yoga is the practice of asceticism and penance. Dnyaneshwar was in his teens when he 

became perfect and lived to about nineteen. (Dnyaneshwar’s sister and two brothers became 

Perfect Masters also.) This great yogi once challenged the young Master but his occult powers 

failed; afterward Chang Deva became a disciple of Dnyaneshwar’s sister, Muktabai, who was also 

a Sadguru. Dnyaneshwar’s brothers, Nivrutti and Sopan, also became Perfect Masters. 



Narayan Maharaj’s fame spread further due to a newspaper article that appeared 

in the Times of India written by Professor E. A. Wodehouse of Deccan College, Poona.18 

Professor Wodehouse had been traveling in the arid region of Kedgaon and was suffering 

thirst from the extreme heat. Along the road, he encountered Narayan, who miraculously 

produced water from his empty hands for Wodehouse to quench his thirst. Afterward, 

Wodehouse had several meetings with Narayan to discuss Indian spirituality and mysticism 

(Vedanta). Professor Wodehouse’s intellectual and educational influence brought more 

recognition of Narayan to the general public. 

People heard that Narayan had performed several miracles in Kedgaon, and they 

were drawn to seek his touch. But the miracles were his play. Narayan Maharaj was the 

owner of the Tavern, and through the medium of these miracles, people came from far and 

wide for his darshan. The miracles were the shadows of Narayan’s real work — to allow 

people the opportunity to taste the Wine of his divine love. There is no real prasad other 

than this. And Narayan distributed it to all who longed only for God’s love. The purpose 

of life is to imbibe this wine. After drinking it — when life ceases to be — Eternal 

Existence is born. This is the highest of all spiritual gifts and only a Perfect Master can fill 

one’s heart with this prasad. 

 

In August 1945, Narayan Maharaj left Kedgaon and traveled south to Bangalore. 

There, within the ramparts surrounding a deserted fort, preparations were made to perform 

different types of yagnas — ceremonies of burning sacrificial fires of sandalwood and oils. 

The religious ceremonies lasted for three weeks, and hundreds of devotees from distant 

parts of India came for the holy celebration. Thousands were fed each day on the festival 

grounds. Narayan led this festival and, with his own hands, distributed dakshina (prasad in 

the form of money) to hundreds of destitute people. 19 

No one knew at the time that Narayan was consummating his Universal work. As 

the Master radiated indescribable bliss, he was distributing the most potent Wine in his 

store. His devotees and pilgrims appeared to be going mad from the intoxicating effects of 

their share. But on the joyful completion of the yagnas, everyone’s smile turned into tears, 

for on 3 September 1945, Narayan Maharaj dropped his physical body. The sorrow of his 

devotees was bitter but it contained the wine of their devotion. If such tears always flow in 

true remembrance, Narayan Maharaj’s real form can never remain hidden. 

The Sadguru’s body was cremated in Bangalore. Half of his ashes were taken to 

his ashram in Kedgaon to be enshrined in the palace hall and the rest were taken to Benares 

to be absorbed by the waters of the Ganges. 

 

 
18 E. A. Wodehouse was a Theosophist and the elder brother of the author P. G. Wodehouse, 

whose comedic novels were read out to Meher Baba. 

19 Narayan Maharaj made his final journey from Kedgaon to Bangalore during August 1945, after 

the atomic bombs were exploded at Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japan. 



O Narayan Maharaj! Our repeated salutations to you! 

You garlanded the Ancient One with your grace! 

 

TAJUDDIN BABA, CROWN OF THE PROPHET 

No one could understand him or have any idea who he really was! 

No one knew that Taj was the Crown! 

 

Several British ladies were chatting over a Friday afternoon cup of tea at a country 

club in Nagpur in Central India, when suddenly they saw a naked man strolling across the 

tennis courts. Outraged by this shocking spectacle and thinking the fellow must be insane, 

they summoned the police who took him into custody and had him placed in a lunatic 

asylum. 

This “lunatic,” however, was wonderfully unique. A crowd would gather outside 

the walls of the asylum awaiting his blessing! A separate entranceway was erected to the 

asylum just so people could see him! Why? Was he really mad or were the people who 

committed him mad? Why would people seek the blessing of a madman? It was the wine 

— the wine which he alone possessed! 

Although the British considered this Muslim mad, they must have been the 

maniacs, for they did not recognize him. He was Tajuddin Baba, the Perfect Master. This 

Qutub (pivot of the universe) opened his wineshop in a mental asylum and those who 

flocked to him during the sixteen years he remained incarcerated there became intoxicated 

and divinely mad. If this Mohammedan was not mad, why would such a man have had 

himself locked up? Ordinary people cannot fathom this mystery. He had come for those 

who were lost in their madness for the world. The years he spent in an asylum were a phase 

of his inner work. 

This Mohammedan youth was not mad. It was the world around him which was 

mad. Only those who are one with God are truly sane. Tajuddin Baba, the Lord of the mind, 

was a unique Perfect Master who established his spiritual headquarters in a mental asylum. 

 

On the morning of 27 January 1861, in the town of Kamptee outside of Nagpur, 

the anxious family of Mariambi received the joyful news that she had given birth to a son 
at 5:15 A.M. Curiously enough the baby did not cry when it was delivered. “Was the baby 

born dead?” some wondered. “Do not dare say that,” others countered. “This is Mariambi’s 

first born!” The baby boy remained lifeless for some hours. Finally, legend has it, the 

family decided to touch the baby’s temple and forehead with a hot iron to make it open his 

eyes and cry. This was done and only then, much to the delight of all, did the child cry 

loudly and open its eyes to examine its surroundings. 

The boy was named Tajuddin Muhammad Badruddin. Tajuddin literally means 

one who wears a crown, in this instance the crown of the Prophet Muhammad. His father, 

Sayyed Muhammad Badruddin, was a soldier — a subedar (equivalent to a lieutenant) in 

the British army. Just before the birth of his son, Sayyed had been transferred to Kamptee 



from Madras. Sayyed was proud to have a son and thanked the all-merciful Allah that the 

child had lived. Tragedy, however, soon befell the Badruddin household. When Tajuddin 

was just a year old, his father died. Mariambi did her best to raise a son who would have 

made her husband proud. At the age of six, the boy entered a fine elementary school and 

was considered an above-average student. But three years later, tragedy struck again. When 

Tajuddin was nine years old, his mother too passed away at a young age. The burden of 

raising the small boy fell to his maternal grandmother. 

Unique spiritual qualities were detected in Tajuddin even at an early age. The boy 

continued with his schooling and learned Arabic, Persian and Urdu, as well as some 

English. He was an avid reader, rode horses and played the violin. Tajuddin rapidly 

advanced in his education until he was eighteen years old, when a wonderful event changed 

his life. 

A renowned saint (pir) named Hazrat Abdullah Shah lived in Nagpur and was 

highly revered by the Mohammedan community. One day this saint visited Tajuddin’s 

school and, observing the young man, remarked, “Why should this boy be in school? What 

is the need for him to study? What is left for him to learn? This young man already 

possesses gnosis [divine knowledge].” 

The saint approached Tajuddin and their eyes met. Taking a biscuit, Abdullah Shah 

ate half and gave the other half to Tajuddin. The saint spoke as the young man chewed the 

biscuit, “Eat less; sleep less; speak less. And study the Koran as if the Prophet Muhammad 

has his very eyes on you!” 

No sooner had Tajuddin eaten the biscuit than the ghazal of wine began singing in 

his heart, and his eyes shed tears of pain. The young man disappeared from the school and 

for three days remained in a blissful state of tears that seared his soul. The saint had aroused 

in the young man the spiritual longing for knowledge of God the Beloved. 

Tajuddin changed. He was no longer an exceptional student; he now preferred 

solitude and lost interest in socializing with his friends. He had received an inner treasure 

but had no idea what it was! The young man gradually came out of this state and appeared 

reasonably normal. At this time, he began reading the Divan-e-Hafiz (collection of Hafiz’s 

poems) with fervor. The words of Hafiz came alive and the following couplet impressed 

him profoundly: 

Drink wine! Set fire to the Koran and demolish Kaaba! 

Dwell in the temple and never hurt the heart of another. 

Tajuddin was drinking divine wine; he was burning the Koran and Kaaba in the 

flames of his heart. He had entered his own inner temple of solitude and was in a blissful 

state. 

 

When Tajuddin was 20, circumstances led him to encounter his Beloved Master. 

Black clouds hovered over the district and heavy rains caused terrible flooding of the 

Kanhan River. Recruits were sought by the army to handle the disaster. The town of 

Kamptee suffered severe damage; many lost their homes. In 1881, to ease the financial 

situation of his distressed grandmother’s family, Tajuddin enlisted in the army. Although 

worldly demands placed him in this position, inwardly the young man was calling to God 



and his heart was stirred to meet Him. His heart had become a wine cup of song: “Where 

are you? Where are you? O Beloved, come! Call me to you or come yourself. I can wait no 

longer!” 

The Beloved is always merciful, and hearing Tajuddin’s wholehearted cry, He 

could not remain indifferent. Tajuddin’s regiment was stationed in different parts of the 

country. It was even sent to France for a time. On its return, the regiment was posted in 

Hyderabad. 

The young man’s enlistment in the army would eventually lead him to the one he 

sought, as in 1884 his regiment was transferred to Sagar (which means ocean). Tajuddin 

was destined to go to Sagar to turn into an ocean! While the other soldiers were being 

trained to fight the enemy, Tajuddin was battling within himself. For a soldier to conquer 

an enemy is simple in comparison to overcoming one’s own limited self and gaining 

victory over the false ego. His was a secret war. How can one gauge the inner struggle of 

the young Tajuddin? He was his own soldier, trying to be courageous amidst a terrible 

inner battle. One by one the inner enemies of desire were defeated, and his heart was 

feverish with the victory cry: “Beloved! Beloved! Beloved!” 

At last, one night when Tajuddin was on guard duty, he heard someone’s voice 

call out to him. Startled, he looked around and then walked in the direction from which the 

voice had come. He went beyond the barracks and entered a thick forest. Making his own 

path through the woods, he found an old man seated under a tree. It was the Muslim Qutub 

renowned in the district, Hazrat Daood Chisti, the Beloved who had filled Tajuddin’s heart 

with restlessness.20 

Without looking at Tajuddin, the old Master ordered the youth to bring him a cup 

of tea. Walking out of the dark forest, Tajuddin went back to the barracks’ kitchen where 

he boiled a fresh cup of tea. Finding his own pathway again through the forest, Tajuddin 

brought the cup of tea unspilled. After sipping a little, Daood Chisti gave the remaining 

portion to Tajuddin and told him to drink it. As soon as Tajuddin drank the tea, his inner 

restlessness merged into an ocean of bliss! Tajuddin at that moment attained God-

realization. In his Godhood, the world no longer existed — it turned into zero! Everything 

vanished; Tajuddin lost all consciousness of his own body and the outside world. He was 

experiencing Anal Haq — the “I-Am-God” state. He had only the consciousness of the 

divine I and had become God. In Sagar, at the young age of 23, Tajuddin was transfigured 

into Sagar — an infinite ocean. 

The young Tajuddin became a majzoob — one drowned in God. The young man 

automatically ignored the army routine, and because he was behaving unusually, his fellow 

soldiers were convinced he had gone mad. But, in truth, he had merged with infinite bliss, 

infinite power and infinite knowledge. Every night Tajuddin would wander through the 

woods to find Hazrat Chisti and sit with him for hours. 

Tajuddin’s grandmother still cared about him and had arranged his marriage to a 

Muslim girl, but, because of the young man’s peculiar state of mind, the family of the girl 

broke the engagement. Shortly after his night of Realization, the officials found him no 

 
20 Daood Chisti is different from Mu'inuddin Chishti, the 12th-century Perfect Master of Ajmer. 



longer suitable for military duty, so his grandmother traveled to Sagar and brought him 

back to Kamptee. 

 

In Kamptee, Tajuddin’s grandmother was also soon convinced her grandson had 

gone mad. Seriously disturbed by his condition, the old woman sought every type of 

medical treatment available. But the treatments proved to have no effect, and Tajuddin’s 

peculiar condition did not alter. Soon afterward, his grandmother died and Tajuddin was 

left alone. 

No one knew how alone Tajuddin really was. It is virtually impossible to withdraw 

within oneself and be “alone,” severing all karmic attachments and ordinary associations. 

The aim of life is to be truly alone as God Himself. Tajuddin had achieved this goal, despite 

his outward behavior; he was God-conscious and oblivious of his external environment. 

Left alone in his grandmother’s house, Tajuddin’s relatives abandoned him, 

despising him as an incurable lunatic. For four years, Taj lived a tortured and anguished 

existence in Kamptee, prey to the contempt and bad behavior of his fellow townspeople. 

But Tajuddin’s agony did not have its source in the miseries of the world; his agony was 

in regaining normal consciousness. Although living in desolation, Tajuddin was in the state 

of majzoobiyat; and a majzoob, though drowned in the infinite existence of God, is a Master 

of all bliss! Suffering cannot affect a majzoob, because he has no human consciousness. 

To become a Perfect Master and help others, such a God-realized person must be 

brought down from the God state and regain normal consciousness of first the mental, and 

then the subtle and gross worlds. In this coming down there is nothing but suffering, and 

this was Tajuddin’s real state. 

However, during these four years, Tajuddin appeared more raving mad. At last, 

pitying his nephew’s condition, his maternal uncle, Abdur Rehman, took the young man to 

his home in the town of Chanda, where he was working. There too Tajuddin was medically 

treated, but his condition did not appear to improve. Convinced his case was incurable, 

Uncle Abdur sent Taj back to Kamptee, and left him to his fate. Back in Kamptee, Tajuddin 

suffered terribly both physically and mentally, and became the mocked village fool. No 

one except Daood Chisti understood that he was suffering in order to regain his human 

consciousness — to come back into creation-consciousness so that the suffering of all 

humanity could be lessened. 

To escape the streets of Kamptee, Tajuddin spent most of his time wandering the 
surrounding hills. Each time, when he reentered the city, people took a deeper notice of 

him and gradually became aware that he was not mad in the ordinary sense. Nevertheless, 

children would continually harass him. They teased him and threw stones, but Tajuddin 

never stopped them. He would collect the stones that struck him so that they would not be 

thrown again. Being pelted with stones may have been instrumental in helping Tajuddin 

regain normal human consciousness. Perhaps through these mischievous children and their 

apparent torment, Hazrat Chisti was bringing Tajuddin back to full creation-consciousness. 

Soon after several stoning incidents, Tajuddin started acting normal. No one knew that he 

had become a Sadguru. 



Gradually the young Perfect Master became highly regarded. Once while he was 

strolling through the town, he suddenly entered the house of a weaver. Tajuddin told the 

man forcefully, “Gather your family and valuables, and immediately leave this house!” 

The man hesitated for a moment, but he was so impressed by the saintly personage of the 

intruder that he complied. Within a few moments after leaving, the house caught fire and 

burned to the ground. The man’s family and some valuables were thus saved. 

On another occasion, a man sought out Tajuddin and then pleaded, “Hazrat, come! 

My daughter is on the verge of death.” The man had sought the best possible medical 

advice, but the girl’s condition had not improved. Tajuddin closed his eyes and after a few 

moments smiled, saying, “Your daughter is all right now. Go to her.” 

The man returned home and was amazed to find his little girl sitting up in bed 

eating dinner. When he asked his wife how she had recovered so quickly, his wife 

answered, “Just a few minutes before you arrived, a wandering beggar came to the door 

asking for alms, and I gave him some food. He inquired about our daughter and I showed 

him into her room. He was with her for only a few moments, and when he left he said, ‘Do 

not worry anymore, she will be all right.’ ” Later, when this family went to see Tajuddin, 

the wife declared that he was the same mendicant who had come to their house. 

 

Years passed during which Tajuddin lived on the streets of Kamptee, often 

sleeping on a bridge near the railway station. During the day or night he would roam 

throughout the city. Although he appeared as a madman to strangers or as a fakir to others 

who knew him, Tajuddin was actually perfected and functioning as a Qutub at that time. 

Because of the constant demand for miracles and in order to fulfill his spiritual work, one 

day he declared, “Tomorrow I shall enter the lunatic asylum." 

Thus on 26 August 1892, the incident occurred that caused Tajuddin to be 

incarcerated by the British authorities in the mental asylum the next day. There was an 

uproar of protest among the local people, especially the Mohammedans. But, because one 

of the British women at the club had been so disturbed by the sight of Tajuddin’s 

nakedness, her husband used his influence to force the authorities to imprison the Muslim. 

Tajuddin’s trial received considerable attention, and during this time the judge became 

drawn to him. Although Tajuddin was dressed in poor attire, the judge kept seeing him 

dressed like a king! The judge became distressed by the court proceedings. Despite the 

hesitation of the judge, however, the British authorities compelled him to sentence 

Tajuddin to the asylum for the rest of his life. 

Tajuddin was 31 years old when he was taken in chains to the asylum a few miles 

outside of Nagpur. Today this place is a public mental hospital, but then it served as a 

prison for lunatics — a madhouse where those inside were locked up for life and the keys 

were thrown away. There was virtually no medical treatment for the inmates and their 

condition was pitiable. 

Dressed in a long green gown, Tajuddin would perform manual labor of breaking 

stones and moving dirt along with the other inmates. But when those in charge of the 

asylum got an inkling of his true stature, they tried to prevent him from doing such 



demeaning work. Tajuddin, however, refused to stop and insisted on continuing the 

strenuous tasks. 

Once Tajuddin was carrying a large ghamela (iron pan) full of earth on his head. 

The officials of the institution were amazed to see that the ghamela was not resting on his 

head, but was actually suspended some inches in the air! Tajuddin would move about 

nonchalantly while everyone saw this. From time to time, such occult incidents would 

occur, further strengthening the inmates’ and officials’ faith in his spiritual stature. 

The officials also noticed a remarkable change in the other inmates. Around Taj, 

they would become calm and happy and were deferential towards him. Having no private 

room, he would sleep in a large dormitory with the other inmates. One day one of the 

lunatics escaped. Abdul Majid Khan, the doctor in charge of the asylum, was terribly 

worried, but Tajuddin approached the doctor and told him, “Do not be anxious; he will 

come back tomorrow.” 

The very next day, the fellow returned. On inquiry he said, “I went to my home. 

But Tajuddin Baba met me there and, after giving me two hard slaps across my face, he 

ordered me back here immediately. So I came back.” 

After this incident Dr. Khan developed deep faith in and devotion for Tajuddin, 

and would invite him to his home and consult him on all matters. Thus, the man in charge 

of the asylum became Tajuddin’s devoted disciple. 

Once Dr. Khan had a pressing appointment and asked Tajuddin if he could go to 

Bombay. Tajuddin refused to give him permission, warning, “The road is dangerous.” But 

the doctor insisted. Reluctantly, Tajuddin granted him permission but, giving him a leaf 

from a nearby tree, said, “Carry this with you while you are traveling.” 

The doctor left Nagpur by train and reached Bombay safely. But after the train 

stopped, instead of using the overpass bridge to the station, he tried to take a shortcut across 

the railway tracks and tripped just as a train was pulling in. Miraculously, the train 

screeched to a halt just a few feet from his body, and everyone at the station was astonished 

at his escape. Then he realized why Tajuddin had been so hesitant about allowing him to 

leave Nagpur. 

As the years went on, whenever Tajuddin wished to leave the asylum the officials 

would later find that the locks on the gates had dropped off! To leave the asylum’s grounds 

was strictly forbidden, but how could they stop such a person? 

Tajuddin at times had an unusual lumbering gait; he appeared to shuffle rapidly 

along in a series of hops or skips. Children, out for an evening stroll with their ayahs 

(nursemaids), would see him and feel frightened. But the Master would beckon to them 

and say, “Don’t be afraid, my children. I am not really mad.”  

After several years in the asylum, Tajuddin Baba’s fame began to spread to distant 

corners of India, and people thronged to the asylum for his darshan. He had a special tree 

under which he would meet people. The spiritual atmosphere surrounding Tajuddin’s 

presence was intoxicating! An ecstatic frenzy filled the air! The madhouse suddenly turned 

into a divine wineshop where thirsting souls could drink to their hearts’ content. A new 

madness was spreading; people became mad for God and for the wonderful company of 

the incarcerated Master. 



Day by day the numbers increased, creating a problem for the asylum officials. At 

first, as mentioned, they erected a separate gateway leading to the tree where Tajuddin 

would be seated. Then the crowds became too large to manage and the government officials 

of Nagpur issued entry tickets only to a fixed number, but this system failed. The fragrance 

of Tajuddin’s wine spread throughout India, driving people mad to see him. The officials 

of both the city and the asylum were at a loss as to how to handle the situation. Finally, the 

police were directed to control the crowds. 

Tajuddin Baba was becoming the leading spiritual figure in the area. Among those 

who came for his darshan was a Muslim girl who had the same name as his mother — 

Mariambi. This girl came to Tajuddin with an inner thirst so great that it could drink the 

wineshop dry! Mariambi came for the Master’s real darshan, with the desire to lose 

everything at his feet. 

When Mariambi approached Tajuddin, he took her arm and broke her glass bangles 

with a stone. This external act freed her from all external bindings and attachments in the 

world. The Master then embraced her, and she inwardly detached herself from the world. 

She belonged wholly to Tajuddin Baba. “I have been waiting for you, my dear, for the past 

twelve years,” he told her, “and at last you have come.” 

It was at this moment that Mariambi became spiritually connected with Tajuddin 

for the rest of her life. After this profound contact, she visited Tajuddin daily in the asylum. 

Later when he was freed, she was destined to be at his side always. In Mariambi’s company 

Tajuddin would appear extremely happy. He loved this girl especially; he poured the entire 

wineshop into her cup! She was among his chosen circle. 

It was under the personal instruction of Hazrat Chisti that Mariambi had gone to 

Tajuddin. Chisti had told her, “It is at Tajuddin’s feet, not mine, that you should surrender 

everything.” When she did, she gained Everything!21 

 

Once while Tajuddin was in the asylum, a woman was brought to him who was 

suffering intensely, it was thought, from possession by a spirit. Tajuddin eyed her, then 

spat in her face, shouting, “Why are you so bold and insolent with fakirs?” As soon as he 

uttered these words, the woman swooned and fell unconscious. When she regained 

consciousness, there was a glow of relief on her face. The ghost had apparently been 

released by the Master. 

Another day Tajuddin was conversing with those gathered before him, when he 
suddenly turned to a visitor and asked, “What are you doing here? Your wife is dead.” The 

man’s wife was visiting relatives, but the man raced home and was handed a telegram 

informing him of his wife’s untimely demise. 

 

21 Mariambi is regarded as a saint by the Mohammedan community. Her samadhi is still 

worshiped in the town of Vaki, not far from Vaki Shariff, where Tajuddin established his 

headquarters. 



A Hindu king named Raja Raghuji Rao Bhosle became devoted to Tajuddin. At 

the slightest hint, Bhosle was ready to dedicate everything he owned to Tajuddin. Although 

he was a member of the local royalty, he would often come to the asylum for Tajuddin’s 

advice and blessing. One day when the crowds at the asylum were unusually large, the 

Master hinted to the raja that his work in the asylum was finished and he wished to change 

seats. Bhosle became determined to have Tajuddin freed at any cost. 

Raja Bhosle went to the authorities and begged them to free Tajuddin. At first, the 

officials adamantly refused. The city was prospering from the revenue of so many visitors; 

Tajuddin Baba had become Nagpur’s greatest tourist attraction. In September 1908, after 

posting a sizeable bond of Rs.2,000, Raja Bhosle brought Tajuddin to live at his palace, 

Shakkardara, in the heart of the city. The raja gave Tajuddin his own private bungalow, 

called Lal Kothi (the Red House), a few hundred yards from the palace. Tajuddin was then 

47 years old. 

After more than sixteen years in the mental asylum, Tajuddin was now residing 

comfortably in the palace of a king. But a fakir is after all always a fakir — one without 

any worldly possessions, except the barest necessities. Tajuddin’s only real need was to 

look after the welfare of others. 

Raja Bhosle devoted one room of his palace as a prayer room where he would 

perform his daily worship ceremonies. But when Tajuddin first moved into the raja’s 

compound, he would go to that room and defecate and urinate three times a day in front of 

the stone Hindu idol to which the raja prayed. This supposedly sacred room had become 

the Master’s toilet! But the raja’s faith in Tajuddin’s perfection was so deep that he humbly 

cleaned it himself without taking it as an insult to his religious practices.22 

 

After staying for several months at Lal Kothi, Tajuddin moved his headquarters to 

Vaki, a suburb about eleven miles outside of Nagpur. There he lived at the home of a Hindu 

disciple named Kashinath Rao Patel, who had a large estate. The property was suitable for 

Tajuddin’s purposes, because many gathered there daily for the Master’s darshan. Soon a 

small township sprung up, which Tajuddin referred to as Chhota (Little) Nagpur. 

At Chhota Nagpur, Tajuddin rearranged the estate’s land into certain sections for 

his activities. A specific piece that surrounded his abode was kept vacant, which he named 

Vaki Shariff, meaning the Noble Town. The land was divided into five main sections. 

Toward the west a quarter of a mile away, Tajuddin had his Dispensary. But it consisted 

of no medical facilities or doctors; it was a solitary mango tree under which the sick and 

diseased were told by Tajuddin to stay. By remaining underneath the tree, Tajuddin’s 

patients would be cured automatically. The spiritual physician’s nazar (gaze) alone would 

heal them. Near the “mango dispensary,” Tajuddin pointed to a spot and named it 

Madrassa (School). Students would come seeking Tajuddin’s help to pass their 

 
22 One purpose of Tajuddin’s dishonoring Raja Bhosle’s idols in this way may have been to 

prevent or mitigate any effect of tantric practices of Bhosle, performed in that room, from 

influencing Bhosle in a spiritually harmful way.  

 



examinations, and he would oblige them by instructing them simply to sit in his Madrassa. 

Inevitably, all the boys and girls who came passed their examinations. 

Another barren plot was called the Court. Those who suffered financially, or who 

faced a lawsuit or court case, were sent to Tajuddin’s court. Inevitably, they too found 

relief. Another place near the Master’s seat was called his Mosque. Those who came only 

for spiritual purposes and who thirsted for the sight of God were sent there. 

Toward the north was an open field which Tajuddin named the Parade Ground. 

Here the Master would send people to do physical exercises which had a spiritual 

significance. By exercising, or marching back and forth, the Master was preparing his 

followers to fight the battle with their egos or lower selves. Vaki Shariff became the 

fairgrounds for a daily spiritual carnival. Every kind of disease or mundane problem was 

treated by the wine dripping from Tajuddin’s loving gaze. His nazar was their solace and 

remedy, and no one left empty-handed or empty-hearted. 

One day at Vaki Shariff while it was raining heavily, Tajuddin, followed by a large 

crowd, was observed pacing back and forth in the downpour. At one point, he left the 

grounds and headed towards the road. Along the road, he happened to spot a dog which 

had been lying dead for three days. Tajuddin approached the carcass and, touching it, said, 

“Why are you lying here, my friend? Get up and run.” The dog sprang back to life and 

scurried away. 

As Tajuddin’s spiritual reputation spread, his relatives gradually came to accept 

him as “someone great.” One time, his aunt made him tea. He refused to drink it and, 

pointing to his left, told her, “Take this tea to a fox lying dead in that field.” The woman 

did as instructed. When she poured a little of the tea down the dead animal’s throat, the fox 

shook, stood up and ran away. 

The miracle that caused the greatest sensation in Nagpur concerned a professional 

singer named Surji. She was famous for her exquisitely sweet voice and would often 

entertain Tajuddin. It is said that she became seriously ill and despite all possible treatment, 

expired. Hearing the news, Raja Bhosle informed Tajuddin that Surji had died. 

Tajuddin became irritated and said angrily, “You are lying! She is alive! If she 

were to die who would come to sing before me? ... Go tell her relatives not to disturb her 

body.” The raja returned to the house where the woman’s body was being prepared for 

cremation and delivered Tajuddin’s message. Having faith in the Master’s words, the 

relatives postponed the ceremony and, as Tajuddin had indicated, at 3:00 A.M. the next 

morning the woman opened her eyes. “Tajuddin Baba can raise the dead!” was the 

astonishing report that spread throughout the city and beyond. 

 

One day during 1915, an exceptional looking individual in his early twenties, 

accompanied by a friend, came to see Tajuddin Baba, who was holding darshan at Vaki 

Shariff. As the handsome young man entered the room, Tajuddin immediately stood and 

their eyes met. No one in the crowd knew the hidden message their glances conveyed. 

Tajuddin approached the young man in his peculiar shuffling gait. A devotee had given the 

Master a few flowers and these Taj presented to the young man. Then Taj rubbed the young 

man’s head affectionately. The stranger and his companion bowed to the Sadguru and left. 



Some moments before the striking young man had arrived, Tajuddin had lost his 

temper and had angrily abused all those in his presence. But upon seeing the young man, 

his mood changed suddenly to a pleasing manner. The fiery mood of the Qutub was altered 

completely upon this young man’s arrival, as if the youth had brought the Master some 

joyous news. This individual was no stranger to Tajuddin Baba, however. He was the same 

Zoroastrian kissed by Babajan and whom Narayan Maharaj had greeted royally. The young 

man indeed brought good news to Tajuddin that day — news that he was preparing to 

accept the spiritual charge from the Taj, assuming the Crown of Creation! Later this youth 

was referred to by Tajuddin as the “Heavenly Rose.” 

Age was watching and knew now that this young man was the Awakener. 

 

Around 1920, Tajuddin returned to Shakkardara, Raja Bhosle’s bungalow in 

Nagpur, though he would frequently return to Vaki Shariff. He would roam in the Raja’s 

tonga on excursions to the outskirts of the city. Raja Bhosle did everything possible in 

serving Tajuddin, trying his utmost to please his Master always. 

Tajuddin Baba enjoyed qawaalis — Persian and Urdu devotional songs to God. 

On one occasion at the raja’s palace, a famous singer from Delhi named Janaki came to 

Nagpur and wished to sing for the “saint.” The distinguished lady was brought to the 

palace, but immediately upon seeing her, Tajuddin shouted, “Take that bitch away! She 

thinks she can charm me like other worldly people with the sweetness of her voice. Get her 

out of my sight!” 

The woman was shocked and Raja Bhosle had her promptly removed. Tajuddin 

was aflame; he ordered his tonga to be brought, then left for the riverside. It was raining 

heavily and the ground had turned to mud. Oblivious to the damp conditions, Tajuddin 

alighted and walked to the river’s edge. There, he sat contentedly by the flowing water. 

After a few minutes, he told his disciples, “Tell that singer from Delhi that, if she is willing, 

she can come here and sing for me.” 

Janaki was informed accordingly and she unhesitatingly complied, grateful at this 

unexpected opportunity she had despaired was lost. She was taken in a tonga to the river 

where, in spite of her beautiful silk sari, she waded through the mud and sat on a patch of 

wet ground near the Qutub. She sang for almost three hours in the splendor of the 

moonlight. Tajuddin then blessed her and sent her away. Janaki knew well that the Master, 

by going to the riverside and testing whether she would go there, was letting her understand 

that it was he who was honoring her by allowing her to sing in his presence. 

 

Tajuddin Baba lived his final days at Raja Bhosle’s Lal Kothi. Some years before 

he dropped his body, he hinted about it and even specified his burial place to be at another 

end of Nagpur. He had selected a particular spot where he himself picked up some earth 

and smelled it, remarking, “This soil of Hazrat [the Great One] is sweet. If a house is built 

here for me, I will remain in it.” 

His health deteriorated and Raja Bhosle requested Tajuddin to allow people to have 

darshan, even if the doctors did not permit it. Tajuddin smiled and agreed. As the news of 

the Master’s poor health spread, thousands came to the king’s palace for a final farewell. 



The stream of visitors continued until his last moments on Monday, 17 August 1925. That 

day, Tajuddin lifted his hand in blessing to all and looked lovingly at those gathered. Then, 

quietly, he lay down on the bed and closed his eyes forever on this material sphere. By the 

time doctors could check him, he had already dropped his body. 

The news of his death spread throughout the district, and his devotees felt as if 

their hearts had been torn out. The entire city mourned the loss of their most holy tavern 

keeper. Wine had poured through the streets, the asylum and the raja’s palace for nearly 45 

years. But where the Master had poured wine, tears now flooded. 

Thirty to forty thousand people of all religions — Muslim, Hindu, Sikh, 

Zoroastrian and Christian — marched in his funeral procession from one end of the city to 

the other. Tears of love flowed from their eyes, and every heart was filled with grief, 

repentance and gratitude. 

Tajuddin Baba was buried according to Islamic custom in the particular spot he 

himself had selected. The area was later renamed Tajabad in his honor.23 Tajuddin Baba’s 

body is buried there; but, in reality, he is now in deep sleep. This sleep is the true awakening 

when the heart drinks its own tears — when one becomes conscious of one’s own eternal 

infinity! 

O Tajuddin Baba, your wine still flows in our hearts! 

You showered roses and crowned our King! 

 

 

 

 

 

SAI BABA, THE FAKIR OF ALLAH 

 

Allah is the Protector of the poor. There is nothing besides Him. 

The name of Allah is eternal: Allah is All-in-all! 

 

These words were called out daily by a bearded man wearing a ragged robe in the 

small village of Shirdi. He would smoke a chillum (clay pipe) in a consecrated mosque 

while people would stream by to pay their respects to him. As his blessings to each, he 

would say, “Give me whatever money you have in your pockets.” Often he would not even 

 

23 Raja Bhosle’s Lal Kothi (now called Taj Darbar — Taj’s Court) is the second main shrine in 

Nagpur dedicated to Tajuddin. 



allow them to keep enough to pay their return fare home. Yet by the end of the day, he had 

given it all away to the poor, and would wander the streets to beg for his own food. He 

would beg only for bhakri (unleavened millet bread) and lived on that alone. 

Once a naked child stood before this fakir, who asked the mother, “Daughter, is it 

a boy or a girl?” Such was his innocence; he would often appear quite ignorant of such 

things. 

This fakir’s behavior was not normal, to say the least. However, people who had 

faith in him gave him whatever he asked, and they considered themselves blessed to do so. 

He would say, “I only ask from those whom the Fakir points out. In exchange, I have to 

give them ten times what they give me.” The Fakir he spoke of was none other than 

Almighty God. 

Was this ascetic a Hindu or a Muslim? People of every religion and caste in India 

would seek him out. This holy man belonged to no caste or religion or “ism.” He himself 

was the true fakir, the Emperor of Emperors. Why would people journey hundreds of miles 

to see him? Because his eyes shone brilliantly with a magnetism that drew them towards 

him. The light in his eyes attracted thousands to his feet. 

Hidden in this extraordinary fakir was the Qutub-e-Irshad of the age − the head of 

the spiritual hierarchy and the leading Perfect Master of his time. He who held the key to 

all worlds and universes in his very hands appeared as a ragged beggar in a nondescript 

village in India. In his hands the conflicting forces of the world’s turmoil and the throes of 

the universes were kept balanced! It may be difficult for a worldly-minded materialist to 

believe this, but it is a spiritual fact. If people were told this peculiar holy man was 

responsible for conducting World War I, they would say it was ridiculous. But in the inner 

realms of spiritual realities, the Qutubs or Sadgurus are the Masters of the universe and 

nothing ever happens without their divine ordinance. There could be no war without the 

five Perfect Masters’ will and guidance. 

Age longs to learn more of this fakir and his austere life, but it is very difficult to 

“know” much about him. Only a true fakir can know a fakir, and to become one is 

impossible without crossing the boundary of illusion. 

The simple life of this fakir was most deceiving. He was the mightiest king in 

existence, but he did not mind if people saw him merely as a beggar. However, now that 

the sun of his divinity has shed its light and he has done his duty, we must do ours and 

learn more of this true fakir. To research the life of any man-become-God is difficult, 

because when he is embodied, when his sun is brightly shining, all eyes are focused on it. 

It is only after the sun sets that our attention shifts to recording his story. 

Without becoming a fakir, one can never fathom such a Master’s life. Whatever he 

reveals to the world is just a few rays of his light. And so the true story of every Perfect 

One cannot be known in detail. We do not even know this fakir’s childhood name, but Age 

calls him Sai, which means the Lord or the Holy One. 

 

Nothing is definitely known about Sai Baba’s birth. Some believe that he was born 

into a Brahmin family, that his parents died and he was then raised by a Muslim ascetic. 

Others (including most of his biographers) believe that he was born in a Mohammedan 



family. Whatever the circumstances of his birth and childhood, Age is more concerned 

with Sai the Master, in whose eyes all are one. 

It is said that Sai was born in 1838 in Sailu village in Jintur district of Maharashtra. 

But other, more recent evidence points to his birthplace as being in Pathri village in the 

Parbhani district. It is believed that his childhood was spent near Aurangabad and that his 

parents were very, very poor. After his father’s death when Sai was still a young child, his 

mother was forced by circumstances to resort to begging for their livelihood. 

“What sort of drama was this?” Age wondered. “He who was destined to be the 

Lord of the universe had to spend his childhood among the destitute, begging on the streets. 

What an unfathomable design by God!” 

Age heard the young boy cry, “Mother, walk slowly. I cannot go faster ... I cannot 

go on.” And the mother lifted the child in her arms with tears in her eyes. “Mother, I am 

hungry ... When will someone kind give us food?” 

His mother whispered, “Son, have patience. God is merciful. There is a village not 

far away where we will find bread.” 

Sensing his mother’s plight, the boy said, “Mother, I do not feel hungry anymore. 

I feel like walking now.” He slipped from her grasp and, though tired and weak, slowly 

walked beside her. 

In this manner, for five years mother and son wandered from door to door, from 

village to village. With his sweet conversation, the boy kept his mother cheerfully 

distracted. Never again did he ask his mother for food or comfort. Blisters tormented the 

soles of his feet until they toughened like leather, but they walked on without knowing 

where they were headed, begging simply to survive. 

Mercy is always hidden in the apparent terribleness of God. Fate is a paradoxical 

mystery: the cruelty of God is in some way His mercy! No one can escape His compassion 

whatever the circumstances. God’s nature is mercy; He is mercy itself. In His eyes, no one 

is helpless and without hope. But only those who become God can fathom this mystery. 

Although mother and son were suffering in the eyes of the world, one cannot 

imagine what the five-year-old boy was about to receive. After knocking on door after door 

in the village of Shelwadi and being turned away empty-handed, the mother and son 

reached the door of a blind man. This person was, in actuality, a renowned saint named 

Gopal Rao Deshmukh. Gopal Rao embraced the little boy ardently, as if two old friends 

were being reunited after years of separation. Indeed, the saint had been waiting for this 

woman and child, and, with great respect and love, prepared a room in his own house for 

them to stay with him. 

The saint’s father was Keshav Pant of Jamb. Although a poor man, Keshav was 

very devout. There was nothing in his house — no furniture or decorations — except a 

large life-size statue of Vyankatesh — Lord Vishnu — which he would worship night and 

day. Kindled by his father, the flame of spirituality burned deeply in Gopal’s heart from 

his childhood. When it became time for Gopal to earn his livelihood, he had failed to find 

a job in his birthplace of Jamb, and so he had moved to Shelwadi. After he had lived in 

Shelwadi for some years, the local townspeople looked upon him with reverence. Although 

still a poor man himself, he shared whatever he had with others more unfortunate, and 



nursed the afflicted. In recognition of his selfless service, the town officials granted him a 

piece of land on which to live. 

Gopal Rao practiced severe penances. One day he gazed at a beautiful woman and 

began having unwelcome desires. He was so struck by the depravity of his thoughts that 

he immediately returned home and, while standing before the statue of Vyankatesh, poked 

out both his eyes with an iron spike! The external light of the world was shut out forever, 

but this act caused the inner light within him to flame! 

The light within became a fire and his fame spread. Legend has it that Lord 

Vyankatesh himself prepared the arti tray for Gopal Rao. Only then did the blind saint 

sincerely perform the worship ceremony before the idol. Thus, because of Gopal Rao’s 

presence, Shelwadi turned from a farming village into a sacred place of pilgrimage. 

 

In the humble house of this great saint, young Sai was brought up with great 

affection and loving care. Gopal’s love for the boy grew more and more pronounced while 

the mother served the saint with deep respect. He had made a home for her and her son, 

and for this she was always grateful. When the boy was twelve, his mother died. After the 

snapping of this parental connection, the boy and blind saint lived together for several more 

years. It was during this period that the boy had the spiritual world unveiled to him by the 

saint and became Gopal Rao’s chief disciple. 

Observing their close association, the saint’s Brahmin disciples became resentful 

and envious of the boy, wondering why their Master was so fond of this Muslim lad. As a 

result, they tried various ways of harassing the youth, but he would tolerate their meanness 

out of love for Gopal Rao. The situation worsened. In their jealousy, some of them decided 

to murder the boy. They began plotting how to kill him, but: 

He whom God wishes to protect, not a hair on his head can be touched. 

Even if the whole world goes against him — he is safe! 

What jealousy and spite can do! On one occasion when Gopal Rao was walking 

through a forest accompanied by Sai, some of the devotees secretly followed them. As the 

saint and boy were resting under the shade of a tall tree, the men crept toward them 

stealthily and one threw a large stone at Sai’s head. But instead of hitting Sai, the stone 

struck Gopal Rao. 

Seeing his Master suffer because of him, Sai’s heart broke and wept tears of blood. 

He told Gopal Rao, “Master, after all our years together, my staying with you is no good 

anymore. Let me leave this place.” 

The saint replied, “You cannot leave. From today I have decided to make you my 

sole heir. One day you will inherit my treasure.” 

The man who tried to kill Sai became ill and suffered much before he died shortly 

thereafter. The villagers were surprised at this man’s sudden demise and believed that 

Gopal Rao had punished him for his wicked intent. One of the man’s relatives went to the 

saint seeking forgiveness, and the rest of the devotees began praying in hope of reviving 

the dead man. Hearing his request, Gopal Rao told the relative, “Why do you ask me to 

bring him back to life? I am just an ordinary man like yourself. I have no such power. I 

cannot do such a thing.” 



Then, pointing to Sai, Gopal Rao added, “Perhaps this Muslim lad can do it.” 

At a sign from the saint, Sai rose and, picking up some dirt from Gopal Rao’s feet, 

rubbed it on the corpse, which had been brought to them. After a few minutes, the dead 

man came to life and sat up! All were astonished. From this act of divine power they 

realized that the boy’s relationship with Gopal Rao was unique. As the chief disciple of 

their Master, the boy was to be honored instead of hated. In celebration of this resurrection, 

the villagers formed a long procession with Gopal Rao and Sai seated in a palanquin. 

Hundreds worshiped them both, showering flowers as they were carried through the town. 

Gopal Rao had been hinting for a few days that soon he would give up his body, 

but none took his words seriously. One day he gathered all his close ones and told them, 

“My time has come.” The blind saint then allowed his disciples to bathe him. He had 

prayers read and a section of the Bhagavad Gita recited. He called the boy to him and 

lovingly gave him his own dhoti (a white loincloth-like garment worn around the waist to 

the ankles). Sai reverently accepted it. Gopal Rao imparted some final instructions to his 

disciples and, lying down, quietly severed his connection with his physical body. By 

handing over his garment to the youth, Gopal Rao transferred his spiritual charge with all 

its responsibilities and burdens to the boy. Sai thoroughly understood its significance. From 

the cloth of his Master’s dhoti, the young lad had a kafni made for himself which he always 

wore. 

 

Soon after Gopal Rao’s death, Sai, then sixteen, left Shelwadi and sought seclusion 

in a forest. One day a man named Chand Patil was passing through the forest when he came 

upon the young fakir seated under a tree. Without any introduction, the young man asked 

Chand Patil, “Have you lost your horse?” 

Startled, the man replied, “Yes and I have been unable to find it.” 

“Go to a nearby stream,” said the young fakir, “and you will find it there.” Chand 

left and was happily surprised to find the horse exactly where the young ascetic had 

indicated. 

When Chand returned to thank the fakir, he saw the youth filling a chillum with 

tobacco. Anxious to light the pipe for the fakir, Chand rushed forward, but then he realized 

he did not have any matches. The young man waved him away and, thrusting a stick in the 

ground, unearthed a piece of burning charcoal and held it to his pipe. This remarkable feat 

convinced Chand Patil that the young fakir was someone great and holy. He invited the 
young man to accompany him to the small village of Shirdi, where he and those with him 

were journeying to attend his nephew’s wedding, and the fakir agreed to join them. 

The entire village turned out to welcome the visitors, little knowing what a 

distinguished guest they had among them. As the wedding procession passed by a 

Khandoba temple, a Hindu priest named Mhalsapati caught sight of the young fakir and 

called out in Marathi, “Ya, Sai, aao! [Welcome, Holy One, come!]” From that day on, the 

young fakir came to be known as Sai Baba.24 

 
24 He was also called Sai Maharaj by early followers. 



Sai Baba did not remain in Shirdi long, however, and began traveling from place 

to place in Maharashtra, begging along the way. Finally, he wandered among the hills 

surrounding the ancient Ellora Caves at Aurangabad, where he entered a small cave atop a 

hill in Khuldabad. At the bottom of this hill is the tomb of the Sufi Perfect Master Zarzari 

Zar Baksh. This Qutub’s tomb has been a favorite spot of Mohammedan pilgrims in the 

area for over 700 years. According to Meher Baba, Zarzari Zar Baksh was the Master of 

Sai Baba in a previous lifetime. It is said that Sai had done something that so pleased 

Zarzari Zar Baksh that he had given Sai Realization, though Sai was not destined to realize 

God in that incarnation. 

Sai was inwardly drawn to be near this spot and entered a cave overlooking the 

tomb. He stayed in this cave for several years in the state of majzoobiyat, not even leaving 

for food or water. Meher Baba explained further that Zarzari Zar Baksh was responsible 

for the eventual Realization of Sai, which occurred during the four to five years that the 

youth stayed in the cave − although Zarzari Zar Baksh had dropped his body several 

centuries before. 

During these years the strong, healthy physique of the young fakir turned into a 

virtual skeleton, but this skeleton had infinite Light within. The emaciated fakir lost his 

gross consciousness and became a God-realized majzoob, fully conscious of himself as 

God but completely oblivious of his own body and the world around him. 

“Yet,” Age observed, “it was necessary for Sai to leave that cave. He needed to 

regain his gross awareness to be able to fulfill his destiny — to bring the Ancient One into 

form.” 

When Sai finally left the cave after four long years, he was inwardly drawn by the 

power of another Perfect Master. He wandered south to meet the Swami of Akkalkot, and 

by this Hindu Sadguru’s grace, Sai regained normal human consciousness.25 In this village 

of Akkalkot, the fakir became a living Perfect Master — and his divine work on earth 

began. He was only 20 years old. 

 

In 1858, Sai returned to Shirdi and stayed there, making this humble village his 

permanent headquarters. At first he kept aloof from the villagers, spending his nights under 

a neem tree in all seasons. His bodily needs were minimal; he begged for whatever food or 

tobacco he wanted. The fakir preferred to be alone and he made this known to anyone who 

invaded his solitude. 

After living for some months under the neem tree, Sai moved into a small tin shed 

which served as the local mosque in this poor village. Sai renamed the mosque Dwarkamai 

(Mother of Mercy) Masjid. Here two men began serving him faithfully: the Hindu priest, 

Mhalsapati, who had hailed him as Sai, and another man named Tatya Kote Patil. Many of 

 

25 The Swami of Akkalkot (d.1878) had personal contact with Narayan Maharaj also when 

Narayan was a young man, and was instrumental in his spiritual perfection and Masterhood as 

well.  



the villagers would sarcastically refer to them as “the trio of the Masjid.” Later (in 1909), 

when the masjid started leaking during a heavy rainstorm, Sai Baba was taken to the nearby 

mud-walled village chavadi (a small two-room building used as a village office). From 

then on, he began sleeping on alternate days in the masjid and the chavadi. 26 

At that time, Shirdi was a quiet village with very few visitors. Some years after Sai 

settled there, plague swept through the area and scores of persons died. The district officials 

tried everything to alleviate the epidemic, but nothing helped. Eventually some people 

approached Sai, narrating their tales of woe and pleading with him to help before the entire 

population of Shirdi was wiped out. 

The fakir was moved by their stories and went to a nearby house, picked up a 

millstone, and then returned to the Dwarkamai Masjid and began grinding wheat. 

Collecting the flour, he gave it to a woman with instructions to sprinkle it along the 

boundaries of the village. The woman did as she was told and, within a short time, to 

everybody’s relief, the epidemic began to subside. Patients recovered and Shirdi was 

completely free from the fatal effects of the plague. 

Invalids and the diseased from the surrounding villages would come to Sai, who 

treated them with medicinal herbs. Afterward, he would sit with those afflicted, listening 

to the devotional music they would sing. Each person was attracted to the light in his eyes! 

The eyes of this Perfect One were so luminous, with such power and deep penetration in 

his gaze, that no one could look into them for long. One felt that he was reading one through 

and through, that nothing could be kept secret from him. After seeing his face, people could 

only bow to him in worship, surrendering their lives at his feet. 

One devotee, G. S. Khaparde, was a prominent lawyer and associate of the Indian 

freedom fighter, Lokmanya Tilak. Khaparde kept a Marathi diary and recorded on 17 

January 1912: “Sayin [sic] Baba showed his face and smiled most benignly. It is 

worthwhile spending years here to see it even once. I was overjoyed and stood gazing like 

mad [intently].” 

Advanced souls “passing through” Shirdi recognized the Master and told the 

inhabitants, “Blessed is Shirdi, that it got this precious Jewel! … He is not an ordinary 

fellow. Because this place [Shirdi] was lucky and meritorious, it secured this Jewel.” 

Another saint saw Sai Baba and exclaimed, “This is a precious Diamond! Though 

he looks like an ordinary man, he is not a gar [ordinary stone] but a Diamond. You will 

realize this in the near future.”27 

Each day, Sai Baba begged for his food (usually only bhakri) at the same five 

houses in Shirdi. At each doorstep he would call out, “Mother, give me bhakri,” or “Mother, 

give me roti [chapati].” He continued begging up to his last days, eating only one or two 

pieces of the flatbread himself and a raw onion, and distributing the rest to the poor. Thus, 

his majesty, the King, would eat only what was given in alms. 

 
26 After some time, the Masjid was rebuilt.  

 
27 Antonio Rigopoulos, The Life and Teachings of Sai Baba (State University of New York Press, 

1993), p. 63.  



According to Meher Baba, there was a secret behind Sai Baba’s begging: The five 

houses represented the five Perfect Masters who are always living in the world, and at 

whose feet the whole universe begs for spiritual and material progress. 

Sai Baba had several strange personal habits in addition to being a heavy smoker. 

While begging, he would often stop along the way — in secluded places or amidst a 

teeming bazaar — and unabashedly lift his dhoti to urinate. After finishing, he would shake 

his penis seven times before he would continue with his begging. Seeing him behave in 

this manner, some of the villagers at first took him to be mad. But every outward act of the 

Perfect Masters, although sometimes enigmatic, is inwardly significant, because their 

every action is for the benefit of the world. 

For instance, Sai Baba would take hours to relieve his bowels. As the number of 

devotees increased, this act of attending to nature’s call was transformed into a ceremony 

of pomp and adoration, which Sai would call lendi.28 He would go to defecate in a nearby 

field every day at a fixed time (usually late morning), followed by a parade of devotees, 

some playing musical instruments, and one person holding an umbrella over the Master as 

he walked. 

Yet this lendi ceremony held a spiritual mystery. Sai Baba once explained, “While 

I pass my stool, I direct my abdals [spiritual agents on the inner planes] about their duties. 

I call them through the sound of the music during the parade.” 

Sai Baba was a person of great humor. He would often joke with his devotees and 

poke fun at their weaknesses. However, until he died, he retained the austere ascetic life of 

a simple fakir. He would note, “God too is a poor Fakir. Since God is poor, I am poor also.” 

Sai wore the same kafni until it was so torn and tattered that one of his disciples 

had to forcibly remove it from him and give him a new one to wear. Even after that, Sai 

often sat with a needle and thread, patiently repairing it. This was the same garment given 

to him in his youth by Gopal Rao. Later, when it was completely in shreds, he sewed the 

pieces together and fashioned a scarf turban which he wore around his head. 

Sai Baba blended his unique personality of Hindu and Mohammedan 

characteristics, and had followers of both faiths. He never forbade any Muslim from eating 

meat, and sometimes even ordered orthodox Brahmin priests to eat certain non-vegetarian 

food against their wish. On occasion, he himself would cook meat dishes and distribute the 

food to those gathered. 

Although his eyes were always intense and lustrous, his nature was cordial. His 
wit and charm put all at ease as soon as they came in his presence. His personal habits were 

austere, but his ashram was informal and lively. Arti was held several times of day, along 

with the singing of bhajans, and group readings and discussions on the Ramayana and other 

spiritual texts and scriptures. 

Sai Baba’s personality was sweet-tempered and tolerant, although at times he was 

jalali, or fiery, and would become enraged at someone’s failures. An aspect of Sai’s jalali 

 
28 Lendi is a Marathi word for dried fecal matter. 



side was portrayed by a pet he had — a tiger. For some years the tiger lived with Sai Baba 

at Shirdi and would accompany him on his walks as if it were a dog. 29 

 

As mentioned, when people came for Sai Baba’s darshan, it was common for him 

to demand that they empty their purse or pockets of their money and give it to him as 

dakshina — a monetary gift to the Master. But if anyone approached him with material 

desires, Sai would say, “Allah malik hai [God is the owner, meaning God is the only giver]. 

What God gives is never finished; what man gives never lasts. Nobody who has firm faith 

in God wants for anything.” 

Sai Baba kept a pile of small stones near his own large stone seat, and he would 

pick up a stone and throw it at whoever came for his darshan. Those who were hit by the 

stones were considered by him to be fortunate and to have received his blessing. 

In 1886, Sai Baba suffered from a severe asthma attack and told his disciple 

Mhalsapati, “Protect my body for three days. If I return it will be all right ... If my body 

does not return to life, bury it [rather than cremate it according to Hindu tradition] and plant 

two flags over the grave.” Sai then closed his eyes and entered a state of samadhi, appearing 

to be dead.30 His breathing and pulse stopped completely and his body remained lifeless 

for three days and nights. 

Some of the Master’s devotees were grief-stricken, believing their Master had died. 

They wanted to perform the last rites immediately (fearing cholera), but the faithful 

Mhalsapati prevented them by cradling Sai Baba’s body in his lap and locking the door. 

Exactly as Sai had foretold, after 72 hours his eyes slowly reopened as he reentered his 

body. He did not speak of the work he had done while in that state, or why he had entered 

this samadhi. 

A close disciple, a Muslim fakir, who was always seated in Sai Baba’s court was 

nicknamed Bade (Big) Baba. He was a large, rotund man. Sai Baba would give Bade Baba 

Rs.100 per day for his food and the man would eat a lot, dining for several hours. Sai Baba 

would eat only the bhakris and raw onion that he had begged for, while Bade Baba would 

eat plateful after plateful of the finest food available. Why was Sai Baba so particular that 

this disciple be given a huge sum of money for an enormous amount of food, while he 

himself lived like a pauper? Bade Baba was a storehouse for the sanskaras of all those who 

had handed over their money to Sai Baba when they came for darshan. These sanskaras (of 

others) were wiped out by Sai when Bade Baba died. 

Once the police caught a known thief with a bag full of jewels. The thief told the 

police that he had gotten the gems from Sai Baba. An inspector came to Shirdi to 

investigate the matter and interrogated the fakir at length. The policeman filled out his 

report as he questioned the Master: 

 
29 When the tiger died it was buried in its own tomb by Sai’s. 

30 Samadhi is a state of spiritual entrancement or temporary stopping of the mental and the 

physical vital forces. 



“What is your name?” he inquired. 

“They call me Sai Baba.” 

“What was your father’s name?” 

“Also Sai Baba.” 

“What was your guru’s name?” 

“Venkusha [God].” 

“What is your creed or religion?” 

“Kabir.”31 

“What is your caste?” 

“Parvardigar.” 32 

“How old are you?” 

“Lakhs [hundreds of thousands] of years.” 

“Will you solemnly affirm that what you are going to say is the truth?” 

“I am the Truth.” 

“Do you know the accused?” 

“Yes, I know him. I know everyone.” 

“The man says he is your devotee and has stayed with you. Is that so?” 

“Yes, I live with everyone. All are mine.” 

“Did you give the accused some jewels as alleged by him?” 

“Yes, I gave them to him. Who gives what and to whom?” 

“If you gave him the jewels, how did you get them?” 

“Everything is mine! Everything has been given to me.” 

The police inspector left perplexed. 

 

Each night, Sai Baba would keep a dhuni (fire) burning in the Dwarkamai mosque. 

He would also keep a small oil lamp burning there and would obtain kerosene by begging 

from different shopkeepers in Shirdi. On one particular day, however, not one shopkeeper 

would give him any oil. Sai returned to the mosque and, filling the lamp with water, lit it! 
The lamp thus burned without fuel, and when early the next morning the villagers came to 

know of this “miracle,” their faith in Sai was kindled. 

A Perfect Master sees all who are closely connected with him. One day in 1910, 

Sai Baba was sitting near the dhuni when suddenly, instead of putting wood on the fire, the 

Master pushed his arm into the flames. A devotee rushed toward him and pulled his arm 

 
31 Kabir (1440–1518) was an Indian Perfect Master and a renowned poet. 

32 Parvardigar is a Sufi name of God, meaning the Protector or Preserver of creation. It is the 

same One who is known as Vishnu in Vedanta. 



out, but it was seriously burned. When asked why he had done this, Sai explained, “One of 

my followers is a potter not far from here. His wife was just then working at the kiln with 

her daughter on her lap. Hearing her husband call her, she got up and the child accidentally 

slipped into the furnace. At that moment, I thrust my arm into this fire. I do not mind these 

burns; the child was saved. Had I not done this the little girl would have died.” 

It was a part of Sai Baba’s spiritual work to unite the Hindus and the Muslims 

spiritually. The village of Shirdi had a Maruti (Hanuman) Temple near the Dwarkamai 

Masjid. In fact, Sai Baba used to refer to his mosque as a “Brahmin mosque.” Sometimes 

Sai Baba would have the Koran read to him by his Mohammedan followers, and sometimes 

he would have the Gita and Ramayana read by his Hindu followers. Sai was an unusual 

Perfect Master, a unique blend of Hindu and Mohammedan spiritual characteristics. His 

work with both religions signified that there is no real difference between the two, for each 

worships the same One. 

Whether Sai Baba was born a Hindu or a Muslim, it is certain that his spiritual 

upbringing was directly connected to both, because he had both Hindu and Muslim 

Masters. Sai dressed like a Muslim, but bore the caste marks on his forehead of a Hindu. 

He celebrated the holy days and festivals of both religions with equal fervor. He quoted the 

Koran to the delight of the Muslims, but was equally well versed in the Hindu Vedas or 

Shastras (scriptures). 

To someone like Sai Baba, his own human identity and religious differences were 

nothing into nothing. When someone once asked him where he was born, he replied, “I 

have no residence. I am the Attributeless One — the Absolute! The universe is my abode. 

Brahma is my father and Maya is my mother. By their interlocking, I got this body. Those 

who think I reside at Shirdi do not know the real Sai, for I am formless and everywhere!” 

Over the years, hundreds flocked to Sai Baba — many with material gain on their 

minds. The Master once remarked about those who sought his blessing: 

It is I who seek them out and bring them to me; they do not come by their own volition. Even though 

some may be hundreds of miles away, I draw them to me like a sparrow with a string tied to its feet. 

He would often repeat to his devotees: 

I give you what you want so that you will begin to want what I want to give you. My Master told me 

to give bounteously to all who beseech me, but none of you beseeches me with wisdom. My treasury 

is open. But none of you brings a cart to haul away the real treasure. I say, Dig deep and take what is 

rightfully yours! But none of you wants to take the trouble. 

I tell you, all who come to me, this opportunity will not return! I am God! I am Mahalaxmi, I am 

Vithoba ... Ganesha ... Dattatrey ... Laxmi and Narayan ... 33 Why go to the Ganges [river] in 

Benares? Hold your palm at my feet — here flows the Ganga! 

 
33 “Laxmi ... Narayan,” et cetera, are different deities of the Hindu pantheon of devas, gods and 

goddesses. In this instance, Sai Baba was referring to all the divine attributes of his personality or 



One day, in speaking about the “ten incarnations of Lord Vishnu” as Avatars, Sai 

Baba revealed that the Avatar would appear in the current Kali Yuga. 

 

Meher Baba would recall Sai Baba with the utmost affection as “Grandfather” and 

described Sai’s greatness as “Perfection personified.” He once revealed, “It was Sai Baba 

who controlled the whole First World War.” 

When Sai Baba walked slowly from the masjid past the Maruti Temple to the 

“lendi bagh [garden]” or the chavadi, his arti would be sung. At that time, his face would 

illuminate. It was also noticed that he would make strange signs in the air with his fingers. 

This behavior continued daily for four years, from the start of World War I to its 

conclusion. 

During the war years, Sai Baba would often say: 

I am formless and I am everywhere. I am not this body you call Sai. I am the Supreme Soul — the 

entire creation. I am everything and I am in everyone. I am in saints, criminals, animals and 

everything else. I pervade the whole universe. It is I who have created God. Nothing happens without 

my wish. 

My light is of God; my religion is Kabiri [Perfect Mastery] and my wealth lies in the blessings I alone 

can give. 

Sai Baba was a ghous type of spiritual personality. One who is a ghous has the 

occult power to dismember his physical body and later reconnect his limbs. At times, for 

their inner work, Perfect Ones enter the ghous state and parts of their physical body 

separate. When that particular phase of work is finished, their body automatically joins 

together again.34 

Once a man went to the mosque where Sai Baba slept and found the physical limbs 

of the Master’s body lying separated on the floor. In one corner was the Master’s hands 

and arms, in another his legs and feet, and in another his head! Every limb was separated 

from the torso. The poor man was aghast. Terrified, he thought of notifying the village 

police that the fakir had been hacked to death. But he feared that the police might implicate 

him in the crime, and so he went home and kept silent. The next morning the man anxiously 

went back to the mosque. To his shocked surprise he found Sai Baba alive, giving a 

discourse to some of his devotees. The man did not know about this rare characteristic of 

the fakir, and he wondered if what he had seen the previous evening had been a nightmarish 

dream. 

It is said that Sai slept on a bed about six feet off the ground, but there was no 

ladder. Once when he had gone to retire to his room, a man quietly crept to the window to 

 
Godhood. For instance, in the mystical symbolism of Vedanta, Ganesh (the Elephant God) 

represents the Universal Mind; Narayan represents Infinite Intelligence. 

34 This type of ghous Master is rare, although the ghous characteristic is predominant in some 

God-intoxicated masts. Since Sai was in charge of the First World War, it may relate to the 

millions of human bodies that were shattered into pieces and whose limbs were scattered over the 

battlefields. 



see Sai levitate to his bed. But he was aghast to see a body without arms, without legs and 

without a head! Instantly the man was blinded, and his blindness served as a source of 

repentance for the rest of his life. 

 

One day while the war was raging on, Sai Baba returned from the lendi procession 

when, amidst the music, his eyes fell upon a particular young man and he uttered one single, 

glorious word. “PARVARDIGAR [Almighty God]!” the Master declared, with the force of 

oceanic sound, as the young man fell at the old fakir’s feet. 

Who was Sai Baba addressing? The eyes that transfixed Sai Baba’s belonged to 

that young dazed Zoroastrian who had been kissed by Hazrat Babajan, enthroned by 

Narayan Maharaj and garlanded by Tajuddin Baba. 

The eyes of the young man and the eyes of the old fakir gazed at each other 

steadily, and the great word again came forth from the old fakir’s mouth, “Parvardigar!” 

Then, for the third time, the holy word sounded from the depths of the Master’s 

Godhood as he proclaimed, “Parvardigar!” and, in his heart, he bowed before the young 

man. 

The crowd of devotees was astonished to witness this extraordinarily significant 

event. Deep is its meaning, though it took place on a dusty dirt road in a poor, remote 

village of Maharashtra, India, in December 1915. As the crowd surrounded Sai Baba, the 

young man was pushed aside. Sai Baba returned to his seat while the youth picked himself 

up and continued wandering along the road. 

Age sang out to the world, but no one heard: “Don’t you recognize who it is that 

Sai cried out to? You too will proclaim him! You too will bow to him! He is the Ancient 

One!” 

 

Three years later, as World War I was approaching its end, on 28 September 1918, 

Sai Baba, was stricken with a fever which lasted for two days. Afterward, the Master began 

fasting, well aware of his impending death. 

Sai Baba had an old brick which he had used as his pillow for years. One day the 

boy who cleaned the mosque dropped the brick and it broke in two. When Sai entered the 

mosque, upon seeing the broken brick he exclaimed, “It is not the brick but my fate that 

has been broken. The brick was my lifelong companion and assisted me in my work. It was 

as dear to me as my life. Now that it is broken, the earthen pot of my life will also soon 

break.” 

After seventeen days with no food, Sai Baba collapsed at 2:30 in the afternoon and 

cried, “Ah, Deva! [O, God!]” His head leaned on the shoulder of a close disciple and he 

breathed his last at the age of 80. It was 15 October 1918, on the Hindu holy day of Dassera, 

which celebrates Lord Ram’s victory over Ravana. 

Even in the end there was a bitter dispute between Sai’s different devotees. The 

Hindus wanted his body to be cremated, while the Muslims wanted it to be buried. After 

heated argument, the body was buried on the 17th evening in a large Krishna temple, whose 



construction Sai himself had approved.35 The broken brick was broken into smaller pieces 

and placed in the six-foot grave before Sai Baba’s body was lowered into it. As the body 

of Sai Baba was lowered into the grave, it looked as fresh as when it was alive. The poor 

fakir’s body had contained the Uncontainable God! 

Sai Baba once said, “I shall be active and vigorous even from my tomb. Even after 

my mahasamadhi.36 I shall be with you the moment you think of me.” Sai Baba’s words 

proved true, since his shrine at Shirdi has become the most popular place of pilgrimage of 

any contemporary Spiritual Master in India thus far. 

O Sai! How can we repay you for what you have done for us? 

You brought formless Parvardigar into form! 

 

UPASNI MAHARAJ, KING OF THE YOGIS 

"There was no one else like him,” Sai Baba declared. “His value only I know. His 

merit is such that if the whole world were put on one side and he on the other, he would be 
greater!” 

 

It was the year 1890. Outside Nasik, India, a 20-year-old seeker named Kashinath 

despaired, and in his sorrow and hopelessness he decided to fast to death. He bypassed the 

city and ventured into a forest where he came to some rocky hills. It was an ideal place to 

await his death; no one else was around and there was no food or water anywhere nearby. 

Kashinath climbed a precipice and entered a small cave where he spent two days 

and nights without food, water or sleep, longing for death — challenging it to come. And, 

if death did not come soon, he would throw himself off a precipice. On the third day, he 

wondered why he was wasting his life calling for death instead of thinking of God. Silently, 

he began repeating God’s name and continued for days. Kashinath gradually became 

absorbed in his divine contemplation and forgot everything — his despair, his family, his 

worldly life. He entered into a deep samadhi and remained in a state of bliss and 

enchantment for several months. 

But Kashinath could not spend the rest of his life thus absorbed; much more was 

destined for this young man than to remain unknown, entranced in divine contemplation in 

an isolated cave. Kashinath was awakened out of his samadhi by the figure of a man 

standing over him. He was startled when the figure grabbed him and apparently ripped his 

 
35 The temple was constructed by Bapusaheb Buti, a wealthy devotee of Nagpur, who greatly 

revered Sai Baba. Sai had given his consent to Buti’s wish to construct this large building in 

Shirdi, promising that after it was completed he would one day stay there. The edifice was 

completed a few months before Sai Baba dropped his body. 

36 Mahasamadhi means the dropping of a Sadguru’s physical form, which a Perfect Master 

consciously wills when his Universal work is completed. Perfect Masters do not reincarnate again 

or return to the gross world; only the Avatar returns every 700 to 1400 years.  



skin from his body! Soon after, the figure disappeared. The frightening apparition brought 

Kashinath back to bodily consciousness. He touched his body and was relieved to find his 

skin intact. 

Kashinath’s next physical sensation was of intense thirst; he felt as if his tongue 

was being pulled out of his mouth. He was about to die of thirst, but he could not cry out, 

and even if he could, who would hear him in this remote, desolate place? His whole body 

was so stiff from nine months of sitting in one position that he could not move. Dying of 

thirst, he passed into semi-consciousness, and, in another vision, saw himself die. The death 

he had sought when he entered the cave was now imminent. He felt resigned, consoled that 

soon he would be united with his Beloved. 

But someone was watching over this young man. It was the fakir of Shirdi, Sai 

Baba, who was just 100 miles away. Sai would not let Kashinath die in this way; the fakir 

had other plans — he intended to kill Kashinath in a different fashion, while keeping him 

alive. While Kashinath lay unconscious in the cave, Sai Baba sent his abdals — spiritual 

agents — who formed dark clouds and sent torrents of rain down on the hill. Water! 

Streams of life-giving water flowed into the cave where Kashinath lay dying, and collected 

into a pool beside him. Awakened by the crashing thunder and flashes of lightning, 

Kashinath found water touching his lips and gently dripping to his tongue. He lay still, 

letting the water revive his skeletal body. 

“O Kashinath!” Age called. “You wished to die and yet you drank the water! Why 

did you drink? Did you not remember your intention to end your life? You had to drink, 

you had to survive. Someone made you drink, and you scooped up handful after handful 

of water. At last your thirst was quenched. The fakir of Shirdi was watching over you. You 

were destined to inherit his treasure of love, but you did not know it then. Try as you might, 

you could not die of your own will.” 

Who was this determined youth named Kashinath? He was the Perfect Master 

Upasni Maharaj! 

 

Although Kashinath’s birth was normal, his life was not. He was born on Sunday, 

15 May 1870 to a Brahmin family of priests in the village of Satana, in the district of Nasik. 

His father’s name was Govind Shastri and his mother’s Rukhmini. His paternal grandfather 

Gopal Rao Shastri was a learned, highly-regarded pundit (scholar) with a saintly 

temperament. Kashinath lived with his grandparents, while his parents moved to Dhulia 

where his father had gotten a job. Before his death, Gopal Rao was to renounce his family 

and the world and become a sanyasi in search of God — not knowing that the divinity of 

God would later manifest in his grandson, Kashinath, living under his very own roof. 

Kashinath was the second of five brothers, and, from childhood, his nature was 

quite different from that of his siblings. He hated school and barely managed to reach the 

third grade. He was a problem to his parents, but his grandfather loved him dearly and 

taught him the Shastras, which he learned with keen interest. 

At this time, there was an old woman living in Satana who was considered peculiar. 

Despite being a widow, she continued to wear an array of bangles on her arms, contrary to 

the custom of the day which dictated that, once her husband died, a woman must break her 



bangles and not replace them. People would ridicule the old woman, calling her “the 

sorceress,” and children would also harass her. Kashinath himself was disrespectful and 

mischievous, taunting the old woman often, saying as she passed, “Old witch, why do you 

keep your bangles on? Don’t you know your husband is dead?” 

Young Kashinath was often sick; he suffered from severe stomachaches 

throughout his childhood, and despite various medical treatments, he did not improve. His 

health became critical, and the doctors diagnosed him as incurable with no hope for 

survival. His parents were not completely resigned to the boy’s imminent death. After the 

doctors’ treatments failed, Kashinath was taken to “the sorceress.” But when the old 

woman saw him, she became angry and cursed him, saying, “Let him die! He has troubled 

me often and because of this he is suffering. He should die!” Kashinath was overcome with 

fear and asked the old woman’s forgiveness. 

She scolded him harshly, then warned, “If you expect to get well, you must visit 

me every day.” Kashinath promised to do so and he began visiting her at her home, where 

both would sit alone in a closed room. 

By obeying the old widow’s instructions, Kashinath was gradually freed of his 

chronic ailment, but another pain arose in him — the pain of a burning fire that had been 

lit in his heart. While keeping the old woman’s company, he soon discovered that she was 

no witch or sorceress, but a true lover of God. By her influence, the boy’s personality 

changed as an intense aversion for worldly things overcame him. He withdrew within 

himself, and his heart set out on a secret search. 

The boy refused to go to school, but devoted himself to performing puja and other 

devotions. He kept himself aloof, venturing into the forest to meditate.37 Once, when he 

was ten years old, his uncle Damodar found him weeping in his room and asked the reason. 

Kashinath, after much pressing, said, “It makes me sad to think I have to live off your labor. 

I do nothing. I don’t make any contribution toward the family’s upkeep.” 

His uncle was deeply moved by the young boy’s sentiments and tried to console 

him, saying, “It is our duty to look after our children and support them until have they have 

grown up and are ready to earn their own livelihood.” 

For a year, Kashinath was sent to live with his parents in Dhulia, but the idea that 

he was a burden to them troubled his conscience. The boy became depressed and made up 

his mind to leave home to lead the life of an itinerant; but this was not destined to happen 

for several years. 

Although Kashinath’s heart revolted against worldly attachments, his family made 

preparations for his wedding. Against his will, Kashinath had to accede to their wish and 

he was married to a young Hindu girl named Durga. At the time, according to custom, the 

newly-married husband and wife were young — Kashinath was fourteen and Durga was 

only eight − although couples did not live together until they were older. 

 
37 Later in life, Upasni Maharaj said in reference to himself, “Since my childhood, I was disgusted 

with the world. I therefore spent my days in caves and jungles in divine contemplation.”  



Despondent, Kashinath had no interest in establishing himself in a business or 

household and later paid little attention to his wife. He was having powerful inner 

experiences. Someone whom he did not know was singing in his heart. He was eager to 

know whose voice he heard and have a glimpse of the Singer, but he was terribly confused. 

Bewildered, he obeyed the promptings of his heart and left his wife and home without 

saying goodbye, wandering on foot to Nasik. 

For some months he lived in Nasik where he was befriended by an acquaintance 

of his grandfather. He wrote his parents not to worry about him, that all was well. After a 

month, his father wrote back that that his mother was seriously ill, pleading with him to 

return, and he was forced to oblige. Then one year after his marriage, his child-bride died. 

Soon after, his family again prevailed upon him to agree to a second marriage. 

In 1885, Kashinath married another girl, but leading a worldly life was still 

intolerable to him. He paid little attention to his second wife and was restless with the echo 

of the Song constantly ringing in his heart. Still bewildered by what he was feeling, again 

he wandered away from home. But his search found no one, and, although his heart 

questioned, “Who is singing to me?” there was no reply. Kashinath had no answer to what 

he was experiencing, and so he returned to his home. 

The experiences intensified and so did his mental suffering. Age witnessed the 

painful question in his heart being repeated over and over again until it left a scar. “Who is 

singing? Who is singing to me?” Kashinath cried. 

The question tore at his mind, increasing his restlessness. “You hear the question, 

then why not try to find the answer? Why don’t you try?” 

But the youth was so bewildered, he did not know what was happening to him. 

“How can I find the answer? Where should I go? Who can help me?” 

Finally, Kashinath could tolerate no more and, on the pretext of going out to study, 

he abandoned his wife and home. Wandering, the confused youth searched for the answer 

wherever he went. 

Infinite God is beyond man’s grasp. God had grasped the young man’s heart, but 

Kashinath’s mind could not grasp Him! 

Kashinath wandered to Poona, but he became dissatisfied there and he continued 

walking to Kalyan (a town near Bombay). It was while he was on his way back to Satana 

from Kalyan that he became overcome with despair. It was then that he entered a small 

cave on a rocky precipice near the ruins of Bhorgad Fort, ten miles beyond Nasik. Death 

seemed the only solution. Young Kashinath was intent on killing himself either by fasting 

to death or by throwing himself off the precipice. His turmoil was profound; he was truly 

desperate for God. 

Although Kashinath remained inside the cave for nine months without food or 

water, he did not die. When he drank from the rain puddles and survived, he was so 

emaciated that he was too weak even to walk down the mountain. He crawled out of the 

cave and cried, “O God, You are the Singer, but where are You? You wanted me to find 

You, but I have no strength left to come to You.” 

At the base of the Bhorgad Hill was a small village called Gavalwadi. When the 

local villagers saw Kashinath crawling down the rocky slope, they were moved by his 



debilitated condition, rescued him, and nursed him back to health. After a month Kashinath 

returned to his home in Satana. It was 22 July 1890 and, as mentioned, Kashinath was just 

20 years old.38 

Within a year after his return to Satana, Kashinath’s father, then his grandfather, 

and then his second wife all passed away. He soon left home again, well aware that his 

mother and other relatives would force a third marriage upon him. Kashinath wandered for 

some time before returning to Satana. He had regained his normal weight and strength, but 

his eyes showed the same uneasiness and distress. 

The Singer was now singing more clearly than ever in his heart — but still unseen. 

Kashinath cried out: “O Singer, what is your game? If you wish to remain hidden, why do 

you sing? Your song is driving me mad!” 

There was still a family link left for Kashinath to break, however. Without this 

karmic snapping, how could the Singer reveal the splendor of his face? Despite his return 

to Satana after the end of the traditional marriage season, Kashinath’s relatives arranged a 

third marriage for him. But Kashinath’s new entanglement in worldly life did not interfere 

with his search for the Singer. The unseen voice would not allow him to rest; the Song was 

constantly heard and its music was breaking Kashinath’s heart. 

In order to earn a livelihood and provide for his wife, in 1892 Kashinath and his 

bride moved to Sangli, where he studied ayurvedic medicine for three years. In 1895, he 

became a vaidh (physician) and returned to Satana to practice medicine. But he was aflame 

with the Song, and he and his wife left Satana in 1896 for Amraoti, where he started a 

dispensary. He also began writing in a monthly Marathi ayurvedic journal, Besaj 

Ratnamala, which he edited for three years. Professionally, Kashinath appeared quite 

successful, a well-known physician in ayurvedic circles, well settled in both his career and 

his marriage. When he was 29, a son was born to him, but within a few months the baby 

died. 39 

For years Kashinath’s spiritual suffering was secret. His restless and painful inner 

state was unknown to others. The Singer would not leave him alone; the Song would not 

stop! Sometimes he would behave in a seemingly bizarre manner, and, when he was in this 

disturbed condition, his wife would patiently bear with him and try to ease his distress. 

It is the way of the world that as one gains success, one often thinks of acquiring 

property, and Kashinath was no exception. At Gwalior there was an opportunity for 

acquiring uncultivated land if one agreed to farm it. During 1906, Kashinath invested 

thousands of rupees and acquired hundreds of acres, spending much time there. He became 

an estate owner, but his situation changed within two years. He became entangled in 

numerous lawsuits resulting in the loss of his lands, his money, and his reputation. His 

health also suffered. Bankrupted, Kashinath returned to Amraoti in 1908 to reestablish his 

 
38 Meher Baba once commented that it was miraculous that Upasni Maharaj lived without food 

and water for almost a year in the Bhorgad Cave, years before he was God-realized.  

39 It is rare that a Perfect Master has any progeny. Tukaram and the Qutub Mu’inuddin Chishti are 

known to have had children, as did Kabir, who had a son, Kamal, who was very devout.  



medical practice, but he had lost all interest. He was disillusioned and his inner longing 

caused him to become desperate. 

Finally, with his wife’s consent, Kashinath gave up his medical practice and closed 

his dispensary, and on 10 April 1910, both he and his wife set out on pilgrimage. During 

their travels, the couple went to Omkareshwar Temple, on Mandhata Hill in Central India, 

a Hindu place of pilgrimage along the sacred Narmada River. 

One day in a nearby secluded forest, while Kashinath was absorbed in deep 

concentration, his body received a powerful shock and he fainted. His breathing stopped 

and he appeared to be dead. Kashinath’s wife was frightened and she sprinkled water on 

his body. After a while he regained consciousness, but, though his body had withstood the 

inner experience of samadhi, he suffered difficulty in breathing for more than a year. 

The Song’s echo intensified and a voice asked, “O Kashinath, who is singing? Who 

is singing in your heart?” Still bewildered, Kashinath did not know. He became even more 

restless to find the answer. 

With difficulty Kashinath and his wife left Omkareshwar and journeyed to Nagpur. 

He was treated there for his respiratory obstruction, but the medicine had no positive effect. 

Kashinath’s intense longing to see the Singer was so deep that this very restlessness was 

the internal cause of his hampered breathing; no doctor could understand this. Kashinath 

wept out of longing: “O Singer, why are you so cruel? Is it forbidden to show me your 

face? Why do you burn me in this fire of separation? My mind is reduced to ashes in the 

flames of your love. Won’t you now reveal your face to my ashes?” 

Sadguru Narayan Maharaj was visiting Nagpur and Kashinath was drawn to have 

his darshan. The program had not yet begun and many people were waiting in line. 

Kashinath joined them, but when the darshan was about to begin, Narayan beckoned one 

of his disciples to bring Kashinath to him. Kashinath fell at Narayan Maharaj’s feet. After 

he rose, Narayan removed a garland from his neck and put it around Kashinath’s before 

the waiting congregation of thousands. Kashinath accepted the garland as a gift of 

Narayan’s grace, and then quietly slipped away from the crowd. 

Age wondered, “Had the Singer been found?” Kashinath, however, had not seen 

his face. Kashinath had felt the Singer’s touch, but the echo of the Song became louder. 

The overpowering melody was destroying him, while his tears were dispelled in the fire of 

love. 

Kashinath and his wife journeyed to Dhulia and stayed with his brother Bal 
Krishna Rao. Kashinath’s respiratory ailment worsened and it became so difficult to 

breathe that Kashinath resolved to commit suicide if further treatment failed. 

With suicidal thoughts plaguing his mind, he left Dhulia alone during April 1911. 

Unbeknownst to him, Kashinath’s affliction could only be eliminated when it assumed 

infinite proportions. The disease itself would become the cure! But what could poor 

Kashinath do until then? He could neither breathe, nor stop breathing. Alas, what sort of 

life was this? The ocean of fire is to be crossed, but at the same time, one has to drown at 

every stroke! 

“Kashinath was drowning in this fire,” Age observed, “and no one can imagine his 

suffering.” 



Alone, Kashinath wandered through the city of Ahmednagar on his way to Paithan. 

In Ahmednagar he heard of a great yogi named Kulkarni Maharaj who lived in Rahuri, 

about 30 miles away. Kulkarni Maharaj was also considered to be a great healer, so 

Kashinath, desperate about his health, went to Rahuri instead of Paithan. 

When Kashinath arrived, the yogi received him with great reverence, massaged 

Kashinath’s body with oil, bathed him, and then served him food. While they were eating, 

the yogi told Kashinath to go to Shirdi in order to meet Sai Baba. Understanding Sai Baba 

to be a Muslim Master, Kashinath did not like the idea of going to a Muslim for help and 

so rejected the yogi’s advice. 

Later Kulkarni Maharaj explained to Kashinath, “This breathing trouble of yours 

is not a physical disease. It is a result of advanced yogic practices. Without even trying, 

you have far excelled yogis who have been attempting certain practices for years and 

years.” And he repeated, “It is in your best interest to visit Sai Baba, for he can further 

advance you on the Path. I cannot help you in this way. Only Sai Baba can help you now.” 

Kashinath, however, still having deeply held Brahmin prejudices, rejected the yogi’s 

advice. 

Kashinath left the yogi and later, while in the town of Rahuri, met an elderly 

physician. After Kashinath explained his respiratory condition, the physician advised him 

to drink only hot water, not cold or room temperature water. Gradually Kashinath’s health 

did improve, but the relief came not really from drinking hot water; it came from the Singer 

who was beckoning to meet him and was bestowing his mercy. Kashinath’s breathing 

trouble diminished and he continued his wanderings throughout Maharashtra, determined 

to find the Singer. 

In June 1911, Kashinath wished to see Narayan Maharaj again, so he traveled to 

Bombay. Narayan received Kashinath with great warmth and love, and then had him sit 

beside him. Narayan gave Kashinath paan (betel leaf) to chew and then (in reference to the 

red mixture inside the paan) made a play on words, "Today, I have completely colored you 

inside and out! Now nothing is left ... There is no further need of contact or talk between 

us. Your business is finished here.” 

But Kashinath was taken aback and said, “When will I see you again?” 

Narayan answered, “I will come to see you myself and when I come, I will see you 

in such a way that I will always be with you.” 

Completely “dyed,” Kashinath then returned to Kulkarni Maharaj in Rahuri, who 
again urged him to meet Sai Baba. The yogi further explained that he had met the fakir of 

Shirdi and that Sai Baba was no ordinary guru and that he was above all castes and creeds. 

He assured Kashinath that Sai Baba was a Sat Purush (a Perfect One), inwardly like 

Narayan Maharaj. This time Kashinath agreed. The inner work that Narayan Maharaj had 

done was having its effect. 

 

Sai Baba was then quite old, in his mid-seventies, but he had always been the 

Singer guiding Kashinath. It was the day for which the fakir had patiently waited for 41 

years. Unknown to Kashinath, Sai Baba loved him like no other. 



Kashinath reached Shirdi on the morning of 27 June 1911 and proceeded directly 

to Sai Baba for his darshan. After a bath, he participated in the arti ceremony to Sai Baba 

and ate lunch with the other devotees. In the evening Kashinath approached the old fakir 

and asked for permission to leave. Sai Baba laughed, replying, “It is best that you stay here 

— stay with me. Why are you in such a hurry to leave?” 

Kashinath answered that he had some important work to attend to at home. Sai 

Baba then said, “If you want to go, you may, but return within eight days.” 

“I cannot promise to return within eight days,” replied Kashinath. “It may not be 

possible.” 

Sai Baba assured him that he would, adding, “I will see what I can do.” And with 

the Master’s consent, Kashinath left Shirdi. 

Age was wonderstruck. He called, “O Kashinath, did you not recognize the Singer? 

Why are you leaving him? He has riches to shower upon you for the asking!” 

But Kashinath did not like being at Shirdi. He continued to Kopargaon to meet 

Brahmachari Maharaj, a Hindu guru. But when they met, Brahmachari inquired, “Have 

you been to Shirdi?” 

Kashinath was taken aback and replied, “Yes, I have been there recently. I had Sai 

Baba’s darshan.” 

Brahmachari reproached him, “But your purpose has not been served. It is best if 

you go back soon!” Kashinath disagreed. He did not want to return to Shirdi, because he 

did not like the atmosphere there. Instead he stayed in a Hindu temple at Kopargaon and 

visited Brahmachari Maharaj daily. 

One day, while Brahmachari was trying to persuade Kashinath that it was 

important for him to return to Sai Baba, some visitors arrived in a tonga for Brahmachari’s 

consultation. These people were on their way to Shirdi, and, when they found out that 

Kashinath had already been there and knew the way, they insisted that he accompany them. 

Against his wish, Kashinath was persuaded to guide them to Shirdi village. 

They arrived at Shirdi in the afternoon and walked straight to the mosque for Sai 

Baba’s darshan. The old fakir was very happy to see Kashinath again. After the darshan, 

Sai Baba inquired, “Kashinath, how many days has it been since I last saw you?” 

Kashinath thought for a moment and replied, “Eight days.” 

Sai Baba asked, “Do you remember saying that it would not be possible for you to 

come back within eight days?” 

Realizing the fakir’s foreknowledge, Kashinath said, “You are right, Master. Your 

ways are beyond my understanding!” 

At that moment Kashinath finally recognized the Singer! He decided to stay near 

Sai Baba at Shirdi so he could daily attend the arti ceremony and take the fakir’s darshan. 

Although he now recognized who the Singer was, the Singer’s divine face was still hidden 

from his sight and Kashinath longed more than ever to see his face. 

After some days, Sai Baba asked Kashinath, “Do you have any money to give me 

as dakshina?” 



From among his loose change, Kashinath selected an old blackened rupee coin and 

gave it to the fakir. Accepting it, Sai Baba examined the coin and then exclaimed, “Look 

at this coin this fellow has given me. He purposely chose the blackest coin for me!” 

Kashinath was embarrassed because it was true, and pleaded, “Return the coin and 

I will give you another.” 

But the Master replied, “I want only this coin. Let this black rupee be with me.” 

Later he added, “Although you have given me this worthless coin, I will see to it that you 

realize the Truth!” 

During his dinner, Kashinath was deeply disturbed and, selecting a new rupee coin, 

went back to the mosque. He handed the coin to Sai Baba, saying, “It was a grave mistake 

on my part to give you the black rupee. I have brought you a new one. Please accept it and 

forgive me.” 

Sai Baba took the coin, and, as he was tying it in his cloth bundle, a man named 

Haribhau Chaubal came and handed a large wad of rupees to Sai. The old fakir looked 

angry and demanded more money from Chaubal, but he had given all he had. Sai Baba 

then instructed Chaubal to return home immediately and bring back all the money in his 

possession. The man left quite pleased, for he had been given the opportunity to surrender 

all his wealth to Sai Baba. Seeing this, Kashinath went to get all the money he had and 

handed it over to Sai Baba. 

 

Daily before his arti was performed, Sai Baba would discourse and dwell on 

spiritual topics that only those to whom they referred could follow. Kashinath found that 

most of what Sai spoke about was in regard to him personally and of incidents that had 

happened in his life. Gradually, Kashinath became convinced that the Master was 

omniscient. 

In this manner two months passed. Kashinath did not like to be a burden to anyone, 

and since he had no money, he wished to leave Shirdi and stop living off what Sai Baba 

gave him. He asked a close disciple, a teacher in the local primary school named Madhav 

Rao Deshpande, to speak with Sai on his behalf and obtain his consent. When Deshpande 

did so, Sai replied, “Tell Kashinath that consent to leave will be given when all accounts 

are settled.” Sai Baba was referring to all of Kashinath’s karma. 

Sometime later, when Kashinath was massaging one of Sai Baba’s feet and 

Deshpande the other, Deshpande again broached the topic of Kashinath’s departure. Sai 

ignored him. At a later time, however, Sai told Deshpande: “Listen carefully to what I tell 

you about Kashinath. He does not have to stay here for one year, or one and a half years, 

but for four years. In four years, God’s grace will descend upon him and all his accounts 

will be settled.” 

Sai continued, “Kashinath has to pass his days alone in Vithoba’s temple. Take 

him there. He should not be disturbed … His future is spectacular. There is no one else like 

him. I alone know his value. His merit is such that if the whole world were put on one side 

and he on the other, he would be greater! Such is his worth! 

“Let him stay in Vithoba’s [Khandoba’s] Temple in seclusion. Whatever I have to 

do for Kashinath, I will do.” 



Deshpande passed on what Sai said to Kashinath, who thought: “How could this 

be true of me? How could this happen to me? How could I be so fortunate?” Then he went 

directly to Sai Baba and pleaded for his consent to leave Shirdi. But Sai Baba refused to 

let him go. The Master was preparing Kashinath internally to stay secluded in the temple 

consecrated to Krishna, known as the Khandoba Temple. 

Sai Baba consoled Kashinath, “Now you no longer have to be concerned about 

anything. I know what you are. You are pure gold! I have been after you for many years. 

Whatever good or bad deeds you have done up until now were, in reality, done by me. You 

do not know me, but I know you quite well. For years I have had thoughts about you in my 

heart. There is no need now for you to go back and forth. Stay here with me.” 

Sai told Kashinath, “If you are unable to accomplish what I am telling you to do, 

it will not matter. I myself will buy you a ticket and see that you are seated in the train. I 

will not allow the train to stop anywhere; the train will carry you directly to your ultimate 

destination.”40 

Kashinath became calm as he listened. A devotee from Bombay who was present 

asked, “Have you given him everything?” 

“Yes,” Sai Baba answered, “I have given everything to him. What is mine is his! 

There is no separation or distinction between us. I am entirely responsible for him.” 

Kashinath left soon after to live alone in the Khandoba Temple on the outskirts of 

the village. 

Readings and group discussions on sacred texts were held daily at Shirdi among 

Sai Baba’s disciples. Kashinath attended these sessions. One day Sai Baba saw him 

carrying Panchadashi, a famous text on Vedanta by Swami Vidyaranya. Sai Baba 

remarked, “Everything about God’s knowledge is explained in this book.” Kashinath 

admitted that he understood little of what the book contained. Sai Baba told him, “Slowly 

and steadily, you will know it,” meaning he would gain the experience of God, not mere 

intellectual understanding. Gradually, Kashinath lost interest in hearing esoteric wisdom, 

and stopped attending the readings. Absorbed in his inner experience, Kashinath had now 

gone beyond others’ words. He himself had become the Singer, but the glory of the Song 

was yet to manifest. 

 

In February 1912, news came of the death of Kashinath’s third wife, but he 

expressed no sorrow. Worldly ties could no longer bind him. The penitent was absorbed 

only in the notes of his Song, and he was gaining the secret knowledge to teach his Song 

to others. 

Under Sai Baba’s instruction, food was brought to Kashinath at the temple by a 

certain devotee. But after some days Sai ordered the devotee to stop, saying it had not been 

prepared with love. Kashinath stopped eating, refused any other food brought to him, and 

began to fast. This fast was to last for one full year. During this time, Kashinath became 

 
40 When Sai Baba said that he would “not allow the train to stop anywhere,” he was referring to 

guiding Kashinath directly through the inner planes.  



completely emaciated, but he also became revered by the local populace. Out of reverence 

he was renamed Upasni Shastri, and later Upasni Maharaj, due to his upasna (worship) 

and upas (fasting).41 

Due to prolonged fasting, Upasni’s health weakened and his pulse grew feeble. But 

his countenance was always fresh and bright. Devotees of Sai Baba would bring him food 

but he would not eat it; he left it for the dogs and crows to devour. 

During this year-long fast, the ascetic was rude and abusive to anyone who visited 

him at the Khandoba Temple.42 But acting displeased and refusing all offerings was only a 

pretext on Upasni’s part. He had finally seen the face of the Singer! He himself was 

becoming the Song! In his inexpressible ecstasy, he had no thought of food for he had lost 

connection with his own body; he had become God-realized. His wish had come true; 

Kashinath, the man, was finally dead. 

Then began four years of the most severe penance for Kashinath to endure. At the 

beginning, according to one visitor, the Khandoba Temple was “a nice little place.” 

Kashinath would leave only to attend Sai Baba’s twice-daily arti. But, after some time, Sai 

Baba forbade Kashinath’s attendance even there. Sai Baba visited the temple and said, 

“Stay here. I pervade all existence. There is no one except me. You will find me 

everywhere.” 

As time passed, the Khandoba Temple became dilapidated and dirty, a nesting 

place for snakes and scorpions. Upasni sat naked in its filth while the reptiles and scorpions 

crawled over and bit his body. He was immune to their stings and bites. Truly he had to be 

unconscious of his body to survive such conditions! Yet Maharaj underwent such terrible 

sufferings in the Khandoba Temple that several times he contemplated suicide; but Sai 

Baba’s invisible protection saved him each time. Because of Sai’s order, Upasni stayed in 

this temple while he was coming down from the God-state to creation-consciousness, 

oblivious of everything except the Singer. 

During this period of reconnecting with the gross world, Upasni began to behave 

strangely. Occasionally, he would fling a sack cloth over his naked body, leave the temple 

and wander in the rural area. At times he entered the mahboobi (androgynous) state; Upasni 

felt that his body had turned into a woman’s. For a short while, he acted as if he were a 

woman. At times people would come for his darshan and bring him food. But Maharaj 

would drive them away with abuses and throw away the food. Still people kept coming, 

bringing food, and leaving it for him to accept or not. 

Sometimes, in order to aid his “descent,” he would lend a hand to the lowly 

sweepers cleaning the streets and sewers. He also dragged a plow like a bullock in a 

farmer’s fields. One time he bathed a destitute leper on the street, washed the man’s 

diseased clothing, and, later, drank the dirty bathwater. Once he lay down beside a dead 

horse and kissed and petted it while crows devoured the carcass. 

 
41 Meher Baba once referred to Upasni Maharaj as the “king of the yogis.” 

42 Gustadji (a later close disciple of Meher Baba) was one of the visitors to the temple. He related 

that he was put off when he discovered that Upasni Maharaj had gathered human waste and spread 

it along all the paths to the temple to dissuade visitors from coming to see him.  



While in the Khandoba Temple, Upasni had various occult experiences and 

visions. During his phase of Realization, he suddenly found two giants in the temple with 

him. Frightened, he tried to escape, but they grabbed him. One giant took his head and 

broke open his skull, while the other pulled out his brain and flung it away! Then the other 

poured light into his skull. This light was of sat-chit-ananda — infinite knowledge, power 

and bliss! That was the final death of Kashinath and the Realization of Upasni as the Eternal 

All. 

Upasni Maharaj himself vividly described his condition at this time: 

For many a month when I was sitting in a mountain-niche or when I was sitting in the temple at 

Shirdi, I was without any food or water. My body was reduced to mere skin and bones, but my inner 

strength had increased. I was doing hard, laborious menial work such as breaking stones, plowing the 

fields, drawing water, milling sugarcane, etc. alone, all by myself. For hours on end, I used to do 

such work without any rest. I was able to walk very fast. This has been seen by many.43 

I used to feel the day devoid of pain as a very tiresome one. I constantly used to try to have pain; pain 

had become a source of enjoyment for me. While sitting in the Khandoba Temple, many a time the 

scorpions used to sting me, but I had got used to enjoy that pain. I used to hate pleasure. If somebody 

brought food, I used to throw it away. I felt pleasure in fasting. I did not take any baths for years, as I 

felt tired of having one. A thick layer of dirt formed over my body. I felt pleasure in lying — in 

wallowing in dirt and night-soil [feces]. Menial labor and hard work in the sun I used to enjoy. I felt 

pleasure in tasting urine night-soil, etc. 44 

One day while staying in Khandoba Temple at Shirdi, I took a pot of water with me and went out to 

answer nature’s call. I went in the fields in the direction of the well. I was walking with my head bent 

low. I had no thought in my mind, but something was being forced on me — worked on me — from 

within. Suddenly, I felt that something had given way in my head, as if the water from within was 

spouting out forcibly in a stream, as through a garden-hose, through the center of my head. I alone 

knew what I felt then; however, no sound as if something had snapped was heard. The inner eye of 

mine was seeing all this clearly … It was the Brahmarandhra that had got opened and that inner eye 

was seeing the whole Brahmanada clearly through that opening ... By the water in the head, here, I 

mean the inner light. Like a powerful searchlight, a powerful beam projected itself through my 

Brahmarandhra …With the opening of the Brahmarandhra, that is, on the head being broken, that 

Brahma entered within, or rather the inner and outer Brahma became one. 

Once, while in Khandoba Temple, I was saying: “Oh, I have lost my head.” I meant that the head was 

there, but it had become empty — it contained nothing. What does the newborn child or the child in 

the mother’s womb know? Such must be the state of one’s mind.45 

Gradually over the period of one year, the Singer began acquiring the knowledge 

to teach others to sing. Upasni was coming down to creation-consciousness and on 

regaining body consciousness, Sai Baba sent a devotee with coffee and food to him. The 

fast of one year ended. From then on, Upasni ate and drank regularly in small amounts until 

he regained full gross consciousness. 

Upasni’s period of regaining creation-consciousness occurred between 1912 and 

1914, during which time, as mentioned, he lived as a naked ascetic in an abandoned temple 

infested with snakes and scorpions. By 1914, he had fully regained normal human 

 
43 In a talk on 18 June 1924. Rigopoulos, The Life and Teachings of Sai Baba, p. 193. 
44 Ibid, p. 193, from a talk on 7 February 1924. 
45 Ibid, p. 194, from a talk in January 1925. 



consciousness. With the grace of Sai Baba, he regained consciousness of the three spheres, 

Triloka — mental, subtle and gross — after having attained the consciousness of God. 

He was now always called Sadguru Upasni Maharaj − a living Perfect Master. The 

Singer was perfect and could make others hear the Song! Sai Baba declared to his own 

devotees that Upasni was perfect and would send people to him to listen to the strains of 

his divine melody. The Singer had attained the knowledge of Sahaj — the Innate state of 

being. And he had become all-knowing and thus all-powerful. 

 

A doctor named Chidamba Ram Pillay had observed Upasni at Khandoba’s 

Temple during those years. One day in 1913, Upasni had predicted the start of the First 

World War to Dr. Pillay. When the war began a year later, the doctor’s faith in Upasni was 

strengthened. Afterward he would visit Upasni and care for him. 

Dr. Pillay had a friend named Dr. Ganpat Rao who lived in Sindi, a town near 

Nagpur in Central India. Upasni had told Dr. Pillay that he wanted to leave the temple and 

Pillay suggested he stay at Ganpat’s home. Upasni agreed, but cautioned that no one should 

find out about their plans. At midnight on 25 July 1914, Upasni and Dr. Pillay took a train 

to Sindi. This was the first time in three years that Upasni had left Shirdi, and the villagers 

were saddened to discover Upasni had abandoned the temple. When some went to Sai Baba 

and asked him what had happened to Upasni, he replied, “Dr. Pillay has hidden him,” 

though he had not been told of the plan. 

Upasni had warned Dr. Pillay to keep his whereabouts in Sindi a secret, and thus 

Sai Baba’s comment was taken as a joke. One woman, Durgabai Karmarkar, a high-caste 

Brahmin widow, was especially saddened by Upasni’s disappearance. A disciple of Sai 

Baba, she had been bringing Upasni his meals at the temple daily and he would refer to her 

as his “spiritual mother.” To her great joy, Upasni sent Dr. Pillay back to Shirdi to bring 

Durgabai to him in Sindi, where she stayed with him to cook his food. 

Upasni had undergone terrible physical suffering in the Khandoba Temple, and his 

digestive system was particularly affected. He had also developed a severe case of 

hemorrhoids for which he needed an operation. Although he refused any anesthetic during 

the surgery, he went through it serenely, without grimacing in pain. After this operation 

Upasni gave up ordinary clothes and began wrapping a gunny sack around his waist. He 

wore this humble attire throughout the rest of his life. 

From Sindi, Upasni traveled to Nagpur and stayed at Dr. Pillay’s house there. 

Many would come for his darshan and Upasni would discourse to them in a sweet, yet 

profound, manner. While in Nagpur, he refused to eat in Dr. Pillay’s home; he wandered 

out daily into the streets of the city begging for his food and visited many houses.46 

Dr. Pillay’s brother, Chinna Swamy, took Upasni to Kharagpur on 2 October 

1914.47 Although none there was told about Upasni Maharaj’s divine status, people started 

coming for his darshan, attracted by the radiance of his unique personality. During this 

 
46 It is not known whether Upasni Maharaj had any contact with Tajuddin Baba, who was living in 

Nagpur at that time. 
47 Kharagpur is located in the Munger District of Bihar. 



period, Upasni’s external appearance was most austere and he was quite negligent of his 

bodily cleanliness and comfort. He would lie in filthy hovels and beg for food with an 

earthen pot. He would defecate in the same pot and, after washing it, eat the begged food 

from it. However, people from all walks of life were attracted to his divine beauty, because, 

despite all outward appearances, this naked sadhu was a God-conscious Master who 

possessed the divine Wine to quench anyone’s inner spiritual thirst. 

After staying at Chinna Swamy’s home, during February 1915, Upasni moved to 

the simple residence of a poor, lower-caste man named Namdeo Mahar and his wife, 

Bhagu. There Upasni stayed in the cow stable adjoining their humble one-room dwelling. 

The couple had profound love for Upasni and, though they belonged to the lowest caste of 

Harijans (Untouchables), orthodox high-caste Brahmins would visit their house for 

Maharaj’s darshan. This incident shows the power of Upasni’s divine personality, which 

had compelled the indoctrinated, prejudiced Brahmins to ignore the rigid tenets of their 

religious training. For a Brahmin to enter an Untouchable’s house was unheard of then. 

In this poor Harijan locality, when the wealthy of the town would come before 

Upasni, he would place in front of them something from Namdeo’s meager furnishings and 

tell them, “Worship this because God is in everything!” 

One time Upasni was helping a blacksmith in his work when some rich visitors 

came to pay homage to him. Upasni placed a hammer before them and told them, “Bow 

down to this because God is in everything!” They did and he was pleased. 

Another time, Upasni placed a worn shoe on a table and asked a woman, “Perform 

arti to this shoe because God is in everything!” She not only did so, but also took the shoe 

back with her as the Sadguru’s prasad to worship at home. 

Although Upasni was a Sadguru at this time in Kharagpur, outwardly he was 

similar to a Brahmi-bhoot. He appeared dazed and showed no bodily signs of gross 

consciousness. Once Anglo-Indian boys in the town found him in a dazed state and hung a 

garland of old shoes around his neck. Thinking him to be no more than a madman, they 

even tried to humiliate him by putting dog feces in his mouth. For days, Upasni wandered 

about the town with the garland of old shoes and resisted all attempts to remove it. Finally 

some of the elders took it off and replaced the shoes with a flower garland. 

Upasni Maharaj likewise continued to do such menial work as he had done during 

the period of his descent to gross consciousness. In Kharagpur, for instance, he swept the 

dirty areas of the city and would sometimes spend the day scrubbing the toilets of the 

Europeans. Upasni would sternly tell people, “Unless you are ready to eat filth, how can 

you aspire for spirituality?” By this he meant that one has to endure untold suffering to 

become oblivious to pleasure, pain, cleanliness and dirt. 

Upasni Maharaj always taught that God is in everything — the good, bad, 

beautiful, and ugly. A man once brought an elaborate chair made of expensive sandalwood 

for Upasni to sit on and be worshiped in. Upasni reprimanded him, saying, “Burn this chair 

and perform your puja before the fire as it burns!” 

As mentioned, the naked Sadguru wore only a gunny sack about his loins, yet he 

was accepted by all castes and faiths. Once, entering a mosque, Upasni sat smoking a 



cigarette and comfortably talking with several Muslims about Muhammad. He would also 

visit the homes of Christians and Zoroastrians and talk about Jesus or Zoroaster. 

Also in Kharagpur was a man named Chandu Baba who was referred to as a siddha 

— one who possesses occult power. Chandu had undergone certain spiritual practices, 

called siddha-purush, and he would roam about dressed in only a cotton loincloth. At any 

time and anywhere, Chandu would unwrap the loincloth and, slinging it over his shoulders, 

walk about uninhibitedly, completely naked. One day Upasni and Chandu encountered 

each other on a street. Both stared at each other for a few moments and then Chandu walked 

away. Chandu was an advanced ascetic of the subtle planes and he would frequently send 

people for Maharaj’s darshan. 

After spending ten months among the Untouchables in Kharagpur, on 4 August 

1915, without informing anyone, Upasni quietly returned to Nagpur. The devotees were 

shocked and wept at his sudden disappearance. On reaching Nagpur, Upasni sent a 

telegram to comfort them, but they had become devoted to him and felt the pangs of 

separation at his absence. 

The British authorities, however, did not like scantily-clad sadhus or holy men 

roaming the streets and once, while Upasni was in Nagpur, a policeman and his superior 

accosted him. “You will have to put on more clothes if you want to walk on the public 

streets,” they warned him. “Or you will be arrested.” 

Upasni looked quite innocent and asked one of the men, “Don’t I already walk 

about in clothes, officer?” The policeman was astounded to see Upasni robed in a long, 

yellow silk religious gown called a pitamber (worn during worship ceremonies). He bowed 

to Upasni and asked his pardon and left. During this incident the policeman’s superior saw 

Upasni naked except for the gunny sack, but was afraid to arrest him. 

After a short stay in Nagpur, Upasni returned to Shirdi and again inhabited the 

Khandoba Temple. During this period, the austere tone of penance surrounding the place 

disappeared and was replaced by a festive atmosphere as devotees began to gather in great 

numbers. 

 

From 1915 to 1917, many of those who came to Shirdi to receive Sai Baba’s 

darshan would also go to the Khandoba Temple to take Upasni Maharaj’s darshan. Despite 

the hot sun or winter cold, people would sit outside his temple listening to him discourse, 

and once, even during a heavy rain, they did not leave until the Sadguru finished. 

One particular day, a religious teacher who professed to be a swami, came to Sai 

Baba. He arrogantly considered himself on an equal level with the Sadguru. Pompously 

swaggering into Sai Baba’s presence, the swami asked, “How do you do?” 

“I am fine,” Sai answered. “It is good that you have come. I need someone I can 

trust with an important errand. Will you do it?” 

“Yes,” said the swami, “if it is important.” 

“Go to Vithoba’s Temple and bring me Rs.400,” instructed Sai Baba. 

"From Upasni Maharaj?” the swami inquired. 



“Yes, from him. Go right now and bring the money back immediately. I need it 

urgently.” 

The swami sought out Upasni, who was sitting under a tree outside the temple. 

Haughtily, the swami demanded, “Sai Baba has especially sent me to collect Rs.400 from 

you. Hand it over at once!” 

Hearing this, Upasni suddenly stood up, grabbed the man and beat him with his 

fists. After several blows, Upasni asked, “Have you received your Rs.400 yet?" 

The swami was bruised and shaken up, yet he returned to Sai Baba and told him 

what had happened. Sai Baba laughed, “He might not have given Rs.400 to me, but it is 

good that he gave them to you!” The swami’s pride was shattered and he knew that his 

own arrogance was responsible for this punishment. He left humbled. 

Upasni Maharaj became known as Sai Baba’s spiritual heir or chief disciple, and 

as his fame spread, some of Sai Baba’s devotees became jealous and conspired to find ways 

to harass him. Some even plotted to murder Upasni. To ease the hostile situation, Upasni 

took the excuse of undergoing a second operation for hemorrhoids, and with Sai Baba’s 

consent went to the town of Miraj, where the surgery was performed. After recovering, 

Upasni did not return to Shirdi for some time but traveled to several places in India where 

he would discourse to people on spiritual subjects. After the tension had eased in Shirdi, 

he returned. 

 

It was during December 1915 that the young Zoroastrian from Poona to whom Sai 

Baba had uttered “Parvardigar,” wandered in a dazed state to the Khandoba Temple. 

Upasni Maharaj had been fasting and was reduced to a skeleton. He was sitting outside on 

the steps of the temple, as the young man slowly walked forward with folded hands (his 

palms together in a gesture of namaskar). Looking directly at him, Upasni picked up a 

stone, stood up, and threw it at the young man, striking him on the forehead with such force 

that the wound bled. 

Age pondered his curious behavior. “Was Upasni Maharaj angry with this young 

man?” it wondered. “No! His face has a sweet victorious smile and the young man’s bloody 

face does too!” 

The young man did not run away but approached closer to Upasni. Upasni led him 

inside the Khandoba Temple, where they stayed alone for two days. Afterwards, Upasni 

lovingly sent the young man back home. No one knows exactly what transpired in the 

Khandoba Temple during those two days, but we can surmise that Upasni Maharaj revealed 

to the young man the youth’s own divine identity as the Ancient One. 

 

During July 1917, a man named Shankar Patil took Upasni Maharaj to Sakori, an 

impoverished village about three miles from Shirdi. He requested that Upasni move out of 

the Khandoba Temple and reside in Sakori permanently. Sai Baba and he consented to this 

move; however, Upasni stayed on the outskirts of the village by the Hindu cremation 

grounds. The villagers built a mud hut for him there and his following began to increase. 

The cremation grounds turned into a place of darshan and blessings. After some time, a 

small temple was built opposite the hut in which photographs and paintings of Sai Baba 



and Upasni Maharaj were adorned. A special altar was erected where Maharaj’s wooden 

sandals were reverently placed. 

On various Hindu holy days, the cremation grounds became festive. A large 

number of Hindus would assemble in Sakori, and Upasni would allow them to worship 

him according to their religious customs. Devotees would sit continuously through the day 

and night performing japa — the repetition of God’s name. Occasionally Upasni would 

discourse to them on various aspects of Vedanta and these discourses were recorded and 

published in Marathi.48 

Even as a Sadguru, Upasni Maharaj seemingly performed austere penance. On the 

evening of 25 December 1922, when Maharaj’s devotees came to him for their usual 

darshan in his hut, they were shocked to find that he had locked himself inside a small cage 

of bamboo poles. Upasni had secretly had the cage constructed and installed when no one 

was around, and had entered it that day. The cage was so small and Upasni was so cramped 

inside that he could not stand. The devotees began to weep and pressed him for an 

explanation. 

To appease them Upasni replied: “It is the will of God that for your sake I have to 

confine myself. In ordinary legal transactions, a criminal can only be released if another 

stands surety for him. In a like manner, I stand surety for the ‘release’ of all my devotees 

in the Divine Court. This cage is the place for casting off all your sins! 

“This is not an ordinary cage. It is the very ocean of bliss and whosoever dies 

thinking of it will, without doubt, attain the state of mukti-ananda [eternal bliss; 

liberation].” 

Upasni Maharaj confined himself in the bamboo cage for over thirteen months. 

During that period, Maharaj almost never left it. He ate (mainly bhakri and bitter neem-

leaf chutney), urinated and defecated, and took baths all within the narrow confines of the 

cage. The devotees kept the cage as clean as possible under the circumstances and attended 

to his needs from outside the cage. Arti was performed daily to him and was followed by 

devotional songs by the women who had become his kanyas (nuns).49 During this period, 

Upasni gave numerous discourses about spiritual matters from within the cage. 

At last, on the evening of 31 January 1924, he called a carpenter and ordered him 

to cut a hole through the bars. Upasni stepped out of the cage momentarily, welcomed by 

the elation of his followers. But the time had come for Maharaj to leave his cage for good 

to greet a fair flower of his garden who was about to come to him. 

Drawn to spirituality from childhood, Godavri Vasudev Hatavalikar was only nine 

years old when she first came with her parents to Sakori around 20 February 1924 to pay 

homage to the Sadguru. Immediately, to the amazement of all who witnessed this occasion, 

on seeing this little girl, Upasni said, “My child, you will soon assume the responsibility 

of looking after everything here. All this belongs to you.” 

 
48 The discourses were later translated into English and circulated by his followers.  
49 Upasni Maharaj referred to these kanyas as his “wives,” though of course, he had transcended 

bodily identification and had none other than innocent physical contact with them. 



For a while Godavri’s family stayed in Sakori. One day during this first visit, the 

little girl came to see Upasni and innocently climbed onto his lap. Someone had just 

finished performing the puja ceremony to Upasni and had garlanded him with flowers. The 

Master removed the garland and placed it around the girl’s neck, astounding his devotees. 

Godavri had been a child-bride; however, after a few years, Godavri’s husband 

dramatically renounced the world and offered her at Upasni Maharaj’s feet — thus enabling 

her to permanently join Upasni’s ashram where she became his foremost woman disciple. 

 

In March 1925, Upasni Maharaj went to Shirdi with some of his devotees. This 

was the first time Upasni had visited Shirdi since Sai Baba had dropped his body six and a 

half years before. There Upasni was accorded great reverence and honor as he was led to 

Sai Baba’s tomb. Upasni, tears rolling down his cheeks, reminisced about his times with 

Sai Baba. He circled Sai Baba’s dhuni and returned to the Dwarkamai Mosque. At the 

mosque, people took Upasni’s darshan and sang the arti which had been sung when Sai 

Baba was alive. Upasni bowed at the tomb of Sai Baba, and he himself led the singing of 

another arti. Upasni walked to every spot connected with the work and memory of his 

Master. Finally, he sat down under a tree near the Khandoba Temple and wept for a long 

time. No one could grasp the reason for his weeping, but for those who witnessed this 

touching and unforgettable scene, his tears were Wine which bathed their hearts.50 

Age knew that Maharaj’s every action − his every word − was solely for the 

upliftment and benefit of humanity. 

Hindu temples, great and small, sprang up around Upasni’s seat and Sakori became 

Upasni’s permanent place of residence. At other times he would travel around India, 

visiting Hyderabad, Bombay, Kolhapur, Indore, Benares, Surat, Nagpur, Jabalpur, 

Ahmednagar, Poona and many other places. Hence this Perfect Master acquired devotees 

throughout India. 51 

Many would come for Upasni Maharaj’s darshan and ask for his grace. One day, 

Maharaj became impatient and said, “If you knew the real meaning of a Sadguru’s grace, 

not one in a million would ask for it!” 

The young Zoroastrian whom Maharaj had struck with a stone would visit Sakori 

on and off for six years. Maharaj did not explain about him to the public, but a few close 

followers knew of their relationship. During 1921, the young man stayed in Sakori 

continuously for six months. On the day he left, Upasni Maharaj bowed to him and 

proclaimed, “You are Adi Shakti [the Primal Force]!” 

 
50 Although Upasni was Sai Baba’s chief disciple or chargeman, he visited Shirdi only one more 

time, ten years later on 14 April 1935, when again he was welcomed with the utmost reverence. 

51 When Mahatma Gandhi met Upasni Maharaj he was shocked by the austerity of the Master. 

Gandhi approached Upasni in a reverent mood, but to dispel Gandhi’s spiritual pride Upasni told 

him, “You are a great man, but what is that to me?” Years later, in 1931, when Gandhi met Meher 

Baba, Baba explained to Gandhi that Upasni Maharaj was indeed perfect.  



During 1922, the young man returned to Sakori two more times, staying for as long 

as six months, but, after this, he did not see Upasni for almost 20 years. However, Maharaj 

often mentioned him. In 1936, Maharaj even drove to Ahmednagar for one special purpose 

— to perform arti before the young man’s photograph. Afterward, Upasni announced to 

those present, “Do you know who he really is? He is the Avatar!” 

Upasni Maharaj had brought the Primal Force into human form. The young man 

had become his leading disciple and spiritual heir and a God-conscious Master himself. 

They met for the final time in a secluded hut in Dahigaon on 17 October 1941. No one 

knows what transpired in that meeting, but it is said that Upasni again repeated, “Adi 

Shakti,” and sought permission to leave this world. 

After this meeting, Upasni Maharaj began hinting that he would pass away soon. 

He wanted to travel to southern India, and, before starting from Sakori for Hyderabad with 

Godavri and the other nuns on 24 November 1941, he remarked, “I shall wind everything 

up within a month.” 

Maharaj visited Poona on 12 December 1941, but refused to allow any person to 

bow at his feet and take his darshan. Instead he placed a coconut on the ground and told 

people they could bow to it. On this occasion he was heard uttering, “I am tired ... I am 

tired of it ... I shall close it up very shortly.” Those present thought he was referring to the 

Second World War, then in progress. 

The Sadguru returned to Sakori on 19 December, and gave darshan for two days, 

during which he complained about a pain in his chest. Three days later, on 22 December, 

he left for Satana, where the construction of a temple in honor of his birth there was nearing 

completion. Pressing the workmen to finish the temple soon, he said enigmatically, “The 

sun is setting.” 

Upasni spent one restless night in Satana and the next day he called the contractor 

in charge of the temple project and told him, “My task is done. You have to take care of 

the rest. Now will you allow me to depart? Can you manage it in my absence?” The builder, 

ignorant of the irony of the Master’s questions, bid him farewell. Maharaj arrived at Sakori 

in the evening of 23 December 1941. 

Maharaj’s usual custom whenever he returned from outside Sakori was to bow to 

the bamboo cage as soon as he stepped out of the automobile; but, that day, he demanded 

to be driven directly to his hut. In the early morning of 24 December, Maharaj complained 

of a severe pain in his heart. Godavri, who was resting nearby, was awakened from her 

sleep by a voice calling, “Are you still asleep? The time has come when you are wanted.” 

Startled, she awakened and found Maharaj in pain. 

He, too, rebuked her for sleeping and requested a mustard plaster. Resting, he said, 

“I will be all right in fifteen minutes.” He lay down and appeared to be asleep so those 

around him were afraid to disturb him. Then, after two or three hours, when his devotees 

saw no physical movement, they grew worried and called a doctor who came and declared 



that Upasni had left the body.52 The burial ceremonies were performed in Sakori the next 

day according to Hindu custom. The funeral procession of devotees escorting his body took 

more than six hours. 

The Song of the Singer was sung by the flames of his devotees’ hearts. His body 

is enshrined at Sakori, but the light of his remembrance will burn brightly for eternity. 

O Upasni Maharaj, your name will be revered for ages to come! 

You brought down the Ancient One to wipe away the tears of Age! 

 

SHERIAR — A DERVISH FROM IRAN 

One night in 1860, Age’s roving sight was riveted on a marvelous scene in the tiny 

village of Khorramshah, Persia (present-day Iran). 

The night was dark. In a lonely, desolate area outside of town, a child of seven was 

lying on the floor of the Tower of Silence, a dead body tied to his feet. Gasping at this 

bizarre scene, Age pondered, “If a vulture swoops to devour the corpse, what will happen 

to the child? It, too, will perish. How brave this little boy is! Even several adults huddled 

together would not dare to stay in such a place!” 

Age’s eyes remained glued to the child, and when dawn arrived, the child was still 

safe. Age was then convinced that God was watching over this boy and his future was 

assured. Who was this child? He was the same one who was to become a dervish − of 

whom the divine voice had spoken. O Age, the world is eager to hear his story. 

In Persia during the 19th century, the plight of the Zoroastrians was terrible. The 

atmosphere of the holy land of the Magi had changed drastically since the Prophet 

Zoroaster had sanctified Persia 7,000 years before.53 The followers of Zoroaster were 

considered kafirs (unbelievers) by the Muslims and were systematically mistreated and 

oppressed. The Star of Islam was held high and those who did not embrace the 

Mohammedan religion were mercilessly persecuted. The lives of the Zoroastrians were in 

constant danger, and no one was their protector except for Ahuramazda — their God. The 

lives of all Zoroastrians were in constant peril in Persia. 

Over the centuries, the majority of Zoroastrians had converted to Islam, and most 

of those who refused had fled to India. Those who did not migrate from Persia had to bow 

before the Muslims and their laws and tolerate their cruelty and harassments. No one was 

to blame for this situation; the wheel of time spins circumstances according to Divine Law. 

 
52 The day Upasni dropped his body, 24 December, was Godavri’s 27th birthday. Godavri Mai, as 

she came to be called, assumed responsibility for the Sakori ashram until her death in 1989. 

53 The Magi were the ancient holy men and philosophers of Persia who were reformed by 

Zoroaster and succeeded him. The Magi may have been the original Sufis who preserved 

Zoroaster’s teachings. 

 



From the humanistic point of view, such a condition could well be viewed as unnatural — 

man persecuting man in the name of religion. But, without God’s will, nothing happens. 

The spread of Islam, and the Muslims’ outrages openly perpetrated against the Zoroastrian 

community in Persia in the 1800s, brought about this natural state of unnaturalness. 

In those days, torture and kidnapping of Zoroastrian children was not infrequent. 

It is said that Muslims would trick a Zoroastrian boy to enter their house. Behind locked 

doors and shaded windows, they would force the boy to stand within a circle. Every Muslim 

present had a needle concealed behind his back, and one by one they would stick the needle 

into him. The boy would eventually collapse and die. The body would then be flung into 

the streets of the Zoroastrian community. 

Zoroastrian women also faced every type of assault and humiliation, and their lives 

especially were in constant peril. However much abused or vilified, they had to bear it or 

face certain death. The Muslims violently restrained the Zoroastrians from practicing their 

religion — the worship of fire, symbolic of the universal struggle between the forces of 

light and of darkness. They fanatically believed that it was their duty in Islam to curtail the 

spread of this blasphemous faith. 

However insulted or abused they were, the Zoroastrians did not dare utter a word 

in retort to the Muslims; they could not defend or justify themselves before their 

persecutors. Although they would often become angry, they would not express it to the 

Muslims. To vent their anger, they resorted to a clever outlet. Opposite their houses, all 

Zoroastrians had a pillar sunk in the ground and, kicking or hitting it and spitting on it, they 

would pretend that the post was their enemy. This daily outburst would relieve their 

frustration and they were then better able to tolerate the persecution they constantly faced. 
54 

But at times, even the Zoroastrians resorted to acts of barbarity. For example, this 

incident is said to have occurred in the town of Khorramshah, the place of Sheriar’s birth, 

just outside of Yezd. One day a Zoroastrian was riding his horse through the town. As a 

sign of respect, Zoroastrians were required to dismount on passing a Muslim, even a 

Muslim child. On the way, the rider saw a Muslim child, but he did not get off his horse 

and the child cursed him loudly. The Zoroastrian had tolerated enough. He looked about 

and not seeing anyone, got down and caught the child. He covered the child’s mouth and 

threw him in a nearby well. Then the man immediately left town and boarded a ship bound 

for India. The fate of the child is not known. 

In such troubled times, Sheriar Moondegar Irani was born on 21 March 1853.55 

Sheriar’s father, Moondegar, like most Zoroastrians, was a poor man. How could 

the Zoroastrians — who were considered infidels — prosper in this land of religious strife? 

 
54 During the middle of the 19th century, while the Zoroastrians were being persecuted in Persia, a 

similar situation existed in India among the Harijans (Untouchables), the lowest Hindu caste. The 

Harijans were miserably oppressed by the high-caste Brahmins and riots would result in villages if 

even the shadow of an Untouchable fell on a high-caste Hindu. 

55 The original Persian spelling of Sheriar’s name is Shahr-yar, which means monarch or emperor. 

After migrating to India many years later, he adopted Sheriar a more suitable Indian name. 



Besides farming and gardening, in which all participated, Moondegar’s job was that of the 

caretaker of the local Tower of Silence, the place where the Zoroastrians brought their dead 

to be devoured by vultures.56 It was not a well-paying vocation, but Moondegar managed 

to support his family of two sons and one daughter. Sheriar’s mother died when he was 

only five years old and Moondegar of course was profoundly grieved by her passing. 

Moondegar was not an orthodox Zoroastrian, though he practiced the tenets of his 

faith, nor was he a zealot. He had his own religious feelings and would participate in both 

Mohammedan and Zoroastrian festivals, because he recognized divinity in everyone. He 

had a gregarious nature and was able to mingle freely with both communities. But he was 

somewhat of an enigma to his Muslim neighbors, because he was a devout follower of a 

Mohammedan saint — a wali-Allah — in Khorramshah, and was often seen going to this 

saint.57 But because of his devotion to this Mohammedan saint, Moondegar and his children 

were spared the more cruel blows of persecution that faced most of the Zoroastrian 

community. 

Moondegar was an exceptionally good man who never neglected his paternal duty 

toward his children. He considered the persecution at the hands of the Muslims as a means 

of spiritual self-effacement. Although poor, he remembered God constantly, and because 

of this, he thought himself more fortunate than many wealthy persons. 

After Sheriar’s mother’s death, Sheriar was well cared for by his elder brother and 

sister, Khodadad and Piroja. Sheriar did not go to school but would accompany his father 

to the Tower of Silence each day, where he would play alone. The young boy had a 

contemplative nature and this was where he would pray and meditate. In Persia at that time, 

only the children of the rich could obtain a formal education; there was no chance of 

admission to school for a poor Zoroastrian.58 

Often at night during his lonely vigils over the dead, Moondegar would grieve for 

his departed wife, but his little son’s companionship would comfort him. Sheriar’s innocent 

prattle would amuse his bereaved father, and often Moondegar would be awestruck by how 

innately wise his son was and by the thoughtfulness of his conversation. 

 

56 This method of disposition of the dead originates from the veneration Zoroastrians have for the 

elements. Fire is too highly revered by Zoroastrians to allow it to be used for burning the dead, as 

is the practice of Hindus. Water is also revered and so is earth, so the sacred soil should not be 

corrupted with cadavers. Hence this singular mode of disposition was devised, and is still in use 

by Zoroastrians in India.  

57 Wali-Allah is an advanced soul stationed on the fifth plane. The Sufi term means a friend of 

God. 

58 It is ironic that he who was to be born as the God-Man should have had forefathers who were 

considered infidels and were ostracized by the Mohammedan society, denied an education, fitting 

employment and a chance for material well-being. 



During the years at the Tower of Silence, an intense interest in things spiritual was 

awakened in Sheriar, and he thought deeply about finding God. He was an intelligent, 

adventurous boy and was not afraid of anything — a characteristic which remained with 

him throughout his life. 

One day when Sheriar was seven years old, his father went to do some work in the 

town and left him alone at the Tower of Silence. Moondegar was delayed in returning and 

during the evening the corpse of a child was brought. Since it was after sunset, the last rites 

could not be performed until daylight. Thus the funeral party left the corpse outside the 

wall of the Tower. In that lonely, desolate area vultures hovered over the corpse, but little 

Sheriar threw rocks to keep them away. Sheriar determined to protect the child’s body until 

the final rites could be performed. He tied the legs of the child to his own feet and lay down 

next to the corpse. The vultures screeched furiously, but not one swept down upon the boy. 

When Moondegar returned he found Sheriar sleeping next to the corpse of the child with 

their legs tied together. He was amazed at the bravery of his small son. 

Every day, in peaceful contemplation, Sheriar would sit alone in the compound of 

the funeral grounds immersed in the remembrance of God. The boy’s heart had awakened 

and he began to long for the sight of God. One day when he was absorbed in concentration, 

all of a sudden he was startled to see a young woman running toward him. When the 

woman, a Zoroastrian, reached him, he saw that she was perspiring, out of breath and 

exhausted. Tearfully, she told Sheriar that Muslims were chasing her and begged him to 

help save her from capture. Nearby was a small bakery where naan (unleavened bread) 

was prepared and, in memory of the deceased, distributed to the poor by their relatives. 

That day no one had died and so the large oven was not lit. Sheriar guided the girl to it, 

helped her climb inside and then returned to his place of meditation. 

Shortly thereafter, several Muslim horsemen came galloping up to the Tower and 

demanded, “Boy, did you see a girl run past this way a few minutes ago?” 

Sheriar replied, “I have been here for almost an hour but I haven’t seen a dog pass 

by. No girl has run from here.” Believing him, the Muslims rode off and Sheriar was happy 

he had not lied. It was a fact that no dog had wandered past that day and the girl had not 

run from there. Sheriar went back to the bakery and safely escorted the young woman to 

her home, where he was received with deep gratitude by her family. 59 

 

Sheriar’s spiritual inclination flourished early, and he must have met the 

Mohammedan wali with his father. From childhood he had a detached outlook on life and 

was devoid of any material ambition; he did not think of himself as prospering in this world. 

 
59 The more cruel and ruthless Muslims of the area would even break into the Zoroastrian 

households, kidnap the girls of the family, and either get them married to Muslims in other areas, 

or sell them as concubines. The girls would often be sent to Arabia. In this way the Muslim 

fanatics reduced the Zoroastrian population. This had happened to the girl who approached 

Sheriar: Muslims had broken into her house, but she was in a back room and had escaped. She had 

run toward the outlying forest where the Tower of Silence was located and where Sheriar was 

helping his father.  



When a human corpse would arrive at the Tower of Silence he would think: “Death is 

inevitable. The happy as well as the miserable die. What is the meaning of life? What is its 

goal? Everyone departs from this world leaving his or her joys and sorrows behind. So why 

not give them up while alive? But how?” 

Sheriar’s heart was restless to find answers that would satisfy him. One day in 

1865, Sheriar told his father of his longing, bid farewell to his family and left home. He 

was only twelve years old. The boy had never once stepped out of his hometown of 

Khorramshah and did not know where to go when he began wandering throughout what is 

now Iran. He carried just a few items of clothing, rested anywhere at night, and sustained 

himself on begged food. This young dervish had firm and total reliance on God; he relied 

solely on His help.60 What other help did he need? He had dedicated himself to finding 

God and with the repetition of His name, “Yezdan, Yezdan, Yezdan!” at every step, he 

searched for Him. 

Sheriar was destined to undergo severe hardships during his wanderings, but he 

did not lose courage. On the contrary, he gained inner strength through his sufferings since 

he was coming nearer to God. Dervishes were not always well received in Persia; at times 

the boy received insults instead of food, and, at times, he was beaten instead of given 

shelter. But he who discards the world becomes God’s, and this was Sheriar’s destiny. 

One day the boy’s roamings brought him to the town of Bafte Badnyan. Exhausted 

and hungry, Sheriar approached a bakery, begging a loaf of bread for his evening meal. 

The baker was about to give him the bread when an older Muslim ascetic, who daily 

received a loaf from the shop, arrived. 

The baker looked at the emaciated child with pity and then told the Muslim ascetic, 

“Today you will not get bread because I am giving your portion to your little brother.” 

The old ascetic became incensed at being denied his alms and began quarreling 

with the shopkeeper, “I am a true fakir!” he shouted. “This boy is false. Are you really 

going to feed this rascal instead of me?” 

“You get bread every day,” the baker reasoned. “Why are you grumbling if I give 

it once to a chance wanderer, especially one so young?" 

The fakir gave Sheriar a contemptuous glance and then retorted, “You call this brat 

a dervish? You fool, I am a true fakir! This boy is nothing but a beggar!” 

The heated quarrel went on while a crowd began to gather. At last the fakir said, 

“If this boy is a real dervish who loves God and is not a hypocrite, I challenge him to 

answer my questions.” 

Sheriar was ashamed of the fakir’s rude behavior and wanted to avoid a debate. 

But the shopkeeper and others in the crowd urged him to accept the challenge, so a vigorous 

debate about God ensued. With sharp wit and keen intelligence, the boy replied to every 

question the fakir could pose, and the crowd cheered him on. The fakir, who had gotten the 

 
60 In Sufism, a dervish is a person who renounces the world out of love for God and becomes an 

ascetic. 



worst of it, was thoroughly embarrassed. He retreated under a barrage of abuse from the 

crowd, while Sheriar was rewarded with a delicious supper. 

There were times when Sheriar would travel with other renunciants. Once while 

walking along with three older dervishes, he took refuge with them in a dense forest. Sitting 

around the campfire, the three dervishes boasted of their travels, courage and wisdom. In 

their eyes, their younger companion was a mere initiate on the spiritual path. When their 

pride got the better of them, one said, “Were a tiger to appear before me, I have the strength 

to kill it with my bare hands.” 

The second responded, “I could reduce the beast to ashes with my sight alone.” 

The last bragged, “I would tame it and ride on its back and journey from place to 

place.” 

Sheriar kept quiet, knowing he possessed no such powers. The next day, as they 

were wandering through the forest, they spotted a python, and the three, who had been 

boasting of their bravery the night before, ran away in fright. Sheriar found a rock and 

fearlessly crushed the head of the large snake. 

Even when the head of a snake is crushed, its body continues to coil. Likewise 

when the boy approached the three men, their pride had not subdued and they said, “Don’t 

think we were afraid of the python — to kill it was so insignificant, we left it to you, since 

you are the youngest.” The boy did not rebuke them. 

Besides wandering through such wildernesses while searching for the Truth, 

Sheriar visited many shrines, including the tombs of the great mystical poets Hafiz and 

Saadi in Shiraz, and contacted many advanced souls. He learned palmistry and astrology, 

which provided him with an honorable means of livelihood during the latter part of his 

travels. 

Although Sheriar had had no formal education as a child, he appeared to gain 

knowledge of reading and writing Persian, Arabic and Hebrew so suddenly, it was as if a 

veil had been torn away, revealing this past knowledge to him.61 (Sheriar even wrote two 

books in Persian before he left his home country, but nothing further is known about them.) 

 

After all sorts of penance, experiences and suffering, Sheriar was as dissatisfied 

and discontented as when he had left his home. Eight years of the harshest type of austerity 

and the most impoverished type of existence had not fulfilled his aim — to gain one ray of 

the Sun! 

Frustrated and disappointed in Persia, the young man of 20, instead of despairing 

and abandoning his search for God, resolved to leave for India to carry on his search. In 

1873 or 1874, with his elder brother Khodadad, Sheriar boarded a steamer headed for the 

port of Bombay. 

In India, Khodadad found employment in a shop and prevailed upon Sheriar to do 

the same. Sheriar agreed and his brother arranged a position for him in the same shop. But, 

in spite of accepting a job for the first time in his life, Sheriar did not change his ascetic 

 
61 Baba once confirmed that this was indeed the case, explaining that this knowledge is always 

there within us from previous births, hidden and waiting to be tapped.  



ways. He strictly maintained his vegetarian diet, as well as denying himself alcohol and 

tobacco. He was virtuous and endowed with a natural goodness. When not working, he 

spent most of his time meditating or reciting the name of God. Even while doing his job, 

Sheriar’s inner attention was directed toward remembering God. He made no show, but he 

also made no secret of his devout nature. Looking every inch a typical Persian dervish, he 

kept his hair long and always wore a long white robe. 

The shopkeeper was very much the opposite — a materialist who despised 

Sheriar’s piety and would scold him on the slightest pretext. Although Sheriar had come to 

India seeking light, so far he had found only darkness. When the owner finally accused him 

of dishonesty, Sheriar quit rather than be the target of such unjust accusations. Thus after 

five months, he was free once again. He took his wages, but kept only two rupees; the rest 

he gave away. 

It seems as if this employment, which had been thrust upon him, was destiny’s 

brief respite for Sheriar (although the job had not been easy). As it turned out, Sheriar was 

to wander for ten more years throughout India under circumstances much more trying than 

those he had already undergone in Iran. With the two rupees he had kept, Sheriar purchased 

a wooden bowl and a staff. With no further money, he decided to walk to Karachi, over 

1,000 miles north. He wandered through Gujarat and Kutch, passing through Surat, 

Wadhwan and Mandvi. The long days of walking severely blistered his feet, yet he did not 

stop. He found shelter under a tree at night, and, during the day continued walking, 

repeating Yezdan. If he happened to be given food as alms, he would eat; otherwise he 

would consider it God’s wish that he fast. 

Sheriar’s path crossed that of many sadhus, yogis and penitent ascetics and he took 

refuge at places of pilgrimage. After a rigorous journey of four months, in a weak and 

emaciated condition, he reached Karachi at last. Why he had walked to that city is unknown 

− perhaps he knew someone there − but, after staying a month and regaining part of his 

strength, he resumed his journey — this time without a fixed destination. 

Sheriar began wandering aimlessly in the scorching Sind desert. After a few weeks, 

his feet were again blistered and raw and his tongue was swollen from thirst. Resting on 

the burning sands offered no relief from the blazing sun. He tried desperately to plod 

forward, but he was so weak each step became more and more difficult. Finally, he could 

not move one step farther. Crying out, “Yezdan!” he fainted. There was neither water nor 

shelter in this part of the desert. Sheriar’s death seemed certain. 

Age was worried. “Is this the end of Sheriar’s spiritual search? Will the ascetic die 

of thirst in this seemingly God-forsaken place? Has he been wandering all these years in 

search of God only to die in this cruel way?” 

He could not die yet. Slowly he opened his eyes. Standing before him were two 

figures staring at him — an old, bearded man and a boy. Each was holding a leather bag 

filled with life-giving water. 

Sheriar struggled to his knees and stretched out his hands for water. The boy 

poured a little into his palms but Sheriar’s thirst was not quenched. Extending his hands 

toward the figures, he silently prayed for more — but no more was given. Both figures 



turned and walked away. Sheriar stared at them until they disappeared, and then, with all 

his strength, he stood up. 

Realizing if he stayed where he was he would die, he took God’s name and 

stumbled onward. But after going a short distance, he again fainted. How could he cross 

the desert? He had neither water nor food, and he was alone in a remote, barren region. 

Who would help him? Had he hallucinated sipping the water? 

Then, startled from unconsciousness, he saw the old man and boy again standing 

before him ready to help. This time they allowed Sheriar to drink fully of the cool water. 

His eyes conveyed his gratitude, yet the old man sternly asked, “Why have you come here? 

Why do you distress the Almighty with your foolish behavior?” 

Sheriar could not answer. 

Pointing, the old man instructed, “Take this path. You will come across the hut of 

a hermit and he will feed you. After you have eaten, if you walk in the opposite direction, 

you will find a town.” 

Sheriar listened with head bowed. He felt revived after drinking the cool water. 

When he raised his head to thank the old man and boy, there was no one there. He was 

awestruck and humbled, and his trust in God’s protection was strengthened. Full of love 

and gratitude, he prostrated himself on the sand and prayed with all his heart. 

“But who were the old man and boy?” Age wondered. They were divine 

messengers or abdals — spiritual agents of the Perfect Masters. Such abdals rescue 

endangered persons as they traverse the spiritual path. 

Taking the path shown through the sands, Sheriar walked to the hut where, without 

his asking, an old hermit offered him bread. Sheriar ate half at the hut and took the other 

half with him as he walked in silence toward the town. After walking several miles, Sheriar 

came to the banks of a broad, swift river which he could not cross since he did not know 

how to swim. Although he wondered if he had followed the directions properly, he was not 

alarmed, fully believing that God would send someone to help him across. Sheriar decided 

to lie down near the banks to wait. He fell asleep, but after a short nap, he was awakened 

by the sound of tinkling camel bells. 

A caravan had arrived and Sheriar asked its leader how he intended to cross the 

river. The man replied that the river had become shallow enough to allow the camels to 

cross and that the men would ride on them. When Sheriar implored the man to take him 

across the river, the person demanded two rupees. Sheriar explained that he was a 

renunciant and had no money, not even a paisa (a penny), but the man did not believe him 

and proceeded to take his caravan across the river and gradually disappeared. Although no 

one else arrived, Sheriar was not worried. Trusting in God, he was convinced that His 

mercy would find a way to get him across the river. 

As night fell an inner peace came over him. The moon shone brightly and Sheriar’s 

tranquility merged with the silvery reflection in the rippling waters. Awestruck by the 

splendor of nature’s beauty so near the desolation of the desert, Sheriar longed in his heart 

for the sight of God. He had been searching for so long; he wept out of longing and joy. 

Seated on the bank of the river, feeling hungry, he took out the remaining loaf of 

bread. Schools of fish swam before him, and seeing them, Sheriar broke the bread into 



pieces and tossed them to the fish. His appetite left him in the enjoyment of watching the 

fish leap out of the water for the crumbs. 

Suddenly he heard a harsh voice demanding, “What are you doing here?” 

Turning around, he faced a tall, burly man who towered over him. “I am waiting 

to be taken across the river,” he answered. “I cannot swim.” 

Hearing his reply, the stranger laughed and said, “How do you expect to cross it 

by sitting here, you fool? You don’t have to swim. Come with me and I will show you a 

way.” 

Sheriar followed the man to a mud embankment that stretched all the way across 

the river. He was perplexed to see this natural bridge which he was certain he would have 

noticed earlier, and inwardly he began to praise God for His mercy. 

Reaching the other side, Sheriar was about to thank the mysterious guide when the 

man took his hand in his and said, “There is no need to thank me. Now, hold on to my 

hand. I will take you to the town through a shortcut.” The guide swiftly zigzagged through 

the darkness, talking cheerfully along the way. Sheriar felt a strange sensation as he held 

on listening to the man’s conversation — as if the earth were slipping away beneath his 

feet. 

After a short time the lights of a town were visible, and, before he knew it, he was 

walking in a bustling street. The guide took him to a paan and tobacco shop and said, “Wait 

for me here until eleven o’clock.” Then he walked away. When it was nearly midnight, 

there was still no sign of his unknown friend. The shopkeeper was starting to close up for 

the night and Sheriar asked him, “How far is it from this town to the river?” 

“Sixty miles,” replied the shopkeeper casually. 

Sheriar could not believe it. He had covered 60 miles in about half an hour. He 

then knew that God had sent an angel to help him and his heart cried out, “O Yezdan, You 

are infinitely loving! You are infinitely merciful! But why don’t You allow me to have 

sight of You? My life is only for You. I love You and You alone.” 

Intense longing for God-realization overcame Sheriar. After the divine help he had 

experienced, his search for Truth became even more intense. He resolved within himself 

to sacrifice his very life in pursuit of his Beloved, and he vowed not to give up under any 

circumstance. 

 

Saved from death by God’s direct intervention, Sheriar roamed once more 

throughout India under the ever-present clouds of austerity and deprivation. Barefoot, 

bearded, and in a dervish robe, he walked through streets, down lanes and alleys to contact 

saints and advanced souls, forgoing food or comfort to have their contact. At night, he 

would rest wherever he could — along a sidewalk, under a tree, or in a cave − often in dirt-

filled or rock-strewn spaces. He begged for whatever food he received and, as always, 

accepted it as God’s mercy. Convinced that God would not forget his lover, he was a true 

orphan of God. 

He walked and walked, mile after mile, year after year. His feet became raw, cut 

by rocks and stones, and pierced by thorns. But the wounds on his feet were nothing 



compared to the wounds in his heart. A burning love urged him on with the name of 

“Yezdan ... Yezdan ... Yezdan” ever on his lips. His search continued. 

When Sheriar reached Gujarat, he saw a village some miles in the distance beyond 

a small river. In the middle of the river was an island thick with vegetation. The local 

people, however, were superstitious and warned him not to go there. “No one ventures 

across this river,” they said, “because of the soft muddy bottom. The island is covered by 

thick brambles, and a hideous ghost lives there. Take our advice: Do not go to that island, 

but take the road to the town five miles ahead.” 

But Sheriar replied, “I am not afraid of ghosts. If there is a ghost on that island I 

shall meet him.” Irrespective of their counsel, he began to wade through the shallow water. 

By the time he reached the island it was dark, and, instead of finding a ghost, he found 

himself ensnared in the overhanging vines of a dense jungle. Fumbling about and again 

wading across the river from what he thought was the other side of the island, he forged 

his way. Soon he found himself exactly where he had started. 

It was too late then to take the longer road, so he decided to try to wade across the 

river once again. This time he wanted to avoid the island. He entered at another point, but, 

when he reached midstream, he stepped into quicksand. His staff sank in the soft mud, and 

the more he struggled to get out, the more he sank. While sinking in the mud he prayed, 

“O God! If it is Your divine will that I should die in this way, I am ready. But before I die, 

allow me to have one glimpse of Your effulgence. For years I have thirsted for Your sight. 

I have not cared about my life. Give me a glimpse of Your beauty before I die.” 

Concentrating on repeating God’s name, Sheriar struggled, pulling himself out of 

the quagmire. When he reached the other side, he collapsed and thanked God for rescuing 

him. After a while, hearing some villagers, Sheriar hailed them, “Show me the way to the 

town,” he requested. 

Seeing this strange, ominous, mud-covered figure rising out of the shadows, the 

men ran away shouting, “The ghost! The ghost of the island is after us.” 

A few of the men cautiously approached him, holding lanterns and clubs in their 

hands, and, when they were reassured that he was indeed only a stranger in need of 

guidance, they brought him to their village, gave him buttermilk, and attended to his needs. 

During his ten years of wandering in India, God saved Sheriar’s life one other time. 

He tried to cross a river but the current was so swift that it nearly swept him off his feet. 

Had he fallen, he would surely have drowned, but, by God’s grace, Sheriar managed to 

forge across. 

In the course of his travels, Sheriar came across different types of yogis, ascetics 

and penitents. Once he encountered a man in Ratlam who had been sitting for years in one 

position — supported only by his thumbs. But this form of asceticism was not for Sheriar; 

his suffering was a thirst for the wine of love. 

Shortly thereafter, in the same district of Ratlam, he encountered an old woman 

seated near a lake on the outskirts of the town. The woman made signs for him to go into 

the village, which he did. Everything there was spotlessly clean, but not a single living 

person was seen. Amazed, Sheriar instantly realized that the village was an apparition — 

an illusion — to be taken as a metaphor: Though the house of the heart be pure, it takes 



ages for God to enter. He understood what he had seen and returned to the old woman, who 

silently gave him a loaf of bread as prasad. After eating, he left without having exchanged 

a word with her. 

While journeying through the hills near Jaora, Sheriar encountered an elderly man 

deeply immersed in meditation. After some time, the man opened his eyes and asked, 

“What do you want, my son?” 

Sheriar replied, “I do not want anything. I am a seeker of Beloved God.” 

Hearing this, the old man was deeply pleased and said, “You are blessed.” 

In the midst of his travels, although Sheriar encountered many sadhus and saints, 

he found that none of them could satisfy his inner quest, nor quiet his restlessness. He was 

destined to find peace in a different way. 62 

 

As the years passed, Sheriar became increasingly despondent. He began to doubt 

if his aim would ever be achieved. He felt hopeless, as never before. He knew that with his 

formidable determination he could venture anywhere, yet he could not accomplish what he 

wanted — to realize God. His perseverance was turning into bitter frustration. 

As a last resort, Sheriar wandered to an isolated forest in Gujarat where he decided 

to perform what is known as chilla-nashini, a severe spiritual penance. A circle is drawn 

on the ground by the penitent’s own hand; for 40 days and nights he must not step out of 

the circle, forgoing food and sleep. He must face whatever comes. Those who try it but do 

not succeed usually die or go mad. 

There appeared to be no other solution or choice in Sheriar’s mind. He was 30 

years old. It had been eighteen years since he had left his hometown of Khorramshah as a 

boy. He had always been chaste; he had lived on alms. He had been honest and brave; but 

everything he had done seemed in vain, for he had not achieved union with God. To return 

to the world and live in conformity with society was abhorrent to him. Sheriar had reached 

the point where it had to be either Realization of God or death! 

Sure of his decision, he drew the circle around himself on the ground — his heart 

imploring God to come and meet him. 

Slowly time passed. After some days, he heard horrible screams and, then, terrible 

noises. Suddenly, a roaring lion appeared in front of him, ready to pounce and devour him. 

Sheriar did not move — the lion disappeared. Sometime later a ferocious tiger appeared 

and stalked around the circle for hours. Again, Sheriar did not move and the tiger 

disappeared. Once flames rose out of the ground on all sides of the circle. The flames 

moved closer to him, and he was convinced he would be burned alive. Still he did not move 

and the flames died. Wild shouting giants appeared with spears held menacingly. They had 

painted faces like masks of death with blood in their eyes. Sheriar still did not move and 

 

62 While wandering in India, Sheriar once passed through Arangaon Village, near what is now 

Meherabad (the ashram and Tomb of Meher Baba).  



they too eventually disappeared. Many, many other dreadful apparitions came and 

vanished. The torturous visions became continual. His mind suffered greatly. 

Courageously, Sheriar held on and did not move from inside the circle for 30 days. 

Only ten more days were left for the completion of the chilla, but it became too difficult 

for him to continue. A moment longer in the circle was more than he could endure. It was 

not possible for him to continue; he stepped out. All his years of penance and austerity had 

resulted in apparent defeat. Disheartened and half-dead, Sheriar dragged himself near a 

river and collapsed weeping. He fell unconscious into a deep slumber. 

Age too was weeping. “How pitiful! Eighteen years of unimaginable asceticism 

had ended in bitter disappointment. Could God not have mercy on this sincere pilgrim? Is 

this man to meet with such disappointment the rest of his life? What is to become of him? 

He wanted to die, but God denied him even this. Is there anything in his destiny besides 

his unfulfilled ideals?” 

Yes! Assuredly there is. 

A divine voice spoke, stirring Sheriar from sleep: "O Sheriar! He whom you seek 

− He whom you wish to see − His attainment is not your destiny. It is your son who will 

attain it. And through your son — you.” 

Sheriar looked around, but no one was there. Dazed, he heard the echo fading, 

“Your son … your son … through your son.” 

He was puzzled and questioned, “Is this the voice of God? Is God commanding 

me? ... I have no son, no wife!” 

After a while he thought, “But what is wrong in living a family life if it is God’s 

command? His wish means everything, so there is no question of right or wrong.” 

With these thoughts, Sheriar again fell asleep and slept soundly for three days. 

When he awakened, he remembered the words he had heard and, not knowing how to fulfill 

the divine injunction, began walking southward toward Poona. Some power was guiding 

him to follow its course, but he did so indifferently. Day after day, he trudged on with a 

feeling of abject resignation and journeyed more than 400 miles. 

Led safely to the city of Poona, he found the house of his sister, Piroja, who had 

emigrated from Iran. As he crossed the threshold of her home, he was so emaciated and 

worn out, he sought only to erase the exhaustion of the many years of wandering. Tears of 

joy welled in Piroja’s eyes as she opened the door and saw her brother. Both fell into each 

other’s embrace, and with deep love and affection she welcomed him into her home where 

he stayed for some time. 

Sheriar’s heart, however, was still crying out for something else. Austerity had not 

fulfilled his longing, yet he did not wish to give up the life of a dervish. How could he 

reveal this inner spiritual anguish to his kindly sister? 

 

SHIREEN — THE SWEETNESS OF BEAUTY 

 



It was the year 1877 in Iran. A young pregnant Zoroastrian woman named 

Golandoon was returning home after selling some knitted woolen socks and bonnets to a 

rich family to augment her income for the child she was carrying. It was late afternoon and 

she was in a hurry to return home before sunset. Taking a shortcut, she passed through a 

narrow alley where a Muslim was sprinkling water in front of his entranceway. When 

Golandoon was about to pass by the house, he shouted to her, “Stop, kafir! You cannot 

pass by this sacred spot. Stay where you are and wait until the water evaporates. I will not 

allow you to move until every drop is dry.” 

Golandoon was helpless and stricken with fear. The lane would not be dry for 

several hours and evening was fast approaching. She stood quietly as some Muslim boys 

appeared and taunted her with lewd remarks and mocking laughter. The young woman 

stood with tears in her eyes. As the ruffians began to threaten and approach her, she prayed 

to God with all her heart to save her honor. Suddenly, an elderly Muslim man carrying a 

cane happened to pass by the same alley and saw the young woman’s plight. “How dare 

you!” he shouted to the gang and beat them with his cane. “Get out of here!” The man then 

consoled the frightened young woman and escorted her safely to her home. The 

grandfatherly figure bade her peace in the name of God, and Golandoon thanked him 

graciously, comforted by his kindly manner. 

When Golandoon narrated this incident to her husband Dorabji, he knew it was 

unsafe and unwise to remain in Iran, and soon after made preparations to migrate to India. 

It was a difficult time to travel. Golandoon was pregnant and already had a daughter, named 

Dowla, who was not yet three years old. Thus it was not until several months had passed 

that Dorabji and his family were able to leave Iran for India. 

After settling in Bombay, Golandoon gave birth to a second daughter circa 9 

October 1877, a beautiful baby whom she named Shireen (which means sweet, pleasant or 

gentle). A few weeks after Shireen was born, the family moved from Bombay to Poona, 

where Dorabji opened a small teashop. Although newly established, Dorabji quickly won 

the friendship of many. Dorabji was religious-minded and regularly attended the 

Zoroastrian fire-temple. He had a generous nature, helping the poor and giving medicinal 

herbs to the sick. He had the gift of healing and many who came to him were cured by his 

potions. 

Dorabji was also jovial and sharp-witted. Once, while he was enjoying the 

company of a few friends, one of his patients came to see him, complaining of a severe 

cold. Dorabji knew the fellow to be a hypochondriac and facetiously told him to take a cold 

bath, drink sour buttermilk, wrap up in a wet blanket, and sleep in a draft. Dorabji resumed 

his conversation, having no idea that the fellow, having such strong belief in Dorabji, would 

take him seriously and follow his obviously absurd advice. Several days later when the two 

met again, Dorabji inquired after the man’s health and the fellow assured him that he was 

fine after following all of Dorabji’s instructions. Dorabji was taken aback because such a 

routine could have resulted in pneumonia. From that day on, he was extremely careful 

when counseling people about their health. 

Dorabji loved his little daughter, Shireen, very much. She was quite intelligent and 

her beauty befitted her name. Shireen’s sweet ways and conversation delighted her entire 



family. When she was five years old, she began her elementary schooling at the home of 

an Irani family. 

At this time, Sheriar was living with his sister in Poona. The dervish kept aloof and 

would spend his days in meditation and quietude. Occasionally he would cause his sister 

anxiety by remarking that he was considering resuming his old life as a wandering 

mendicant. 

Piroja was a loving, innocent and gentle soul, whose love for her sadhu-brother 

was deep; she did not want him to leave, to lose himself in what she considered an aimless 

life. Piroja would often tell Sheriar that he should get a job, marry a nice Zoroastrian girl, 

and settle down with a family. But Sheriar would politely avoid the topic of marriage. He 

had not given up his longing to realize God. Although he had heard God speak to him, he 

did not fully understand the message. 

Brokenhearted, but not broken in spirit, Sheriar became restless to be alone again 

under the open sky with his heart’s sole companion. Searching for an answer to his 

profound dilemma, Sheriar earnestly implored, “Beloved Yezdan, what is Your will?” 

 

One day in 1883, Sheriar was overcome with melancholy and gently told Piroja 

that the time for him to leave had come. Tears filled Piroja’s eyes and she pleaded with her 

brother, “Don’t go. Stay here in Poona. Why do you want to roam throughout India as a 

beggar? It is pointless! Stay here and get married. As your sister, I beg you. Settle down.” 

“But I am not meant for such a life,” Sheriar explained. “I cannot marry; it isn’t 

my nature. I do not want to hear talk about marriage anymore.” Piroja began weeping and 

Sheriar was moved by his sister’s love. He knew that even if he explained his deepest 

longing, it would not console her. 

But the divine voice once again reverberated its message in his heart, "It is your 

son, Sheriar, your son ... Through your son you will know Me.” 

To put an end to this subject and to satisfy his sister, Sheriar forced a smile and 

said, “Okay. If it is your wish that I get married and settle down with a family, I am willing 

to do so. Let there be no further discussion on this topic. But there is one condition: I should 

have the liberty to marry the girl of my choice, not one of your choice. And only if the girl 

I select is willing, will I marry. If she refuses, then you should promise never to bring up 

the subject of my marriage and family life ever again and allow me to go on my way.” 

Although this was an unusual condition, Sheriar’s determined, devout, and good-

natured sister agreed and inquired if he had any such girl in mind. Glancing out the window, 

Sheriar said, “Yes.” When asked who she was, he pointed to a small, charming Irani girl 

wearing a white frock and loose red trousers, who happened to be passing their house. It 

was little Shireen on her way to her lessons. Her eyes were lowered and she was carrying 

a slate and a few books under her arm. 

“If I ever marry,” Sheriar declared, “I will marry that girl alone. Otherwise, I will 

never marry.” 

“Have some shame, Brother, before uttering such things,” Piroja admonished him, 

since the age difference between Sheriar (30) and the girl (five) was too great. Knowing 



Sheriar as she did, Piroja felt that this was a ploy on his part to avoid marriage and the 

burden of bringing up a family. He knew the acceptance of such a proposal was 

preposterous! No parent would ever give their innocent, young daughter in marriage to a 

person such as Sheriar, who was not only unemployed but was an ascetic living a pure life 

away from worldly attractions. 

Piroja tried to “talk some sense” into her brother, but he was adamant and steadfast 

in his resolve. As per the promise given by him, he was prepared to marry that girl alone 

and no one else. Piroja was helpless and had to give in. She thought, “Why not try? If it is 

in their destiny to come together, God will make it happen.” 

Sheriar thought, “There is no harm in what I have said because, after all, who is 

going to agree to let a little girl marry a man of my age?” He felt relieved that he had found 

a way to stop this troublesome discussion about marriage. 

However, just the opposite reaction took place in Piroja: Her determination to see 

her brother married, instead of being quashed by her brother’s statement, was intensified. 

She hurried from the house to her friend Golandoon, fell on her knees, and pleaded with 

tears streaming down her face, “Golandoon, you are my dear friend. Today I have come to 

beg from you. Will you do me a great favor?” 

Piroja appeared desperate and Golandoon pitied her. “What is the matter? What’s 

happened?” she inquired anxiously. “Why do you look so unhappy? Tell me what is 

wrong.” 

“Save my brother!” Piroja cried. “Only you can save my brother and assure my 

happiness.” 

Confused, Golandoon inquired, “What is it you want me to do? How can I help 

your brother?” 

Piroja beseeched her, “My brother’s marriage to your Shireen. I know how it 

sounds, but you must agree. I have come to beg this of you.” 

Moved by her plight, Golandoon, out of pity for her friend, said, without thinking, 

“Yes, I promise.” 

The two ladies embraced. Piroja’s joy knew no bounds; she felt as if she had won 

a great victory. Bursting with happiness, she hastened home to convey the good news to 

Sheriar. “My friend, Golandoon, the mother of the little girl you saw, has promised her in 

marriage to you.” 

Sheriar’s reaction was that of stoic resignation to God’s will, and he accepted what 

had happened. He had made a promise to his sister; he could not go back on his word. 

However, when Shireen’s father Dorabji came to know of the arrangement, he became 

furious with his wife. They quarreled for days over the matter, but there was nothing he 

could do, for Golandoon had also given her promise, and a promise was not to be broken. 

She had given her word. 

Besides, Golandoon admired Sheriar and was not worried about marrying her 

daughter to such a “saintly person.” Dorabji on the contrary could not bring himself to 

accept such a preposterous arrangement. However good a man Sheriar appeared, he was 

not the type of husband he had in mind for his favorite daughter. 



Young Shireen, of course, had no idea of what was going on. She was overjoyed 

when the stranger put on her finger a shiny silver engagement ring, which she would show 

to her playmates. Sometimes she would be naughty, and, if Sheriar happened to see her, he 

would correct her. Shireen would complain to her mother, “Who is this man to tell me what 

to do?” 

 

Nine years passed before Golandoon’s promise to Piroja was fulfilled. Sheriar and 

Shireen were married according to Zoroastrian custom in 1892. At that time, the 

bridegroom was 39 and the bride was just 14. Piroja and Golandoon rejoiced, but Dorabji 

still found the arrangement unacceptable and protested by refusing to attend the wedding. 

Sheriar, whose nature was exceptionally good and kind, adapted well to married 

life. He now had a healthy and strong physique. In order to support his wife, Sheriar needed 

employment. At first, he sold cloth door-to-door. He served as a gardener, then as a cook, 

and later moved to a more prominent position as the manager of a bungalow (at a salary of 

Rs.100 per month). Sheriar, however, was never interested in the world or business solely 

for the sake of money. The holy name of Yezdan was constantly on his lips, and he never 

vacillated under any circumstances. He would tell his young bride, “Whatever happens is 

all God’s will. Whatever happened was to happen; and whatever is to happen, will happen. 

It is God who does everything.” Nevertheless, he knew he could not shirk his family 

responsibilities and dutifully carried out the necessary tasks in providing for a household. 

Shireen found her husband to be witty and humorous, as well. During the early 

years of their marriage, Sheriar taught Shireen Persian, reading the Divan of Hafiz and the 

Shahnameh to her.63 He loved his young wife dearly and tried his best to please her, and 

she too came to love him and affectionately called him Shorog. 

Sheriar had been a strict vegetarian for many years during his life as a dervish and, 

after his marriage, he remained so. In Irani families, meat is the mainstay of their diets, so 

preparing separate vegetarian food for Sheriar was a problem for Shireen’s mother 

Golandoon, who did the cooking. Shireen was pregnant and, in her condition, needed rest. 

Golandoon confided to Shireen that if she cut little pieces of meat and mixed them in with 

her husband’s food he would not know. Shireen agreed to this plan. One day she prepared 

dal with tiny pieces of (goat) mutton in it and served it to Sheriar, who could taste that it 

contained meat. His ascetic vow was broken and, when he was told that the dal contained 

meat, he told Shireen with a heavy heart, “Child, may God forgive you, for you do not 

know what you have done.” 

That night, Shireen dreamed that two gigantic African men were standing over her 

with whips in their hands. One grabbed her and held her down while the other tried to force 

her to drink from a cup. Shireen looked into the cup and saw that it was filled with blood. 

She shook her head screaming, “No! No! I won’t drink it. I won’t!” One man angrily raised 

his whip to strike her. Terrified, she began weeping for mercy. At that moment she 

awakened. 

 
63 The Shahnameh is an epic Persian historical poem which predates the coming of Islam to Persia. 

Sheriar understood and spoke a little English, but Shireen did not. 

 



The next morning when Shireen narrated this nightmare to her mother, Golandoon 

understood its meaning and, repenting for having persuaded Shireen to deceive her 

husband, said, “God forgive us.” But from that day onward, Sheriar gave up vegetarianism 

and ate whatever type of food Shireen served. 

 

 

2: MERWAN IS BORN 
 

On 2 January 1893, Shireen, at the age of fifteen, gave birth to a son who was 

named Jamshed after the Persian king.64 However, as she was too young to fully accept the 

responsibilities of motherhood, her older sister, Dowla, began caring for the baby. Dowla 

and her husband, Faredoon Naoroj Irani, were childless and lived in the resort town of 

Lonavla not far from Poona, where they owned a restaurant near the railway station. As 

was the common custom among Zoroastrian relatives, Dowla and Faredoon accepted 

complete responsibility for the child and raised Jamshed as their own son. 

Some months after Jamshed was born, Shireen again conceived, but this pregnancy 

was experienced differently. From the beginning, Shireen felt the natural joy of an eagerly 

expectant young mother. She had been unprepared for her maternal duties with her 

firstborn. Whenever her sister Dowla would bring Jamshed to her, she would shy away 

from the baby. During her second pregnancy, however, she had matured and her feelings 

were quite the reverse. The young woman’s heart longed to shower love upon her unborn 

child. 

The exact details and dates of where the family resided when their second child 

was born and during his childhood are not known. But some believe Sheriar and Shireen 

were residing at the time at 816 Butler Mohalla (locality) in Poona.65 The house was called 

Bhopla (Pumpkin) House because next to its entranceway was a large round stone 

resembling the shape of a pumpkin.66 Across the nearby courtyard was a “wishing” well, 

which the locals considered auspicious. 

During her pregnancy, Shireen would often have wonderful dreams and describe 

them to her mother Golandoon, who would interpret their meaning. From the day that she 

conceived, the young woman was convinced that her expected child would be 

extraordinary and remarkable. Sheriar shared his wife’s expectation. He would read 

beautiful ghazals (Persian poems to God) to her from the Divan of Hafiz, explaining the 

poetry’s hidden meaning. Sheriar was a poet and he would occasionally compose monajats 

(Zoroastrian prayers) and other spiritual songs on divine themes and recite these to Shireen. 

 
64 Jamshed, as well as most Zoroastrians mentioned in this book, was named after a figure in the 

Shahnameh. 
65 In honor of Meher Baba, Butler Mohalla was later renamed Meher Mohalla. 
66 Baba’s younger sister Mani has stated that their parents were living at Bhopla House when Baba 

was born; however one early account mentions that Sheriar purchased Bhopla House circa 1898. 

(Meher Gazette, Vol. 2, No. 5, p. 6.) 



As to be expected, the whole family and even the neighbors anxiously awaited the 

birth of Shireen’s second child. Shireen was more lovely and radiant than ever and all 

anticipated a beautiful baby. 

“The most wonderful event in 1400 years is about to occur!” Age declared. “God 

Himself is incarnating! The atmosphere of earth is surcharged, and it is emanating from a 

humble, narrow lane in Poona.” 

 

In the early morning of Sunday, 25 February 1894, the long-awaited moment 

arrived. Shireen was lying asleep in bed at the David Sassoon Hospital; Grandmother 

Golandoon was by her side. The midnight gong sounded twelve times in the distance. 

Nurses came frequently to look in on her; the expectant mother was relaxed in a deep sleep. 

Suddenly, Shireen awoke and told her mother that she had had a vivid dream. 

"A dream?” Golandoon inquired. “What did you see? Tell me.” 

Shireen answered: “I saw seated in a chariot a person as glorious as the sun. His 

cool brilliance pervaded the atmosphere. A few people were pulling his chariot, while 

thousands of people led him in a procession. Tens of thousands of eyes were gazing at him, 

enraptured by his divine radiance ... I, too, was in the procession and marveled at the luster 

of his face. His light fell on the whole procession and people’s eyes were fixed on him; 

they could not look away.” 

Tears of joy came to Golandoon’s eyes, and she said, “Daughter, a very auspicious 

son will be born to you. His name will be spread all over the world. He will walk among 

thousands of people one day and be carried in grand processions, as you dreamt. He will 

be given special reverence and honor.” Her mother’s interpretation delighted Shireen and 

she soon fell fast asleep again. 

The hospital was quiet. A gentle sweetness filled the air. In the silence, an 

unimaginable joy pervaded the hospital and its surroundings. 

Daily, hundreds of thousands of human beings are born in the world, but there is 

no discernible change in the atmosphere at their birth. That Sunday morning the weather 

in Poona was neither hot nor cold; the breeze that was blowing through the town had a 

different significance. While people slept, the cool breeze gently wafted over them, 

soothing them in their slumber. Stillness came; the quietude blanketed the city and it 

seemed as if all the din and hubbub of the world had been absorbed in a state of 

soundlessness. Age wished that this peace would be ever-present. 

Then the birds started singing, piercing the stillness with their songs. There was 

distinct merriment in their voices. How sweet were their songs — how healing the effect 

of their chirping in the stillness of the coming dawn. 

Shireen’s labor pains started and a Catholic nun was summoned from her morning 

prayers. Golandoon sat near her daughter, watching anxiously. Sheriar waited outside the 

hospital room, continuously repeating God’s name. 

The hospital’s night watchman made his rounds. As he struck the gong five times, 

the crying of a baby was heard. The birds increased their joyous notes as if to welcome the 

child, and even the sun seemed excited — eager to rise over the horizon. 



Golandoon emerged from the room. “Sheriar, it’s a boy!” she exclaimed, beaming. 

“You have another son!” Sheriar was filled with happiness and immediately rushed into 

the room to see his newborn child. 

Poona was just starting to stir, as if the baby had proclaimed, “Arise now, I am the 

Awakener!” Little did people know that a day would come when he would awaken them 

from their life of sleep. By taking birth in the early hours of dawn, the child had signaled 

his arrival as the Awakener — the Avatar of the Age. 

The relatives and neighbors soon came to the hospital to see the newborn child. 

They were overjoyed and admired the baby’s beauty. “A full moon has arisen in Sheriar’s 

house!” one person remarked. The joy that abounded in the hearts of all who saw the child 

was indeed most extraordinary, for the joy of that sacred day will last for ages to come. 

The atmosphere was filled with a wonderful freshness and spontaneity of goodness; and 

only Sheriar knew that the source of it was his child. 

With the infant in her arms, Shireen returned home in a tonga (horse-drawn 

carriage). The news of Shireen’s newborn son spread throughout the neighborhood, and 

those who went to see the infant came away wonderfully contented. When their eyes gazed 

upon the infant, they felt peaceful and forgot their cares and woes. 

The child was given the Persian name Merwan, but his family always called him 

Merog.67 Shireen loved Merwan intensely and thought of him as her firstborn. The infant 

nursed well and the bond between mother and son was strong. 

A few months passed of uninterrupted happiness, and then Shireen had a dream 

which she narrated to Sheriar: 

I dreamt I was standing at the doorway of our home, holding Merog in my arms. Out of the nearby 

well [across the courtyard from their home] rose the figure of a small but striking woman — a 

splendorous deva, like a Hindu goddess. She was rising out of the center of the well and I admired 

her lavish green sari and the many green bangles adorning her arms. On her forehead was painted 

multicolored bright jasmines. In her hands she held an arti [worship] tray containing flowers, burning 

camphor, incense and oils. 

I stood motionless and quiet in fascination of her until she beckoned me to hand over Merog. The 

goddess implored me, “Give me your son ... Give him to me.” 

Frightened, I held on to Merog all the more tightly and awakened from the dream. I was relieved 

when I saw Merog sleeping by my side. 

After this dream, Shireen was further convinced of her son having an exceptional 

calling in life. 

Shireen’s father Dorabji had been so unyieldingly opposed to his daughter’s 

marriage to Sheriar that he had even forbidden Sheriar to visit his house. (They hadn’t 

spoken for eleven years.) But after the birth of Merwan, Dorabji had a profound change of 

heart. He was so attracted to his baby grandson that he went to see the infant every day. 

 

67 Merwan mean “gracious or generous.". 



Grandfather Dorabji would visit Sheriar and Shireen in their home — which he 

had never done before — just to be able to gaze at Merwan’s attractive “lotus face.” He 

bowed to his grandson’s sweet splendor, and the baby responded with much affection. 

Gradually, over a period of several months, Dorabji began looking upon his son-in-law 

with love and respect. 

Merwan was a very unusual child. For example, when he was eleven months old, 

he fell asleep in his mother’s arms. Shireen put him on a blanket on the floor, while she 

went to the kitchen to cook. After she finished, she returned to pick up Merwan and was 

stunned by the sight that met her eyes. Merwan was awake, sitting up on the blanket, 

looking at a deadly black cobra just nearby. The snake spread its hood and every now and 

then stuck out its tongue, but Merwan was not afraid. Instead, the child was observing it 

carefully and swaying his head in rhythm with the cobra’s as if he were an infant snake 

charmer. 

Terrified, Shireen screamed for help. The cobra quickly slipped away. Shireen 

clasped Merwan in her arms, and she later related that he looked up at her as if to say, 

“Why did you interrupt my play? I was having fun.” By the time the neighbors gathered, 

the cobra had disappeared. Even after searching for it for a long time, it could not be found 

and was never seen again. The neighbors consoled Shireen, assuring her that this was an 

auspicious sign of her son’s exceptional future. 

When Merwan started talking, he called his mother Memo, and his father Bobo. 

Merwan started walking before he was a year old. His mother was pleasantly surprised 

when one day he stood up and walked to her without stumbling. But his new skill soon 

proved vexing. No matter what Shireen tried, Merwan could not be kept inside the house 

and constantly managed to escape. 

One day Shireen became so exasperated that she picked him up outside and, taking 

him back into the house, tied his leg to the bedpost with an old sari. She put a plate of 

puffed rice and some water near him and then returned to the kitchen. Merwan started 

crying, upset by his loss of freedom, but Shireen ignored him and eventually little Merwan 

fell asleep. 

When Shireen came to check on Merwan, she found him sleeping; on his cheeks 

tears sparkled like pearls. Shireen was overcome with tenderness for her son, for he looked 

so helpless leashed to the bedpost, and she untied him. Moments after awakening, however, 

finding himself no longer bound, he ran outside to the lane. Shireen would often have to 

tie Merwan to the bed, and this continued until he grew to a more manageable age. 

Sometimes Sheriar would come home, find his son tied, and free him out of pity. But after 

he had played with his father, he would escape outside until a passing neighbor would pick 

him up and bring him back to the house. 

Little Merwan was adored by the entire neighborhood and doted upon by all. He 

had three maternal aunts (masis) — Dowla Masi, Pila (or Piroja) Masi, and Banu Masi — 



and two maternal uncles (mamas) — Dinsha Mama and Rustom Mama. All loved their 

nephew, and they would come to the family’s house just to see “our Merog.”68 

After working for several years in Bombay, Merwan’s paternal uncle (kaka), 

Khodadad Kaka had returned to live in Iran. However, after Merwan was born, Khodadad 

returned to India for six months every year just to visit his young nephew. Once Shireen 

confronted her brother-in-law, “Khoda, you always say you can’t afford this, you can’t 

afford that! How is it that you can afford to come to India every year?” 

Khodadad Kaka smiled and replied, “I have to see Merog, don’t I? I am his uncle, 

am I not?” 

The boy’s countenance was unusually charming. His sweet smile spread gladness 

in the hearts of all who met him. His face shone with delight. The child was so darling that 

even casual acquaintances were drawn to him. The boy’s golden hair was so appealing that 

for five years Shireen did not allow it to be cut. The golden brown locks fell to his small 

shoulders and strangers would often mistake him for a European child. 

Although the boy was young, his mother had already started making grand plans 

for him. "When Merog grows up,” Shireen would often tell her relatives, “I shall send him 

to England for his education. He will become a noted doctor or a great scientist.” 

Merwan was a healthy child, except for one affliction: he had a sensitive stomach 

and weak bowels. He was not a big eater; his intake was minimal. Perhaps because of his 

stomach, he preferred less spicy food. His mother thought he ate the wrong things and 

would spank him for it. Seeing her spanking the boy one day, Shireen’s sister, Dowla Masi, 

stopped her, saying, “Shireen, don’t spank Merog. I cannot bear to see him crying.” Sheriar 

never laid a hand on his son; he always knew that Merwan was the one God had promised 

him. 

 

As a boy, Merwan followed the normal course of life. When he was about five 

years old, he was admitted to the primary section of the Gujarati-medium Pudumjee School, 

where he learned the Gujarati ABCs and basic numbers. He studied at this school for three 

years. Merwan did not like arithmetic and would complain about it to Bobo. Although 

Merwan was extremely intelligent, studying mathematics became a bane to him. 

One day at the Pudumjee School during an arithmetic lesson being taught by Miss 

Ratanbai, Merwan had an overwhelming experience which he later described: “I saw a 

great glitter of circles with tiny points in them as if suns, moons and stars were being 

projected from those points.” 

His teacher noticed that Merwan suddenly looked dazed or dizzy and, as she 

watched, he lost consciousness and fell out of his chair. She rushed to him, laid him on a 

bench, and sprinkled water to revive him. After a while the boy regained consciousness 

and his teacher asked, “Merwan, are you all right? What happened?” 

The boy muttered, “A halo ... I saw a divine halo!” 

 
68 It is likely that most of Merwan’s uncles and aunts lived nearby in the same neighborhood, in 

the lanes around Bhopla House.  



The teacher could not understand what the child meant and inquired, “Merwan, 

how do you feel? Would you like to go home?” 

“I am all right,” the boy replied, “I don’t need to go home.” But when the teacher 

resumed her lesson, Merwan sighed with regret, for after enjoying the noor state or the 

light of God — an experience of divine effulgence — here was this awful arithmetic again. 

"It would have been much better if I had gone home,” he thought wistfully. 

Once when Shireen was menstruating, she was taking rest and keeping aloof from 

the family, not cooking or touching anyone, according to the custom of the time. Merwan 

could not understand her strange behavior and would try to be near her. When he went in 

her room, Shireen would say, “Merog, don’t bother me. Stay away from me today.” 

When he asked, “Why, Memo?” Shireen replied, “My tummy hurts.” 

“If your tummy hurts, what is wrong if I touch you?” 

“It is not good to touch me when I am in pain.” 

“Then why do you touch me when I have a pain?” Shireen became quiet, unsure 

of how to answer her precocious son. Merwan ran to her to embrace her and Shireen, taken 

aback and upset, angrily threw a bunch of keys at him. Merwan ran away crying. 69 

Sheriar saved his money and, after some time, opened a teashop in Char Bawdi.70 

He, Shireen and little Merwan lived behind the shop for some months. They moved to 

Quarter Gate when Sheriar bought another teashop, christened Café Sheriar, where he also 

sold cold drinks, sandalwood and incense used by the Zoroastrians in their religious 

ceremonies. They lived behind this teashop, also, upstairs in a building on Irwin Road 

which faced Quarter Gate Square.71 

One day during this period, Merwan wanted to buy some candy, so he snuck a coin 

from his father’s pocket. At the neighborhood store, he chose what he wanted and handed 

the coin to the shopkeeper, but the man returned it to him, saying, “This money is no good. 

You have to give me back the sweets.” 

Merwan walked home disappointed and approached his father, “Bobo, this money 

is no good. Give me some good money.” 

Sheriar handed his son another coin and, using a colloquial expression, asked, 

“Does this man want money that can walk? All right, take this one to him. This coin will 

walk.” (“Money that can walk” referred to the currency being in circulation; the coin that 

the shopkeeper returned was no longer legal tender.) 

 

69 This story was narrated by Baba to the author.  

70 The teashop was located not far from where Hazrat Babajan would establish her seat in a few 

years’ time. 
71 Irwin Road is now known as Pandita Ramabai Road. Café Sheriar is still located on the 

southwest corner of Quarter Gate Square, at the intersection of Pandita Ramabai and Laxmi roads. 



Merwan examined the coin, puzzled by his father’s question. He asked, “How can 

it walk? Where are its legs? Is this a magic coin, Bobo?” Hearing these innocent remarks, 

Sheriar burst out laughing and explained the expression to his son. 

Merwan had a mischievous side and continued to sneak money from his father’s 

pockets secretly. But he also had a generous, kind nature and he would give the money to 

beggars that came to his lane (perhaps partly in emulation of his father). Shireen was 

disturbed when beggars started knocking at the door and she complained to Sheriar, telling 

him not to keep money in his pockets where Merwan could get at it. 

One day Sheriar hung his coat on a high hook. But, when no one was around, 

Merwan climbed on a stool and took some coins. Outside, he distributed the coins to a few 

poor men who had come to the house. Sheriar and Shireen were watching from a distance. 

Shireen was rebuking Sheriar about it when Merwan came in. Immediately, Shireen began 

scolding him, “Why do you always steal money? You are a thief!” 

Merwan turned to his father and asked, “Am I a thief, Bobo?” 

Laughing, Sheriar consoled his son, “No Merog, you are not a thief. Thieves do 

not give money to the poor.” 

Merwan would also steal sweets from the kitchen, leaving his mother wondering 

where they had gone. Despite her best efforts, she could not solve the mystery and the 

sweets kept disappearing no matter where she tried to hide them. 

One day she caught hold of her son, “Merog, are you stealing sweets from the 

kitchen?” 

With a surprised look, the boy replied, “What? Sweets? Memo, you know I only 

like dal and rice, and spinach. Why are you asking me about sweets?” He was so earnest 

that Shireen believed him. As a boy, Merwan was also fond of cream, which he would 

stealthily skim from the top of the milk pot. He would always share the stolen goodies with 

his playmates. 

Incidents continued to occur which reinforced his family and neighbor’s opinion 

of Merwan’s uniqueness. One day Merwan was walking down the street on his way to a 

nearby field. Suddenly, a herd of large water buffaloes came stampeding down the street 

toward him. Shireen shouted warnings to him, thinking her son was about to be crushed to 

death. The buffaloes charged straight toward him, but something quite miraculous 

occurred. 

Some spectators said that one moment the child was about to be trampled, but then 

they saw him sitting in the street, and the buffaloes just avoided him — running to either 

side of him. Other spectators claimed that one buffalo stopped suddenly in the street and 

hovered over the child, protecting him from the rest that were stampeding. Still others 

claimed that at one moment they saw Merwan trampled by the buffaloes, but the next 

moment they saw him safely standing on the other side of the street as the herd charged by. 

Whatever the true account, all were astounded by Merwan’s miraculous escape. 

 

Another son was born on 15 September 1902, who was named Jal.  



Sheriarji and Shireenmai (as they came to be called out of respect) were destined 

to have nine children — seven sons and two daughters. Of these, three died in childhood: 

a son name Shirmand at seven months; another son named Jehangir at two years; and a 

daughter named Freni, who died of the plague circa 1905 at the age of seven.72 

On Monday, 1 September 1902, at the age of eight, Merwan was admitted to the 

Sardar Khan Dastur Noshirwan Zoroastrian School in the Camp (cantonment) area, which 

he attended for a year. In the Pudumjee School, boys and girls were taught separately, but 

in the Dastur School, classes were coeducational. Merwan did not like it. He felt shy in 

front of girls. The very first day of school, when he went home for lunch, he refused to go 

back in the afternoon. Despite entreaties from his mother, he would not reveal the reason 

for his attitude. 

Later that same day when Jamshed came home, he informed Memo that Merwan 

did not want to go to the Dastur School because of the presence of girls in the class. 

Shireenmai confronted Merwan but he would not be swayed. When Bobo came home that 

evening, he prevailed upon Merwan to go back. “If you do not go to school,” he reasoned, 

“years will pass by in vain without learning. If you do not like the company of girls, you 

can simply avoid them — but you have to go to school.” So Merwan resumed attendance 

the next day and followed his father’s advice. If an occasion arose when he had to speak 

with a girl, he would stare at the floor while talking to her. 

Merwan concentrated on his studies and took an avid interest in games and sports 

at school. He was a good athlete and especially loved cricket. He always gave his utmost 

to whatever game or sport he was playing. He was also a fast walker and runner (his friends 

nicknamed him Electricity). Although Merwan was not at the top of his class, he impressed 

his teachers with his moral conduct, and he was often praised to the principal and his 

parents for his exemplary behavior. 

Once after lunch, Merwan returned to school early. There was plenty of time before 

classes resumed, so he wandered to a solitary place and surveyed the surroundings. A girl 

in search of her friend happened to come by and, requesting his help, caught him by the 

hand. Merwan’s attention was elsewhere, and her sudden appearance startled him. He tried 

to pull his hand away, but the girl held on tightly. Seeing that she would not let go, he 

gently pushed her away. She lost her balance and fell. The little girl cried and ran to report 

the matter to a teacher, who punished Merwan. He took the beating without a word. 

Moreover, of his own volition, he approached the girl and apologized for pushing her. 

The principal of the Dastur School was a European woman named Miss E. 

Chatham. Her affection for Merwan was touching; a day would not pass without her 

speaking with the boy. She would also invite him to her house for dinner, which was 

unusual since Merwan was so young. At that time, the Dastur School admitted boys only 

at the primary level, so, after one year, Merwan switched schools. On his final day, Miss 

 

72 Freni’s last words spoken to her mother were: “I have to go ... the beautiful white horse has 

come!” Merwan’s sister’s words are particularly significant since Vedantists affirm that the Avatar 

during this cycle of time will be known as Kalki — the White Horse Avatar. 



Chatham embraced him tenderly and imparted a few words of advice. Merwan liked this 

teacher very much. He listened with downcast eyes and shed tears at their parting, knowing 

he would miss her. 

 

Among Merwan’s childhood friends were a Muslim, Abdul S. Ghani (later known 

as Dr. Ghani), Ghani’s younger brother Abdur, Khodadad Shirzad Irani (nicknamed Khodu 

and later Sailor Mama), Khodu’s relative Bairam Jamshed Irani (nicknamed Baily), Miya 

Khan, Palkhiwala and several others, most of whom were of Persian descent like himself. 

They comprised his neighborhood playmates. With them, Merwan delighted in flying kites, 

playing marbles, Hide-and-Seek, gilli-danda, and, at night, a game called Nighttime in the 

Moonlight.73 Baily recalled:  

Merwan was an expert in playing marbles, and nobody could win against him. Merwan would often 

be seen engrossed in this game near his house. He would win all the marbles from all the boys in the 

vicinity. He would then either give them back equally to all the boys, donate them to the poor 

children, or sell them cheaply to other boys and, from the four to six paise [cents] he earned, he 

would buy some food items for himself as well as for his friends. 

Likewise, Merwan was also an expert at kite flying. He would prepare the kite string by himself. He 

would order friends to pick up pieces of glass wherever they found them. Collecting the glass from 

them, he would take it home and crush it into powder, using a mortar and pestle used for grinding 

masala [spices]. Then he would strain this powder and add to it other ingredients (a kind of glue and 

other powders to give it color). He would mix all this, boil it, cool it and apply the solution to the 

string. He would spend almost the entire day in making this string himself. For a person of my 

nature, it felt very boring. But Merwan had a lot of enthusiasm in preparing his fighting kite, and he 

used to succeed in cutting his opponents’ strings [which is the object of competitive kite flying]. At 

the end of a session of this game, it is customary for the winner to rewind the string on his spindle, 

but Merwan would break his string deliberately and let the kite fly away gracefully into the sky. He 

would observe its flight, enjoying the sight of the kite swaying here and there up in the sky − even 

though it meant, once again, Merwan would have to take another day to prepare a new kite string 

because of this gesture. 

As far as I know, the game that Merwan most enjoyed was gilli-danda whether played in the narrow 

lane of his house, at school, the gymkhana or at Bhoot Maidan.74 Wherever he got a chance, he 

would start playing gilli-danda. He had extraordinary skills in that game, not only in hitting the gilli 

and increasing the score of his team, but also in catching the gilli of the opposite team with such 

swiftness, in the twinkle of an eye, that the players as well as spectators were left dumbfounded. 

They would often wonder how a gilli that had been struck so hard landed in Merwan’s hand. 

The surprising part of it is that whenever he started playing this game, someone or the other would 

immediately pop up from somewhere and join him. Other times, he would, without any hesitation, 

pull young or old, known or unknown, whether they knew the game or not, into the game. The other 

person, whether rich or poor, regardless of community would be drawn to Merwan as if by some 

 
73 Gilli, a small wooden piece, is hit as far as possible by a danda, a wooden stick; it is played by 

teams trying to catch each other’s hits. 
74 A maidan is an open, public space, like a commons. Bhoot means ghost, so at one time this area 

may have been thought to be haunted, perhaps because of some tragedy that had occurred there.  



hidden power, and felt themselves as Merwan’s favorite and thus respected Merwan in this manner. 

This characteristic was visible in him from his childhood and is still there even today. 

Once Merwan and his friends played quite a different game. Baily continues: 

A table operator had set up his table between Merwan’s house and his father’s teashop at Quarter 

Gate. It was not directly visible from either the shop or the house, but we could see it daily while 

passing on the footpath. There was a sloped high table standing on four legs. On the top would be a 

white sheet attached to which would be British coins of that time (viz. small round two anna, four 

anna, eight anna coins and a silver rupee)75 fixed in a scattered and irregular manner. The operator 

would draw the attention of the crowd with encouraging words tempting them to play the game and 

win the money. For one paise he would give his customers three round brass rings each the size of a 

key chain. The customer was supposed to skillfully throw each ring one by one onto the table. If any 

ring fell so that a coin lay entirely within its interior, the operator would pay the player the amount of 

the encircled coin. The ring had to completely encircle the coin for the prize to be paid, and no 

payment was made if the ring rested on top of the coin. 

Several times Merwan and I would stand by the table enjoying the show of the players and others 

watching the action. Looking at this, we were inspired to try out our own skills and powers. So, one 

afternoon when it was not so hot and the public was also less, we surrendered to this inspiration. 

Paying one anna, Meher purchased twelve rings and we shared six each. We started playing. Meher 

went first and did not score, and then I went, but failed to score also. Joyfully criticizing each other, 

we left the place hurriedly. After a few days we once again started playing, and, thereafter, played for 

three days more. In total, Meher had lost four annas but, on the final shot, he recovered the entire 

amount. After that day, he never even went close to this game. The police raided the place after a few 

days’ time, and we do not know what happened thereafter to the operator. 

Baily described Merwan’s nature as follows: 

Merwan was of a benevolent nature and all his companions were extremely fond of him. He was our 

leader and acted lovingly toward all. He would settle any dispute among us amicably. If by chance 

we found him absent for a day, we would go to his home and inquire about him. In his style and 

conduct, Merwan was simplicity itself. He did not have a tinge of pride and knew not what arrogance 

was. From childhood, he was straightforward and liberal, more conscious of others’ misery than his 

own. He was devoid of family pride or craving for name, fame, respect or honor. In his thinking he 

was clean and pure, and, from his boyhood, shunned the contact of girls or women, keeping himself 

aloof from them. 

He was merciful toward any injured animal, and I remember once, when he found a dead sparrow in 

his house, he buried it with an elaborate funeral service and prayers. 

He was always happy and cheerful, and succumbed to the wishes of those who insisted on his 

compliance. I never saw him find fault with anyone and his sincere dictum was that all, in one way or 

another, were good. He chose friends who had a simple and candid nature. Rougher boys told him to 

shun these others’ company, but he would turn a deaf ear to them and continue his association. 

The one defect in his character — if it could be called a defect — was that if he was upset or troubled, 

never in his life would he confide in us. He would not open his heart to us and tell us what was on his 

mind. He also did not let any of us know of his suffering, and, if he fell ill, he would suffer quietly 

and silently. 

 
75 An anna was a currency unit formerly used in India, equal to one-sixteenth of a rupee.  
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On 31 August 1903, at the age of nine, Merwan entered the Poona Camp 
Government English School. He attended this school for five years. It was an all-boys 

school, a beautifully constructed building located on Main Street (near what is now Poona 

Drug Stores). 76 It was an old school built by the British for students from the wealthier 

families of Poona and Bombay. Here Merwan encountered older students and became a 

favorite of many. He had an outgoing, gregarious nature and was sympathetic and helpful 

to all. His companions loved him dearly and looked to him as their natural leader. He was 

such a favorite that many were eager to sit, eat, and play with him whenever they had a 

chance. 

Since he was so popular, several youngsters became jealous and, out of envy, 

formed a gang against Merwan and his comrades. Merwan, however, ignored their 

hostility, believing that today’s enemies are tomorrow’s friends, and he did not react to 

their antagonism. 

This group was led by Merwan’s friend Baily’s older brother Hormazd. Homi, as 

he was called, was a mean-spirited individual who would go out of his way to harass 

Merwan. Once while playing field hockey at the school, Homi’s team was beaten by 

Merwan’s and the angry boy deliberately struck Merwan on the shin with his hockey stick. 

Merwan’s leg hurt intensely and, had it been anyone else, he would have fallen on the 

ground crying. However, Merwan not only took the blow without complaint, but also did 

not strike back. Homi was deeply impressed and, though outwardly he remained Merwan’s 

enemy, inwardly he started to respect him. 

Merwan excelled in athletics at the Poona Camp School. When he won prizes in 

different games he would always share them with his friends or teammates. As a boy he 

was disciplined; he had fixed times for his studies, reading and games from which he would 

seldom deviate. He would rise early and, after his ablutions, would pray aloud in a 

melodious voice. Merwan had been gifted with an exquisite singing voice. The neighbors 

would also rise early just to hear him sing. When he sang it seemed as if the rippling waters 

of a river of poetry were flowing by. The boy’s singing and the clarity of his notes affected 

every heart that was fortunate enough to hear him. After prayers, Merwan would have his 

breakfast and go to school. 

From childhood, Merwan was devoutly religious. Like all faithful Zoroastrians, he 

would attend his local agyari (fire-temple) with his parents, and the priests were impressed 

by the youngster’s devotion.77 Merwan and Jamshed’s navjot (sacred thread ceremony) 

was performed before a gathering of Poona Zoroastrians when Merwan was about ten years 

old. Yet the boy was not drawn to the ceremonial atmosphere of the fire temple, and used 

to thumb rapidly through the pages of the prayer book, hoping the service would end soon. 

Merwan, however, seemed to innately understand the meaning of true spirituality 

as evidenced by these words spoken to his friends when he was just twelve: 

 
76 The school later became part of the Anglo-Urdu High School. 
77 The fire-temple located nearest to the family’s residence was the Kadmi and Shenshahi 

Anjuman agyari in the Khorshed Wadi area of the Camp. (The locals called the fire-temple the 

Komda [Cock] agyari because of the crowing cock on the weathervane on top of the building.) 



Every soul lives in the world only for a short time, and, when it is our time to leave this world, we go 

empty-handed. We do not know in the least at what moment we will make our departure from this 

caravanserai; but sooner or later we have to go, leaving everything dear to us. 

In spite of knowing this, it is sheer foolishness to be attached to this world and its possessions, and 

hold to them at all costs. 

It is meant for us to make good our short-lived and momentary existence, which we can do by 

following the teachings of our prophet, Zoroaster. If we strictly carry out the tenets of our religion — 

good thoughts, good words and good deeds — our life will be a success. And by freeing ourselves 

from this life’s toils, we will enjoy quite a different life. 

Merwan then composed these lines: 

This world is ephemeral, the soul eternal, 

That world is everlasting, the soul immortal. 

Its conduct is indestructible, its love incomparable, 

O pilgrim stretch your feet on this holy path! 

Do your utmost to realize Eternity, 

Then only will you be happy in both worlds. 

 

Merwan loved his parents deeply. He would obey them and conscientiously carry 

out their words of advice. If he somehow happened to overlook their counsel, he would 

immediately seek their pardon; and, unless they forgave him, he would not feel at ease. 

When he was young, as per the custom of the time, every morning Merwan would approach 

his parents and respectfully bow down to touch the feet of his mother and then his father. 

And every night before retiring, he would do the same. Even when he rose earlier than his 

parents, he would approach their bed as they slept and touch their feet gently without 

disturbing them. He considered this act of respect a sacred duty. Merwan was exceedingly 

loving and obedient toward his parents, and Bobo and Memo felt happy and reciprocated 

Merwan’s love. In fact, they loved their Merog more than their other children and did not 

hide the fact. 

Bobo, especially, loved Merwan profoundly, and deeply appreciated the boy’s 

virtuous nature. Bobo had known from the time of Merwan’s birth that he was the son of 

whom the divine voice had spoken. At times, when acquaintances would approach Bobo 

about his son’s future, he would declare, “I believe my son is from God, so his future must 

lie with God. God will reveal Merwan’s destiny.” Of course, Bobo’s friends knew of his 

dervish past and would not rebuke him, though they may not have understood. Memo did 

not think of Merwan’s future in the same manner; her thoughts were more worldly — 

wanting for him a good profession, wife, and children. 

Merwan’s temperament was mild, yet straightforward. He would never deceive or 

lie to anyone. In cases where telling the truth injured the feelings of others, he would avoid 

speaking. He was not abrasive and would not deliberately insult anyone even if provoked. 

As Baily pointed out, his unique characteristic was that he always kept his troubles to 

himself — even with his parents. 

Imperceptibly, every action of Merwan’s from his childhood echoed and amplified 

the notes of the Divine Song that were resounding in him. The gait of his swift, graceful 

stride (like that of a deer, some said) was in itself a reverberating, contagious rhythm — an 



alluring dance of his spirit’s quick tempo. Merwan’s cheerful companionship spread joy 

and delight every moment, dispelling any sadness others felt. 

“Laughter and joy were always visible on his beautiful and attractive face,” wrote 

Baily. “Besides, it is impossible to express in words the magical charm in his mudbhari 

mastan [intoxicating] eyes. Merwan stole the hearts and minds of everyone in their very 

first visit by his strong, short-statured body, broad shoulders and loving melodious voice.” 

Those who knew Merwan at that time have described him as someone who was 

“generous to the poor and compassionate to the downtrodden …a boy of good moral 

conduct … a good student ... a good sportsman ... a respectful son ... a model child ... an 

excellent singer ... an idealist ... a lover of poetry ... a possessor of a gifted mind ... a 

pragmatist,” and above all, “soft-hearted.” He was admired by many, but the chief reason 

for each one’s attraction − unbeknownst to any except his father − was the reverberation 

within him of the Song, which underscored everything Merwan said or did. 

Age observed, “From his birth, this boy was quite different from others. In the eyes 

of the world, Merwan appeared normal, yet whoever met him felt a luminosity not of this 

world. How could Merwan be regarded as a normal person? Perfection was personified in 

him − yet he himself was still unconscious of it.” 

Merwan’s purity of character in particular had an effect on his friends. As Baily 

noted: 

From Merwan’s childhood, his actions and thoughts were so pure that everyone around him would get 

such feelings continuously in his presence. Young children, howsoever disrespectful and 

misbehaving they may be otherwise, would naturally behave well and respectfully in his presence. 

(Even I, being one of the “bad boys,” would always give full respect and never dared to utter a single 

bad word in his presence.) 

Although a cheerful and lively atmosphere was always maintained around Merwan through laughter, 

fun, and jokes, et cetera, it was of an innocent nature. If by mistake or unconscious action someone 

were to utter any bad words or use foul language in his presence, he would very sternly warn them in 

such a manner that the concerned person would not dare to repeat such behavior. 

As mentioned, Baily’s older brother Homi took every opportunity to tease and 

torment young Merwan. Consequently, Homi and Baily would often fight. Baily also had 

a tempestuous nature. Sometimes in defense of his friendship with Merwan, Baily injured 

others by word or deed. If they complained to Merwan, Baily was furious because he could 
not bear a word of reprimand from his best friend. Yet, if others criticized Baily for his 

shortcomings, he did not pay attention to them. Baily himself wondered why he became so 

submissive to Merwan. It bothered him, and, on different occasions, he would confront 

Merwan on this point. But no sooner did he stand before Merwan than his resolve would 

disappear. 

Memo did not like Baily, thinking him to be a bad influence. She would scold 

Merwan, “That boy is no good. The sooner you give up his company the better. Stop seeing 

him! I don’t want him to come to this house.” 

Merwan, in this instance, did not care what his mother said. He would patiently 

bear her abusive words. It became a daily exchange of words between mother and son, 



since Merwan and Baily maintained their friendship. Baily was unaware of this situation 

until Jamshed told him privately about it. Although Merwan tolerated his mother’s constant 

scolding, Baily could not bear to see his best friend in trouble with his mother. Baily met 

with Merwan and expressed his intention to end their friendship, but Merwan was 

displeased and said, “If this is the reason for your breaking of our friendship, then you will 

be proving your own weakness by doing so. If you want to break our friendship, then go 

— I cannot stop you from what you think. But remember, we part as friends. I was your 

friend and I shall always be your friend. 

“In the future, if the occasion arises for you to want to see me if need be, I shall 

come and meet you — just send word through Jamshed or anyone else.” 

Baily replied, “It is your goodness to express such words, Merwan, but don’t you 

understand why I have decided to sacrifice our friendship?” 

“Of course I understand that you are sacrificing yourself, but you have no idea 

what a sacrifice I am making by allowing you to break our friendship. You want to save 

me from the tongue-lashings of my mother, but you do not care how deeply your words 

strike me. You have hurt me by breaking our friendship.” 

The two boys then made amends and kept their friendship. It was arranged, 

however, that to keep peace at Merwan’s home, they would meet secretly so as not to draw 

the notice of Memo’s “ spies” — especially Merwan’s younger brother Jal. 

During this period, Merwan’s family was residing behind his father’s teashop. 

Since Baily had to rise early to fetch milk for his household, he would first meet Merwan 

surreptitiously, then attend to his errands. He would ride to Merwan’s house and ring his 

bicycle bell; hearing it, Merwan would immediately come out, and they would converse 

quietly. Everyone in the house was still asleep at this early hour, except for Bobo, who 

would be working to open the teashop. However, Sheriarji did not mind the boys meeting. 

Merwan would already be up and bathed by the time Baily arrived. He was an early 

riser and would be chanting his morning Persian prayers. Baily was captivated by 

Merwan’s beautiful voice, and he always made sure he was early so that he would be able 

to hear Merwan sing. He never forgot the sound of that singing. “The melodious sounds of 

his prayers would strike my eardrums from a long distance,” Baily recollected. “It would 

create unique waves in my soul. As I drew nearer and nearer, the sounds would create more 

and more uncommon experiences in my heart.” 

The boys also walked together to school. Baily continues: 

I would be waiting eagerly outside my house and Merwan would come and fetch me and we would go 

to school together. Of course, other boys too would join us on the way and we would have a good 

time joking, merrymaking, et cetera. In the evening, also, Merwan and I would return together. If 

ever Merwan was late in leaving, I would wait for him; and, if I was late due to punishment by about 

half an hour to an hour, Merwan would be waiting for me. With care, he would ask me the reason for 

the punishment, and would give me sound advice. At such times, I would bow my head in shame and 

listen to what he had to say, without uttering a single word. 

After tea and snacks in the evening, we would spend the time together in the company of other boys 

playing at the gymkhana, the club, in the school’s compound, or at Bhoot Maidan. Before dusk, we 

would all return home. If at times I would not listen to anyone at home, or behave stubbornly, 

insisting on my way, show anger, arrogance or become quarrelsome, my mother would somehow 



manage to send a message to Merwan secretly without my knowing and complain to him about me. I 

had to listen to Merwan’s advice with lowered head and soften my behavior with all in the family.” 

 

One morning there was a communal feast at the Zoroastrian fire-temple and all the 

Zoroastrian boys were let out of school an hour before lunch to participate. After the feast, 

there was plenty of time before school resumed for the afternoon. Merwan and his friends 

started playing a rough game which had one player on the ground who was the “hunter” 

protecting his base. The others climbed atop the wall surrounding the temple or the high 

trees in the compound. The object of the game was for the hunter to pursue and tag one of 

the boys before the others could leap down from the walls or trees and scramble to the base. 

In the course of the game, several of the boys got cuts and bruises. 

Merwan was seated on the edge of the wall with his feet dangling over the side. 

The hunter climbed the wall as he chased one of the other boys, who escaped. Then the 

hunter lost his balance and bumped into Merwan from behind, knocking him to the ground. 

Merwan’s head struck a stone, causing a deep two-inch gash on his forehead. He started 

crying and was rushed to a doctor, who was unable to stop the bleeding. 

Although different physicians attended him, the bleeding continued for three days. 

On the third day, a physician applied one last remedy and warned Sheriarji, “Your son’s 

condition is grave; if the bleeding continues, the boy must be moved to a hospital.” The 

bleeding finally stopped after the third night. The physician was surprised and told Bobo 

the next day, “Your son has been given a new lease on life. I did not want to tell you, but I 

was convinced he would not survive.” For some time thereafter, Merwan suffered the pain 

of the wound and, even though the bandage was removed, he continually complained of 

headaches and weakening sight. Memo was afraid that he would gradually lose his eyesight 

and she forbade him to read or write. Finally, after three months the headaches went away 

and Merwan’s vision returned to normal. 

The boy who had accidentally knocked Merwan off the wall was Jal Dinsha 

Nicholson. Merwan and Jal Nicholson had a high regard for each other. When Merwan 

saw him after he had recovered, he shook Jal’s hand and showed him the gash, indicating 

that he was not to blame for what had happened. Jal was a brilliant student who later 

attended the same college as Merwan.78 

After his accident, Merwan no longer played the game of the “hunter” and pursued 

sports instead. He successfully formed and captained a field hockey team of his friends and 

classmates, with hopes that other teams would be formed and matches played. However, 

on the first day, the hockey ball (coincidentally hit by Jal Nicholson) injured one of the 

boys on the leg and he fell to the ground. Merwan took the injured player to be treated. He 

felt personally responsible, because this particular boy had been told by his elder brother 

(a lawyer) not to join the team. Merwan had prevailed on his friend to play that day when 

 

78 Jal Nicholson eventually went to England to pursue his studies, where he died while still a 

young man. 



the brother was out of town. After he was injured, Merwan explained the situation to the 

brother who forgave them. That was the first and last day of the field hockey team. 

Merwan was not discouraged and next formed a soccer team. He received financial 

support from a good friend whose father was a leading merchant. Soccer practice went well 

for some time, but one day the same wealthy friend (who was acting as goalie) tried to 

catch the ball and badly injured his finger. Merwan wrapped his finger in a wet cloth and 

took him to a nearby Christian doctor who treated the injury. Then he escorted the boy 

home. After this incident, the soccer team was also disbanded and Merwan decided not to 

form any other teams. 

 

One of Merwan’s neighborhood friends, Khodu Irani, was also a student in the 

Poona Camp School. Khodu was a husky athlete who enjoyed Merwan’s company (even 

though he was a few years older than Merwan). One evening Merwan, his brother Jamshed, 

and a group of boys were playing in the lane near their house. Jamshed and Khodu started 

quarreling and ended by wrestling on the ground. Khodu, who had the better of Jamshed, 

slapped him angrily, and then ran off. Merwan had tried his best to prevent them from 

coming to blows, but Jamshed had a bad temper and would not listen. 

Khodu mistakenly thought Merwan had been taking his brother’s side, and, in 

anger, had landed the first blow. As Khodu ran away, he turned to look back; Merwan, 

seeing this, picked up a stone and, throwing it, struck Khodu directly in the genitals. Khodu 

fell down crying in pain. Both Merwan and Jamshed were alarmed, and Jamshed ran into 

the house to inform their mother, leaving Merwan to aid Khodu. Fortunately, upon 

Merwan’s inquiry, Khodu told him that the injury was not serious and that there was 

nothing to worry about. Both then explained their points of view, afterward shaking hands 

and remaining friends. Usually, whenever quarrels arose among the boys, Merwan was the 

one who would pacify both sides and reestablish a feeling of amity. He did this in such a 

manner that all concerned would then forget about the dispute. 

Another of Merwan’s close friends was a Christian boy named Louis Vagus, who 

was also strong and a good athlete. Louis was very fond of Merwan and, like Baily, was 

fiercely loyal to him. Louis had a courageous spirit, and was generous and kind. He feared 

no one, not even the older boys. Louis had little interest in his studies, but, because he was 

intelligent, he would always manage to pass his courses. He was quick-witted, humorous 

and had much fun with Merwan. 

One day a fight broke out between two Irani boys. Merwan tried to stop them from 

slugging each other, but the two boys were so angry he could not prevent the fistfight. As 

they rolled on the ground fighting, Louis yelled, “Are you going to listen to Merwan or 

not? Otherwise, I will knock both your blocks off.” Frightened by Louis’ threat, the boys 

stopped fighting, though they were still seething within. Then, in his soothing fashion as 

only he could do, Merwan prevailed upon them to forgive each other and be friends again. 

The boys embraced and their mutual adolescent anger and bitterness subsided. 

As mentioned, many of the boys would often come to Merwan to settle any dispute. 

If, despite Merwan’s attempts to defuse the situation, they kept fighting, Merwan would 



summon two larger boys who were muscular wrestlers as his “enforcers.” Usually the 

threat to call in these enforcers was enough to stop the boys from fighting.79 

Merwan developed a large circle of friends and acquaintances. He was neither an 

elitist, nor did he pay importance to the respect given to him, even though older boys in the 

upper classes also esteemed him. In some ways, Merwan was even then venerated; 

however, he realized at a young age that God did not accept an egotist. It was said that 

Merwan inherited his father’s good-natured, saintly temperament. Sheriarji was highly 

regarded as a person and as a businessman of great integrity and unquestionable honesty. 

 

In his youth, Merwan would often sit on the doorsteps of his house gazing at the 

stars and moon for hours. At times his friends would join him, but he would become so 

absorbed that he would seemingly lose himself — neither replying to their questions nor 

sharing in their conversation. 

Late night and early morning were the best opportunities for Baily to be with 

Merwan since, as mentioned previously, Memo did not like him. “In those days, very few 

people were on the street after dark,” Baily explained. “At such times of complete quietude 

and peace, Merwan and I would meet at nine o’clock and continue to talk till midnight or 

two o’clock in the morning, and pass our time in this manner.” 

Baily would ask Merwan what he saw in the sky. Merwan would sometimes reply 

cryptically, “I saw the court of Emperor Jamshed [of Persia].” Other times he answered, “I 

saw the peacock throne.” Once he said, “I saw the formless God in form!” After these 

comments he would laugh, and Baily would be annoyed, thinking Merwan was not being 

entirely candid. 

Baily recorded: 

During such times, Merwan would tell me about God, His creation, the laws of Nature and its 

importance. At times he would speak about the spiritual status of saints, mahatmas and their miracles, 

and at other times about the profoundness and greatness of the Zoroastrian religion and the important 

tenets of other religions. He would explain all this to me with simplicity and beauty, but I had 

absolutely no interest in all such matters. I would interject with a few Huh?’s now and then, and I 

would ask him an occasional question just to please him. 

During one such meeting, Merwan kept straining his eyes, staring intently at a spot on the moon, and 

he pointed out the image of Zoroaster standing in front of a brightly lit sacred fire. I joked, “If you 

continue to stare at the moon like this, one day you will land yourself in Yeravda madhouse.” 

Merwan responded immediately, “Baily, this world is also a madhouse. Swami Vivekananda has said 

the same thing and it is true: ‘the whole world is a lunatic asylum; some are mad after money, some 

after fame, et cetera.’ So I too am mad, but this type of madness is different, better than any other. It 

is the highest and best type of madness.” 

Merwan was not superstitious (except at an early age about cats, due to his 

grandmother’s influence) and often spoke to Baily of spirits and ghosts. He told Baily, 

“Not all spirits are evil, some are in fact quite good. Such good spirits, however, are few in 

 
79 Baba himself narrated this story to the author. 



number and can only be seen by those who scrupulously follow the tenets of their religion. 

Only the pious see these spirits.” 

Merwan then described Sheriarji’s experiences to his friend: “When my father was 

a boy, he was the caretaker of the Tower of Silence in his hometown in Persia. Bobo told 

me he used to see many spirits while he guarded the dead. Their presence was a common 

sight to my father and he was not at all afraid of them and was never harmed by them ... 

He told me that, in their spirit-form, the good ones look just like humans; the bad ones look 

like humans also, but with their feet reversed — their heels are in front of their legs with 

the toes at the back. Bobo also told me that departed souls and spirits gathered at the Tower 

of Silence and held meetings at night.” 

One day when Merwan was twelve years old, eager to observe one of these spirit-

sessions and to prove the truth of his father’s tales, he told his friend about his plan to visit 

the Poona Tower of Silence at night. Baily was thrilled with Merwan’s idea, since he too 

was curious and fascinated by spirits. He confidently declared himself not afraid of anyone 

or anything. 

Baily suggested they choose a night when the moon was full, but Merwan 

disagreed, arguing that a dark night was better. They fixed a date and Merwan said, “Baily, 

I want you to promise me that you will do as I tell you. I don’t want any of your 

daredevilry.” Baily promised. 

One moonless night, the two boys slipped out of their houses to make their way in 

the dark to the last resting place of Zoroastrians. The Tower of Silence was situated on a 

hill two miles from the city. Even during the daytime, it presented a haunting and 

forbidding appearance. Surrounding the stone walls was a forested area. It was about 

midnight by the time they arrived at the tower compound, but Merwan showed no fear. 

Before they entered the compound, Merwan said, “Baily, I must again insist that you 

promise that whatever happens, we both stick together. We have to keep silent as we climb 

the tower’s steps. And we must not turn back for home without first offering our obeisance 

there. We will say our prayers and then return.” Again, Baily promised. 

Merwan continued: “I want you to promise that whatever spirits we see, we will 

remain silent so we don’t draw anyone’s attention to us. When we climb the steps, pray the 

whole way.” 

Baily agreed, though he knew only two or three short prayers from the Avesta 

(Zoroastrian scriptures) and was starting to feel dubious. But Merwan reminded him of his 

promise and they started toward the tower. 

The moment the tower was in sight, Merwan kneeled, placed his head on the 

ground and offered his prayer. He remained like that for quite a while, and Baily imitated 

him. The caretakers of the place had left; the boys saw no one around. They heard no 

voices, but there was the distant barking of dogs and foxes, and the fluttering of the 

vultures’ wings nearby. Slowly but surely, the dreadful silence and solemnity of the place 

had its effect on Baily. Shivers passed up and down his spine and he implored Merwan to 

go back home. 

“What’s the matter?” Merwan asked. “Why should we go back? We have come 

this far. Let’s see what is here.” 



“But I am beginning to feel that perhaps this was not such a good idea ...” Baily’s 

voice quivered. 

Merwan was annoyed and replied, “Why aren’t you wearing bangles? Be a man! 

Come, I will lead. Stay near me; there is nothing to be afraid of.” 

They walked farther and came to the door of the tower through which the corpses 

were taken. No one except the Zoroastrian priests was allowed to enter. Again Merwan 

bent low and offered his obeisance. Baily did the same, but, upon rising, he was frightened 

out of his wits when he saw a thin, tall, aged-looking spirit dressed in white, with a flowing 

white beard. The spirit stretched out his hands, his palms held towards them, as if warning 

them to stop. 

Baily was so terror-stricken that he shut his eyes tightly and started perspiring, as 

his knees buckled. Opening his eyes slightly, he saw Merwan proceeding toward the door. 

He could not contain his fear any longer and he cried out loudly, “Merwan!” hoping to stop 

him. But, as if led by some force, Merwan kept walking. Baily was so frightened he could 

not turn back. He ran to Merwan, clutched the side of his coat, and pleaded with him to 

leave. 

Merwan halted and Baily again beseeched him, “Let’s not go any farther.” 

But Merwan was obstinate. “No! Let’s go on.” 

In a weak voice Baily spoke, “Whatever may happen, Merwan, I am not prepared 

to take another step. You must come back with me.” 

“But why?” asked Merwan. “Why are you trying to stop me?” 

Baily could only utter, “I have seen something ...” and his tongue stuck to the roof 

of his mouth. 

“So what? That is why we've come here,” Merwan responded. “If you are afraid 

of seeing things, stop now. I'll go on alone.” 

Baily burst out, “If anything happens to you, I cannot be held responsible by your 

parents.” 

“My parents have not put me in your care,” Merwan retorted. “They don’t even 

know I have come here with you. So how could they hold you responsible? ... Don’t worry, 

go! Even if I die, fend for yourself.” 

Baily pleaded, “Merwan, have pity. You can come again anytime you like ... Don’t 

be so stubborn ... Come back next time alone. But for my sake, please, let’s get out of here.” 

This softened Merwan’s heart and, agreeing to leave, he again offered his 

salutation to the dead, with Baily doing likewise. As they crept out, Baily glanced at the 

spot where he had seen the spirit-form and was glad that it had disappeared. 

Finally, they descended the steps and Baily offered his thanks to God. Near the 

city he sighed with relief, but then made some boastful remarks. 

Merwan started to tease him: “So, my brave comrade, have you now experienced 

the beings of the subtle world?” 



“Say what you like,” Baily replied, “but had you been alone and had the experience 

I did, I cannot say what your state would have been. I was able to withstand that sight to 

some extent, but I doubt whether you would have been able to stand it.” 

“What did you say?” Merwan asked. “What else could I have seen except an old 

bearded man dressed in white, guarding the door with outstretched hands?” 

“You saw him too?” Baily asked, his heart palpitating. 

“I believe so, Baily, but now I cannot be sure,” Merwan teased. 

“Stop kidding and tell me honestly whether you saw that spirit or not,” Baily 

replied, irritated. 

“Baily, you really are thick-headed! Don’t you understand that I am saying I saw 

exactly what you saw?” 

“And still you wanted to go on, Merwan, without fearing what was on the other 

side?” 

“What was there to be afraid of? Was there anyone else around but that spirit?” 

Merwan asked. 

“I want to know more about the form you saw. Were there more spirits?” 

“Baily, you disappoint me. I believe with the loss of your courage you have lost 

your common sense as well,” Merwan teased. 

Baily’s feelings were hurt and Merwan consoled him, “My dear friend, had I felt 

the least bit frightened, would I have agreed to go there in complete darkness? If I were 

afraid, then why did I bind you with those promises? I also would have tried to turn back 

like you. Believe me, I didn’t go there to die.” 

Baily felt better and asked, “All right, but tell me how long did you really see the 

form?” 

“It was there for only a few seconds and then faded away.” 

Baily again asked, “Did you keep on gazing at the old man or did you look away?” 

“I had no reason to turn my eyes. I kept looking at him until he disappeared.” 

Baily persisted to satisfy his curiosity, “But suppose, if you had gone through that 

door and the form again appeared, would you have been able to stand it?” 

“Of course, why not?” replied Merwan. “It was not an evil spirit. He was a pious 

spirit which I could see by his appearance. He was not there to harm us, so what was there 

to fear? I told you before that my father explained that such spirits do no harm, but, on the 

contrary, they protect. My father told me it is therefore necessary to meet such spirits to 

gain their favor.” 

“To what end?” asked Baily. 

“To benefit spiritually,” Merwan replied. 

This convinced Baily of the courageousness of his friend, and he expressed his 

respect. Afterward he requested, “Merwan, please do not tell our friends that I was scared 

— I will lose face.” 



Merwan replied, “All right, as long as you are straightforward with me, I won’t tell 

anyone.” 

The clock of the nearby Lal Devi (Red Synagogue) struck two as the boys parted 

company; they had spent about three hours wandering in the night. Although this was 

Baily’s first and last visit to the tower at night, he later found out that Merwan had been a 

frequent visitor there before this incident. 

As if drawn by some strange force, Merwan would often go to the Tower of Silence 

from about ten until midnight. After the experience with Baily, he continued to go there 

alone to sit for several hours. It is said that he saw many other “good” and “pious” spirits, 

thus gathering experiences similar to his father’s. Merwan had always been drawn to 

solitary places and derived such profound peace from these hours alone that, at times, he 

would joyously sing to himself. 

 

During his school vacations, Merwan would usually go to Lonavla to stay with his 

maternal uncle and aunt, Faredoon Masa and Dowla Masi, and his brother Jamshed. 

Merwan’s uncle was a guileless man — innocent as a child — and Merwan loved him 

dearly. One night, while Merwan was visiting, Faredoon Masa got up in the middle of the 

night to urinate. Moments later, Merwan also woke for the same purpose. Both went 

outside to the compound’s urinal, but they did not see each other in the pitch dark. Standing 

outside with his trousers unbuttoned, Faredoon Masa saw the shadow of a figure emerge 

from the house. He did not know it was Merwan, and became afraid, thinking it was an 

intruder and called out for Dowla Masi to come. Not knowing his uncle was outside, 

Merwan, thinking he was hearing a ghost or robber, also cried out for Dowla Masi, though 

he was actually not afraid. Their shouts awakened her and she brought a lantern. She found 

Faredoon Masa and Merwan in their underwear on opposite sides of the courtyard. 

Everyone laughed at the situation, and later the incident was humorously recounted many 

times.80 

Dowla Masi and Faredoon Masa owned a successful restaurant in Lonavla. It was 

noticed that every time Merwan visited, a mast (God-intoxicated person) and a wali (saint) 

would come to the restaurant. The ragged mast would stay seated outside, while the neatly 

dressed wali would enter. Both advanced souls were venerated by the townspeople, and 

both lived on the outskirts of the town, seldom leaving their spiritual seats. Yet, no sooner 

would Merwan arrive in Lonavla than both would appear at the restaurant and remain daily 

from morning until night. 

The local people tried to offer the mast and wali tea or food, but they would accept 

things only from the young boy. Merwan would usually give the wali tea, and the mast a 

loaf of bread. On the day Merwan would return to Poona, both spiritual personages would 

stop coming to the restaurant — much to the curiosity of the local observers. 

 

80 This incident in Lonavla was also told to the author by Baba. 



One of the restaurant’s regular customers was a curiosity in himself, a hunchback 

Muslim who was a superb storyteller. The clientele would often press him for a tale, 

listening enthralled to his stories of adventure and fantasy, plying him with tea and beedies 
(hand-rolled cigarettes) far into the night. Often a single story would take a whole week. 

Merwan was fascinated with this strange hunchback and would always listen to his tales. 

Merwan also loved to hike in the dense, hilly forest surrounding Lonavla; he 

usually roamed alone. 

Sometimes, Merwan would visit Bombay and spend part of his vacation with his 

other maternal aunt and uncle, Banu Masi and her husband Khodadad Masa, and their 

children. Khodadad Masa managed several flourishing teashops in Bombay and they lived 

in a large house with a spacious compound where the children played. Merwan’s paternal 

uncle, Khodadad Kaka, and members of his family had also settled in Bombay, and 

Merwan would visit them as well, befriending Khodadad Kaka’s sons. 

 

After some time, Dowla Masi, Faredoon Masa, and Jamshed moved back to Poona 

for Jamshed’s high school education. Here, too, the couple opened a restaurant. Jamshed, 

though he had lived apart from his parents for some years, always felt very close to his 

younger brother. From the time they were babies, the two brothers had been raised more 

like twins. For example, whenever it was Jamshed’s birthday, Dowla Masi would insist 

that Merwan receive the same gift (such as an identical suit of clothes) so that, whenever 

any new toy or gift was bought for one, the other brother would receive the same as well. 

Once during the kite flying season in Poona, Merwan, Jamshed and several of their 

friends went to watch the spectacle of dozens of kites being flown in a nearby field. As 

described previously, the strings of the kites were coated with glass so that when they were 

maneuvered across each other in the sky, one string would cut the string of another kite. 

Whoever retrieved the fallen kite could claim ownership. The moment a kite started falling, 

there would be an excited scramble as the boys ran toward it. 

On this particular day, many children had gathered and were watching the 

competition intently, eagerly awaiting the running dash for a falling kite. Soon, one kite’s 

string was cut and it started spiraling down from the sky. Merwan and his friends ran 

toward it, along with several other boys. But, in the midst of their scramble, Merwan, who 

was in the lead, suddenly halted and asked, “Where is my brother?” 

The boys replied, “Oh, he is somewhere behind. Come on, Merwan, let’s go.” 

Concerned, Merwan again implored, “Where is my brother?” But Jamshed was 

nowhere to be seen in the wide field. Merwan said, “We must go back and find Jamshed.” 

The others agreed and began to retrace their steps. 

While they had been running, Jamshed had stumbled into an open sewer hole and 

was clinging to the edge. He was so frightened he could not even shout for help. When 

Merwan and his friends found Jamshed, they were able to pull him out. Fortunately, they 

were just in time, as the municipality was about to release a torrent of water through the 

sewer and Jamshed could have drowned. 

The sewage spoiled Jamshed’s clothing and he arrived home foul-smelling and 

soaking wet. Upon seeing him, Memo scolded him sharply. Jamshed started crying, which 



made Memo even more upset. She made Jamshed stay outside, refusing to permit him to 

enter the house in his filthy condition during dinnertime. Merwan, feeling sorry for his 

brother, inconspicuously went outside with several buckets of water and washed all of 

Jamshed’s clothing himself. 

Although Jamshed and Merwan loved each other, the two — like most brothers — 

would also fight. Jamshed was hot-tempered and rash by nature; Merwan was not 

aggressive and seldom expressed anger. Both had been pampered — Jamshed by Dowla 

Masi and Merwan by Memo — but Merwan never acted spoiled. Jamshed had a wicked 

tongue and the boys frequently disagreed. When Jamshed lost control of his anger, Merwan 

would not say a word, but would ignore him. Merwan’s indifference enraged Jamshed even 

more and caused a bigger ruckus. Jamshed feared his mother’s frequent scolding and 

punishment, so the elder brother would refrain from picking on his younger brother if 

Memo were home. 

At times Merwan would even accept the punishment for his older brother’s 

mischief, as this incident from Baily reveals: 

It so happened that once Merwan’s mother told his elder brother Jamshed (whom we called Jam) to 

make some purchases from the cantonment market, and Jamshed asked Merwan to accompany him. 

Merwan was absorbed in his studies and was disinclined to go, but his brother persisted so he agreed. 

Jamshed, who had a rough nature, was not in the mood to go shopping and was upset that his mother 

insisted he do this errand. On the way, Jamshed collided with a smaller Muslim boy and both of them 

started arguing about who was at fault. Merwan tried to pacify them, but, in the heat of the moment, 

the Muslim boy uttered a particular word of abuse which made Jamshed lose his temper. Without 

regarding the consequences, he slapped the boy across the face and was about to do so again when 

Merwan intervened by thrusting the Muslim boy aside and taking the slap himself. 

As soon as Jamshed’s hand touched Merwan’s face, he calmed down and they continued to the 

market. A crowd had gathered on the road and witnessed how Merwan took the slap in defense of the 

smaller boy. This was the quality of character possessed by Merwan at the age of ten. 

But the incident did not end there. After Merwan and Jamshed had returned home, the Muslim boy 

brought his mother and a few neighbors and sought out Shireenmai. Her name was yelled out and she 

rushed to the street, followed by Merwan. The Muslim boy’s face was bruised and his mother wanted 

a word of apology. When asked who had beaten him, the boy pointed to Merwan. 

Merwan took it calmly and offered his apology in the presence of all the neighbors and passersby 

gathered there, and the Muslim boy and his mother left, satisfied. The accusation did not perturb 

Merwan. On the contrary, he seemed to enjoy it by the reaction on his face. He was smiling as he 

apologized. Shireenmai, however, did not believe it and knew instinctively that Merwan had been a 

scapegoat for Jamshed. Afterwards, Shireenmai scolded Jamshed and warned him to stop fighting. 

A third brother, Beheram, was born on 20 June 1908, when Merwan was fourteen 

years old. Beheram would grow up to be sweet natured individual and took after Merwan, 

while their brother Jal was similar to Jamshed in temperament. Both Jamshed and Merwan 

knew that Jal was Memo’s informant, and they avoided trouble when he was around. 

 



On Monday, 4 January 1909, Merwan began attending the all-boys, Roman 

Catholic St. Vincent’s High School, considered the best secondary school in Poona.81 It 

was run by Christian missionaries, and most of the boys were from wealthier families, but 

boys of all castes and faiths were admitted. Unusual for a Catholic school, religious 

instruction was not mandatory. Discipline, however, was strict and punishment for any 

mischief meant strokes with a cane. 

At St. Vincent’s High School, Merwan, now fifteen, entered the sixth standard, 

and came into contact with new teachers and friends. Gradually, he started to like the school 

and, as in the Poona Camp School, he became a favorite of his teachers and classmates, 

especially the Christian boys. The principal, a German priest named Wilhelm Windhausen, 

observed something unusual about the boy’s personality. Father Windhausen developed a 

great affection for Merwan, which stirred envy in some of the other students. The gym 

coach also took a special liking to Merwan and gave the boy personal training in the 

gymnasium. Although Merwan was neither tall nor muscular, he was agile and a swift 

runner; his reflexes were exceptionally quick. 

The school had a large courtyard for athletic exercises and sports. Merwan excelled 

in long distance running, high jumping, field hockey and soccer, in which he also won 

many cups and medals. But his favorite game throughout his life was cricket. It was at St. 

Vincent’s that Merwan joined the high school’s cricket team and became an excellent 

wicket keeper. He amazed the spectators by deftly catching the ball and sending the player 

out. 

Once a cricket match was arranged between the strong team of the New English 

School and St. Vincent’s. The New English School was considered the favorite, since the 

team had won the trophy shield for many years in a row. The team members were usually 

seniors but Merwan, though younger, played first string for St. Vincent’s. 

The English School batted first and scored. Merwan then took the wickets of their 

three best players and they did not score further. At bat, St. Vincent’s team was making a 

poor showing and their chances of winning looked dim. Then Merwan was up and 

remained batting until he hit the ball flying for the winning stroke. St. Vincent’s school 

won the trophy shield. The home spectators were overjoyed, and the principal, teachers, 

students and parents flocked to congratulate Merwan on his splendid play.82 

When photographs were taken of the winning team with the shield, all the boys 

insisted that Merwan sit beside it. 

Near St. Vincent’s High School, an old Parsi couple served soft drinks from their 

small shop, which Merwan frequented with his friends.83 Each time he came, the 

proprietress would dole out sweets to him by the handful, and he would share them with 

 
81 The school was named after the French saint Vincent de Paul who did much work with the poor. 
82 While a student at St. Vincent’s, Merwan set many school cricket records which remained 

unbroken for years. 

 
83 Parsis are the descendants of those Persian Zoroastrians who fled Muslim religious persecution 

and emigrated to India in the 7th and 8th centuries. Iranis (such as Meher Baba’s family) are 

descendants of those Persian Zoroastrians who fled to India in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. 



his companions. Whenever the husband was present, however, he would prevent this by 

ordering the boys out of the shop. The kindly old woman, nevertheless, would let Merwan 

know that he and his friends could come around to the back door. She had a special 

affection for Merwan in particular. 

 

At St. Vincent’s, Merwan ranked high in almost all his subjects, particularly 

Persian, which he loved. He liked history and literature, but he did not care much for 

geography, science and his nemesis, mathematics, although he never failed in these 

subjects. 

One remarkable characteristic about the boy was that he possessed a sharp memory 

and would easily retain what he heard or read about. In fact, Merwan was considered to be 

so intelligent that some thought he cheated during his exams. One priest who thought he 

was cheating caned him, but afterward admitted, “There is something different about you, 

Merwan — something special. Forgive me for beating you.” 

“What is there to forgive?” replied Merwan. “It is all right. It was a mistake. It is 

forgiven and forgotten.” 

For school, Merwan read the works of Sir Walter Scott, William Shakespeare, 

William Wordsworth, Percy Bysshe Shelley and later John Donne. Merwan had a deep 

passion for poetry and would ask his father to read the Divan of Hafiz to him and explain 

its true meaning. Father and son would sit together until late in the night (as Shireenmai 

castigated Merwan to go to bed). The boy would remember whatever poems Bobo read. 

Merwan never actually read the poetry of Hafiz himself, but only heard what was read to 

him in the original Persian by his father — yet he was able to memorize the poems and 

quote Hafiz to the end of his life. More surprising was the fact that Merwan would recite 

verses from poetry that he had never read or heard, as if he had committed them to memory 

by reading them daily. Merwan knew the bhajans of the Hindu Sadgurus Tukaram and 

Swami Ramdas by heart, as well as the entire Bhagavad Gita and Ramayana.84 Merwan 

was also fond of quoting Rumi, although he had never read or heard his works, either. 

In his spare time, he read books about different religions and spirituality, including 

the Gujarati writings of Sohrabji Desai of Navsari. He did not like romance or love stories, 

but he did enjoy detective stories. He was a devoted reader of the British weekly magazine 

the Union Jack, which featured the exploits of Sexton Blake. (Sherlock Holmes was 

another favorite.) Merwan saved old issues and circulated them among his friends, thus 

inculcating in them the habit of reading. Merwan once wrote a long letter to the author of 

the Sexton Blake stories, appreciating his work and wishing him a successful career. 85 

 
84 Tukaram (1608–1649) was a Perfect Master and a famous Marathi poet, whose abhangs 

(devotional songs) are still widely popular in Maharashtra. Swami Ramdas (1608–1681) was 

another famous Maharashtrian poet-saint, the guru of king Shivaji, and also one of the Perfect 

Masters of his age. 
85 There were many different writers creating the Sexton Blake stories at the time, and exactly 

which one Merwan wrote is not known. 



Merwan also began writing articles in English and Gujarati, which were published 

in different Indian newspapers, under the pen name of Huma.86 Similarly, his poems, 

shairees (couplets), and ghazals, written in English, Gujarati, Persian, Farsi, Urdu and 

Hindi under the same pen name, were greatly appreciated. With Merwan’s permission, 

Baily mailed one of Huma’s Urdu ghazals to the popular Gujarati newspaper Sanj 

Vartaman (The Evening News) of Bombay, which published it in its Saturday issue. 

Thereafter, every Saturday issue contained one of Huma’s compositions or articles. Later, 

the Bombay Samachar, another Gujarati newspaper, also published some of Huma’s 

compositions. The poetic themes were invariably spiritual, emphasizing virtues over vices 

and the forces of good over evil. His poems spoke of the mystical Sufi tavern or wineshop, 

and described spiritual longing, divine madness and God-intoxication. Although still a 

teenager, Merwan possessed deep wisdom and insight. 

If for any reason there was a delay, or an article or poem was not submitted for 

publication, the readers clamored for more, and the editor even sent Merwan a concerned 

letter of inquiry — a tribute to the soul-stirring ability of Merwan’s writing. The popularity 

of his renderings can be gauged from the fact that once during a visit to Bombay in 

Kalbadevi (locality), Baily overheard some Parsi youths in a music shop singing one of 

Merwan’s Urdu ghazals titled “Money — Alas, Money!” The boys were singing the lyrics 

with such zest, while dancing, that some of the pedestrians stopped to listen. Merwan’s 

writings also drew praise from several scholars who wrote letters to the newspaper editors 

in appreciation of Huma’s achievements. (Had they known that a teenager had written these 

poems, they would have been even more impressed!) 

Merwan was also drawn to drama and would act in plays at school as well as 

participating in the local Y.M.C.A. (Young Men’s Christian Association) productions. He 

played his roles so brilliantly that he won prizes for his performances several times. On 

one occasion at St. Vincent’s, he acted in a play titled Here She Goes, There She Goes, for 

which he was given a standing ovation. Jamshed would also take part in the school plays 

and the two brothers would frequently rehearse together. 

Once, Merwan was directing a play and one boy, who could not act well, wished 

to have a small role. Although most of the cast did not want him to participate, they 

accepted him because his father was Dinshaw Merwan Irani, an important man in the 

Zoroastrian community.87 As Merwan pointed out, they had to let the boy have a part 

because they needed his father’s contribution to offset the cost of the costumes and theater 

rental. Thus, the boy was given a bit part — he was to come out on the stage with a dagger 

in his hand, raise it above him and cry out in Gujarati, “O God, the spirit of my father!” 

On opening night, the play started well until this boy’s turn came. He was so 

nervous that when he came out on stage, the dagger was shaking in his hand and he was 

 

86 Huma denotes the Persian phoenix, also called the bird of paradise. 

87 Dinshaw owned a large provision store on Sachapir Street (Dinshaw Merwan & Sons). He, his 

wife, and their son later visited Meherabad in 1927 to pay their respects to Baba.  



not where he was supposed to be on the stage. When he lifted the dagger and cried out, 

“Ooh! Ooh!” the poor boy was unable to recite the rest of the line. 

Jamshed was in charge of raising and lowering the curtain. Merwan signaled to 

bring it down and it was quickly lowered. However, because the boy was in the wrong 

place, the pole at the bottom of the curtain struck him on the back and he fell, with the 

curtain on top of him. Only his head was sticking out. The boy started shouting for help 

and Jamshed panicked and began pulling his legs. But Jamshed could not budge him 

because the curtain was too heavy. At last Merwan quickly lifted the pole, and the 

frightened boy was dragged backstage. By this time the audience was in a delighted uproar 

— the serious drama had turned into a comedy. 

Merwan also loved attending silent film shows and Gujarati and Urdu plays, some 

of which were performed at the Baliwalla Theater.88 The circus was another attraction. 

Merwan, his brothers, and friends made it a point to see the circus when it came to town 

once a year. 

Merwan always kept busy and would often say, “Nothing is as bad as unoccupied 

time.” He was full of energy, involved in some activity all the time. In Baily’s notes, he 

recalled: “Merwan was never found idle, but was always engrossed in his studies or reading 

the books he liked. If he tired of those things, he would come and play games with us. He 

was enthusiastic and industrious; his conduct and character were flawless.” 

Merwan persuaded those of his friends who were indolent to work with him in 

chores they disliked. By sharing in their labor, Merwan inspired even these boys to become 

industrious. None of his friends had ill feelings about this side of his nature, for Merwan 

was their leader. For example, Baily had no interest in sports at school, but Merwan would 

persuade him to take part in the games. During the annual sports competition, Baily’s name 

appeared on the list of athletes, although he had never signed up. Another student informed 

Baily about it and he complained to the principal that he was unable to participate and his 

name had mistakenly been added to the list. Father Windhausen told him that since his 

name was on the list, he had to play or else he would be expelled from school. Baily had 

to join in the competition even though he had little athletic ability. Afterward, he found out 

that it was Merwan who had perpetrated this trick. 

Merwan attempted to change his friend Baily, who was somewhat lazy by nature 

and did not pay attention to his studies. Baily was not popular with his fellow classmates 

and teachers, mainly because of his arrogant nature. Disciplinary actions were taken but 

did not have much effect, so the principal informed Baily’s brother, Homi, that if his 

younger brother did not straighten out, he would be expelled. 

Homi knew Merwan might be able to influence Baily, so he told him about the 

principal’s threat. Merwan immediately spoke to Baily, “Father Windhausen has told Homi 

that you will be tested today and, if you fail, he will be forced to consult your parents. The 

principal is threatening to expel you from school.” 

 
88 According to Baily, some of the early plays Merwan attended in Poona were: Jeheri Saap, 

Asoone Hees, Khune Neyah, Julme Vahesee, Harishchandra, Gool Bakavli, Kanak Tara, Farhad-

Shireen, Allaudin aur Jadooye Fanas, Alibaba aur Chalis Chore, Hoore Arab, Dorangee Dunia, 

and Khubsurat Bala. 



“What should I do?” 

Merwan replied, “You will be tested after the noon recess; you must memorize one 

particular poem which I will show you.” 

Baily promised to do so. Without going home for lunch, he studied the poem in a 

quiet area of the schoolyard. He did not really care about having to leave the school, but he 

did not wish to lose Merwan’s companionship. When Father Windhausen examined him 

later that afternoon, he asked Baily to recite only that poem. Baily passed the exam and 

Father Windhausen even praised him to Homi. Baily’s teachers and classmates, who knew 

of his slothful nature, were amazed that he had passed. Baily was allowed to stay in school 

at St. Vincent’s and attributed it all to Merwan’s prescient advice. 

Merwan was writing poems frequently and he wished Baily to become a poet also. 

Merwan would write the first line, asking Baily to rhyme the second line, and Baily would 

painstakingly try his best. Occasionally, the two friends would try composing a ghazal. 

They would go to a quiet, solitary place, like the neighborhood shrine of a Muslim saint or 

to Parbati Hill, about three miles southwest of the city where they worked together in 

solitude. 

As mentioned, Merwan had a natural aptitude for writing poetry. Baily, on the 

other hand, was not thus inspired, and it was a strain for him to write anything meaningful. 

Occasionally, Merwan would ask Baily to compose an entire poem by himself within a 

fixed time. Baily would do his best, and when it was completed, Merwan would examine 

it, pointing out the errors and correcting them. 

During this period, living in Poona was a well-known European astrologer named 

Mr. Browne who was an acquaintance of Bobo’s. Mr. Browne persuaded Sheriarji to allow 

him to examine his son’s time of birth and predict his son’s future, since he had been 

impressed with Merwan for a long time and wanted to take a closer look at the boy’s 

astrological chart. 

Merwan did not believe in such occult sciences, but on his father’s insistence, when 

he was fifteen, he and Bobo visited Mr. Browne one day. The man was also an adept 

palmist and wanted to read Merwan’s palm first, before doing an astrological chart. He 

scanned the boy’s palm intently and became confounded. He usually required only ten 

minutes to read someone’s palm, but he was so astounded that he examined Merwan’s hand 

for over an hour, consulting various books after minutely studying the lines. Mr. Browne 

then solemnly declared to Sheriarji, “In the future, this boy will become the greatest 

philosopher of the age.” 

Mr. Browne’s prediction, however, produced no effect on either Merwan or his 

father. Merwan disliked fortune-telling or the occult arts and refused to discuss the subject. 

With the passing of time, the family forgot about the man’s prediction. 

Merwan’s character sketch foretold years later by another astrologer proved 

accurate, as these excerpts indicate: 

The person born under the planetary effects of this chart will be the doer of great and good deeds. The 

man will be industrious ... He will attain glory and fame all over the world. 

This person’s devotion is profoundly deep and intense and there will come a day when renunciation 

of all worldly things will manifest. Then he will become a great yogi and be acclaimed and 



worshiped as a great being. Anyone coming under this person’s gaze or influence will be captivated 

and charmed, for his power of attraction and personality are marvelous. In conclusion, this soul will 

do some great work for humanity ... 

Why is he born? To carry out the will and work of God on earth. This illustrious soul will be the 

medium of salvation for all who come in contact with him. 

 

Merwan’s family had grown, so they moved into rented rooms at Bhagwandas 

Chawl, where they lived for about two years.89 

Since Merwan had changed schools, it was not possible for him to see his old 

friends as often as he would have liked, so he established the Cosmopolitan Club on the 

first floor of a building not far from Char Bawdi — the neighborhood that Hazrat Babajan 

inhabited. Boys of different religions would gather at the club, and nominal membership 

fees were collected to pay the rent and make purchases. A treasurer and secretary were 

appointed, and the president was Merwan, who would keep an eye on all receipts and 

expenditures. Games such as chess, checkers, cards, dice, et cetera, were provided for the 

members to enjoy, and the club also subscribed to the Times of India, several Gujarati 

newspapers, and the detective magazines of Sexton Blake. Books on philosophical and 

religious topics were purchased and kept in the charge of an appointed librarian. 

The Cosmopolitan Club was open from 7:00 to 11:00 A.M. and from 3:00 to 9:00 

P.M. with a watchman hired to look after it when it was closed. The following six rules 

were drawn up by Merwan: 

1) The use of indecent language is forbidden. 

2) Drinking of any alcoholic beverage is forbidden. 

3) Gambling is not allowed on the premises. 

4) Quarreling is not permitted. 

5) Feeling oneself to be superior to others on the basis of one’s community — 

Christian, Muslim, Hindu, or Zoroastrian — is forbidden. 

6) The goals of the members are to love all and maintain unity and brotherhood. 

Merwan was particularly vigilant to make certain that all members respected the 

conditions under which the club was set up. Two days a week were fixed for members to 

deliver (with great enthusiasm) short lectures on subjects of interest, at which times all 

games stopped. 

At each meeting, President Merwan would open the proceedings and introduce any 

new members. On lecture days, nonmembers were allowed to attend as guests. No girls or 

women, however, were admitted. Every time a new member joined the club, he would have 

to deliver a speech extemporaneously, occasionally making blunders, much to the 

amusement of the audience. When it was Merwan’s turn to give an address, the boys would 

listen with rapt attention, and the vice-president would preside. 

Baily remembered: 

 
89 A chawl is a residential apartment block, usually multi-storied, consisting of series of small 

rooms or tenements on each floor, linked by a hallway.  



Every Thursday, any member could speak on the subject of his choice. There was a unique fun in 

listening to such talks. Amongst all the members, Merwan’s talk would always be the best. Sunday 

being a holiday, the doors of the club would be open and all the members would attend. However, on 

that day there would be no games and the members gathered would enjoy singing sessions. Even in 

this, Merwan was most prominent. His sweet and melodious voice created a unique joy amongst us. 

Without the accompaniment of tabla or harmonium, just by playing his dholak [an Indian drum] with 

both hands, he would sing the Urdu, Gujarati, Farsi songs and shairees [couplets] so melodiously that 

the members would start swaying. In the midst of the song, several members would utter in praise, 

‘Wah, wah, Merwan’ and ‘Shabash [Well done]!’ Passersby would often stand outside the club 

listening and appreciating the music. 

There was only one European club member, named Richard Dique, who could not 

speak any language other than English. Merwan started giving Richard lessons in Persian 

so that it would become his second language. Richard was a sincere boy, good-hearted and 

intelligent, two years younger than Merwan, but tragically, not long after joining the club, 

he died suddenly. 

During the existence of the Cosmopolitan Club, a boy named Ramnath, who lived 

in the same building where the club was located, was extremely drawn to Merwan. He was 

a Punjabi, whose parents were deceased, and he was cared for by his elder brother. Ramnath 

became so obsessed with Merwan’s companionship that he became a member of the club 

just to be able to see Merwan every day. A close friendship was formed between the two 

teenagers. 

Ramnath was the first Buddhist in the club. He was devoutly religious and well 

read in Buddhism and other religions. With firm faith, the youth tried his best to follow 

Lord Buddha’s precepts and he would always repeat Buddha’s name. Merwan and 

Ramnath would go off to a secluded spot to meditate on God together. The two boys 

particularly liked going to the burning ghats, the Hindu crematory grounds, where they 

would sit repeating different names of God. The two boys usually went to the ghats at night 

and sometimes stayed as late as ten o’clock — exchanging their views on God, religion 

and spirituality. Ramnath lived only for these sessions with Merwan, and disliked worldly 

subjects, which he found tiresome. 

One day Ramnath showed Merwan a new book he had purchased on the life of 

Gautama the Buddha titled Buddha Bhagwan (Lord Buddha). Thumbing through the pages, 

Merwan came to a passage where Buddha said: “When I return to earth, I will be called 

Maitreya [Merciful One].” 

Instantly, Merwan felt that he was the very same Merciful One to which the 

passage referred. He looked at Buddha’s picture and felt within: “I am the Buddha.” 

But he asked himself, “Am I really the Buddha?” and his inner voice assured him 

with conviction: “Yes, Merwan, you are!”90 

Seated watching the burning corpses at the cremation grounds, one night Merwan 

asked Ramnath, “My friend, since you are so interested in Buddhism, why don’t you go to 

Rangoon where you can learn much more?” Ramnath always took Merwan’s advice to 

heart, and soon after, he traveled alone all the way to Rangoon in Burma, although he was 

only sixteen. 

 
90 The name Meher can also mean mercy. 



Falling critically ill in Burma, Ramnath returned to Poona and was admitted to 

Sassoon Hospital, where Merwan would visit him every day. Ramnath told him, “I returned 

to Poona only to see you, Merwan.” After a few days, during one of Merwan’s visits, the 

young man died with his head on his friend’s lap. Unknowingly, Ramnath left his mortal 

body on the lap of his beloved Lord Buddha. 

 

From his youth, Merwan was characterized as being an extremely compassionate 

individual. For example, he devised a plan to spend the savings of the Cosmopolitan Club 

to help the poor in Poona. A committee of seventeen boys was formed to manage this work 

and christened "The Secret Seventeen” (because the work was to be done inconspicuously, 

without any fanfare or publicity). Merwan’s rich friends also contributed to the club’s 

funds. A cashbox was made and its key kept with Merwan. This money was used to help 

some poor family or disabled person, and, occasionally, to take a destitute person to the 

hospital. If no donations were received in a certain week, Merwan himself, at the sacrifice 

of his own needs or wants, would donate money. Thus the committee was able to carry on 

its charitable work. 

Another incident illustrates Merwan’s uncommon kindness as a young man. One 

morning he and Baily were passing through Sachapir Street in the Camp area. Merwan was 

on an important errand and both were in a hurry when Merwan’s eyes fell on a derelict 

lying by the roadside, groaning. Most boys would have hurried on their way even more 

quickly, but not Merwan, who stopped to inquire about the man’s identity, under whose 

treatment he was, what complaints he had, and so on. The man explained his illness and 

said that he was taking medicine from a municipal charitable dispensary. Baily was irritated 

and impatient, reminding Merwan of the urgent nature of their errand, but Merwan waved 

away Baily’s repeated protests not to get involved and to leave the bum lying where he 

was. Finally, Baily left in impatience, complaining that any help would be in vain. 

Merwan had the man admitted to a hospital through the intervention of his own 

family’s physician. Merwan had the man’s soiled clothing removed and burnt and gave 

him a hot bath, along with new clothes. For two months until the sick man recovered, 

Merwan nursed him and made sure he took medicine and nourishment regularly. When the 

doctor pronounced him cured and permitted him to leave the hospital, Merwan helped find 

him a decent place to stay and work, and visited him occasionally. 

 

When Merwan was sixteen he had to resign as president of the Cosmopolitan Club, 

since he had to prepare for his matriculation examination. He needed to concentrate on his 

studies and, considering his other activities, it was not possible to continue as president. 

He had been the life of the club, and it was sad for the other boys to see him depart. Richard 

Dique was elected as president in his place. Soon after, the club disbanded because the 

other original members (the main contributors) also went on to higher studies or entered 

business after they graduated from St. Vincent’s. Although the Cosmopolitan Club lasted 

only a few years, through it Merwan laid a foundation of idealism and selfless service 

among its members. 



Whatever money remained at the dissolution of the club (from club dues, sale of 

furniture, books, magazines, game sets, et cetera) was first applied to pay the rent on the 

premises. A meeting was then called to decide how to use the balance. All proposed to 

leave the disposition of the amount to Merwan’s good sense and discretion. At Merwan’s 

suggestion, it was decided to use the money for the benefit of poor and needy families, by 

providing them with grains, clothing, bedding and blankets for the winter. Because there 

was not enough to fully fund this noble philanthropic proposal, one of the boys proposed 

wagering the entire remaining amount at the horse track. “If it is in the destiny of the poor 

to win,” the boy remarked, “then that is what will happen.” Merwan approved the idea. 

One afternoon after lunch, Merwan, Baily, and two others went to the races at the 

Poona Turf Club. Baily described what happened: 

Merwan had no experience of races at all. Except for watching the horses race, standing outside the 

racecourse railings, he had not done this before. The reason he took us along is because we had lots 

of knowledge and experience. The first race was to start at 2:30 P.M. Thousands had gathered and 

lakhs [hundreds of thousands] of rupees were in play. We placed a bet on a horse in the first race, but 

we bet only part of the money. The bell rang, the race finished, and the names and numbers of the 

first, second and third place winners were announced and written on the board. There was a lot of 

noise and hustle-bustle all around. The horse we had bet to win had come in third. Had we bet on this 

horse to finish third, we would have made a little money. 

Trying not to commit the same mistake, we bet half of the remaining amount on the second race on 

the favorite both to win and to place third, and waited in hope. Here again we met with 

disappointment, since the horse we bet on lagged from the start and finished poorly. Now we had 

only one last chance to try our luck. Merwan suggested that we pass on the third race and bet on the 

fourth race, even though his two advisors were eager to try to win immediately. They were of the 

firm opinion that we would surely win in the third race. They also suggested that the plan had been 

formed at the outset to play the first three races and there was no reason to alter the plan. Merwan 

was helpless against this argument. Thus, with pounding hearts, they placed a bet for the third race — 

the entire amount on one horse to finish first and third. 

The outcome was just as disappointing as in the prior two races, and now the money was gone. 

Merwan quietly started to walk out of the racecourse. All our efforts to stop him and to pacify him 

were in vain. I, too, followed him. On the way, he paused for a while, shook his head sadly and said, 

“Baily, the fate of the poor is always poor. There is no doubt about it. Poor fellows.” Saying this, he 

sat down on a large stone nearby, holding his head in both his hands. He sat there for a few moments 

absorbed in deep thought and then quickly stood up and said, “Man proposes and God disposes. 

God’s will always prevails. So be it. There is no need to be displeased or disheartened over it, 

because God alone knows His plan. We have not the slightest knowledge of it. Whatever has 

happened is for the best. Thus thinking, we should wait patiently. That is our duty. Come on, I’ve not 

had tea since morning. My head is heavy. I’m having talab [craving] for tea.” This was Merwan’s 

first and last experience at the racetrack. 

 

In December 1911, Merwan passed the matriculation exam given by Bombay 

University. He then joined the previous (freshman) class of Deccan College in Poona for 

higher studies in Inter Arts. Deccan College was considered among the better college-level 

institutions. It had a boat club with excellent facilities for sports, and its students formed 

an integrated student body taken from different religions and communities in the area. In 



college, as he had done before, Merwan soon gathered a circle of close friends and again 

became a favorite of his classmates and professors. All admired the striking young man’s 

innate leadership qualities. 

As a college student, Merwan was exceptionally bright and would often participate 

in sports, cricket again being his favorite. He was a good batsman and an exceptional 

wicket-keeper. He was acknowledged not only for his agility and energy during games, but 

also for his sportsmanship. “Merwan’s name became very famous in the college cricket 

team,” Baily recalled. “Without him the match seemed very dull and lifeless.” Merwan also 

became a member of the college boat club, and, with his close friends, he would row along 

the Mula-Mutha River some evenings, spending many pleasant hours in this manner. 

While at Deccan College, Merwan formed a drama (theater) troupe that rehearsed 

at the home of his aunt Pila Masi and uncle Rustom Masa (Masaji) on Sachapir Street. The 

group staged two or three public performances at a local theater with the proceeds donated 

to charity. 

Merwan and his friends would sometimes attend kirtan performances — songs 

with narration about God or gurus and saints. Gadge Maharaj was a Hindu saint of the 

sixth plane, who, in his youth, wandered in India living off alms.91 Once Merwan heard the 

great saint perform a kirtan in Poona. Although the humble saint was dressed in rags, Gadge 

Maharaj radiated divine love, and all who attended were profoundly impressed. 

Merwan also continued his writing. When time permitted, he would compose 

poems on religious themes, and he would also write humorous, satirical poems which 

amused his friends and which they liked to sing aloud. In fact, Merwan’s college classmates 

and friends used to refer to him as “The Poet,” sometimes calling him the “Ideal Poet” or 

the “Atta [flour]-and-Dal Poet” — which denoted an experienced poet, able to deal with a 

variety of subjects or themes and able to wield his pen to compose long and short poems. 

Merwan was also referred to as a “born poet” who could rhyme effortlessly in three 

languages — Gujarati, Urdu and Persian — on the most difficult and diverse subjects and 

themes. Often for the sheer enjoyment of it, he would spontaneously compose a rhyme on 

any subject suggested by his friends. 

At one point, Baily recorded, Merwan wrote a complete film scenario of nearly 

200 typed pages in English, along with other story ideas, and mailed it to Universal Film 

Company in America. Unfortunately, what became of the screenplay is unknown.92 

 

 
91 Gadge Maharaj (1876–1956) was the saint with whom Meher Baba washed a leper at 

Pandharpur in 1954.  
92 Baily’s description of this scenario may not be entirely accurate. It is more likely that Merwan 

mailed ideas for a film to an American film company rather than a typed scenario. Baily wrote that 

no reply was received from the company; but Chanji later recorded a conversation with Baba’s 

brother Jal, who stated that the film company had replied positively and wished Merwan to expand 

his idea. But by that time, Baba had met Babajan and was not interested in pursuing it. (Chanji’s 

diary, v21–22, 17 March 1927.) 

 



After passing his freshman exam, Merwan entered the inter (sophomore) class of 

Deccan College in 1912. At this time, some of Merwan’s friends drank beer, and he would 

occasionally join them for one or two drinks, but he detested drunkenness. Merwan was 

good company and a cheerful, merry friend who appreciated a good joke; he always tried 

to keep those around him happy. 

The college professors admired Merwan and anticipated much success for him in 

the world. The young men of all classes respected him to such a degree that they would 

confide in him and confess their weaknesses. Some of his classmates who failed would 

plead with their professors to pass them — mainly so they could remain in Merwan’s class. 

Although Baily and Merwan had been the best of pals throughout childhood, they 

had had a painful falling-out and had parted ways after high school. Baily had a proud and 

arrogant nature which led to differences between the two youths. Baily had not gone to 

college and had left Poona and moved to Lonavla, where he was employed as a manager 

in his elder brother’s general store. 

One splendid Sunday morning some youngsters who were going on a picnic came 

into Baily’s store. They were coming from Poona and were on their way to Khandala and 

happened to stop at the store to purchase some items. The head of the party was a Jewish 

man named Mr. David, a teacher at St. Vincent’s, who immediately recognized Baily as 

one of his former pupils. He invited Baily to join the picnic, but Baily declined because of 

his responsibilities at the store. As Baily talked with them, someone mentioned Merwan’s 

name. Baily was eager to know how Merwan was doing. 

Merwan had come to Lonavla with the group, but had gone to see Jamshed, who 

had moved back to help Dowla Masi and Faredoon Masa manage their restaurant. While 

he didn’t want to avoid Baily, Merwan did not seek him out, as he did not want to remind 

him of their painful parting of ways. 

Baily, however, became overjoyed to know that Merwan was going to join the 

picnic, and, after the store closed, he planned to meet him. By that time, some of the party 

arrived with Merwan, where they met Baily at the front door at the store. All then left for 

Khandala, where they had a splendid time. Baily and Merwan were meeting after a lapse 

of a year and a half. Although Baily wanted to ask Merwan’s forgiveness, he could not do 

so in the presence of the others — however, he and Merwan exchanged smiling glances. 

Only one fellow in the group, who was a close friend of both, knew of the disagreement 

between them. Before leaving Khandala that evening, this person addressed the group, “I 

must request that our respected teacher, Mr. David, use his influence to bring friendship 

between two friends among us who have parted company for over a year. This being such 

a happy occasion, it would be quite fitting to do so.” 

Everyone else was puzzled over who the two friends were and wanted to know 

more about it. Even Mr. David was in the dark about the matter and asked the fellow to 

divulge their names, which he did. Baily was embarrassed and confused, but Mr. David 

exclaimed, “Merwan does not need to be swayed or influenced, but, if it adds to your 

respect for him, I believe Merwan would sacrifice himself in any way. I know that both are 

still friends, although they have not seen each other for a long time. I suggest both should 

exchange glasses of beer as a gesture to renew their friendship and add to the happiness of 

our group.” 



No sooner had Mr. David finished speaking than Merwan stood up, came to Baily 

with a smile, and offered him a glass of beer. Baily accepted it, and, when he tried to 

express his gratitude at this loving gesture, Merwan uttered the name of God and told him, 

“Thank God alone!” 

Amidst expressions of joy, Mr. David called for three cheers of “Hip-Hip-

Hooray!” and, with this happy reconciliatory ending, they started for home. After 

embracing Merwan, Baily left the group at Lonavla, while the others proceeded to Poona. 

Soon after, Baily moved back to Poona, resuming his close association with Merwan as 

before. 

 

One day in 1912, while Merwan was sitting outside his house, suddenly his inner 

sight opened. He saw the divine effulgence of God and immediately lost all bodily 

consciousness. Although his eyelids remained open, he was merged in divine bliss. 

Merwan’s aunt happened to walk by and, noticing him sitting in an awkward 

position, called his name but received no reply or acknowledgement of her presence. Memo 

was informed and came running. Shaking him, she called, “Merog! Merog!” 

At last his eyelids quivered and he saw his mother before him. "Memo, please,” he 

mumbled. “Please don’t disturb me.” He remained stunned for a few minutes more before 

rising to his feet. His mother could only conclude that he must have had a dizzy spell. 

After that experience of the noor state (the light of God), Merwan increasingly felt 

some great urge within — some powerful feeling that he was different from other men. 

This feeling of being different persisted, though he still had no consciousness of his real 

spiritual identity. Merwan was still veiled by the Perfect Ones from knowing his true 

greatness − but that was about to change. 

Merwan would ride his bicycle to college every day from his house. In the (Indian) 

summer of 1913, he was preparing for his final exams as a college sophomore, studying 

diligently at the Khorshed Wadi fire-temple, where it was quieter. 

One terribly scorching day in May 1913, as Merwan was riding his bicycle on his 

way to Deccan College, something extraordinary happened which caused everything to 

change for this nineteen-year-old youth. He noticed a large crowd gathered on Malcolm 

Tank Road near Char Bawdi. The crowd was surrounding the old woman, Hazrat Babajan, 

who was seated under her neem tree as usual. Merwan had passed this woman many times, 

but had never paid much attention to her, although he was aware that Babajan was regarded 

as a saint by the local Mohammedan community. 

As Merwan rode by that day, he happened to glance at Babajan who, at that very 

moment, looked directly at him — and, with a nod of her head, beckoned him to her. As a 

polite and courteous young gentleman, Merwan could not disregard her. He got off his 

bicycle and walked over to her. Their eyes met and Merwan could sense that the old woman 

was extremely happy to see him. 

Babajan had been eagerly awaiting him, and as Merwan approached her, he felt as 

if he were being drawn to her magnetically. Babajan stood up with her arms spread wide. 

The old woman embraced Merwan with the fervor of a mother finding her long lost child. 



Tears streamed down her wrinkled cheeks as she repeated, “Mera piarra beta ... Mera 

piarra beta [My beloved son]!” 

Age, too, had been waiting for this moment. Finally, Babajan’s beloved son had 

returned. The echo of the Sadguru’s loving words, “My beloved son,” touched the 

innermost recesses of its heart and the hearts of all who bore witness to that spectacular, 

momentous scene. 

Merwan was speechless and stood as motionless as a statue in front of the ancient 

woman. From the moment of her embrace, he felt as if an electric current was passing 

through his body, sending impulses from his head to his toes. What he then experienced is 

indescribable — his individual consciousness was merging with the Ocean of bliss! 

Although Merwan was dazzled by the effect of Babajan’s embrace, he maintained 

some consciousness of his environment and walked home, leaving his bicycle behind. 

Although inwardly his total being was profoundly affected, outwardly he appeared, for the 

most part, normal. 

Gradually, however, the young man lost all interest in his studies and became 

indifferent to participating in sports or games with his classmates. As the weeks and months 

passed, he preferred more and more to be left alone. A profound change in his personality 

was noticed. Merwan was no longer enthusiastic about anything in life; in every endeavor 

in which he had previously sparkled − and excelled − he became a failure. He appeared not 

to be able to concentrate on anything, nor could he communicate to his family, teachers, or 

friends what he was experiencing. 

Life was now totally empty except for one person: Hazrat Babajan. From that day 

in May 1913 onward, for the next seven months the only thing Merwan did regularly was 

to visit Babajan every evening. He longed to be in her company. For hours he would sit by 

the old woman’s side — sometimes late into the night. They hardly spoke. 

Respectable, upstanding citizens of Poona seldom approached Babajan. Most 

considered her to be a mad woman; others thought her to be a witch or a sorceress. The 

atmosphere surrounding Babajan made it difficult to believe that she was a holy woman. 

She kept company with ruffians and Pathan soldiers (forbidding, quick-tempered men) who 

guarded her, beggars and vagabonds who loitered nearby and lived off the dakshina 

(donations) given by devotees, and even thieves who did not hesitate to steal whatever a 

devotee placed as a gift before the Master.  

Nevertheless, every evening without fail Merwan would go to Babajan. He did not 

care about the remarks of people who shook their heads, clucked their tongues, and 

wondered, “Merwan was such a good boy − the son of respectable, devout Zoroastrian 

parents. What has happened to him to make him sit by that old woman every night?” His 

good name and admirable character were routinely slandered. But it did not concern him, 

for with that one embrace from Babajan, Merwan’s life in illusion had ended and the 

merging of his life in divinity had begun. 

 

One night during January 1914, as Merwan was about to leave Babajan’s company, 

he reverentially kissed his Master’s hand. Babajan held Merwan’s face in her hands and 



looked deeply into his large brown eyes with an expression of the profoundest love. The 

time had come. With her divine authority, she kissed him on the forehead. 

Turning to her followers nearby, Babajan pointed at Merwan and declared, “My 

beloved son will one day shake the world and all of humanity will be benefited by him.” 

Merwan just stood there, for, as soon as Babajan had kissed him, he became 

insensible. Mechanically, he began to retrace his steps back home. His dazed mind had no 

conception of his surroundings; his body was moving, but he was unaware of what he was 

doing or where he was going. In this state of near oblivion, he reached home about eleven 

o’clock and went straight to his room and lay on his bed. 

The lifting of the veil had occurred through an extraordinary, divine experience. 

Within ten minutes of lying down, Merwan again felt the same feeling he had experienced 

after Babajan’s embrace in May — but now it was intensified a thousand fold! Flooded 

with light, he felt as if millions of watts of electric current were speeding through his body, 

dissolving his flesh and bones. He had no body; his being now consisted of electricity. His 

body had transmuted into light! 

Merwan’s breath was stifled; he felt as if thousands of hands were strangling him 

and his heart was about to stop. Panic overwhelmed him. One cannot imagine how terrified 

he was. For instance, take the fear of a man who does not know how to swim. Suppose he 

is held under deep water, and he starts to drown. The man would experience fear due to 

suffocation and the certainty that he is about to die. Or, imagine the terror of someone being 

violently strangled to death. 

Even these experiences are vastly different from the terrible fear that Merwan 

experienced that night. His experience cannot be grasped by the intellect. What he 

experienced was the vacuum of the nirvana or fana-fillah state of self-annihilation and the 

rising of the spiritual consciousness latent in each soul’s Infinite Unconsciousness. 

The cause of Merwan’s terror was the total loss of his individual, drop-soul 

identity. He was crossing beyond his individuality — his dropness — and becoming 

Universal. He had entered the Beyond. 

The veil that the five Perfect Masters had drawn over Merwan had been torn away 

by Babajan’s kiss. “Merwan” was gone; he found himself being drowned and absorbed by 

the Infinitude of God. He was given the infinite consciousness of being God, but, in turn, 

he lost his awareness of time and space, of his body and mind, and of the world and the 

gross plane. He had only the conscious, continual experience of “I Am God ... I Am God 

... I Am God.” Nothing else existed for him. 

Merwan lay on his bed enraptured in an unspeakable ecstasy, the ineffable bliss of 

realizing himself to be God. All of his divine experiences were completely internal. There 

was no sound heard from him. No one in the family knew what had happened to him. 

Merwan was usually an early riser, but the next morning, when he didn’t appear as 

usual, Memo asked her family, “Where is Merog? Did he go out early?” She went to his 

room to investigate and found him still in bed. “Merog, get up, it’s late. Breakfast is ready. 

You will be late for your classes.” 



Receiving no reply, Memo went near his bed and inquired, “Merog, can you hear 

me?” Merwan continued to lie motionless, staring into space. “Merog, can you see me?” 

she asked, becoming worried. 

Her dear son’s eyes were open, but did they see her? He seemed to be gazing 

somewhere into a distance, far, far beyond — without the slightest movement of his 

eyelids. His face looked normal, but there was no life in his body and he did not speak. 

“Merog, what has happened to you?” Memo asked anxiously. 

Enraptured by glimpses of the Divine over the past months, Merwan had become 

aloof and had not confided in anyone. No one in the family except his father (who did not 

speak about it) had any idea of Merwan’s true spiritual status. Although the family had 

observed some abnormality in his behavior since his association with Babajan, they ignored 

it and thought it was no more than a passing fascination with the old saint. 

Memo was bewildered. She grabbed Merwan and shook him, making him sit up in 

the bed. Examining him, she saw that he had neither fever nor any physical injury. “Merog, 

you will be all right,” she said. 

She confided in Bobo, “Merog must be very upset over something, because he 

refuses to speak ... We will let him rest all day and lie in bed. He seems very withdrawn. 

This evening he should come out of it.” Bobo nodded in agreement. 

But no matter what Memo did, Merwan remained in this coma-like condition for 

three days. Only when he was made to sit up did he change his supine position. The entire 

family became more and more concerned. 

Suddenly, on the fourth day, Merwan began to move. He went downstairs and, 

without saying a word, began pacing back and forth in the house. His eyes had not closed 

in three days. He had not slept for three nights and his eyes looked vacant — hollowed out. 

He seemed subdued; his manner around his parents and brothers was reserved. He showed 

no appetite or thirst. His body simply moved about the house robotically, like a 

somnambulist. 

After a few more days of Merwan’s strange behavior, Memo had had enough. 

Terribly worried, she and Bobo spent a considerable amount to consult the best physicians 

in Poona. Many were called to treat Merwan — chief among them was a family friend, Dr. 

Bharucha. He gave Merwan an injection of morphine, in an attempt to induce sleep; but 

the narcotic had no effect and the young man’s eyes remained open. Nothing the other 

doctors did seemed to change Merwan’s mood or behavior. His mother thought his mind 
was disturbed and hoped the doctors could reestablish his “peace of mind.” To his mother 

he appeared absorbed in something and refused to divulge what it was. Memo 

understandably became more and more upset and superstitiously believed that some “evil 

eye” was responsible for her son’s condition. 

In the following nine months, Merwan lived without sleep. His eyes became glassy 

and a vacant stare remained the fixed expression on his once-animated face. If he sat, he 

would sit for hours without moving — seemingly staring into empty space. If he paced 

about the house, he would keep it up until someone could not stand it any longer and 

stopped him. 



On one very hot day, Merwan slipped out of the house and started walking toward 

the river. He reached Bund Gardens, but, without stopping there, he turned around and 

hurried toward home again. After going some distance, he again turned around and headed 

back toward Bund Gardens. When he reached the park, he quickly changed direction again 

and walked toward home. He did this three times, walking fifteen miles in the blazing 

afternoon sun. He had walked so fast that it would have exhausted an ordinary man, yet he 

did not seem affected by it. 

Also, during these nine months, Merwan never ate solid food and grew gaunt and 

pale. When food was thrust on him forcefully by his mother, he would hide it in his coat 

pocket or in his dresser drawer, where it would rot. Sometimes Merwan would take the 

plate of food to his room and, when his mother left the house, he would take it outside to 

feed the stray dogs, cats, or cows on the street. If his mother returned and happened to see 

him doing this, she would be even more distressed. The young man’s once cheerful, sunny 

disposition seemed to have vanished into the eccentricity of a lunatic. Memo became 

deeply afraid that her son might be going insane. 

 

During this period Merwan would often slip out of the house to visit Babajan. At 

one point, Memo became so desperate and worried about Merwan’s condition that she 

persuaded her mother Golandoon to accompany her to confront Babajan. The two ladies 

approached Babajan, and Memo pointedly asked, “I know Merwan visits you frequently. 

What have you done to my son? What have you to do with him? Why does he visit you? 

He has never acted like this before.” 

Babajan smiled at the two ladies and muttered, “Merwan ... Mera piarra beta.” 

Babajan’s remarks intensely irritated Memo, who turned to Golandoon and said, 

“The nerve of her to call Merog her son. How dare she!” 

Babajan kept muttering, “Merwan ... He will shake the whole world ... He will 

awaken the world.” 

When asked by Memo what she meant, Babajan refused to explain. Soon Babajan 

shifted the focus of the conversation and had Grandmother Golandoon reminiscing about 

the old days in Persia. Much to Memo’s chagrin, Golandoon (who had a sweet voice) and 

Babajan ended up singing together in Persian, weeping and swapping stories. 

 

World War I started in July 1914 and that same month, on 10 July, Merwan’s 

youngest brother Adi was born. At some point, Sheriarji purchased another teashop on the 

road leading to Asurkhanna, in the cantonment area.93 As there were no living 

accommodations behind the new Café Sheriar, he and his now larger family moved to 

nearby Bhopla House at 816 Butler Mohalla. 

Merwan selected a small, dark cubicle for himself upstairs in the attic at Bhopla 

House. His tiny hideaway was referred to as Chor Mal — the Thief’s Den — and, during 

the process of regaining normal consciousness, he would spend the whole day there, sitting 

 
93 Asurkhanna was a large, well-known grain shop, located on an adjacent parallel road to Butler 

Mohalla.  



in solitude in total darkness. On rare occasions he would go out for a stroll with his former 

friends such as Khodu, Tirandaz, Kaikhushru Irani (nicknamed Lattoos, meaning stout) 

and another friend named Beheram Hoshang Faredoon Irani (nicknamed Behramji and 

later Buasaheb), who had migrated to India from Persia. 

From childhood, Merwan had been averse to eating meat, fish and chicken; he 

preferred a vegetarian diet, and would advise his companions and others who came in his 

contact to become vegetarians. During this period, his mother thought he would become 

weak by not eating animal protein and stopped cooking vegetarian dishes for him, forcing 

him to eat whatever was prepared. His meals were sent to him upstairs. Merwan would eat, 

sitting at his small writing table, and, when nobody was watching, dump the non-vegetarian 

food in one of the drawers. At the opportune time, he would put it in paper and threw it 

away in a narrow lane at the back of his house. 

Except for a walk with one of his friends, Merwan spent more and more of his time 

alone in his tiny attic-room cooped up in the dark — aloof and uncommunicative with his 

family. Once, however, he left the house without saying where he was going and went to 

the village of Kondhwa outside of Poona (beyond the Zoroastrian Tower of Silence). There 

he lay motionless like a corpse under a tree for three days and nights without food or water. 

The family, thinking he had become lost in the city, was extremely relieved when Merwan 

returned. 

 

Having exhausted all available means to return their son to normality, Merwan’s 

parents decided that a change of environment might help, and sent him to Bombay for a 

few months to stay with his brother Jamshed, who was working as a clerk in the Bombay 

municipality office. Jamshed had rented a room opposite the zoo at Victoria Gardens in the 

Byculla area. In his letters home, Jamshed would often complain of feeling lonely and 

isolated in Bombay, so he welcomed Merwan and watched carefully over him. When 

Jamshed went to the office, Merwan would go to the seashore at Chowpatty beach early 

each morning; there he would sit for several hours and watch the waves roll in and recede 

— usually until the afternoon. Then Merwan would walk back to Victoria Gardens and 

again sit for hours. He would sit on one particular bench in an isolated area of the public 

gardens, away from the other benches and pedestrians. He would remain there alone until 

evening, when Jamshed would arrive and accompany him back to the room. 

As mentioned, Merwan’s aunt and uncle Banu Masi and Khodadad Masa were 

living in Bombay at this time with their family. Before starting his work in his teashop, 

Khodadad Masa would come to Victoria Gardens to see Merwan. Holding Merwan’s hand, 

he would place it on his own head in blessing, as an auspicious way to begin the day. Such 

was the love and respect Khodadad had for his nephew; he sensed that he was not an 

ordinary young man. 

For some weeks, Merwan followed this routine every day undisturbed. One day, 

however, his favorite bench in the gardens was occupied by a Parsi family. Merwan started 

nervously walking back and forth. He strode swiftly up to the people on the bench, turned 

around abruptly and walked quickly in the opposite direction; then again strode up to them 

and suddenly turned around when he got near. 



The fact that Merwan never blinked made the Parsi man think that the young man 

was staring at his daughter. The family did not leave the bench, and, when Merwan walked 

again in front of them, the father got up angrily, grabbed hold of Merwan, and slapped him 

across the face. But Merwan was oblivious to what was happening and unconscious of his 

own physical body, so the slap had no effect on him. He did not react to the man’s affront, 

but continued as before — walking swiftly back and forth in front of the bench, staring 

straight ahead. The man could not stand it any longer and, thinking the young man to be 

unbalanced, finally left with his wife and daughter. Immediately, Merwan headed straight 

for the empty bench and settled himself in his usual manner until Jamshed arrived that 

evening to escort him to his room. 

When Merwan returned to Poona in November of 1914, he became somewhat 

normal and started recognizing people and places around him. Yet his mind could still not 

concentrate on anything or premeditate any action, though his eyelids started to open and 

close as his vacant stare gradually disappeared. When this change was noticed, Merwan’s 

family was greatly relieved and thought that he had been given a new chance in life. 

Merwan started eating again, but in very small quantities, feeding what remained on his 

plate to the dogs. Memo would constantly reprimand him about feeding stray animals, but 

he continued behind her back. 

For a long time Memo thought Merwan was eating all his food; she had no idea 

that he would take it to his room and hide it in his dresser drawer, a cupboard, or behind 

the furniture, returning the plate empty. One day while Merwan was staying in Bombay 

with his brother Jamshed, Memo smelled something foul in the attic. She looked in every 

corner, but could find nothing. Finally, passing through Merwan’s room, she smelled the 

odor even stronger and opened a small trunk by his bed; she was repulsed to find it full of 

decaying food and maggots. Merwan had neglected to dispose of the food before leaving 

and simply left it rotting in the trunk. Until then, Memo had reluctantly agreed to allow 

Merwan to prepare his own breakfast in his room and eat his meals there; however, from 

that day onward, she watched him, making certain he took no food to his room and insisting 

that he sit at the dining table for his meals. Despite her vigilance, Merwan still somehow 

managed to eat very little and give the rest to the dogs. 

Merwan continued to visit Jamshed in Bombay, going with Baily most weekends. 

They would board the afternoon train from Poona on Saturday and reach Bombay at 7:00 

p.m. Jamshed would meet them at the Byculla railway station. “Together in Jamshed’s 

company,” Baily recalled, “we would reach his room, relax awhile from the journey’s 

exhaustion, freshen up and go to a hotel [restaurant] to have some food. At times, we would 

attend plays or watch silent cinema shows. Sometimes we would travel, visiting various 

places by tram or train, spending our time sightseeing and return late at night. The next day 

being a Sunday, [Jamshed’s day off from work] we three would enjoy the whole day till 

late in the night. Catching the night train the same day we would reach home early the next 

morning.” 

One day, Merwan suddenly announced he wanted to visit important Zoroastrian 

places of pilgrimage in Gujarat. He decided to go with his brother Jamshed and four of his 

friends — Baily, Khodu, Behramji and Lattoos. Merwan and his five companions set out 

from Poona to pay their respects first at the oldest fire-temple in India at Udwada. Like 



Benares to the Hindus and Mecca to the Muslims, Udwada is the holiest place of pilgrimage 

to Zoroastrians in India. It was in Udwada over 1,200 years ago that the first Zoroastrian 

emigrants from Persia settled. Prophet Zoroaster is believed to have started a sacred fire in 

Persia over 7,000 years ago and to have established the worship of fire, which all 

Zoroastrians practice. The first Zoroastrians to emigrate to India brought with them this 

sacred fire and built a temple in Udwada to house it. Guarded by the temple priests, it was 

never to be extinguished. 94 

Prior to beginning the journey, Merwan laid out certain conditions: No one was to 

imbibe any alcoholic drinks except beer and toddy (an inexpensive fermented drink from 

the toddy palm). Only vegetarian food was to be taken — consumption of meat, chicken 

and fish was forbidden. Lastly, no one was to use any foul language or swear words, and 

not allow any “low thoughts” to enter their mind. Even in those days Merwan’s friends 

respected him so much that they instinctively obeyed him and did exactly as he said. And, 

since Merwan had taken responsibility for the journey by pre-paying for everyone’s fare 

and expenses (they were to reimburse him afterwards), they felt honor-bound to comply 

with his wishes and promised to abide by them.  

The group spent three days at Udwada, and each morning, Merwan led the young 

men to the fire-temple for prayers. Afterward they would sit under the shade of palm trees 

or walk along the sandy beach. On the first day when it was mealtime, Merwan’s friends 

sat around a table, while he, as a sign of respect for their devout journey, sat on the floor 

and ate only potatoes and chapatis. All five friends were impressed by Merwan’s pious 

demeanor. 

The afternoons were quite warm and once, after finishing their lunch, the group 

decided to rest in their room. As they were about to leave, Merwan suddenly began singing 

a song in Persian with deep fervor. His singing was so beautiful that it captivated their 

attention and they forgot about their intended naps. The sweetness of Merwan’s voice 

brought other guests out of their rooms. Everyone enjoyed Merwan’s singing so much that 

they requested that he sing another and another, and he continued singing ghazal after 

ghazal. Some were commonly known, while others were his own compositions, composed 

extemporaneously. 

An elderly gentleman was so affected that he complimented Merwan as he patted 

him on the back, “The glow on your face while you sang, and the ghazals you yourself 

composed to the glory of God, lead me to believe that someday you will be a great man 

whose name will be known throughout the world.” 

The audience applauded in agreement, but Merwan appeared shy and kept his eyes 

lowered. This was not the first occasion Merwan had caught the attention of the other hotel 

guests. At the fire-temple or at the hotel, people could not resist looking at him. The glow 

on his face was so bright and so magnetic that all noticed him and wondered who he was. 

The days at Udwada were pleasant, and each of the young men enjoyed himself to 

his heart’s content. The boys played music together, and sang and danced.  

 
94 The flames in fire-temples all over India are segments of this original fire brought to Udwada.  



From Udwada, the group traveled by train to Navsari, Surat, and Broach along the 

western coast, staying for two days in each town. In Navsari (and elsewhere) they stayed 

at the Parsi dharamshala (rest house) and paid their respects at the fire-temple. 

In spite of Merwan’s prohibition, Baily soon entreated Merwan to allow him to 

have some whiskey. Merwan refused to compromise, despite several requests by Baily. 

Thereupon, Baily became fed up and threatened to leave for Poona, requesting that Merwan 

give him the return fare. Merwan was disgusted with his friend’s behavior and decided that 

all should return home immediately. 

The whole group, accordingly, returned to Bombay, where they stayed at a Parsi 

rest house called Panday’s Dharamshala. In the afternoon Baily found Merwan outside 

sitting statue-like on a bench — without the slightest movement of either his limbs or 

eyelids. Baily was amazed by Merwan’s peculiar appearance and called Khodu and 

Lattoos. Lattoos made a light remark about it, but Khodu went up to Merwan and said 

something to try to make him snap out of it. When his words had no effect, Khodu gently 

touched Merwan, who was startled and appeared to awaken as if from a deep trance. Soon 

after Khodu brought Merwan out of his strange state, Merwan wanted to have a contest. 

Each fellow had to stare into the other’s eyes, and the first to look away was the loser. 

Although each one looked into Merwan’s eyes, no one could defeat him. 

At this time, Merwan’s friends had no idea that he was God-conscious, absorbed 

in a divine state of Aham Brahmasmi. Baily was particularly perplexed, for it was the first 

time he had ever seen his lifelong friend totally oblivious to everything around him. 

Jamshed commented that he was well aware of his brother’s peculiar behavior, since they 

had stayed together in Bombay in one room for over three months. After this, however, 

Baily often observed Merwan sitting as motionless as a mannequin for hours, either staring 

intently at the light of a kerosene lamp or into the rays of the sun itself. Although he could, 

at times, function in the world, making arrangements, traveling and talking with friends, 

Merwan had not yet returned to gross consciousness.  

In Bombay, Baily apologized for his earlier rudeness and requested that Merwan 

arrange another outing so their trip could continue. The others supported Baily, and 

Merwan decided to visit the Gharapuri Caves on Elephanta Island, three miles across from 

Bombay port in the Arabian Sea. They hired a boat to take them there and had an enjoyable 

day picnicking among the Hindu temples. 

They rambled together throughout the city of Bombay for two days more, going to 

plays, a silent film, and restaurants. One night returning from the theater at 3:00 A.M., 

everyone was tired and anxious to go to sleep — except for Merwan, who asked Khodu to 

sing a song. 

Khodu launched into the first line in a loud melodious voice: “I will be your slave 

if you pack up your bedding from the world [meaning to renounce the material world].” 

Khodu had hardly finished the first line when Merwan sat up in his bed and 

quipped, “Brother, leave aside packing your bedding from the world − we'll all have to 

pack up from here if you continue warbling like that!” 

Merwan’s humorous remark was true. Other hotel lodgers had been disturbed by 

Khodu’s outburst and had gone to the manager, rousing him from his sleep. The man came 



to their room to scold the group, but, by the time he arrived, they were all in bed pretending 

to be snoring, so there was nothing he could do about the ruckus. 

The next day Baily had an argument with Khodu, again over hard liquor. Merwan 

had allowed Baily (and any others who wished) to have a few drinks, but Khodu did not 

think he should be given any special treatment. Baily became angry with the whole group 

and was so mad that, in a fit of temper, he left on a train to Poona. The following morning, 

much to Baily’s surprise Jamshed appeared at Baily’s house. Jamshed explained that after 

Baily left, Merwan had decided to return to Poona also and had sent him to bring Baily to 

him. Although Baily’s hot temper had been responsible for the abrupt end to the trip, 

Merwan had such a loving nature that he had sent for Baily in order to forgive him so there 

would be no bitter feelings. Baily was touched by Merwan’s loving consideration. 

 

Behramji, one of the friends who had accompanied the group to Udwada and 

beyond, had suffered from severely defective eyesight. Seven years earlier, his maternal 

uncle, Aspandiar Rustom Irani, had brought him for medical treatment, to Poona, where he 

had been cured. 

Behramji was introduced to Merwan by Khodu in 1914. He felt drawn to Merwan 

and became a regular visitor at Merwan’s house. Behramji was 22 years old then but was 

still illiterate. However, he had a sharp mind and was successful in the liquor business. To 

the delight of Merwan’s parents, (who thought he was returning to his normal self), in 

December of 1914, Merwan started teaching Behramji to read and write in Persian. 

Seeing her son engaging in social activities and appearing normal, Memo would 

urge him, “Merog, get a good job ... I know you have been upset about something all these 

months, but if you engage in a steady job or profession, you will become your old self 

again.” 

Merwan would not agree, so Memo rented a room for him and suggested he offer 

his tutoring services to other Irani lads like Behramji who might also be interested in 

learning Persian. But this, too, Merwan refused to do. Memo then threatened to stop 

Behramji from visiting the house. Indifferently, Merwan consented, “All right. Do it if you 

like.” 

At his lack of concern, Memo could only throw up her hands in exasperation, 

wondering what had happened to the son she always referred to unabashedly as her “most 

beautiful child!” 

Merwan instructed Behramji to come to his room every day to be tutored in Persian 

and nothing made Behramji happier than these daily visits. Behramji would not even let 

his business affairs interfere. Due entirely to Merwan’s efforts, within four months, 

Behramji went from being completely illiterate to reading the poetry of Hafiz. 

Gradually, Merwan also began conversing with Behramji about God, the inner 

path, the need for a guru and other spiritual issues. Behramji was deeply interested and 

respected Merwan’s views about spiritual matters. The two became close, and would leave 

Poona together, visiting different places for several days at a time without informing 

anyone. On their return, when asked where they had been, Merwan would reply, “On a 

pilgrimage in search of saints." 



In April 1915, Merwan told Behramji, “I am going away on a long and arduous 

journey. I may not be back for a long time. I have decided to lead a life of fakiri 

[renunciation and ascetic austerities]. You may not hear from me for a long time, but if I 

should write you to come to me, you should immediately join me wherever I am.” 

Behramji was taken aback, because he wished to accompany Merwan wherever he 

was going. Disappointed, but influenced by what Merwan had revealed to him about 

spirituality, Behramji promised. 

That same night, Merwan boarded a train. He had bought a ticket to Raichur in the 

south of India, but the echo of the Song — the divine voice within — compelled him to get 

off the train at the remote village of Kedgaon, just 30 miles from Poona. There he inquired 

as to the whereabouts of Narayan Maharaj’s ashram and walked the seven miles from the 

railway station to the Sadguru’s headquarters. 

Merwan crossed a small stream and entered the grounds through a large gate, 

passing by the temple dedicated to Dattatrey. He inquired, “Where is Narayan Maharaj?” 

“He is at his palace,” a caretaker replied. “Darshan is being held. Go! Narayan is 

giving his blessings.” 

A large crowd was in the palace and Narayan Maharaj, wearing a gold crown, was 

seated on his gaadi (lounge seat). Upon seeing Merwan, Narayan immediately stopped the 

darshan and had his devotees disperse. He came down from his seat and, taking Merwan 

by the hand, gently led him up a few steps and motioned for him to sit upon his gaadi. 

Narayan removed a flower garland from his own shoulders, placed it around Merwan’s 

neck, and called for mango juice, which was given to Merwan to drink. Merwan and 

Narayan then talked together for a while (although what they conversed about is not 

known). 

Narayan Maharaj then granted Merwan permission to leave. Merwan walked back 

to the station and, finding a train about to leave, boarded it and was back in Poona in less 

than 24 hours. Upon seeing him, Behramji was surprised, for he had not expected to see 

his friend again for several months. 

Age observed Narayan Maharaj’s deep love for Merwan, but it wondered, “Other 

Sadgurus had to pass through the fires of hell to gain consciousness of the divine state; the 

realization of God reduced them to ashes within and without! Yet Merwan does not seem 

to be suffering the same way. Is it because he himself is Beloved God?” 

The five Perfect Masters had drawn a veil over Merwan for nineteen years to hide 

his divine identity and to protect him until the time was right. Then Babajan had lifted the 

veil. Unlike with other advanced souls, it was not the veil of ignorance that covered 

Merwan’s sight, but only a momentary, vidnyani veil concealing his true glory!95 Thus, 

 

95 This veil is comprised of vidnyani sanskaras that, by substance or nature, do not bind. Circle 

members of the Avatar and Perfect Masters also have such vidnyani sanskaras, but their sanskaras 

are different in function. The Avatar’s vidnyani sanskaras are there for forming an individual 

human identity and as protection so he may grow and develop into a mature man. The vidnyani 



Age knew that Merwan was the one whom he had been longing to see − the Beloved for 

whom humanity had been waiting for hundreds of years. 

Through his contact with Narayan Maharaj, Merwan was now beginning to feel 

the glory of his Godhood. He was still dazzled by the glorious light and bliss, but now his 

own light and bliss would begin to dazzle others. 

Following his contact with Narayan Maharaj, after some days in Poona Merwan 

told Behramji, Lattoos, and Baily, “Come with me. I am going to meet certain very great 

saints. They are all holy men who belong to God.” Merwan, with his three close friends, 

went to Bombay first. There they met a man called Tipu Baba who was a God-intoxicated 

mast of a high order (the sixth plane) and was the spiritual chargeman of Bombay.96 

After taking Tipu Baba’s darshan, Merwan and his companions left Bombay the 

same night for Aurangabad — famous for the Ellora Caves and the tombs of many saints. 

There they met a majzoob of the seventh plane named Bane Miyan Baba, who was 

considered a great saint by the local people and who had a close connection with Sai Baba 

of Shirdi. It was Sai Baba who had given God-realization to Bane Miyan Baba and 

stationed him in Aurangabad. 

Merwan sent Lattoos and Baily back to Poona and then took a train to Nagpur with 

Behramji (via a circuitous route) to meet the third Perfect Master of the age — Tajuddin 

Baba. At Nagpur, they inquired of Tajuddin Baba’s whereabouts and were informed that 

they should take a tonga to the town of Vaki Shariff, some ten miles away, where they 

would find Tajuddin. 

Accordingly, seated in a horse-drawn tonga, they rode to meet Tajuddin Baba — 

the most renowned living saint in Central India. There was a large gathering of devotees 

around the Sadguru, and all were concerned, as Tajuddin was in an ill-tempered, fiery 

mood. He had been venting his fury on those around him, abusing everyone who came for 

his darshan that day. When they had arrived at Tajuddin’s ashram, Merwan and Behramji 

were informed that "this is not a good day to see Tajuddin — the Master is in a foul mood. 

If you enter, be prepared to be rebuked.” 

Merwan looked at the person and then smiled knowingly. “He is waiting for me,” 

Merwan stated. “Tajuddin has been waiting for me to arrive.” Merwan and Behramji 

walked through the grounds to where Tajuddin Baba was seated. Tajuddin, a balding, grey-

haired man, was dressed simply. Merwan took the lead as they approached the Qutub, who 

was seated with a few flowers in his lap. 

To everyone’s surprise, Tajuddin Baba became silent, stood up and started walking 

toward Merwan. Their eyes met and their gaze locked. Who knows what divine inner 

 
sanskaras of circle members (mandali) have to do with the Perfect Masters’ or the Avatar’s 

Universal work. 

96 Tipu Baba had inherited his spiritual charge from Baba Abdur (or Abdul) Rehman who was a 

Mohammedan Perfect Master in Bombay before Merwan was born, and who dropped his body circa 

27 December 1916. His tomb is located in Dongri, Bombay. 

 



messages were exchanged? Tajuddin presented Merwan with the flowers and rubbed his 

head affectionately, as a father would his son. No words were spoken. There are no words 

to the Divine Song. The Singer tells the story in the language of song which only he and 

those who have heard it can understand. This silent conversation between Merwan and 

Tajuddin Baba was of such awesome depth that Age’s heart was overpowered. Age knew 

that it was witnessing a meeting between the Ocean and the Sky! 

Tajuddin seemed overcome with happiness as he gazed upon Merwan. Silently, in 

the stillness of the crowd, Merwan and Behramji slipped away, went straight back to the 

train station, and boarded the first train back to Poona. None knew what had happened 

between Tajuddin and the young Irani from Poona. Merwan had received his crown! 

Upon returning to Poona, Merwan resumed a close association with another of his 

childhood friends, Khodu, with whom he had attended Poona Camp School. Khodu was 

then 25, a few years older than Merwan. He was not a particularly clever fellow, but he 

was a strong man with a powerful physique. Although Khodu was unaware of Merwan’s 

spiritual state, he loved him, and considered Merwan to be his only real friend in the world. 

Khodu affectionately referred to Merwan as his langoti dost (diaper buddy) — meaning a 

childhood pal or chum. Khodu always acted in an informal manner whenever he was with 

Merwan and, naturally, Merwan did the same. 

Once Merwan went to visit Khodu, but he was not at home. Khodu’s wife Naja 

asked Merwan to wait and he requested some food. Naja served Merwan a meal, which he 

ate ravenously. After eating, he was about to leave when Khodu arrived, and seeing his 

friend, grabbed him in a welcoming bear hug. 

Merwan warned him, “Khodu, don’t hold me like this. I am no longer that 

Merwan!” 

Thinking he was joking, Khodu retorted, “If you are not that Merwan, then who 

the hell are you? I will see who this Merwan is!” Being much taller and stronger than 

Merwan (who was very slender), Khodu thought he would easily overpower his friend and 

hurl him to the floor. But the result was not what he expected and proved to be one of the 

greatest lessons of his life. 

Khodu lunged for Merwan’s arm, but Merwan stretched out his hand to prevent 

him, and, with a slight shove, sent Khodu reeling back, knocking him to the floor. Khodu 

was both shocked and amazed by Merwan’s strength. Merwan was not angry, and good-

naturedly helped Khodu to his feet. Both sat down and started talking. Khodu immediately 

realized that Merwan was no longer an ordinary man, and he began to look upon him with 

renewed and greater respect. 

“When I looked into Merwan’s eyes,” Khodu said later, “I knew I had lost a friend 

− but I had found a saint!” 

After this incident, Khodu and Merwan started seeing each other more regularly. 

Merwan told Khodu about Babajan, and Khodu was deeply impressed, accompanying 

Merwan whenever he went to see her. Hour upon hour, they would sit by Babajan’s side, 

late into the night, returning to Khodu’s house as late as four o’clock in the morning. Often 

they would discuss the significance of the qawaali singing they had heard that night at 

Babajan’s. 



After a few months, Babajan began repeating to Merwan, “My son, the treasure 

which you seek and the key to that treasure are not with me. I cannot give it to you. The 

treasure is yours — it is for you alone — there is no doubt about that! But, you must have 

the key!” 

Babajan would always speak about this in a cryptic fashion. Then, late one night, 

she spoke in a very clear manner, “The treasure is yours to have now; the key is there. Go 

to Shirdi. There is a Sai [a holy one] there. Go see the Sai. See if he will give you the key.” 

One day Merwan told Khodu, “For the past several months, I have had a terrible 

pain in my stomach and it won’t go away. I don’t know what to do about it.” 

Khodu had heard of the miracles surrounding Sai Baba and, remembering what 

Babajan had recently told Merwan, said, “My friend, if you come with me to Sai Baba, 

perhaps your pain will disappear. I have heard that he has cured every type of affliction; 

miracles are an everyday occurrence at Shirdi. Let’s go meet this holy man.” 

Merwan agreed. Although neither Merwan nor Khodadad knew where Shirdi was, 

Merwan was insistent they find it. They departed. When they reached the village of Shirdi, 

they encountered a roadblock of stick-wielding villagers, who informed them that Sai Baba 

was in a foul temper and had stopped giving darshan. 

"We have come to see Sai Baba,” said Khodu. “Let us pass.” 

“You cannot see Sai Baba,” the villagers informed them. “No one can see him. He 

has given instructions that no one should come for his darshan today. Go back from where 

you came.” 

Khodu pleaded, “We have come all the way from Poona. We must meet Sai Baba. 

Please understand.” 

The villagers refused to listen to Khodu’s pleas, saying, “We must obey our 

Master’s instructions. We cannot allow anyone to pass.” 

Khodu turned to Merwan and said, “It looks like we will have to go back.” 

But Merwan preferred to wait and sat down under a tree. “You can go back, if you 

like,” he told Khodu, “but I have come to see the Sai and I will.” They spent the night under 

the tree in spite of the warnings of the villagers. It was wintertime and Khodu shivered in 

the bitter cold. 

The next morning, they awakened and had hot tea at a nearby vendor, but there 

was no word from Sai Baba, and the villagers still refused to let them pass. In the afternoon, 

word came. “Sai Baba is calling you two to his mosque,” the villagers said. “But he is still 

in a bad mood,” they warned. “Be careful.” 

Sai Baba was then 77 years old. Dressed in a white kafni, he had a white beard and 

a head of snow-white hair. He was seated in his mosque (Dwarkamai Masjid) and, pointing 

to Khodu, said, “I want to see that fellow only.” 

Khodu nervously walked up and bowed at Sai Baba’s feet, and, when he did, the 

old fakir slapped him on the back so hard that it knocked the breath out of him. Khodu was 

startled, and then Sai Baba inquired, “Who is your friend? What does he want?” 

“His name is Merwan ... Merwan Sheriar Irani. He is very devout and eagerly 

desires your darshan, holy one. Hazrat Babajan of Poona has told us about you.” 



"No, I won’t allow him to come!” Sai Baba said. 

Looking at Khodu, he continued, “Give me all your money!” Khodu did and then 

Sai Baba told him to leave. 

Khodu left and reported to Merwan, who shook his head and said, “Let us just wait. 

I must see him and I will.” 

Later, Sai Baba was on his way to lendi (answering the call of nature) in a field, 

followed by a large procession which included a band playing music. The atmosphere was 

joyful though at the same time solemn with reverence. Contrary to what Khodu had said, 

Sai Baba now appeared to be in a very good mood. As Sai Baba was about to pass them, 

Merwan prostrated himself on the ground in front of Sai Baba’s feet in sashtang namaskar. 

Seeing Merwan lying before him on the ground, Sai Baba, in a deep voice as if 

rising from the depths of the ocean, uttered one majestic word: "PARVARDIGAR!” 

The ways of the Sadguru are wonderful indeed, but, to the ignorant, they are always 

unintelligible. Sai Baba’s holy word bestowed infinite power upon Merwan; the moment 

Sai Baba spoke, Merwan became all-powerful. 

Age observed, “When Khodu and Merwan had arrived in Shirdi, the air was still. 

There was no movement in the trees; the sky was gray and the atmosphere was solemn. 

But when Sai Baba proclaimed ‘Parvardigar,’ a warm breeze arose and sunlight broke 

through the clouds. The branches of the trees began swaying, as if dancing in the presence 

of Almighty God and His reflection. Everything in nature and in the universe seemed in 

sudden harmony, as if affirming, ‘Merwan is God!’ ” 

Those who surrounded Sai Baba were astonished at the sudden change in his mood. 

When the lendi procession had started, the Master had been severe; now he was luminous, 

beaming as if the sun had descended, taken form, and stood smiling before him. No one 

except Sai Baba and Merwan knew the reason why; the message Sai Baba delivered, 

Merwan alone could understand. 

After Merwan had risen, he and Khodu slowly walked away. As the proclamation 

of “Parvardigar!” fell twice more from Sai Baba’s lips, Age bowed to Merwan — the 

Ancient One. But Age is ever powerless to sing the praises of Parvardigar unless enabled 

by him to do so. Age had to wait some years more to reveal Merwan’s divine presence 

among humanity. 

Merwan felt drawn to visit an old Hindu temple on the outskirts of the village, 

where they were informed Sai Baba’s chief disciple was staying. It was the Khandoba 

Temple where Upasni Maharaj lived. Upasni was seated on its steps, naked and virtually 

as thin as a skeleton. As Merwan approached, Upasni picked up a stone, stood up, and 

threw it with all his strength at Merwan, striking him on the forehead exactly on the spot 

where Babajan had kissed him. The force of that holy blow was so strong it drew blood 

and left a permanent scar on Merwan’s forehead. 

What sort of strange reception was this? The world would wonder. He whom Sai 

Baba addressed as Parvardigar, had been struck with a rock by Upasni! Yet what is there 

to be surprised at? Just look at Merwan. With the impact of the blow, his eyes have begun 

to show more gross consciousness of the world. 



Merwan had been divinely absorbed in his own Godhood and had very little normal 

consciousness of the world around him since Babajan had kissed him nearly two years 

before. With the wound from this stone thrown by Upasni Maharaj, Merwan’s worldly 

consciousness was to gradually increase and eventually return completely — though the 

process was to take nearly seven years. 

Age noted saliently, “Stone, the grossest form of worldly manifestation, became 

the medium to bring the God-Man back to gross consciousness.” 

After being struck by the stone, Merwan — instead of running away in fright — 

walked closer to Upasni Maharaj. Upasni took Merwan alone inside his temple inhabited 

by snakes and scorpions, while Khodu stood some distance away startled by what he had 

witnessed. Khodu could not understand why this was happening. He had been bewildered 

by Sai Baba’s words and now this naked yogi had hit Merwan with a stone. Merwan and 

Upasni were together inside the temple, but Khodu dared not go near it or interrupt them. 

He could do nothing but wait. 

Khodu was particularly concerned about what Memo would say if something 

happened to Merwan. He was worried that she was going to blame him for taking Merwan 

to visit Sai Baba. Now Merwan was wounded and bleeding and, if he were seriously hurt, 

Khodu knew he would have to face Memo’s temper. As hour after hour passed and Merwan 

did not emerge from the temple, Khodu became more and more worried and frightened 

about his friend. Night came and, shivering in the bitter cold, Khodu waited near the 

temple. “Is Merwan hurt?” he wondered. “Has his wound stopped bleeding? What is 

happening in there?” 

Age tried to reassure him: “O Khodu, don’t use your intellect. Later, you will 

understand it. Your langoti dost has now become your Father, and you will have to stay 

with him and surrender everything at his feet! Merwan has now contacted all five Perfect 

Masters — and he himself is God. But we are impatient for him to begin his mission and 

reveal his coming to the world!” 

Another day and night passed and Khodu grew increasingly anxious. Finally, after 

two days and nights, Merwan came out of the temple in the morning with Upasni at his 

side. Khodu was greatly relieved to see that Merwan was seemingly well, though he did 

not know how he was going to explain the deep wound on Merwan’s forehead to Memo. 

Upasni said to Khodu, “Take care of your friend. Make certain you see that he gets 

back to Poona safely.” 

Khodu had given all his money to Sai Baba and was relieved to find that Merwan 

had some. When they reached Poona, Khodu took Merwan to his house and had his wound 

cleaned and bandaged. Then Khodu took Merwan to Bhopla House, and made some excuse 

to Memo about Merwan falling and injuring his head. Memo accepted the story that 

Merwan had hurt his head by accident. However, after some months, she blamed Khodu 

for Merwan’s involvement with Upasni Maharaj and would not tolerate Khodu’s presence 

in her house. 

 

Settled back in Poona, Merwan continued his regular visits to Babajan, staying by 

her side for at least two or three hours every night. Although Babajan had a mysterious, 



indirect way of speaking — making cryptic remarks that were confusing to a listener — 

she would talk to Merwan in a normal manner, and once even told him in detail about her 

early life in Baluchistan. 

It was also rare for Babajan to allow anyone to touch her person — even to bow at 

her feet or kiss her hand — yet she would tell Merwan to scratch or massage her back 

during the hours he was with her. When she would mutter, “Enough,” he would stop and 

depart for home around midnight. By that time, Merwan’s fingers were so cramped it 

would be difficult for him to straighten them. 

Merwan would lie in bed, but his eyes would remain wide open; he still was not 

sleeping. By four o’clock in the morning, he would be up, walking about the house. As 

dawn rose over the city of Poona, he would start melodiously singing the Zoroastrian 

monajats — as he had done throughout his childhood. 

As Merwan was coming down to regain his human consciousness, he started eating 

twice a day, and took either tea or coffee in the morning. The quantity of food he consumed, 

however, was still insufficient to sustain a normal man. Naturally, his mother was quite 

happy that he had started eating something regularly, though she was concerned about his 

weight. 

Once a month, Merwan would travel to Shirdi to meet Sai Baba for a few moments, 

and then stay with Upasni Maharaj at the Khandoba Temple for a few days. At times he 

would have Behramji accompany him; at other times Khodu would join him.97 However, 

he always stayed alone with Upasni in the temple. 

During Merwan’s visits, Upasni Maharaj revealed in detail to him about 

Zoroaster’s life, the mission, and divinity of the Persian Prophet. According to the 

teachings of the Zoroastrian priests, Zoroaster was one of many “messengers” of God. 

Upasni explained that the Zoroastrian rites and ceremonies had little to do with Zoroaster’s 

true mission. From the esoteric knowledge passed down by Upasni, Merwan now accepted 

Zoroaster to be the Avatar — the Incarnation of God himself in human form. 

In this respect, Merwan would later repeat this couplet from Kabir: 

Both guru and Govind [God] stand before you; to whom should you bow? 

Bow to the guru’s grace which has shown you Govind! 

Naturally, when Merwan tried to convey these spiritual truths to his Parsi and Irani 

friends, relatives, and neighbors, they were taken aback and disturbed by these esoteric 

conceptions of the founder of their religion. The local Zoroastrian priests were particularly 

disturbed by Merwan’s declarations. 

Although Merwan was beginning to regain a slight semblance of his normal human 

consciousness, he was able to recognize only his immediate surroundings. The power of 

the Song within motivated him. By the Divine Will, he moved through life like an 

automaton, though to strangers he appeared and acted reasonably normal. 

Finding Merwan more like his old self, Memo pressed him again to find a job. 

Merwan did not like the idea; however, against his wishes and because of her pressure, he 

accepted a clerical position with a well-established brick contractor in Poona. One day 

 
97 Jamshed also accompanied Merwan to Shirdi once. 



Merwan was seated beside the driver in his employer’s automobile. The driver accidentally 

struck an old woman crossing the street. The contractor, who was seated in the back, told 

the driver to proceed and not to stop. Since a number of persons recognized the car, the 

contractor was soon arrested and summoned to court the next day. Merwan was also 

summoned. 

Waiting in the court room, the contractor told Merwan, “When it comes your turn 

to testify, deny the incident, and claim we were driving elsewhere at the time.” 

Merwan replied, “I cannot do that. It would be a lie.” When he took the stand, he 

told the truth. 

The contractor was worried, but the judge ruled that it had not been solely the 

driver’s fault but fined the contractor a sum of Rs.200 for not reporting the accident. After 

a few days, Merwan was told by the owner to prepare false invoices, which he refused to 

do. He became upset at the man’s dishonesty, tore up the papers and informed his employer, 

“I cannot work for you anymore!” Thus ended his short employment with the brick 

contractor, and his mother could not object. 

For a time, Merwan began teaching English to a young Zoroastrian priest named 

Mobed Saheb at the Khorshed Wadi fire-temple. They would sit together from two to four 

o’clock in the afternoon and often engage in discussions about religious matters. At first 

Merwan refused to accept any payment, but the priest insisted. Within a few months, the 

priest was able to read and write basic English.  

After some time, wishing only the best for him, Memo pressed Merwan again to 

find another job, and he was accepted as a schoolteacher at Nargol Village in Gujarat. He 

was hired to teach two subjects, English and Persian, to secondary (high) school students. 

His salary was Rs.200 per month and he would send half of it home to his mother. But this 

teaching job lasted for only a few months. 

Baily described Merwan’s time there as follows: 

For whatever short period he was there, Merwan taught his students with great love and care, and won 

the hearts of all. No one could match his method of teaching, keeping the students engrossed and 

engaged, and he was highly praised by all for his dedication to the job. During and after school hours, 

[as was customary] he would always be addressed by the students as “Sir.” His cleverness, joyous 

nature and ever-smiling happy countenance captured the minds and hearts of everyone. He was not 

only a favorite of the students but of the other teachers and staff, as well. He would also take an 

active part in all games and sports, and would never miss an opportunity to talk on spiritual matters. 

He would offer advice, gather people in a corner and talk about God in a friendly amiable manner. 

Similarly, he would recite his poems or Urdu couplets and regale the students.  

While leaving Nargol, a large crowd of students came to the railway station and offered him garlands 

and bouquets [in farewell]. Even after he ceased to be their teacher, for a very long time the students 

continued to remain in touch with him through letters, and requested him again and again to return. 98 

Upon Merwan’s return to Poona, Memo again tried to find some steady 

employment for her son. She told Bobo that the sooner Merwan became involved with a 

 
98 It was during this period of Merwan’s teaching job at Nargol Village that he originated the 

Divine Theme chart which was explained and published 27 years later at a gathering in Meherabad 

in 1943. Refer to Meher Baba, God Speaks (Dodd Mead, 1955), pp. 241–243, for a full description 

of the chart. 



steady job, the better he would feel and the sooner his “mental distress” would be 

alleviated. His mother would not leave him alone or give him a moment’s relief about 

getting a job. This went on every day, and her pestering was a constant irritation to Merwan. 

Whenever Merwan would go to Shirdi to visit Upasni Maharaj, he would not tell 

his mother or there would be a quarrel between them. He would confide in his maternal 

aunt Pila Masi, who loved him immensely. 

When Merwan was a teenager, Memo had a baby (Adi) to look after and she did 

not like it if Merwan brought a lot of friends to the house. Pila Masi, on the other hand, 

loved to have Merwan bring his companions to her home, and they would come and gather 

on the carpet, play cards or draughts, and narrate stories about Hindu and Muslim Perfect 

Masters, saints, and miracles until late in the evening. Pila Masi and her husband Masaji 

had a large compound around their house where Merwan and his friends often played 

cricket. (It was here where Merwan and his friends had rehearsed their plays, also.) If 

Merwan missed coming to her house for even one day, Pila Masi would become worried. 

“Why hasn’t Merwan come today?” she would wonder. “Something must be wrong.” 

Therefore, whenever Merwan would leave Poona for Shirdi, he would inform his aunt 

where he was going, telling her not to worry and adding that he would see her as soon as 

he returned. Consequently, only Pila Masi would know of Merwan’s whereabouts when he 

was not in Poona. When he would return from Shirdi, he would bring prasad for her from 

Upasni Maharaj. 

One time, Merwan told his mother he was going to Bombay to visit Jamshed; 

instead he took a bus to Shirdi and stayed with Upasni Maharaj. Memo became suspicious 

and pestered her sister to tell her where Merwan had really gone, but Pila Masi feigned 

ignorance. As mentioned, Jal, Merwan’s younger brother, acted as a spy for their mother. 

When Merwan and Jal were boys, Jal would dutifully report in detail to Memo whatever 

went on at Pila Masi’s house. On this occasion, Jal had heard Merwan tell Pila Masi of his 

plans to go to Shirdi. It was because of Jal that Memo knew fully well that Merwan was 

not in Bombay. Memo was upset with her sister for not telling her where Merwan had gone, 

and she was also upset with Merwan for deceiving her. 

Upon his return, she scolded Merwan, “I am telling you for the hundredth time — 

get a job and keep it! Start thinking of your future! Start thinking about earning a 

livelihood! Start thinking about getting married! ... Stop wasting your life going here and 

there to saints and holy men! Do you understand me? Do you understand what I am trying 

to tell you?” 

At this time, the First World War was in full force and Merwan was so annoyed 

by his mother’s constant badgering that he told her, “All right, Memo. I have decided to 

join the army! I am going to fight in the war!” 

Hearing this, Memo became terribly anxious and said, “Oh no you are not! You're 

not going to war! You will stay home here in Poona!” For some days, this ploy worked and 

Merwan was left in peace. 



Pila Masi and Masaji had two children: one son named Aspandiar (later nicknamed 

Pendu) and a daughter, Naja.99 The entire family became devoted to Merwan, not because 

he was their relative, but because of his alluring, dynamic personality. 

Merwan’s singing voice, as mentioned, was superb. His sweet songs delighted his 

family and neighbors, who would look forward to hearing him early each morning. 

Merwan’s voice had a special quality — it was full of feeling — he sang with all his heart. 

Whoever heard him felt the meaning of the words of the prayers; his voice stirred their 

spirits, urging them to love God. 

Baily wrote: “Merwan’s voice carried like waves rising out of the ocean, and all 

things would merge with its sound.” 

When Pila Masi and her family were living nearby, Aspandiar also recalled, “In 

my childhood, Baba used to sing Persian poems in praise of God very loudly at the crack 

of dawn. Every morning at 5:00 A.M., I remember hearing his voice as I was sleeping in 

my bed. None in the neighborhood would complain about it disturbing their sleep, because 

they liked the song and his voice. They would say, ‘Ah, Merwan is singing.’ ” 

Pila Masi had asked her nephew Merwan to teach her children the Zoroastrian 

prayers and how to tie the sacred kusti around their waist each morning, which he did.100 

Aspandiar and Naja loved Cousin Merwan so deeply that once, as a boy, Aspandiar thought 

wistfully: “How wonderful it would be if Merwan were Zoroaster. Merwan is so loving 

like him. He sings such beautiful prayers and his nature is so kind. I wish he were 

Zoroaster.” 

Memo and Pila’s brother, Merwan’s maternal uncle Rustom Mama, was a big, 

strapping fellow. He was working in theater, and he and his wife Piroja Mami had relocated 

to Calcutta, where there was an active Parsi theater scene. The couple was childless and, 

during 1916, Memo sent Merwan to stay with his aunt and uncle for a change of scenery 

and to improve his disposition. Unfortunately Merwan was not at ease in Calcutta and felt 

uncomfortable away from his friends. One day, however, a prominent theatrical associate 

of Rustom Mama’s named Cavas P. Khatao, 59, met Merwan and felt extremely drawn to 

him. Khatao was an actor and the owner-director of the Alfred Theatrical Company, which 

had shifted its base of operations from Bombay to Calcutta some years previous. The 

company also regularly toured the north of India giving dramatic performances.  

Mr. Khatao invited Merwan to stay at his home, but Merwan refused. Cavas 

offered Merwan a job with the company. 

Merwan politely told Mr. Khatao, “Sir, I am not looking for a job.” 

“I will treat you like a son,” Cavas replied. “Whatever conditions and wages you 

want I will meet. Don’t refuse me.” 

 
99 Two other children, Mehera and Gustad, had died. 

100 A kusti is a thick thread that Zoroastrians wrap and knot in a certain manner around their waist. 

It is sacred in their religion because it symbolically represents tying oneself to God. (Its deeper 

meaning probably has to do with the winding and unwinding of sanskaras.) 



Merwan answered, “Please don’t press me any further about this.” Nevertheless, 

Cavas persisted.  

After staying three months in Calcutta, Merwan returned to Poona. Meanwhile, 

Rustom Mama had written his sister Memo about Mr. Khatao’s interest in Merwan and the 

job he had offered that Merwan had refused. Consequently, when Merwan arrived home, 

he was met with a renewed onslaught of lectures from his mother about his future. Memo 

was convinced that her son was wasting his life. At her insistence, Merwan had no choice 

but to write Mr. Khatao and accept the position with his theatrical company.  

Merwan soon went back to Calcutta. His first assignment was as tour manager, to 

travel with the actors to Lahore in northern India (now Pakistan), where they would be 

staging a Hindi play, Ramayan. Merwan could not forget his friends in Poona, however, 

especially Behramji with whom he would frequently correspond. In one such letter he 

wrote: 

Dear Behramji, 

Circumstances compel me to do things which I do not like to do. I am obliged to eat all sorts of things 

that I have no taste for and keep myself dressed in clothes I have no desire to wear. 

O God! What entanglements! What sort of bondage is this! 

Strangely enough though, within a few months after Merwan mailed this letter, 

Cavas Khatao died in Lahore on 16 August 1916, during an operation for kidney stones, 

and the company was temporarily disbanded. Merwan happily returned to Poona, and, this 

time, his mother could not reprimand him for either quitting or being fired. 101 

 

From the initial meetings with Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj in 1915, Merwan 

started a grim habit which was to last the entire seven years of his coming down to normal 

consciousness. Every day Merwan would regularly strike his forehead on the stone floor 

of his room for hours. Some days in the afternoon, between one and five o’clock, he would 

go to the Golibar area of Poona or to the isolated Pataleshwar Cave Temple. At the Tower 

of Silence, sitting under a tree, he would continue this gruesome ritual — knocking his 

forehead on a rock or against a stone wall. He was not merely tapping his head on the stone 

surface, but pounding and pounding his brow upon it with full force — always inflicting a 

bloody wound. 

After knocking his head hour after hour against stone, Merwan would collapse. He 

would then wipe the blood off his face and clean himself, and tie a large kerchief or hand-

towel around his forehead to serve as a bandage and a makeshift turban, thus concealing 

the wound from his family when he returned home. 

 
101 Rustom Mama and Piroja Mami later moved from Calcutta to Bombay, where Rustom became 

an actor in the Parsi Theatrical Company (and was known as Rustom D. Poonawala). He also 

worked as an assistant director for the Imperial Film Company.  



The local neighbors, and his relatives in particular, thought that, by tying a kerchief 

around his head, Merwan was complying with some new fashion trend. Little did they 

know the real reason for wearing the kerchief. Only Merwan’s closest friends knew how 

he spent his mornings and afternoons, but they did not reveal this to Merwan’s family, 

though they themselves did not understand his strange behavior. 

While in Lahore with the Alfred Theatrical Company, Merwan had also pursued 

this painful self-inflicted practice He would manage the company and its performances 

until late in the night. During the day, when the rest of the group was sleeping, he would 

rise early and quietly slip away to a deserted place, where he would bang his forehead 

against a flagstone for hours. 

To come down from the highest spiritual state of God-consciousness — “I Am 

God” — to the normal human consciousness — “I am a man” — entails unimaginable 

suffering. This striking of his forehead was somehow a comfort to Merwan during the 

extreme anguish of his descent from the God state to normal or worldly consciousness. 

Merwan himself later described these days of seeming agony: 

This constant hammering of my head was the only thing that gave me some relief during my real 

suffering of coming down — which I have repeatedly said is indescribable. The relief I felt by 

banging my forehead on the stones can be compared to that which a strong cup of tea gives an 

ordinary man. 

In actuality, the pain of regaining normal human consciousness was so great that 

only this physical suffering of striking his head methodically could ease it to some extent. 

Soon after Merwan returned to Poona from Lahore, his father fell ill and had to be 

hospitalized in Bombay for surgery. Merwan felt obliged to look after Café Sheriar in his 

absence. He would be there the entire day from early morning, handling the cash register 

and generally overseeing the business. 

During those days, Merwan’s mind was more engaged in writing poetry and 

ghazals than in concentrating on the restaurant business. Yet he was neither careless nor 

easily deceived handling its affairs; he simply had no interest in making money. 

One day, while in the café, he composed the following ghazal in Persian, which 

was later translated: 

The Face of the Beloved 

Now that I have seen the face of the Beloved, 

It has taken control of my heart. 

Longing has cut my heart into pieces, 

Leaving nothing but the stain of separation. 

 

Take the Beloved’s love as his mercy 

Or His curly locks as a snare; 

His remembrance is like the nightingale’s, 

Longing for the flower’s nectar. 

 

Though His remembrance has escaped my mind, 

His face is etched forever on my heart. 

When the self is annihilated, duality disappears — 

And the lover himself becomes God! 



 

The lover and the Beloved’s heart 

Are [ever] in the same place. 

            The Beloved is always in the heart, 

And the heart is always in the Beloved. 

 

O apparent renunciant! You make a spectacle of praying, 

But you ask God to fulfill your desires. 

Remember, for a real lover there is nothing to ask, 

Because God does not remain hidden in his heart.102 

 

The ways of the Masters are peculiar; 

They make one laugh and weep simultaneously. 

Outwardly they appear indifferent, but inwardly they have love. 

There is abuse on their lips, but blessings in their heart. 

 

Some say the Beloved’s abode is in the Tavern, 

Some say it is in the mosque. 

O Huma! What are you searching for outside? 

Know well that God dwells within your heart! 

 

By the time Sheriarji returned from Bombay, Merwan had written several more 

ghazals along similar themes which he would share with Bobo. 

 

In the beginning of 1917, Sheriarji sold his teashop, borrowed money and obtained 

a license to open a toddyshop on Sachapir Street. Merwan started working in this new 

toddyshop two hours a day. He did all sorts of chores to help his father — washing and 

filling bottles, sweeping the floor, and selling drinks. At times, when a customer became 

intoxicated from too much to drink, Merwan would sit with him and sing Tukaram’s 

abhangs (devotional songs). The drunkard would merrily join in, clapping his hands and 

singing along. In this manner, the toddyshop truly became a tavern of Song, with Merwan 

as its keeper — distributing the wine of love to all who came there. 

At other times, Merwan would advise certain clientele to drink moderately or to 

abstain from liquor altogether. Some of these men he would not serve. When Memo heard 

about this, she rebuked her son, asking caustically, “Merog, are you trying to share in your 

father’s business or trying to ruin it?! What is wrong with you? If people stop drinking 

toddy, how will the business survive?” 

Bobo, appreciating Merwan’s nature, paid little heed to Memo’s remarks. And the 

customers too began addressing him respectfully as Merwanji. 

Although Merwanji was working hard each day in the toddyshop, actually he was 

still not completely gross conscious. His actions were governed solely by the impulses of 

the Divine Will manifesting through him. For example, one morning when Merwanji was 

riding his bicycle to the toddyshop, he sped past the shop, cycling as far away as the 

Mahabaleshwar road eight miles outside Poona. Only when he had ridden halfway up the 

Katraj Ghat (hill) road did he seemingly realize he was going in the wrong direction. As he 

 
102 The real lover finds God manifesting in the world. 



was ascending the steep road, peddling became difficult; only then did it dawn on him that 

he was in the hilly regions headed toward Mahabaleshwar. He then rode back to Poona, 

arriving late at the toddyshop. 

On Friday, 16 February 1917, Merwanji composed an exceptionally beautiful 

ghazal:  

How wonderful is the murderous mercy of God! 

His mercy has adorned the rose with thorns. 

What justice exists in the glory of God, 

There is cruelty in his kindness! 

It matters not whether wine is accepted by any religion — 

I long for the intoxication of love. 

O God! What bliss lies in love’s intoxication! 

The wine of man can never bestow it. 

One cannot experience love by reading books — 

Love can never be described in words. 

I have never read about real love — for it cannot be written. 

Portray love with the blood of your heart and it will be yours! 

O God! Grant me the gift of Your union — 

I have died in Your separation. 

But in Your ledger You need not count the torments 

I am feeling away from You. 

Blood is spilling from my heart 

which has become like minced meat! 

But missing is that salt which You sprinkle 

in the wounds of the heart. 

Why should one question the lovers of God about Him? 

One should long to ask God directly! 

O God! You are found in the question 

as well as in the answer. 

I have seen the same God everywhere! 

His abode is in every heart. 

God is the wine seller in the house rich in purity, 

And He is ever-present in the house of ruination. 

Why should one feel restless experiencing misery, cruelty 



and the difficulties of the world? 

O Huma, if God showers His mercy upon you, 

then pleasure is felt in pain. 

Merwanji considered this ghazal to be special and, after composing it, he mailed it 

to the well-known Gujarati author, Soma (Sohrabji) Desai of Navsari. Merwanji enclosed 

this note: 

Soma, I am sending you my humble ghazal which I composed yesterday. Please accept it. 

                       A lover of God, Huma 

This ghazal was to have a profound effect on Soma Desai, as will be seen later on. 

During 1917, Merwanji suggested to Behramji that they become partners and open 

another toddyshop in some village, where, besides doing business, they could do public 

and social service, and also meditate in solitude. 103 

Behramji would usually act in respectful accordance with Merwanji’s dictates and 

guidance in everything he did, and, in this way, he can be considered as the first of 

Merwanji’s close disciples or mandali. Merwanji’s proposal appealed to Behramji, who 

applied for a liquor license soon after. However, when it was granted, Merwanji refused to 

go through with the business arrangement, since the liquor license was not in Behramji’s 

name, as he had instructed, but was in Behramji’s brother’s name. This was a hard lesson 

for Behramji, and he remembered to always follow Merwanji’s words literally from then 

on. 

 

In April 1917, an ardent devotee of Upasni Maharaj invited the Master to attend 

the foundation-laying ceremony for a medical dispensary he was opening for the poor in 

the Sion area of Bombay. Upasni, with many of his followers, graced the occasion and sent 

word for Merwanji to meet him there. It was during this occasion that Merwanji first met 

a 27-year-old disciple of Upasni’s named Gustad Nusserwanji Hansotia. During their 

conversation, Merwanji’s remarkable insights made a deep impression upon Gustadji and 

he wanted to know more of what Merwanji had to say about spiritual matters. However, 

Merwanji left Bombay that same day, much to Gustadji’s disappointment. 

After the partnership with Behramji was canceled, Merwanji again focused his 

energies on his father’s toddyshop, working regularly for two hours each day. As usual, he 

continued visiting Babajan every evening. During the day he would find a secluded place 

 

103 At no time was it necessary for Merwan to “meditate in solitude,” because he had experience of 

the Supreme Reality. But for the sake of creation − and especially for seekers after Truth and those 

connected with him − he had to do it. 



to continue his grim practice of pounding his forehead for hours at a time on a stone. He 

continued to conceal the resulting wound with a large kerchief or hand-towel. 

One day in the toddyshop, Merwanji composed the following ghazal dedicated to 

Babajan, to whom it was also read. It was written using both Hindi and Urdu, and later 

translated: 

O Beloved Master! I am eternally grateful to you. 

If I had a hundred thousand lives — 

I would sacrifice every one of them at your feet. 

 

You drowned me in the Eternal Ocean of Oneness 

And transformed me into an Ocean like yourself. 

In the twinkling of an eye, you made a lover into God — 

And God I have become! 

 

O Emperor of Masters! O Ocean of Mercy! 

O Perfection personified, Sadguru! 

If your merciful glance falls on anyone — 

A beggar turns into a king! 

 

Gods, goddesses, angels, celestial beings, and men 

Are all awed by the brilliance of your divinity! 

O Enlightened Master of the three worlds! 

 

Even if I were to transform my body into the sandals of your feet, 

It would be nothing in comparison with what you have done for Merwan! 

 

After the onset of the First World War, Baily, who was then living in Bombay 

working in an Irani restaurant, had enlisted in the British-Indian navy. His duties as a 

“storekeeper” took him to England, France, Greece, Egypt and Arabia. While he was out 

of the country, Baily maintained his friendship with Merwan through correspondence. 

Baily would read Merwanji’s letters not once but many times. Poems from Merwan were 

often included. 

Often, when Baily’s ship docked in Bombay, Merwan was waiting to meet him. 

Baily related: 

During my total field service of three years (one and half years of sailing on the sea and another on 

land duty at Aden), I maintained my correspondence with Merwan through letters. And the moment 

my steamer would anchor at Bombay Port, Merwan would especially come and visit me on the 

steamer. Merwan would keep tabs from the daily newspapers about the arrival and departure of 

steamers, and as soon as the announcement of the arrival of my ship Syria would appear, he would 

come and wait at the docks beforehand. At times he would come in the company of Jamshed, but 

mostly he would come alone. He would have tea, breakfast and lunch with me on the steamer. In the 

evening, after obtaining leave for a few hours from my superiors, we both would go and fetch 

Jamshed from his small room at Byculla, and after spending some time together we would depart to 

our respective destinations.  

Once it so happened that for some reason, either there was a delay on my part in replying to 

Merwan’s letter or maybe I received his letter late, I cannot say for sure. But because of this delay, 

Merwan becoming anxious, sent me a simple postcard, and when that postcard was received by me, I 

saw only a rhyme consisting of these two lines:  

Intejaari se dil hota hai kabaab, 



Bhej pyare Baily jaldi kuch jawaab. 

 

[While waiting, my heart is becoming a kabob, 

Dear Baily, quickly send a reply.] 

In two lines Merwan encapsulated all his feelings: his sense of humor, his love, his longing to hear 

from me, together with his request to send a reply soon. I must have read these lines hundreds of 

times over the years. 

After several years, Baily became tired of his life at sea and applied for a land 

position. His application was accepted, and he obtained leave for one month and came to 

Poona. Baily promptly went in search of Merwan and found his friend helping his father 

in the toddyshop on Sachapir Street. It was a happy reunion. Hoping to induce Merwan to 

join the military, Baily narrated his experiences in the foreign lands. Baily had sorely 

missed Merwan’s companionship and wished to regain his intimate friendship, but Merwan 

refused to enlist. 

Baily described the toddyshop: 

After retiring from the hotel [teashop] business, Sheriarji entered excise business, i.e., liquor, toddy, 

opium, ganja, and such other narcotics [legal at the time] including the sale of a piyush drink.104 He 

got good clientele and made good money. Merwan also started helping him in this business but on a 

limited scale. Merwan did not take any interest in the opium, ganja or liquor shops; he only took 

some interest in being a cashier at the toddyshop, and took pleasure in filling up quickly the empty 

toddy bottles. He knew that the toddy was not totally pure (it was necessary to add intoxicants [to 

give it an added kick]). Whenever any customer would ask for high quality toddy, Merwan would 

unhesitatingly say, “If you want pure toddy, go have it while it is being removed from the tree. We 

do not have pure stuff here.” Further, he might add, “As it is, it is yesterday’s stale stuff; not only 

that, it is mixed with masala. It would be better if you do not drink it. What is the point in wasting 

your money as well as spoiling your health?” 

Those aware of Merwan’s lighthearted and cheerful nature would take all this as a joke, and would 

not take this advice seriously. Not only that, but they would be tempted to enter the shop only if they 

saw Merwan at the cashier’s desk or busy filling the bottles, otherwise they would stay away from 

the shop. [Merwan would leave the shop when his father arrived in the evening.] And thus because of 

Merwan’s presence, the shop would be crowded and a cheerful atmosphere would prevail. But when 

Sheriarji was sitting in the shop, there would be less crowd and less jubilation, as most of them out of 

respect for him would make less noise. 

Merwan would not charge any money to a very poor person who had a small quantity of the drink. 

They would get their drink free of charge. One amongst them was this middle-aged Harijan, who 

would sit outside the shop on the road and would take full advantage morning and evening of 

Merwan’s generosity. He would compose and sing songs not only in praise of other saints but also on 

Merwan. This was liked by all, and Merwan too encouraged him. He used to take financial help from 

Merwan, and his association with Merwan lasted for a long time. 

Baily had been largely unaware of Merwan’s contact with Babajan and Upasni 

Maharaj, but during the month of his leave he noticed a change in his friend: “I felt a 

transformation in Merwan’s attitude. The ‘old’ Merwan was no more and I was in the 

 
104 Piyush is a Sanskrit word meaning the food of the gods; ambrosia; or nectar. The drinks were 

popular among Iranis, and prepared with sweetened buttermilk, ground almonds, nutmeg, 

cardamom, other nuts and spices − and, in this case, some intoxicants probably. 



company of a ‘new’ Merwan. This is what I felt in my heart all the time. As days went by, 

I became more and more aware of Merwan’s detachment and aloofness.”  

Baily sought out Merwan’s company every chance he could, continuously trying 

to persuade him to join the military. Finally, Merwan gave in. “I will join the navy with 

you,” he said. "I will agree on the condition that I be stationed wherever you are.” Baily 

confidently promised to arrange it, since it was wartime and the military needed all the 

recruits it could muster. 

Early the next morning, Baily contacted his superior, who also happened to be in 

Poona, and then took Merwan to the navy recruitment office and had him enlisted. Merwan 

signed the necessary induction papers and was instructed to wait for the orders to report 

for duty. Baily was delighted. Thus, Merwan joined the navy and offered himself in the 

service of the British Empire and his country. Of course, Merwan had not spoken about his 

decision with his parents, and no one except Baily knew what he had done. 

A few days passed while Merwanji continued his daily duties at his father’s 

toddyshop. Then one evening, a Maratha clerk working at the recruitment office mentioned 

to his father about Merwan’s enlistment. The father was a regular customer at Bobo’s shop 

and went for a drink, as usual. Merwanji knew him also, but he rarely worked in the 

toddyshop in the evening. The man started talking to Bobo. “Your son should be 

complimented,” he said. “You must be very proud of him. It’s a big sacrifice on his part to 

volunteer and serve his country in this bloody war.” 

Bobo at first could not follow what the man was talking about and thought he was 

under the influence of the toddy. He started making light of it, teasing the man, “My friend, 

you have drunk too many tonight. You don’t know what you are saying! My Merog, a 

recruit? Nonsense! Merog is not the military sort.” 

The man was surprised by Bobo’s remarks and disclosed the facts of the matter: “I 

am telling you, Sheriar, it is true. My son told me that Merwanji signed the papers.” Only 

then did Bobo believe him, and he became anxious. 

When Merwanji returned home from his nightly visit with Babajan, Bobo 

confronted him immediately, “Son, I have heard some shocking news. Have you enlisted 

in the navy?” 

Merwanji replied, “Yes, Father, that is a fact. I am joining to be near Baily and 

we're going to travel all over the world together.” 

“Listen to me, son,” Bobo said, “you must stay away from such things! Have your 

name withdrawn tomorrow!” 

Merwanji refused, pointing out, “Once my name has been registered, it cannot be 

stricken. I want to join.” 

Merwanji further pleaded, “Bobo, give me your permission. Give me your willing 

permission to join the navy.” 

Bobo was obstinate and refused to hear another word. “Nonsense, you are not 

meant for such things, Merog! I do not want you to go away — it is difficult for me to let 

you out of my sight for even a few days — much less months or years at a time. Merog, 



you are not meant for such a life. I am going to that navy office tomorrow myself and make 

certain that your name is erased from the enlistment list.” 

Bobo’s remarks did not affect Merwanji, and he disregarded his father’s threat. But 

the very next morning, Bobo did go to the head recruiting officer and, using his influence 

(and a thick packet of currency notes), had his son’s name removed. Merwanji appeared 

disappointed and, moreover, so was Baily. Bobo made Baily promise not to talk to Merwan 

about such things or he would forbid him to visit. Baily promised and continued to meet 

Merwanji at the toddyshop every day during the remainder of his leave. The two friends 

reminisced about their childhood days and mutual friends, discussed poetry and talked 

about Baily’s future. 

Baily continued to be deeply impressed by Merwan’s poetic gift. In Baily’s 

account, he recorded this incident from that time: 

For Merwan it was simply child’s play to rhyme or compose verses. He did it with seemingly 

effortless ease. He had a great facility — no sooner he took a pen in hand it would start writing on the 

paper. Moreover, at times on the spur of the moment he would speak in verses! One time I 

challenged his ability and asked him to write a congratulatory poem on the occasion of the wedding 

of a mutual friend, named Minoo. Though Merwan had no interest in such themes, just to please 

Minoo, who was also present, he wrote a splendid song which he himself sang. The song was so 

beautiful that I was taken aback at his natural gift and all my doubts vanished. 

When Baily’s leave ended, he received new orders to be ready to proceed to Egypt 

aboard a hospital ship. Since his application for transfer to land duties had been approved, 

this new development shocked him, and he immediately went to the officer-in-charge to 

check the records. The officer canceled his appointment to Egypt. He then ordered Baily 

to leave on the next ship for Zanzibar within 24 hours. This time Baily did not try to have 

the order changed. 

When Merwanji was informed of Baily’s transfer, he remarked, “I would never 

have liked going to a place like Africa.” So, Merwanji persuaded Baily to try to get his 

orders changed. Although it seemed unlikely, Baily met with the officer concerned and 

after much persuasion, his pleas were successful. Someone else was appointed to go to 

Africa in his place, and he was then ordered on the next ship to Aden. 

Baily was informed that the ship’s sailing date had not been finalized, and that he 

would have to wait in Bombay. Merwanji again remarked, “See if you can get that order 

canceled.” Baily tried, but failed. 

Merwanji was unhappy about Baily’s leaving India. He said, “Come with me and 

meet Babajan. Take her darshan before going to Aden.” This did not appeal to Baily and 

he resisted, but Merwan insisted he come. 

Later, Baily wrote about his encounter: 

I took Babajan to be nothing short of a sorceress. I did not believe in her in the least and bore 

contempt for her. She looked like a mad beggar. I disliked it that Merwan was calling himself “her 

disciple” ... When Merwan used to visit Babajan, I used to tease and make fun of him — and here he 

was advising me to have Babajan’s darshan! I did not like the idea of seeing her and I was irritated by 

Merwan’s insistence. In spite of that, I could not displease him, so I consented and had to approach 

the ancient woman. My only request was that I would not like to meet her in broad daylight, but in 

the evening after sunset. 



In those days, Babajan had nowhere to stay except underneath a large old neem tree near Char Bawdi. 

She was seated leaning against the trunk in a manner as if she were eagerly awaiting my arrival. Only 

two other persons were standing nearby, praying with folded hands. Merwan had told me to first put 

my head on her feet, but I refused, proudly saying, “I will bow only to Him [God] wherever He may 

be. Except for Him, neither my body nor my mind will I lower to anyone else!” 

I sensed that Merwan was grieved by my expression of arrogance, but showed no reaction and gave 

me permission to act as I liked before her. 

I went to Babajan alone. The instant Babajan saw me, I raised my right hand in salutation to her 

saying, “Salaam, Babajan.” 

“Welcome my son, welcome,” she mumbled in an almost inaudible, sweet and humble voice. “Come 

and sit near me ... Who are you? ... From where do you come?” 

Merwan had anticipated such a question and told me to tell her, “I am your khaksar khadim [humble 

servant], and your son has sent me.”  

To this she replied: “Except God, who else is my son? Well, if you have come from God Himself, I 

will inform Him that my son has met me! ... Anything else?” 

Without understanding what she meant, except her last words, I explained that I was in the navy and 

was about to proceed to Aden, and would she permit me to do so and give me her blessings. 

The moment she heard the word Aden, she was startled as if from sleep and straightened her back 

from her drooping posture. Lifting her left fist, she lightly tapped her chest twice, closed her eyes and 

repeated softly, “Aden! Aden!” Then in a loud voice quite different from her previous sweet one, she 

spoke with a hoarse whisper as if moved by some sorrow: “Aden is my land! ... It has come out of 

me, I created it! ... But today it wants to mock me!” She stopped, then stared intently at my face for 

one or two seconds, heaved a sigh and the sweet voice returned. “Well son, you may go,” she said 

very softly. “Khuda Hafiz [May God protect you].” Then she asked, “When will we meet again?” 

“When you wish, Babajan. When it pleases you,” I said. 

My reply sent her deep in thought. Then she rambled the words: “You will have to wait ... to wait for 

five years ... He tells me two years ... No! No, I won’t allow two years! So come exactly after a year 

and a half.” 

She continued, but I could not follow the meaning of her words: “I have come here after staying there 

seven years ... Many used to stay with me ... And I will be with you. Also, I will keep my child with 

me ... I am with the world and God is with me!” 

Saying this, she extended her left hand to me, which in veneration I held and submitting to some 

secret feeling, I kissed. I heaved a sigh of relief that the meeting had come to an end and quickly 

joining both hands bowed to her and returned. Merwan was waiting for me in a nearby café. I 

informed him everything in detail about my first ever meeting with Babajan. He heard me out 

without interruption. 

Then Merwan remarked, “It is better that we don’t understand the rigmarole of all these great saints. 

Whatever she has signified about you I believe refers to some coming calamity.” With regret, 

Merwan continued, “And, from what I think of it, I can say that the future does not hold well for you, 

Baily. You will have to face terrible difficulties and you will have to suffer much! May God protect 

you! 

“What can be done Baily, whatever is written in your fate, you have to go through. But one thing you 

did well, you took my advice and met Babajan. Because of her blessings, you will return safely.”  

I asked Merwan the implication of Babajan’s instruction to come after one and half years. Merwan 

did not respond and ended the conversation.  



Still I really did not give much credence to either Babajan or to Merwan’s warning. Consequently, I 

did not pay much attention to what they said. I left the same night for Bombay, where I had to wait a 

full month to catch a ship — not knowing what lay in store for me. 

During this period, Merwan told Baily about Upasni Maharaj, also, and of how 

great a Master he was. During a conversation about Maharaj, Merwanji became inspired 

and composed the following arti (song of worship) in Hindi and Urdu to Upasni Maharaj: 

O Master Upasni Maharaj! The emperor of sadhus and saints — 

Justice, equity and staunch love made you their king! 

Let us always meditate on you and repeat your name. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

 

By annihilating your ego, you became God himself! 

Liberate us from the clutches of maya, and bestow on us the name of God. 

Free us from this worldly bondage, and hand us the cup of divine wine to drink. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

 

Keep us away from the snares of lust, greed and anger. 

Bestow on us divine light by annihilating our ego. 

Help us to cross the sea of illusion. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

 

We your servants religious ceremonies and rituals for your sake. 

So liberate us from these and let us always be near your feet. 

We dedicate to you our body, mind and soul, come what may − make us sink or swim. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

 

Turn sinners into saints by making us virtuous. 

In your mercy, make our soul one with God! 

You are all-powerful, all-merciful, all-gracious — the very essence of freedom. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

 

You reside in all — the rich and the poor, the good and the evil. 

You see only God in everything and everywhere. 

You are always the same; you have no religion or caste. 

O Master! You are the formless, attributeless, purest of all! 

 

You are the embodiment of Truth, all-knowledge, power and bliss — the Master. 

Together we offer you our heartfelt prayers and worship. 

O Yogi Raj [King of yogis]! Your devotees salute and bow down to you again and again. 

O Master! You are formless, attributeless, the purest of all! 

The marvelous thing was that not only did Merwanji write this ghazal in a matter 

of minutes, but also, at the same time, he was attending to the toddyshop’s customers. After 

some time, the arti was published in the Gujarati weekly newspaper Kaiser-i-Hind, which 

had also published Merwanji’s ghazal dedicated to Babajan. 

 

On different occasions during 1917, Babajan urged Merwanji, “My son, go! ... 

Now, get your share from a Hindu.” Meanwhile, in July 1917, Upasni Maharaj moved from 

the Khandoba Temple in Shirdi to the crematory grounds in the village of Sakori. Merwanji 

became a regular visitor to Upasni’s new abode, traveling to Sakori by train, sometimes 

with a companion and sometimes alone. In the train, Merwanji often chose to sit on the 



floor near the door of the toilet in the dirty third class compartment. He would get off the 

train at Chitali station and walk nine miles to Sakori. 

To strangers, Merwanji appeared as a person suffering the effects of too much 

alcohol − at times, he would stagger like a drunken man — because, despite his activities 

in his father’s toddyshop, Merwanji was still not completely gross conscious. He was only 

slightly aware of the world around him and did not feel his physical body as an ordinary 

man does. Merwanji was embodying the consciousness of God — and he was able to 

function in the world only because of the stirring of the Song within him. He was, so to 

speak, “operating on automatic pilot,” moved by impulses guided by the Divine Will. 

Once while going to Sakori alone, he had the impulse to get off the train at the 

Kopargaon railway station instead of Chitali (which comes first). It was ten o’clock at night 

and bitter cold, but Merwanji, wearing only a light cotton coat and pants, started walking 

on the road. The night was black and though the town was only two miles from the train 

station, it took him more than two hours to reach it. Coincidentally, Sadguru Narayan 

Maharaj happened to be visiting devotees in Kopargaon, but Merwanji did not stop to see 

him. He passed through the city and headed straight to Sakori (about ten miles away). 

At one juncture on the road, a policeman stopped Merwanji and warned him not to 

wander on the dark road, for the area ahead abounded with thieves. The policeman was 

holding Merwanji’s coat sleeve, trying to persuade him to stay the night in Kopargaon, 

when Merwanji roughly pushed his hand away and shook his arm loose. Merwanji then 

glared at the policeman in such an intense, forceful manner that the fellow actually 

stumbled back, thinking he might be in danger. Merwanji, however, immediately fell at the 

policeman’s feet and begged his pardon. The man did not know what to think as Merwanji 

rose and turned away, walking off into the desolate blackness of the moonless night. The 

radiant glow on Merwanji’s face could not be hidden, even in his dazed condition. The 

policeman stared at the strange young man, as he disappeared into the night, puzzled by 

this chance encounter. 

After Merwanji reached the village of Limbgaon, two miles from Shirdi, a strange 

incident occurred. Suddenly, out of the blackness, four large dogs bounded towards him. 

They barked ferociously but did not bite him. Paying no attention to their threats, Merwanji 

continued walking. A little farther along the road, four more wild dogs appeared and barked 

at him, but he paid no heed to them also and walked on. 

After some distance, another pack of four dogs rushed at Merwanji, and this time 

they seemed ready to attack! But Merwanji did not show the least fear. The dogs 

surrounded him menacingly and began to bark furiously. Merwanji suddenly got an 

impulse to run as fast as he could! He took off with the dogs racing after him, howling 

crazily. Merwanji ran fast and left the dogs behind. He continued running until he reached 

Shirdi, at about 3:30 in the morning. He stopped on the outskirts of the village and glanced 

in each direction. Deciding not to go to Sai Baba, he lay down to rest alongside the road 

for a few hours. 105 

 

105 After January 1914, Merwan never actually “slept” again. A God-realized person’s rest is not 

like that of an ordinary man. Such a being is always awake and does not sleep. God-realized 



At dawn Merwanji got up from the roadside and strode rapidly toward Sakori, 

crossing the seven-mile distance in about an hour. No sooner had Merwanji stepped near 

Upasni Maharaj’s hut than Upasni’s close woman disciple, Durgabai, arrived carrying a 

large, dead dog in her arms. She told Maharaj that the dog had fallen into a well and had 

died during the night. As she gazed at Merwanji, she silently handed the carcass to him. 

Taking the dead animal in his arms, he ran far away with it and threw it into a pit. He then 

ran back and joined Upasni in his hut. No one knew of Merwanji’s earlier encounters with 

the three packs of wild dogs. The villagers discussed the event of the dead dog for several 

days, because dogs seldom ever fall into wells. It was a strange occurrence and, being 

superstitious, they wondered what it meant. Of course none knew of what Merwanji had 

passed through that same night. 

Wearing the same coat and pants, Merwanji stayed with Upasni Maharaj for eight 

days and then returned to Poona. 

In addition to visiting Upasni Maharaj in Sakori regularly, Merwanji later started 

corresponding with him; however, most of the contents of the letters or messages appeared 

to be indecipherable by anyone else but them. Occasionally, Merwanji sent Upasni 

messages through either Behramji or later through two close associates, Sadashiv Patil and 

Sayyed Saheb. Behramji tried to read the messages, but found them to be too mysterious. 

Although the language of the letters was simple, the sentences seemed meaningless. Later, 

Merwanji would send parcels to Upasni of various items Merwanji’s aunt Pila Masi would 

prepare. The parcels were also strange. For example, in one, Merwanji sent Upasni just a 

needle and thread. 

Pila Masi and Masaji moved next door to Bhopla House. Pila Masi’s health was 

failing due to a serious asthmatic condition and tuberculosis, and she was confined to her 

bed. Merwanji loved her and would come to see her every day. She lived only for his visits. 

They talked about God and the saints most of the time, and he also told her about his trips 

to Sakori and about Upasni Maharaj’s greatness. She would then ask, “But Merog, when 

will you take me with you to Sakori? I must meet this Maharaj at least once.” 

Her nephew would reply, “Masi, I will definitely take you to him. Don’t worry, I 

promise.” 

Pila Masi’s affliction worsened, and one day Merwanji was called to come 

immediately. After sitting with her and holding her hand, he mixed some oodi (dhuni ash) 

in a glass of sugared water and told her, “This ash is sacred; it is from Upasni Maharaj’s 

dhuni. Drink it and by tomorrow you will be well. You will be cured forever.” She drank 

it, and he continued, “Masi, do you know what I am going to do for you tomorrow? I am 

going to take you to Upasni Maharaj.” Squeezing Merwanji’s hand tightly, she smiled with 

gratitude and love. 

The next day Pila Masi died. Merwanji consoled his uncle, “Masaji, don’t worry. 

The responsibility of looking after Aspandiar and Naja is now with me. I will take care of 

 
individuals can be said to “rest” at a point on the particular plane of consciousness where they 

station themselves. 



them. I accept full responsibility for them. Don’t worry about your children. They are mine 

now.” 

Naja was around nine years old and Aspandiar was fourteen. Both could not stop 

crying, and Merwanji consoled them too, saying, “Cousins, why are you crying? Am I not 

here to look after you? Did you want your mother to suffer more? It is much better that she 

has passed away. Now she is peaceful, enjoying rest in heaven. Isn’t this better? She is 

happy, I promise you.” The children were greatly comforted, and Merwanji held them 

tenderly. 

After Pila Masi’s death, Masaji moved from Poona to Ahmednagar, and his 

children went to live with their aunt Dowla Masi. 

 

During October 1917, Merwanji was staying with Upasni Maharaj at Sakori. One 

night Upasni sent Merwanji to Shirdi to see Gustadji, who was then living under Sai Baba’s 

guidance and had been fasting for months. Merwanji arrived about eleven at night and 

found Gustadji, who was astonished to learn that Merwanji had come just to see him. After 

Merwanji inquired about his health (the prolonged fasting had reduced him almost to a 

skeleton), Gustadji started talking about Sai Baba.106 Merwanji was about to leave when 

Gustadji suggested he come with him for Sai Baba’s darshan before departing. Merwanji 

replied, “I have no time! I must leave for Poona.” His leaving without meeting Sai Baba, 

further convinced Gustadji that Merwanji had come to Shirdi for the sole purpose of 

befriending him. 

On 1 February 1918, a son named Dinshaw was born to Merwanji’s friends Khodu 

and Naja. The next day Merwanji visited them in the hospital and casually remarked, “My 

first disciple has been born.” They did not understand what he meant and took it as a joke, 

as no one thought of Merwan as a Spiritual Master yet. 

But this was about to change. Since Merwanji was seen regularly seated next to 

Babajan, her own followers began to inquire about him. She did not answer directly, but 

she often repeated to them, “Merwan is my son, my beloved son. He is why I am here in 

Poona ... One day my son will shake the whole world. You have no idea of his greatness.” 

Gradually, Babajan’s followers started to look upon Merwanji with respect and reverence. 

One of Babajan’s devotees was Babu Rao Genuba Ubale, eighteen. Being the 

owner of a bicycle shop, he was known as Babu Cyclewalla. Babu heard Babajan speak of 

Merwanji often and was so taken by Babajan’s statements that he sought Merwanji out and 
began spending time in his company. He was overpowered by his love and was one of the 

first to recognize Merwanji’s majesty. 

 

Kaikhushroo Irani was the son of Sheriarji’s elder brother, Khodadad. The family 

lived in Bombay and, from childhood, Kaikhushroo had played with Merwan and later 

greatly admired his cousin. Unfortunately, around January 1918, in the prime of his youth, 

Kaikhushroo suddenly died at the age of 32. Kaikhushroo had been a virtuous young man 

 
106 Gustadji had been present in Sakori in December 1915 when Merwanji had first met Sai Baba, 

and he heard Sai Baba utter “Parvardigar!” when Merwanji prostrated before him.  



and his father’s right hand in the family’s business. Khodadad and his family were deeply 

stricken with grief. 

The tragic news reached Bobo and Memo, who decided that Merwan should be 

sent to represent the family and, on their behalf, participate in the funeral ceremony. He 

was to return after four days when the last rites were completed. Although Merwan had 

been on close terms with his cousin, he did not react as if Kaikhushroo’s death was such a 

terrible tragedy. Understanding the true nature of life and death, Merwan knew it was not 

possible for him to express sorrow or grief at the funeral. He was aware of the usual 

proceedings of wailing and weeping at funerals, and he knew that he would offend his 

uncle if he did not exhibit such emotions. He did not look forward to four days of 

lamentation and tried to escape this responsibility, but his parents insisted that he attend. 

Merwan took a train to Bombay and went to the family’s home, where he found 

the expected gloomy atmosphere of mourning. Despite his efforts, Merwan could not bring 

himself to express any sign of grief. Fortunately, a perfect stratagem arose: On seeing the 

white-gowned corpse displayed on the stone floor, Merwan relaxed his whole body, turned 

his eyes upwards, and fell down on the floor as if in a swoon. Thinking that he had fainted, 

the family tried various remedies to bring him around. When he “revived” after some time, 

he was made to lie on a bed. Thus, he escaped attending the funeral. 

When the mourners returned, Khodadad was worried about Merwan; he was as 

dear to his uncle as his own son had been. He was aware of Merwan’s traumas and thought 

it best to send his favorite nephew back to Poona on the next train. Merwan, relieved to 

escape the depressing atmosphere, expressed his sympathy to all the other relatives before 

departing. 

Meanwhile, owing to Jamshed’s ill-health and Bombay’s inclement weather, 

Jamshed had moved back to Poona where he was employed in the Military Accounts 

Department.107 He had also gotten married to a first cousin named Khorshed.108 Khorshed, 

nineteen, had preferred to marry Merwan and had had her eye on him for a long time. 

Merwan knew this and had therefore persuaded Jamshed to marry her. Jamshed did not 

want to marry the girl, but Merwan pressured him to agree to this arranged marriage.  

During this period, Merwan’s aunt Dowla Masi and uncle Faredoon Masa owned 

a small restaurant in Poona. Every morning between nine and ten o’clock Merwan would 

go there to have fresh cream with sugar. A good portion was always kept aside for their 

favorite nephew. The prasad of sweets and fruits that was distributed after the morning arti 

at the temple room was prepared by Dowla Masi at her home with the help of cousin Naja 

and Jamshed’s wife Khorshed (whose love for Merwan transformed into spiritual 

devotion). Faredoon Masa would bring the prasad to the temple each morning in a large 

basket on his head. Cousin Aspandiar would not attend the morning prayers, since he would 

be left in charge of the restaurant in Faredoon Masa’s absence. Thus, all of Merwan’s close 

relatives served him in one way or another. And they, too, began referring to him as 

Merwanji, rather than Merog. 

 
107 Dr. Ghani’s father worked in the same department, so it is likely Jamshed’s position was 

facilitated by him. 
108 Khorshed was the daughter of Shireenmai’s brother Dinshaw Mama and his wife Rawat. 



Merwanji’s father Sheriarji was a kind and generous man. Even when Bobo was 

older, he had the forbearance of an ascetic. He had not become wealthy, but was successful 

in his toddyshop. He gave money to the poor, and distributed not only financial help but 

blankets and clothing as well. If the toddyshop closed unusually late at night, Sheriarji 

would sleep there instead of returning home. Having slept many a night in the cold as a 

wandering dervish, he knew what it was to sleep on the streets. If he saw any poor person 

shivering in the cold, he would inevitably give his own blanket to him. This happened so 

often that one day Memo remarked caustically, “If we had collected the amount of blankets 

Shorog has given away, we could have opened a blanket shop by now.” 

As the years went on, Memo never gave up hope that Merog would be cured of his 

“mental affliction,” settle down with a family, and make something of his life. Behramji 

was a shrewd businessman and had several tea and toddyshops in Poona by this time. One 

day Memo took him aside and offered to advance half the money necessary to start another 

toddyshop if Behramji would take Merog as a partner. Behramji was delighted and agreed 

to her offer. On 1 August 1918, Behramji procured a liquor license (this time he 

remembered to have it in his own name) and, in partnership with Merwanji, opened a new 

toddyshop at 723 Kasba Peth.109 

Merwanji took the business seriously. Each morning from six until noon he worked 

in the toddyshop. He rose early so he could prepare to open the shop; he cleaned the toilets, 

swept the floors and verandah and generally cleaned up the place. Then he washed the 

bottles and dishes, and prepared the toddy. Most of the toddyshop customers were the usual 

derelicts and unsavory characters that frequented such establishments. At times, some 

would have too much to drink, become rude and disorderly and begin cursing obscenities. 

Often there were brawls. No matter what sort of men they were, Merwanji would always 

handle them kindly, gently influencing them to change their ways. 

Behramji, on the other hand, refused to tolerate any drunken behavior. Not a day 

passed when he did not beat or abuse someone, usually throwing the fellow out of the shop. 

However, when Behramji was out of the shop, these uncouth characters were 

drawn to Merwanji —they were attracted to the love within him. He would spend hours 

with them, and, when they were in a mood to listen, he would advise them to drink less and 

eventually give it up. Merwanji tried to see that his customers never drank more than they 

could handle; if anyone wanted to continue, insisting on ordering one toddy after another, 

he would refuse to serve him. 

The toddyshop was a refuge not only for alcoholics, but also for vagrants and 

sometimes sadhus, who would line up outside the shop. Merwanji would reach in the till 

with his slender hands, gather a handful of silver coins and fling the money to them. 

Naturally, news of his generosity spread fast among the beggars, and many came every 

day. 

 

109 Peth is a borough or locality of a city. 



Gradually, Merwanji was preparing and drawing certain persons to him through 

his loving nature and generous personality. Working in the toddyshop was the medium he 

used for contacting certain men who would later become his close disciples. From the 

outside, the toddyshop appeared to be a normal liquor business, but, inside, it was a Tavern 

for the give-and-take of divine love. 

There was also another reason for Merwanji to physically exert himself so much 

at that time. While he was coming down from Super Consciousness — nirvikalp samadhi 

— through the mental and subtle planes, to normal gross consciousness, Merwanji needed 

to do some menial, intensely gross, physical tasks. Doing some low-type labor such as 

cleaning toilets, washing dishes and sweeping floors increased his gross awareness or 

worldly consciousness, and brought him down sooner to function normally again in the 

world. 

During these days in 1918, two men came into Merwanji’s contact who would later 

play significant roles in relation to him. They were Sadashiv Govind Shelke, known as 

Sadashiv Patil, and Sayyed Saheb Pirzade.110 Sayyed Saheb, a Muslim, was a regular 

visitor to Babajan, who had personally introduced him to Merwanji. Through increasing 

contact with Merwanji, Sayyed Saheb was gradually drawn closer to him. Merwanji took 

personal interest in Sayyed Saheb’s individual difficulties, financial and otherwise. 

Because of Merwanji’s genuine concern, Sayyed Saheb opened his heart to him. 

When they first met, Sadashiv Patil, a Hindu, was 29, five years older than 

Merwanji. Sadashiv was the Maratha landlord of Merwanji’s new toddyshop in Kasba 

Peth, and he and his wife Gita lived over the shop. One day Merwanji happened to stop by 

Sadashiv’s apartment and requested a meal. Sadashiv was quite unprepared and answered 

that the food was not ready. Merwanji replied, “That’s all right, some leftovers will be 

fine.” Wishing he had more elaborate fare to offer, Sadashiv reluctantly put the leftovers 

in front of Merwanji, who ate with pleasure. 

Initially, Sadashiv had taken Merwanji to be merely a toddyshop-keeper, but he 

later recognized him to be someone quite different. It was Sadashiv who, for the first time, 

used the appellation Merwan Seth in referring to Merwanji. (Seth is a term of respect and 

means a person of influence.) No one yet acknowledged him to be a God-realized Master, 

although most of his acquaintances thought him to be extraordinary. Some accepted him 

as a staunch, devout disciple of both Babajan and Upasni Maharaj, but no one thought of 

him as a “saint” or as a spiritually advanced soul. However, although Merwanji was only 

in his mid-twenties, young and old alike looked upon him with respect. So, from 1918 

onward, Merwanji was called Merwan Seth by the people living in Kasba Peth. 

Merwan Seth introduced Sadashiv to Sayyed Saheb, and they immediately became 

closely connected. Later Merwan Seth would take either man with him when he visited 

Upasni Maharaj. It was through Merwan Seth that both came to recognize Upasni’s 

greatness and spiritual authority as a Perfect Master. As mentioned, both men served as 

personal messengers for letters and messages passing back and forth between Merwan Seth 

and Upasni Maharaj. 

 
110 Patil is a respectful form of address to someone who is well-off. 



Another devotee from this period was a Muslim named Ahmed Abbas (later 

nicknamed Khak Saheb), who had grown up in Poona. Ahmed became acquainted with 

Merwan Seth during 1914, soon after Babajan had given him God-realization. But it was 

only later, when Merwan had the toddyshop in Kasba Peth, that Ahmed began following 

him as his Master. 

 

After working at the toddyshop in the morning, Merwan Seth would go home and 

have only a small vegetarian lunch. Then, going to his room, he would start striking his 

forehead on the flagstone floor for as long as four hours. If he did not do this grim practice 

at home, he would go to a secluded spot near Fergusson College or to an area known as 

Jangti Pir (instead of to the Tower of Silence or the Golibar area, as before).111 

Once when Merwan was banging his head on the floor at home, his mother heard 

a thudding sound coming from his room. The room was always kept closed so she was 

never aware of what he was doing. But this particular day, Memo pushed the door open 

and was aghast at what she saw. She shrieked loudly and Bobo, Jal and Beheram came 

running. 

Merwan had blood all over his face. Crying, she asked, “Merog, have you gone 

mad? Are you insane?” 

Wiping the blood off with a towel, he said, “I am not mad! I have become 

something else!” 

Disgusted, Memo turned to Bobo and complained, “Look at your son! Who else 

but a madman would bang his head on the floor?” 

Bobo tried to defend Merwan, “No, Shireen, it is not so. It is the other way around. 

Merog is not mad, believe me.” 

“You are also mad!” Memo declared. She was terribly upset after seeing this 

Merwan’s strange behavior and became increasingly worried that her dearest son really 

was now permanently and incurably insane. Memo wept bitterly, cursing Babajan, Upasni 

Maharaj, Sai Baba, and all the other “holy men” who had ruined her son’s beautiful life. 

During this period while he was regaining his gross human consciousness, Merwan 

would usually go out with his close companions at five in the afternoon for a walk, or a 

picnic, or to a field to play cricket or games such as atya-patya or gilli-danda.112 After 

playing, all his friends would be treated to refreshments of sweets, fruits or tea. On these 

occasions, Merwan would spend between five to ten rupees which, in those days, was 

considered a lavish amount. In a natural manner, all his friends would speak openly and 

honestly with him about their lives. With empathy, Merwan Seth would patiently listen to 

their troubles and offer suggestions to solve them. Gradually, every acquaintance yearned 

for more and more of his company, and would take every opportunity to be with him. 

Merwan Seth never favored any religion, caste or creed above others; all are from 

one God, he would emphasize, and he would write poems and shairees (couplets) on this 

 
111 Jangti Pir may be referring to the area in the vicinity of Jangli Maharaj’s samadhi. 
112 Atya-patya is played by teams in a large rectangular field with many horizontal lines and one 

bisecting vertical line. Each side attempts to reach the other’s goal without being tagged. 



theme. He advised others not to criticize other religions and to respect all religions as our 

own. These four lines, taken from one of his early poems, show the depth of his 

understanding and the purity of his thought about other religions: 

One Soul in different bodies; 

One Father having different children with different natures. 

Others’ religions — why should we speak ill of them? 

All religions are good, only we are bad. 

Merwan Seth gave this simple explanation about God and religion: 

Basically, religion is one; there is only one religion. The source from which this religion has come 

into being is continuous despite the lapses of ages. Yet several branches have come forth from this 

one religion — such as the Zoroastrian, Hindu, and Mohammedan religions. There have been many 

others. 

For example, water from the tap fills different pots for different purposes — like washing, cooking, 

drinking, et cetera. The source — the tap — is the same. Similarly, the Hindu or Mohammedan 

religion, or the Zoroastrian or Buddhist or Christian religion, springs from the same source which is 

God. 

Occasionally, Merwan Seth would revisit the toddyshop in the evenings. But no 

matter how large the crowd there would be or how busy the shop was, he would not lend a 

helping hand to Behramji. Instead, he would politely excuse himself and go to the house 

of a Muslim named Munshi Shaikh Abdur Rahim. Munshiji was the storekeeper at the 

Public Works Department in Poona. His office assistant was Sayyed Saheb, through whom 

Munshiji had heard about Merwan Seth. 

One day Merwan Seth went to Munshiji’s office concerning some business with 

the toddyshop. Without knowing who he was, Munshiji was so taken by Merwan’s 

appearance that he could not even say, “May I help you, sir?” Munshiji simply stared at 

the striking figure and wondered who this young man was. Merwan introduced himself and 

proceeded to get his work done. After he left, Munshiji longed to see Merwan Seth again. 

Soon after, Sayyed Saheb invited Merwan Seth to visit Munshiji’s home. Munshiji 

inwardly recognized Merwan Seth to be someone spiritual or highly advanced and offered 

his home near Sassoon Hospital as a center for Merwan Seth’s activities. His offer was 

accepted. 

Munshiji, 42, was a faithful Muslim but he was also a generous, simple-hearted, 

unassuming person. He believed in the Prophethood of Muhammad, but was not orthodox. 

He enjoyed socializing with his friends, but most of all he enjoyed playing cards. This he 

hesitated to admit to Merwan Seth, thinking it was not spiritual. 

One day Merwan Seth casually asked, “Munshiji, why don’t you ever play cards?” 

Munshiji haltingly answered, “I do, but in your presence I would not ...” 

Merwan Seth interrupted, “What harm is there in playing cards? I will play a game 

with you.” Munshiji was overjoyed. 

Munshiji gradually became convinced that Merwan Seth had the ability to read his 

thoughts. One evening he was thinking, “For some days now, I have been eating meat — 

tomorrow I must eat fish. But how can I buy fish? It is not the season.” The next morning, 



Munshiji was surprised when he saw Merwan Seth bicycling toward him, carrying a large 

fish in his hand. Merwan smiled and, handing the fish to Munshiji, pedaled away without 

a word. This incident convinced Munshiji that Merwan Seth knew everything, for he had 

not told anyone of his desire to eat fish. 

Another evening, Munshiji went to bed with a fever. He woke in the middle of the 

night, took a bath and swallowed two quinine tablets. Early the next morning, Merwan Seth 

came to his house and said, “What a novel remedy you took for your fever: a bath in the 

dead of night and two tablets of quinine!” Munshi was again wonderstruck at Merwan’s 

omniscience. 

A group of Merwan Seth’s friends and associates began gathering every evening 

at Munshiji’s house. Merwan Seth would have the Divan of Hafiz, read for an hour or two, 

explaining the poetry’s mystical meaning to his comrades. Afterward, the group would 

sometimes play a game of cards or have some light entertainment. Munshiji, a bachelor, 

was a good cook and would serve some food. Thereafter, Merwan would depart to visit 

Babajan under her neem tree. (Sitting with Babajan every night and scratching her back, 

along with striking his forehead against stone during the day, were the only two daily 

activities that Merwan Seth never missed during this period.) 

It is noteworthy that Merwan Seth had especially chosen Kasba Peth for his 

toddyshop. Kasba Peth is the oldest part of the city. At the time, it was a neighborhood of 

mostly Bhois — lower caste fishermen. They were uneducated, simple men who earned 

their livelihood by catching fish at a nearby river, and although they were virile, hearty 

fellows, they were devoted to Merwan Seth. Thus, similar to Jesus of Nazareth, Meher 

Baba’s initial work, of drawing others to him, began with these fisherman. The toddyshop 

became his net wherein the local “fishes” were caught. 

But others, too, were hearing about the extraordinary Irani toddyshop owner. 

Sadashiv was by then intimate with Merwan Seth and spoke often about him to his friends 

and associates in the courthouse where he worked as a clerk. They, in turn, would come to 

the toddyshop to meet Merwan Seth. 

A room adjoining Merwan and Behramji’s toddyshop at 721 Kasba Peth was 

rented from Sadashiv. Merwan Seth instructed that it be used as a place of worship. The 

little room was completely transformed and became a small temple. Paintings and 

photographs of different Perfect Masters and saints were hung on the walls; a photograph 

of Upasni Maharaj was given the most prominent position. Hindu arti and puja ceremonies 

were performed every morning and evening, usually led by Merwan Seth himself, who 

would afterwards distribute prasad of fruits or sweets. Special public programs were 

arranged on Thursdays and Sundays (the traditional days of worship in India). 

Once a genuine saint, whose name was Khwaja Shaikh Salahuddin, had lived in 

Kasba Peth. Although this saint was of the Mohammedan faith, both Muslims and Hindus 

would take darshan at his tomb located there. As a consequence, both Muslims and Hindus 

would approach Merwan Seth when he became recognized as someone of elevated spiritual 

status. To maintain a harmonious atmosphere of brotherly love between the Muslims and 

the Hindus was no easy task. Merwan Seth paid particular attention to satisfying the 

individual needs and respecting the values of both these religious communities. The Hindus 

were allowed to perform arti, bhajans and kirtans as well as other rites. Whenever the 



Muslims attended, qawaali songs would be played — the singing often led by Merwan Seth 

accompanying himself on an Indian drum called a dholak. 

The atmosphere around the toddyshop was of intoxication, while the atmosphere 

around the temple-room was of fire! Merwan Seth had created an atmosphere aflame with 

the love of God, and people in the area were becoming intoxicated with divine wine. He 

was a great speaker and would initiate discussions on spiritual subjects. His explanations 

would hold the crowd spellbound for hours. An intoxicating frenzy would fill the air, and 

at times the whole crowd would march together to Bund Gardens, led by Merwan Seth, for 

games and refreshments, or for qawaali songs which would often last until late in the night. 

Gradually, Merwan Seth’s name and spiritual reputation spread throughout Poona. 

At this same time, Gustadji was set to journey to Poona and take his place by 

Merwan Seth’s side. Sai Baba had dropped his body in October 1918, and Gustadji had 

been living with Upasni Maharaj, who was acknowledged as a Perfect Master also and heir 

to Sai Baba’s spiritual charge. During the month of December, Upasni instructed Gustadji 

to leave Sakori and join Merwan Seth, who had previously written Gustadji that he had 

arranged a job for him in Poona, and included money to defray his traveling expenses. 

After arriving in Poona, Gustadji, under orders from Upasni Maharaj, was now to obey 

Merwan Seth’s instructions and orders. 

Gustadji was first instructed to work during the day in the toddyshop. He would 

then perform the daily puja and arti ceremonies in the temple room next door, and, as per 

Merwan Seth’s instructions, spend all night with Babajan on the street under her neem tree. 

Gustadji got little or no rest, however, because Babajan did not sleep and he had to attend 

to her every need. It was winter and cold at night, and Gustadji would carry wood on his 

head from the toddyshop to Babajan’s area to make a fire to keep the old woman and 

himself warm. 

After a few months, Gustadji suggested to Merwan Seth, “It would be more proper 

if Babajan had a better place on which to rest than the dirt road.” 

Merwan Seth agreed, saying, “But first find out if it is all right with her. And ask 

if a wooden platform is good enough.” Gustadji asked Babajan, and again she agreed. 

Merwan Seth paid for the platform and arranged to have it built. 

Again after few months, Gustadji approached Merwan Seth saying, “It would be 

more proper if Babajan had a better place on which to rest. How about having a mattress 

made?” 

Merwan Seth agreed, then said, “But first find out if it is all right with her.” 

Gustadji asked her. Babajan agreed, but told Gustadji, “You will have to carry the 

mattress wherever I go.” Gustadji agreed. Merwan Seth paid for the mattress and it was 

given to her. That very first night, Babajan roamed throughout the streets of Poona with 

Gustadji following behind her, carrying the mattress on his head. Then it started raining. 

The mattress became heavier and heavier as the rain soaked it. Babajan made Gustadji 

stand with it on his head to dry, saying it was very precious because her “son” Merwan had 

given it to her. After a few days, the mattress rotted and was discarded, much to Gustadji’s 

relief. 



Gustadji’s story is unique, as he was a devoted seeker and had a close association 

with three of the Perfect Masters of the Age — Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj and Babajan. He 

was to become Merwan Seth’s closest companion. Gustadji was born in the village of 

Hansot in Gujarat on 20 February 1890. When he was about seven, he was sent to live with 

his aunt in Bombay for his education, but he quit school when he was in the third standard 

(grade). He had no interest in academics, but was fascinated by the lives of saints and 

Perfect Masters. His father died in 1905, and Gustadji started doing a variety of jobs, first 

working in the Indian government’s excise department overseeing a liquor distillery’s 

warehouse, and later for private companies. However, Gustadji could not keep a job for 

long.  

Gustadji once saw Sai Baba’s photograph and was drawn to learn more about the 

Master. During a visit with his brother at Deolali near Nasik, his brother proposed a visit 

to Shirdi and they went. Gustadji’s brother managed a toddyshop, and Gustadji began 

helping in the business. From 1910 onward Gustadji visited Sai Baba occasionally. When 

he moved back to Bombay, he was employed by Mr. A. B. Mehta as an assistant in his 

photographic studio. But from Gustadji’s first visit to Sai Baba, his heart was never in his 

work again. He felt more and more drawn to stay at Shirdi with the old fakir. He visited 

Sai Baba every month, sometimes staying four days, and, once, for as long as 20 days. At 

Shirdi, Gustadji also associated with Upasni Maharaj and would visit Maharaj at the 

Khandoba Temple. As related, it was during April 1917, while he was working for A. B. 

Mehta, that he first met Merwan at Sion in Bombay.113 

By 1918, Gustadji had been made the manager of a liquor store in Bombay, also 

owned by A. B. Mehta. After a few months at this new job, Gustadji fell seriously ill and 

had to quit. He was invited by Sai Baba to move to Shirdi, which he did. Upasni Maharaj 

had moved to Sakori and Gustadji would visit him there. Other than a few occasional visits 

to Upasni, Gustadji stayed near Sai Baba in Shirdi for six months and fasted under his 

direction. Gustadji was close to Sai Baba and was present the day that Sai Baba died — 15 

October 1918 − and witnessed Sai Baba’s funeral. 

After Sai Baba was buried, Gustadji moved from Shirdi to live with Upasni 

Maharaj near Sakori. He had become gaunt and haggard under Sai Baba’s orders to fast, 

and had suffered severe hardships under Upasni also. Once Gustadji did something 

unknowingly wrong, and Upasni lost his temper with him and beat him with a bamboo 

cane so severely that the cane itself broke into pieces. Gustadji intuitively knew he was 

serving penance for his past karma and remained under Upasni’s guidance, staying with 

him until Upasni sent him to Poona to be with Merwan Seth, who in turn sent him to 

Babajan every evening. 

 

Yet one day something curious took place. Merwan Seth ordered Gustadji to sit 

with him in the temple room by the toddyshop. He instructed Gustadji not to leave the 

room, even to ease himself. After four hours, Gustadji’s bladder was so painful that when 

Merwan Seth was gone, he slipped out onto the street to relieve himself. 

 
113 Gustadji recalled that he had seen Merwan in Shirdi in December 1915 when Sai Baba declared 

that Merwan was Parvardigar, but he did not meet him at that time. 



But as Gustadji sat in a corner to piddle, he looked round and saw Babajan running 

towards him. This was extraordinary, because Babajan rarely left her seat in the cantonment 

to venture into the city. Babajan grasped Gustadji’s arm and said, “Come on, fellow, with 

me.” She looked pleased, and Gustadji summoned a tonga to escort her back to her seat. 

Just as the tonga was nearing Babajan’s neem tree, Ahmed Abbas came alongside 

on a bicycle, panting furiously. He pulled Gustadji out of the tonga onto the road. Ahmed 

Abbas told Gustadji that Merwan Seth had ordered him to go as fast as his bike would carry 

him to Babajan’s tree and prevent Gustadji from reaching there. Merwan Seth had 

explained that if Gustadji reached there with Babajan, then Gustadji’s connection with 

Merwan Seth would be severed. 

Ahmed Abbas had arrived just in time; another minute and it would have been too 

late. Gustadji then understood the importance of carefully obeying Merwan Seth’s 

instructions. 

Gustadji thus became one of the first among Merwan Seth’s circle of disciples. His 

younger brother Ardeshir N. Hansotia (nicknamed Slamson), had also had contact with Sai 

Baba and Upasni Maharaj and now became one of Merwan Seth’s close associates. During 

this period, Gustadji was allowed to eat only a little boiled spinach with a small amount of 

dal and rice. Due to his severe fasts of many months under Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj, 

he was already emaciated, and, under Merwan Seth, he stayed extremely thin. 

After some time, Merwan Seth allowed him to eat regular meals; however, at that 

time, Gustadji was more interested in performing the arti and puja ceremonies than in 

taking care of his body. Merwan Seth tried to persuade him to eat more regularly. 

Gustadji would try to avoid going with Merwan Seth whenever he went to visit his 

aunt Dowla Masi, because she would force him to eat, scolding, “You must eat, Gustadji! 

Look at you. You're as thin as a rail! Merog, order him to eat!” Merwan Seth would then 

laugh and order Gustadji to eat something to appease his aunt. 

Gustadji would avoid Shireenmai, also — but for a different reason. Whenever 

Shireenmai saw him, she would abuse Gustadji, blaming him for “encouraging” Merwan. 

“This is the man who is responsible for taking my Merwan away from me!” she often 

lamented. 

Gustadji was a fakir at heart. He was as negligent of his clothes as he was of his 

body. He would wear the same faded coat over a torn sadra (thin muslin shirt) and had 

only one pair of patched trousers. He never wore a cap; whether in the afternoon sun or the 

cold of winter, he would simply tie a handkerchief around his head for protection. 

 

On 15 December 1918, when Merwan was 24 years old, a sister named Manija 

was born in Sassoon Hospital. Merwan was the first to see the baby as soon as she was 

born; he picked her up and kissed her − even before the nurses could give her a bath. While 

Memo was in the hospital, Merwan would often cycle there, bringing food for his mother. 

When Memo returned home with Mani, he would come to the house to see his baby sister. 

He would often sit rocking her cradle, singing to her. “Mani is extremely fortunate,” he 

said. “She is mine.” 



Sheriarji’s family had grown quite large with six children, so on 15 February 1919, 

he purchased the house across the lane from Bhopla House, at 765 Butler Mohalla. The 

new house (now known as Baba House) was more spacious and had a “wishing well” in 

the center of the back courtyard.114 For about a year, however, Bobo rented out the house. 

A room at the back, which had a separate entrance, was kept for Merwan’s use. Although 

Merwan Seth would often sleep at night at different places, every afternoon, he continued 

the terrible rite of banging his forehead on the stone floor in this room. Eventually this 

pounding stained the stone with blood, no matter how he tried to conceal it from his 

mother.115 

 

On Thursday and Sunday mornings, Merwan Seth would arrive at the toddyshop 

by 4:00 A.M. He would rouse every person connected with him in Kasba Peth to 

accompany him in the prayers held in the temple. He would also bring his relatives and 

acquaintances, encouraging them to attend these sessions. By this time, Dowla Masi, 

Faredoon Masa and Merwan’s cousins Aspandiar and Naja had surrendered to his guidance 

completely and their lives were at his command. His entire family had a special feeling of 

love for Merog. One incident which sealed their love for him occurred when Dowla Masi 

and Aspandiar went to Sakori to have Upasni Maharaj’s darshan. There the Master revealed 

to them: “Your Merwan is no ordinary man! He is as great as Prophet Zoroaster!” 

After the Thursday and Sunday ceremonies at Kasba Peth, prasad of sweets and 

fruits was liberally distributed to all who came. Many children would come to the small, 

one-room temple just for the prasad. Gradually the number of devotees increased, and 

among those who were to establish a lifelong connection were: Bala S. Pimple (Tambat), 

Vithal Ganu Bhokre, Kondiram, Chiman Chowdhary, Marya, and Dwarku. Thus, from the 

humble surroundings of this middle-class area, the inception of the first mandali began. 

During the day, Merwan continued to work strenuously in the toddyshop (for he 

was still coming down to normal gross consciousness), and afterwards he would sit beside 

Babajan under her neem tree until midnight. He would then go home to rest, but rise again 

by three o’clock to go to the temple and concentrate for two hours on the photograph of 

Upasni Maharaj that adorned the room. At five o’clock in the morning, arti to Upasni 

Maharaj would be sung, usually by Gustadji, and prayers would be recited. 

Merwan Seth often treated some of the worst ruffians or derelicts with affection. 

The attention he paid to such unsavory characters amazed his associates. These older men, 

in turn, trusted Merwan Seth implicitly and treated him with deference. One old man who 

was particularly fond of Merwan Seth was an opium addict. The man used to give massages 

to earn money to support his habit and hardly ever spent his earnings on food or clothes. 

 
114 The house was newly built and had not yet been occupied when Sheriarji purchased it. 

115 After Merwan Seth left home, his room was kept unused and unoccupied. Sheriarji often 

burned incense there, as is done in temples and other holy places. The stone on the floor of 

Merwan’s room at Baba House is preserved as a memorial to the terrible suffering he underwent 

during the years of his coming down for the sake of his divine mission. 



He lived in the neighborhood streets of Kasba Peth and would visit the toddyshop often, 

sitting for hours talking with Merwan. At night he slept on the pavement. One day this man 

requested of Merwan, “Do me a favor. If anything happens to me, I have kept some money 

aside and I will put it in your trust. I want you to use that money for my funeral.” Merwan 

Seth promised. 

After some time the man died. Merwan arranged for the man’s burial, but it turned 

out to be more like a celebration than a funeral. There was a parade with three bands, bright 

Petromax lanterns and flowers of all varieties garlanding his body.116 People rushed out of 

their homes to see the cause of such an unusual procession. After the man was buried, 

hundreds of the poorest, most destitute people of the city were fed in his name, with 

Merwan Seth personally supervising the meal. 

Other men, who suffered similar afflictions of alcohol and narcotic abuse, also 

came to the toddyshop seeking Merwan Seth’s advice, or merely his sympathy. He never 

told them, “Listen to me!” or “You must obey me!” It was simply natural for those who 

came in his contact to listen seriously to his advice and obey his instructions. 

For example, one man who sold ice cream in Poona was called Kaikhushru 

Icecreamwala. Kaikhushru and his wife were childless, but he loved Merwan Seth as his 

own son. Kaikhushru was a drunkard, and his wife complained to Merwan Seth about his 

drinking. Merwan Seth told him, “Look, you are spoiling your health. Stop drinking. I will 

give you a free bottle of toddy every day if you do so.” Kaikhushru tried to stop, but 

sometimes he would become so angry, he would take a drink to calm himself. But he would 

always come to Merwan Seth to confess his breach. Merwanji would ask him, “Why did 

you break your promise? You should have come to me and I would have given you 

something. Next time, remember.” 

 

Merwan Seth would spend the profits from the toddyshop on the temple prasad, or 

give it away to beggars or sadhus who sought alms at the shop’s doorstep. Being a fakir by 

nature, Merwan had few physical needs. But Age knew that Merwan Seth possessed the 

greatest treasure of all — love − and all in Kasba Peth were mad to seek his presence and 

receive more treasure from him. 

One day, while Merwan Seth was distributing prasad in the temple, a fifteen-year-

old boy came forward and held out his hands to receive the sweets. Merwan Seth asked his 

name and the boy replied, “Vishnu Narayan Deorukhkar.” 

"What do you do?” Merwan Seth inquired. 

“I go to school,” the boy replied. 

“Where is your father?” 

“He is dead,” Vishnu said. 

Merwan Seth looked into the boy’s eyes with compassion and said, “From now on 

I am your father.” 

“What do you mean, Merwan Seth?” asked the boy. “I don’t understand.” 

 
116 A Petromax lantern is a bright light of 400 candlepower.  



Merwan Seth smiled, handed him some prasad and rubbed his head. The boy then 

scampered off. 

Vishnu’s house was across the street from the toddyshop, and soon after this 

encounter Merwan Seth decided to visit the boy’s family. Vishnu’s mother, a devout Hindu 

named Saraswati, received Merwan Seth reverently, addressing him as he entered the house 

as Deva (God). He in turn would always call her Kakubai, meaning his paternal aunt. 

Merwan Seth inquired about her welfare and asked, “Would you cook dal and rice 

for me in the afternoons?” 

She replied, “With great pleasure, Deva.” 

From that day on, Merwan Seth would go to her house every day for lunch. After 

a few days, he started coming at any odd time saying, “I am hungry, Kakubai. Can you 

prepare something for me?” The woman accepted Merwan Seth’s request and felt it a 

privilege to be allowed to serve him. So Kakubai made it a point to always have something 

ready in case Merwan Seth came unexpectedly. Merwan Seth would give her money as his 

prasad to buy essentials, and although she did not want to accept it, he prevailed on her to 

do so and she could not refuse her Deva’s prasad. 

One day Kakubai complained to Merwan, “Deva, Vishnu goes to the movies every 

day. I am afraid that he is associating with a bad group of boys. Please talk to him and set 

him straight, before he gets in trouble. He will not listen to me.” Merwan immediately went 

to the local movie theater and caught hold of Vishnu, who was about to enter with some 

other boys. He took the boy aside and slapped him soundly a few times. 

Vishnu was taken aback and said, “Merwan Seth, I have bought the ticket with my 

own money. I have not stolen anything! Why are you beating me?” 

“Did you ask me if you could go to the movies?” Merwan Seth replied. “Didn’t I 

tell you that I would be your father? Why didn’t you ask me before going to the movies?” 

Vishnu did not reply, for he instantly knew that, from then on, he should not do anything 

without Merwan’s permission. Kakubai was delighted with the change in her son’s attitude. 

After a while, Merwan Seth stopped going to Kakubai’s for lunch and began eating 

lunch cooked by Memo. A twelve-year-old boy named Madho Maroti Gauhane was hired 

by him to fetch his afternoon meal from his mother’s house and bring it to the toddyshop. 

Madho was intimidated by Shireenmai, but he became another of her unwitting spies. 

Every day when Madho came to pick up the food, she would interrogate him about her 

son’s activities: “Who visited my son? ... To whom does he give money? ... What does he 

do in the shop? ... Do people cheat him? ... Does he allow anyone to steal from him?” 

Madho would innocently tell her everything. 

When Merwan Seth came home, Memo would browbeat him over his impractical, 

unbusinesslike ways. Then she would turn to her husband and ask him to reproach their 

son about the need for running a prosperous toddyshop. To appease her, Bobo would 

pretend to be angry and scold his son — while making light of the affair the whole time by 

winking at Merwan. 

During this period Memo fell ill and Merwan Seth stopped having his meals sent 

from home. However, Memo still insisted upon seeing Madho and would interrogate him, 

“Who sends food to my son now? What do they feed him? Does he eat it?” and so forth. 



Explaining that it was usually plain dal and rice with vegetables, Madho informed her that 

Merwan Seth took meals from Kakubai and sometimes from Sadashiv Patil’s wife. 

When she heard this, Memo was displeased, stormed out of the house, and hired a 

tonga to Sadashiv’s house. There she berated his wife Gita, who patiently and quietly heard 

Memo’s long list of complaints against Merwan and his associates and activities. Gita 

sympathized with Memo and offered a sweet delicacy called puran poli. The dessert 

calmed Memo and she went home in a happier mood. 

 

Another person who became drawn to Merwan Seth at this time was Arjun Dagdu 

Supekar, 24, who owned a small tobacco shop near the toddyshop. Fond of chewing paan 

and tobacco, Merwan Seth became one of Arjun’s regular customers, buying jarda, a 

strong type of chewing tobacco. He would sit with Arjun chewing the tobacco and talking 

to him at length. “How is your business?” inquired Merwan Seth. “Do you make enough 

money? How is your family? How many children do you want?” and so forth. Arjun was 

deeply touched by Merwan Seth’s sincere interest and sympathy, and eventually confessed 

that he was barely surviving financially. 

Merwan Seth started spending a lot of time at Arjun’s shop, buying tobacco and 

paan for himself and others. At times he would sing the songs of Tukaram, Swami Ramdas 

and Kabir, and thus Arjun, a devout Hindu, became convinced that Merwan Seth was a 

spiritual figure. His heart was fatally wounded by Merwan’s arrow of love. Eventually, all 

of Arjun’s family became devoted to Merwan Seth. 

Merwan’s boyhood friend Baily was still stationed in Aden, a port along the 

Arabian Sea, but for some reason he did not maintain correspondence with Merwan. Within 

a year after leaving India, Baily landed in serious trouble. Baily had succumbed to all the 

temptations available to a young man in foreign service. He had been living luxuriously, 

as if he were a high-ranking and important officer (which he was not), and his salary could 

not keep up with his extravagant lifestyle. Baily developed a serious drinking problem, 

frequented brothels and found himself struggling with pressing debts. 

To escape his creditors, Baily applied for a leave of one month, which was granted. 

However, the officer who was to take his post committed suicide and Baily’s leave was 

canceled. In the meantime, a junior officer filed a complaint to headquarters. Baily, in an 

inebriated state, insulted and behaved rudely with his commanding officer, who filed 

charges against Baily for drunk and disorderly conduct. At the trial, he was found guilty, 

court-martialed, stripped of rank, and jailed. The judge sentenced him to two years in prison 

but, for some reason, the general in charge had it reduced by six months. After serving his 

sentence in prison, Baily was dishonorably discharged from the navy and, in 1919, returned 

to Poona. 

Baily was a disgrace to his family. Gradually, during the course of several weeks, 

every former friend came to know of his jail term and none wished to be associated with a 

convicted criminal. No one trusted him and no one would give him a job. As noted earlier, 

Baily had a hot temper − he seldom could control his anger − and he would get into fights. 

So his relatives had no sympathy for him, and he was met with cold indifference. As the 

months passed, he tried to atone for his previous behavior, but the Zoroastrian community’s 



attitude did not change. He was completely ostracized in his hometown. He became 

extremely depressed. Finally, after having a bitter quarrel with his parents during which 

they called him a disgrace, he decided to commit suicide. 

That same day, Baily’s brother Homi went for a drink at Merwan Seth’s toddyshop. 

Casually, Merwan Seth inquired, “Where is Baily these days? What has become of him? 

We used to write, but I haven’t heard from him in over a year.” 

“Didn’t you know?” Homi said. “Baily has been in Poona for a few months. He 

was kicked out of the navy for embezzling money.” 

Merwan Seth looked seriously at Homi and told him, “No, I didn’t know. Go bring 

him to me at once! I will give you a free bottle of toddy. Bring him here immediately.” 

Merwan Seth gave Homi money for a tonga and he raced home. 

When Homi arrived at Baily’s room, the door was locked. Homi called out, but 

there was no reply. He pounded on the door, and Baily said, “Whoever is there, go away!” 

His brother identified himself, but Baily repeated, “Go away ... I don’t want to see anyone!” 

“Your old friend, Merwan, wants to see you,” Homi informed him. “Open up! 

Come with me and we'll have a toddy with him.” 

“I don’t want a drink!” shouted Baily. “And I don’t want to see anyone! Leave me 

alone!” 

His brother shouted back, “Merwan feels very bad that you have not come to see 

him since you've been in Poona. I am telling you, Merwan wants to see you. He is still your 

friend, you fool! You must come; he insisted that I bring you at once. Now open this door 

or I will break it down!” 

A few moments before, Baily had been about to drink a cup of poison. He hid the 

poison and reluctantly opened the door. Before Baily could protest, Homi grabbed him and 

dragged him outside to the waiting tonga, motioning the driver to return to Merwan Seth’s 

toddyshop. However, when they arrived, Merwan Seth had gone. Gustadji was attending 

the shop and informed them that Merwan Seth had just left on some urgent errand and had 

asked him to tell Baily to please wait. 

Baily described what happened next: “I had not to wait long. Within fifteen 

minutes I saw him coming. At the time, I was pacing outside on the road and no sooner 

Merwan saw me, he came running and took me in his arms — embracing me warmly, 

kissing me all over my forehead, face and neck. Tears welled up in my eyes.” 

Merwan Seth embraced Baily so lovingly as if no one else was as dear to him as 

Baily. Baily broke down. He had never in his life experienced such love. His family and 

friends had turned their backs on him, but his old friend, Merwan, still cared about him. He 

was so overcome, he could not utter a word. Baily stood silently looking at Merwan’s face. 

Merwan led him into the toddyshop and gave him a drink. They sat at a quiet corner 

table and Baily poured out what had happened to him. Hearing it, Merwan admonished 

him, “Let the past be gone. Why worry about past wrongs? Every person has done 

something very wrong. God is there to forgive.” Baily was so influenced by what Merwan 

said that his depression disappeared. 

“Why didn’t you write to me about all this?” Merwan asked. 



“But I did write! I wrote many letters, but you never replied. Then I heard that you 

were following Spiritual Masters and thought that perhaps you had left Poona.” 

“Don’t bother trying to explain,” Merwan replied. “I know it all. I want you to 

come and see me every day. I promise everything will turn out all right if you do so.” Baily 

agreed. 

Merwan made Baily understand that he would never be left helpless again. Baily 

realized his old friend had saved his life. He stopped thinking about committing suicide 

and regularly began visiting Merwan at the toddyshop. Merwan again became Baily’s pillar 

of strength and source of love. 

Later it was discovered that the letters Baily wrote had been hidden away by 

Memo. She did this because she was afraid Merwan was thinking of going to Aden to see 

Baily, and she did not want him to go far away, especially to a foreign country. Memo 

honestly admitted her fault and Merwan forgave her. 

After this incident, Baily remembered Babajan’s forewarning, “You will have to 

wait for five years ... He tells me two years ... No, I will not allow two years! So, come 

after a year and a half.” He then understood what she had meant. He had been sentenced to 

two years in prison, but the general had reduced it to a year and a half. Similarly, he 

remembered that Merwan had foretold that something terrible would happen if he left for 

Aden and had wanted his orders changed. 

Gradually, Baily learned of his old friend’s spiritual attainment, although he 

erroneously attributed it to Merwan’s deep religious beliefs and daily prayers from 

childhood. Shortly thereafter, Baily was to discover how wrong his conceptions were. 

 

Later in 1919, Merwan Seth happened to visit Bombay. At this time, another young 

Persian named Khodadad Farhad Irani was living there. Khodadad had a burning ambition 

to become an actor and, obsessed with this idea, he went from one theater and film 

production company to another for auditions, but no one chose him for a part. He became 

disappointed and depressed, finally contemplating suicide. While Khodadad’s inner 

turmoil was occurring, Merwan Seth was walking through the city when he came across 

the dejected young man sitting on the sidewalk. Seeing him, Merwan Seth stopped and 

inquired, “Who are you? Why do you look so sad? You look as if you haven’t a hope in 

the world!” 

Khodadad retorted, “What business is it of yours, sir? Who are you, anyway?” 

Merwan Seth smiled and said, “I am the owner of a film company in Poona and I 

am here in Bombay to interview actors. Would you happen to know of anyone who would 

like to work in a film company?” 

The young man couldn’t believe his ears and excitedly said, “Yes, sir. I've been 

looking for such a job myself for the past three months!” 

Merwan Seth said, “Fine, I will hire you. Can you come with me now to Poona?” 

Khodadad agreed immediately. 

Merwan Seth took Khodadad to Poona, but when they arrived, he said, “I want you 

to work in my toddyshop. Your work here is just temporary, of course. My film company 



is in the final stages of formation, and as soon as it starts up, I promise you will work there.” 

Khodadad agreed. 

However, by being constantly in the spiritually intoxicating atmosphere of Kasba 

Peth, the young man soon forgot about his previous acting ambition and became totally 

dedicated to Merwan Seth’s activities. Later, Merwan Seth nicknamed him Nervous 

because at the slightest mishap, and even more so in Merwan Seth’s presence, young 

Khodadad would appear uneasy, anxious and nervous. 

There is another version of how Nervous came into Merwan Seth’s contact: Baily 

has written that he first met Nervous on a visit to Calcutta, where Nervous was employed 

as an actor in a Parsi theatrical company at the famous Corinthian Theatre (run by the 

Madan Theater Company, which also made films). “When Nervous heard about Merwan 

Seth,” Baily recalled, “he got so anxious that he wanted to resign from his job immediately 

and return with me to Poona. It was only after I convinced him that I would talk to Merwan 

Seth and seek his permission first that he agreed to wait. I took his address and told him I 

would be sending him a reply within a week. Merwan Seth agreed to the request, and so I 

sent a telegram to Nervous asking him to come to Poona. Nervous resigned from his job in 

Calcutta and came to [either Poona or Bombay], and from then on remained a staunch 

disciple.” 

 

Merwan Seth’s frequent visits to Sakori expanded his circle of contacts. Upasni 

Maharaj, like Babajan, would often mention Merwan to his followers. One of Upasni’s 

disciples was a very special woman named Gulmai, the wife of Kaikhushru Sarosh Irani, a 

prominent businessman and civic leader in Ahmednagar. Gulmai was then 36 and the 

mother of four children. Married at an early age, she had encountered many problems in 

her life and, prior to meeting Maharaj, had been depressed and unhappy at her joint-family 

home. 

Merwan’s uncle Masaji was employed as a clerk at a liquor store owned by 

Kaikhushru in Ahmednagar. The owner’s sister, Gulnar, suffered from a skin disease, and 

Masaji told her and Gulmai about Upasni Maharaj and about Merwan Seth.117 

During August 1919, Gulmai’s younger sister Soonamasi, 35, and her husband 

Kaikhushru Beheram Irani, 39, came to Ahmednagar from Bombay to visit their relatives. 

Kaikhushru Masa, as he was known, was a successful jeweler and an ardent lover of God. 

About eight years before, he had been to Shirdi for Sai Baba’s darshan. It was at Shirdi that 

he had learned of Upasni Maharaj and gone for his darshan at the Khandoba Temple. Later, 

he became a regular visitor to Sakori, where he met Merwan Seth and immediately 

recognized the divinity manifest in him. Kaikhushru Masa tried to persuade his sister-in-

law Gulmai to accompany them to Sakori, but she refused because she felt her husband 

would not like it. When Kaikhushru Masa, Soonamasi, and Gulnar were present before 

 

117 Gulmai’s real name was Gulu, but she was respectfully called Gulmai by Upasni Maharaj and 

later by Baba as well. Her sister-in-law Gulnar was the mother of Sarosh K. Irani, one of Meher 

Baba’s later disciples.  



Upasni Maharaj, they spoke to him about Gulnar’s rash, and then about Gulmai’s 

devotional nature and her family problems. Gulnar explained to the Sadguru, “My sister-

in-law is very depressed and alienated; she faces oppressive conditions in her husband’s 

joint-family household. Could you draw her to you like you have drawn us?” 

Upasni replied, “Do not be so worried about her. I will do the same for her as I 

have done for you. You and she, as well as the whole family, will come to me. Have faith 

and come to Sakori as frequently as you can. Your skin disease − and her depression − will 

disappear.” 

Upasni then told them that they were welcome to stay the night in Sakori, but 

Gulnar wanted to return to Ahmednagar. However, on their way back they were stranded 

near a river which had flooded. Thus, instead of being in the ashram of a God-conscious 

Master, they had to spend the night in a donkey stable! When Gulnar returned, she was 

happy that she had met the impressive Sadguru, and she told Gulmai about the trip, and 

urged her to make it a point to meet Upasni Maharaj soon. 

Gustadji had been at Sakori on this occasion and had accompanied the group back 

to Ahmednagar on his way to Poona. He told them about the arti to Upasni Maharaj which 

Merwan Seth had composed, and Gulnar, wanting to recite it, requested that Gustadji write 

it down. However, he did not remember the entire arti and told her to get it from Merwan 

Seth. (Later, when Gulmai’s husband Kaikhushru went to Poona, he met Merwan Seth who 

wrote out the arti for Gulmai.) 

Soonamasi longed to take her sister to Sakori before she and her husband left for 

Bombay. For two weeks she pleaded with her sister to visit the Sadguru, but Gulmai 

refused. Finally, Gulmai agreed and was accompanied by Kaikhushru Masa, and Mr. and 

Mrs. Bekhoda Faredoon Irani, acquaintances from Poona. They reached Sakori around 

noon and saw Upasni Maharaj’s humble thatched hut situated among thorny, scraggly 

bushes with a small temple nearby. A few paces away was a pipal tree, under which two 

young Persian men were sitting. Gulmai approached them and Kaikhushru Masa and 

Bekhoda started a conversation. Bekhoda’s wife whispered to Gulmai, “Do you know who 

that is?” Gulmai shook her head, no. 

"Do you know Sheriar Moondegar of Poona?” Bekhoda’s wife asked. 

Gulmai said, “Yes, Sheriar is related to my father and came to my wedding [in 

December 1896].” 

Bekhoda’s wife explained, “That is Sheriar’s son, Merwan, and the other is his 

business partner, Beheram. They own a toddyshop in Poona. They are Maharaj’s bhaktas 

[devotees].” 

Gulmai replied, “I have heard that Sheriar has a son who is insane and abstains 

from eating meat, fish and eggs. Is he the same son?” 

Bekhoda’s wife said, “Yes. However, wait till you hear him sing. He sings 

beautifully.” 

“I would like to hear him,” Gulmai said. “We will ask him to sing later.” 

In the meantime, Merwan Seth had been explaining to Kaikhushru Masa and 

Bekhoda how he had met Upasni Maharaj. He was telling them about Upasni’s great fasts 



and penances, when the Sadguru called to see them. All went inside Upasni’s hut. They 

bowed to him, and Maharaj asked Bekhoda and his wife where they came from, to what 

family they belonged, et cetera. They answered him, then he remarked sternly (in Marathi), 

“This family life is all filth!118 Lifetime after lifetime is wasted in this way. If one wants to 

purchase wheat but inquires at a cloth shop, the shopkeeper will say, ‘No grain is available 

here; you can only buy cloth here.’ Similarly, you will only get from here whatever I have.” 

Upasni Maharaj asked each about matters pertaining to them personally. As soon 

as Gulmai had entered his hut, she was astonished to find that the near naked Master was 

the same figure who had appeared to her recently in a vivid dream. She listened intently to 

his words as he spoke of God, the spiritual path and the need of a Perfect Master. Gulmai 

was impressed with Upasni Maharaj, and she immediately felt comfortable in his presence, 

as if she had found an old friend. 

Gulmai spontaneously said, “Maharaj, you have what is not available elsewhere. I 

want only that!” 

Upasni then told them to have their lunch and rest. They were to meet him again 

in the afternoon. As they came out of the hut, they found Merwan Seth waiting for them. 

He helped them take their parcels to the Maruti temple nearby and then said that he would 

return at three o’clock to take them to Upasni. 

After lunch, Merwan Seth arrived and narrated how he had met Babajan and Sai 

Baba. When Merwan Seth started to take the group to Upasni, they told him that they had 

heard that he sang beautifully and asked if he would sing one song. He politely changed 

the subject and took them to Upasni’s hut, where they sat under the pipal tree together. 

Upasni called each person individually. Gulmai’s turn was last. As she approached 

the door, conflicting emotions overwhelmed her; she wondered how to unburden herself to 

the Sadguru. Merwan Seth, who was standing near the entrance, urged her to go inside and 

reveal unreservedly whatever she had in her heart and mind. Gulmai, after gaining her 

composure, wondered how Merwan Seth had known what was going on inside her. She 

entered Upasni’s hut but was at a loss as to what to say. As soon as she started to speak, 

tears came. 

Gulmai had other miseries besides her unhappy home and alienation from the 

Zoroastrian community due to her intense interest in spirituality. She had developed 

pustules all over her body and was afraid it indicated some disease. She had thought of 

telling Maharaj about it but was embarrassed. However, when he pointedly looked at her 

from head to foot, she told him of her ailment. Maharaj assured her that it was nothing 

serious and would disappear. Then Upasni called Durgabai, and said, “This lady is 

miserable. She is unhappy at home, and has an affliction because of her unhappiness. 

Explain to her that I know everything, so there is no need to tell me anything.” 

 
118 The actual word Upasni Maharaj used was most likely the Marathi equivalent of “shit.” Upasni 

would often use swear words and abusive language. Cursing or vulgar language was symbolic of 

his work of annihilating sanskaric bindings — the grossness of a person’s consciousness. 



Gulmai fell at Upasni Maharaj’s feet and begged him to accept the surrender of 

her body, mind, progeny and possessions. She burst into tears again as she narrated how 

difficult her life had been. Finally, she beseeched Upasni to allow her to stay with him 

permanently at Sakori. 

Upasni Maharaj explained that she could not do so: 

Those without worldly attachments pursue puja and sadhanas [forms of worship and spiritual 

disciplines]. It is not new to them; it is thus easy. But to be in samsar [the world] and belong 

predominantly to God and totally devoted to Him is the highest form of worship. 

To suffer between the urge of God and the drag of life, to balance longing for God with the 

observance of household duties, to remain untouched like oil in a sea of activities — is much more 

helpful for attaining the highest spiritual aim. 

You and I have past connections. You are deeply connected with me spiritually through previous 

births. I have had my nazar on you for a long time. Finally you have come. 

Maharaj added, “Your Zoroaster is here ... I am closely linked with Zoroastrians 

and, in the future, they will flock to me in large numbers.” 

He told her many other things and then concluded, “Go back to your husband and 

family. Nagar is quite near.119 Whenever you feel it necessary you may come here. You are 

welcome here. You may come alone also. You may see me as often as you need. However, 

a continuous stay with me in this rustic area as you desire is not advisable considering your 

present circumstances. Do not worry about anything; my nazar [sight] is on you.” 

Gulmai accepted Upasni Maharaj’s instructions and came out of the hut to find a 

group sitting under the pipal tree listening to Merwan Seth tell stories about Sai Baba, 

Babajan and how Lord Ram’s birthday was grandly celebrated at Sakori. Gulmai sat down 

and listened. Meanwhile, preparations had been started for Upasni’s evening arti. In the 

small temple near the Sadguru’s hut, a devotee was adorning photographs of Sai Baba and 

Upasni Maharaj with flowers and incense; soon after, the whole group participated in the 

ceremony. 

The Ahmednagar group left Sakori by tonga in the evening and came to the railway 

station at Chitali; Merwan Seth and Behramji accompanied them by bullock cart. As the 

baggage was being unloaded, all sat among a grove of trees. Merwan Seth pulled out a 

book on God and started to read. Calling Gulmai, he handed her the book and told her to 
read it at home. As they waited for the train to arrive, Merwan Seth distributed chapatis 

and chutney that Durgabai had prepared. 

During the train ride, they heard a melodious voice from the adjoining 

compartment. Merwan Seth was singing a ghazal; he was fulfilling the group’s earlier 

desire to hear him sing. At Belapur, he and Behramji got off. Merwan Seth told them that 

he and Behramji were going north to Nagpur to see Tajuddin Baba, who, Merwan said, 

was also a great Master. 

 
119 Nagar is a shortened form of Ahmednagar. 



Some time passed and Gulmai again visited Upasni Maharaj. After taking his 

darshan, she offered puja to him in a devout manner. Upasni inquired about her health and 

then said, “Since Sai Baba dropped his body, his devotees, both Muslim and Hindu, have 

been transferred to me. They expect my attention, so at times I have to beat them. 

“Many Zoroastrians also come; those from Poona have a temple. Merwan is one 

of them; he is an Irani like you. He is always doing something or other here.” 

At this time, Merwan Seth was standing near a well with Sadashiv. When Gulmai 

came to get a drink of water, he inquired how she was doing. Then, to win her over, he 

remarked to Sadashiv, “How sweet is this lady’s nature. How different my life would have 

been had she been my mother!” With these compliments, Merwan Seth snared her heart. 

Gulmai returned home the same day. 

During her frequent visits with Upasni Maharaj over the years, Gulmai never gave 

up hope of living in his ashram at Sakori. While there, she and Merwan Seth often met. He 

revealed to her his spiritual experiences, which convinced her beyond doubt that he was, 

in fact, the chargeman (spiritual heir) of Sadguru Upasni Maharaj. 

During one stay with Upasni Maharaj for twelve days, Gulmai had to bear austere 

hardships, and was even severely slapped and beaten by Maharaj. Explaining to her what 

she was undergoing, Merwan Seth assured her, “You are very fortunate. By withstanding 

these tests, you are the first woman to have been granted the grace of a Perfect Master such 

as Upasni Maharaj. You passed through these hardships brilliantly. It is a blessing if a 

Sadguru beats a person; you are indeed blessed. Babajan also beats people with a stick.” 

Before Gulmai left Sakori, Upasni Maharaj told her, “People like holy places 

where there are big and beautiful temples — important and influential persons throng there. 

That is a common occurrence. But to come to this barren place with love and devotion, and 

serve the Master wholeheartedly with full faith is real. What is there in Udwada? There is 

fire, but here burns the living fire! Real pilgrimage is at the feet of the Perfect Master.” 

During 1919, Merwan Seth initiated the building of a small temple in Sakori for 

performing Upasni Maharaj’s arti. He himself would defray the expenses of bhandaras 

(feasts) held there, as would Gulmai. Other temples were constructed later in Sakori as 

Maharaj’s fame spread; a rich maharaja built one magnificent Hindu temple there. But the 

distinction of funding the first temple in Upasni Maharaj’s honor rested with Merwan Seth. 

Gulmai’s devotion to Merwan Seth deepened with each encounter and later she 

and her husband and their sons, Rustom and Adi, and daughters, Piroja and Dolly, 
dedicated their lives and property to his cause. Merwan later called Gulmai his spiritual 

mother. 

 

While Gulmai and a few others gradually recognized Merwan’s spiritual 

attainment, most in the Zoroastrian community scoffed at the notion that this young Irani 

had become a prophet. They included Merwan’s younger brother, Jal, seventeen, who 

likewise did not believe in his elder brother’s advancement and dismissed Merog as being 

insane. Jal knew a Hindu guru outside of Poona named Siddharudh Swami of Hubli village 



(reported to be a Sadguru), whom he would occasionally visit.120 But Jal would ridicule 

those who believed his brother should be given such spiritual respect. 

One day everything changed. Merwan Seth was at home, talking casually with Jal, 

Jamshed and Baily. He looked at Jal and stated, “Brother, I am God!” 

Jal burst out laughing and mockingly exclaimed, “You, God? Merog, you are no 

one but a madman! How can a man be God?” 

“Believe me, I am truly God,” Merwan Seth replied. 

Brazenly, Jal retorted, “This is nonsense! I don’t believe a word you say, Merog!” 

Then Jal challenged his elder brother, “If you are God, you must have powers. 

Prove to me that you are God!” 

Merwan Seth agreed to the challenge and said, “I will place a burning coal on the 

palm of your hand, but you won’t feel any pain. Do you agree to this test?” 

Jal arrogantly replied, “I am quite prepared. Let me see what sort of God you are!” 

Then he added, “If my hand burns and I feel pain, your delusions will be shattered once 

and for all. I don’t want to hear you ever repeat that you are God!” 

Merwan Seth smiled and sent Jamshed to the kitchen to bring the Zoroastrian 

afarganyu (a pot in which burning coals are kept during prayers). He then instructed Baily 

to remove one of the red-hot coals with a pair of tongs and place it on Jal’s palm when 

instructed. Jamshed was told to bring the inkpot from a table in the next room. Merwan 

then told Jal to extend his right palm, which Jal did. Jamshed held the open inkpot in his 

hand. Merwan once again asked Jal if he wished to withdraw his challenge. Jal declined. 

Merwan Seth held Jal’s wrist and told Jal not to move his hand. Merwan signaled 

Baily, and he kept a small piece of burning coal in the center of Jal’s palm. Jal, his face 

drained of color, behaved as if there was no pain and for some moments did not move his 

hand. The skin started to burn, but Jal did not feel any pain! He stared at his hand in 

amazement. The moment Jal slightly moved his hand, Merwan Seth picked up the fiery 

coal with his bare hands and placed it in the afarganyu. Merwan ordered Jamshed to take 

Jal outside in the compound and pour the entire contents of the inkpot onto Jal’s palm, and 

then take Jal to Dr. Seldana, their family doctor, for bandaging. 

Baily had noticed that, the moment he placed the coal on Jal’s palm, Merwan 

Seth’s face had also turned pale. Merwan clenched both hands tightly as if he himself were 

undergoing the pain and suffering. This was the real reason Jal had felt no pain. 

Shireenmai was cooking in the kitchen, but was unaware of what had transpired. 

When anyone asked about the bandage on Jal’s hand, all agreed to say that whilst Jal was 

lighting a match, the matchbox had accidentally caught fire in his palm. 

One version of this incident states that Jal had to be hospitalized for several days 

at Sassoon Hospital for treatment, due to the seriousness of the burn. Merwan Seth visited 

him often, and Jal’s heart was profoundly touched by the love his elder brother showered 

 
120 Siddharudh Swami (1836–1929). Among those considered to be his followers were several 

Indian Maharajas. Indian national leaders such as Lokmanya Tilak and Mahatma Gandhi also 

sought his blessings. 



on him. Later he confessed, “Merog, my ego is smashed. You are truly God! I was a fool 

to doubt you. Forgive me.” Mysteriously, whenever Merwan visited Jal in the hospital or 

Jal was in his presence, the excruciating pain in Jal’s hand would completely disappear. 

But as soon as Merwan left, the pain would return in its full intensity. 

As Jal related years later: 

When [the coal] came out, I became unconscious. I was taken to hospital — but during those 

moments when the coal was on my palm I didn’t feel the pain at all as if it was a piece of paper, and 

that was a miracle. Baba used to visit me in the hospital. The pain was terrible, and a huge blister 

formed and it had to be cut with scissors. During the weeks it took to heal, I was wondering why did 

I allow Baba to test me by burning my right hand unnecessarily? I couldn’t understand it. And then I 

dreamt of Baba ... (I had had one or two dreams of Baba before, in visions of bright light and it 

penetrated to my heart.) He came, walking in my dreams − I had some experiences in the daytime 

also − and I felt his divinity.”121 

When Jal was brought home, Merwan praised him for his strength and courage in 

withstanding the awful pain for his sake. He then embraced him and asked, “Now will you 

renounce the world and join me permanently?” After deep thought, Jal told his brother that 

he was prepared to carry out his will and follow him. For the rest of Jal’s life, when new 

persons came into Merwan’s orbit, Jal would show them the scar on his hand and narrate 

every detail of the event that made him realize his brother was indeed God in human form. 

 

Gustadji, Slamson and Nervous were now working and managing the toddyshop 

in Kasba Peth, and Merwan Seth was not involved much in its business affairs. He still 

oversaw their work and made certain everything was spotlessly clean and that the toddy 

was of good quality. He had made it a rule for everyone from the Kasba Peth group to take 

Babajan’s darshan at least once a day, individually or as a group. After closing the shop, 

Gustadji and others went home only after having Babajan’s darshan, even if it was after 

midnight.122  

In November 1919, Upasni Maharaj telegraphed Sadashiv to bring Merwan Seth 

to Sakori to join him on a trip to Benares, where a sraddha was to be held in honor of Sai 

Baba.123 Sadashiv had returned with his family from Benares just five days before. He knew 

it would be difficult to obtain permission from his uncle to leave his business 

responsibilities again. Sadashiv was at a loss as to what to do, when Merwan Seth suggested 

a plan. Sadashiv’s apartment was on the second floor of his toddyshop. Late one night, 

when the family was asleep, Sadashiv tossed his bedding roll out the window to Merwan 

Seth, and snuck out of the house. Together they went to the railway station and caught the 

train to Sakori. (Before leaving, Sadashiv woke his uncle saying he was going out and 

would be back soon. Later, he wrote his uncle informing him where he had gone and why.) 

 
121 The Awakener, Vol. 13, No. 1 & 2, p. 38. 
122 Gustadji had been given a small room at Baba House where he rested at night. 
123 A sraddha ceremony is a Hindu rite performed a year after the death of a parent or revered 

ancestor, as a way to honor and remember them and to give them thanks for their guidance.  



At Sakori, Sadashiv asked Upasni why he was going to Benares. Upasni replied, 

“There will be a large gathering of Sai Baba’s devotees there, and Sai himself is going to 

preside!” 

This answer surprised Sadashiv, who said, “How can Sai Baba preside over this 

occasion when he died more than a year ago?” Upasni, however, did not elaborate. 

Upasni left ahead of Merwan Seth and Sadashiv on a different train, although in 

Benares he stayed at the Mahadev (Shiva) temple with them. Preparations had started for 

the performance of maha yagna — a large sacrificial fire. Several thousand devotees of Sai 

Baba from all over India were gathered and there were seven hundred of Upasni’s own 

followers surrounding him. One hundred and eleven Hindu priests congregated to perform 

the great yagna. The meals were specially prepared by Brahmins, but Merwan and Sadashiv 

were instructed by Upasni to oversee the food arrangements. Both would shop daily in the 

market and purchase all that was required for the enormous meals. In the center of the large 

pandal (tent) where the fire ceremony was to take place, a large painting of Sai Baba was 

hung and garlanded. When Sadashiv saw this spectacle, with Sai Baba’s picture in the 

central place, he realized why Maharaj had told him that Sai Baba would preside. 

The great ceremonial fire burned continually for eleven days, and, on the twelfth 

day, a feast for Brahmins was held. By that time as many as 12,000 Brahmins had gathered. 

The food for all was ready before noon, but when the Brahmins sat down under the large 

pandal for their meal and saw the painting of Sai Baba, some raised an uproar, exclaiming, 

“We cannot join in the feast of a Muslim! Sai Baba was a Muslim!” 

Upasni Maharaj, who himself was of Brahmin descent, prevailed upon them, 

saying, “Forget your religious prejudices and opinions and partake of the food ... Sai Baba 

was above religious distinction. He was for you Brahmins as well as for the Muslims.” But 

the Brahmins would not listen and even the Brahmin priests who performed the maha 

yagna joined their protests. Then Maharaj told the priests, “I promise to give every one of 

you dakshina of fifteen rupees instead of five. Now eat and enjoy the feast.” 

Still they refused, continuing to object vehemently to the picture of a 

Mohammedan Master, and shouted, “Take that painting down. Why is this yagna dedicated 

to him? Why is Sai Baba being honored in our temple? If that painting is removed, we will 

share in the feast; otherwise, we will not eat.” 

The pandemonium lasted for two hours. Upasni could not persuade the Brahmins 

to share in the feast and he refused to have the painting of Sai Baba taken down. In the end, 

Upasni instructed his devotees to go to the banks of the Ganges River and to strike empty 

cooking oil tins to call for the poor to gather there. Merwan Seth and Sadashiv, joined by 

Upasni’s several hundred devotees, served the food to the tremendous crowd that came. 

Amazingly, although nearly 15,000 poor people were fed, a considerable amount of food 

was left over. 

Upasni Maharaj then directed, “Throw the remaining food into the river!” This 

shocked the Hindu priests who saw bucket after bucket of food being flung into the river. 

They approached Upasni and begged his pardon, saying, “Great One, we are now ready to 

partake of the feast. Do not waste the food — forgive us.” 



Upasni angrily retorted, “You call yourselves the pundits of Kashi!124 What can I 

say about you priests? There is nothing in Kashi for you, and there is no food left either! I 

forgive you, but you will not partake of the feast. He, Sai Baba, whom you call a Muslim, 

is the real pundit!” Upasni then angrily sent the priests away and bid his followers farewell. 

He instructed Merwan Seth and Sadashiv to go to Jagannath Puri, while he returned to 

Sakori. 

Puri is a major place of pilgrimage, located along the seacoast of eastern India. It 

is famous for the great Jagannath temple there, one of the most visited temples in India, 

entry to which is barred to non-Hindus.125 Arriving in Jagannath Puri, Merwan and 

Sadashiv went to the temple’s dharamshala. Observing that Merwan was wearing pants 

(instead of a white dhoti) and had a kerchief tied around his head, the temple priest asked 

Sadashiv curiously, “Who is your friend? He does not appear to be a Hindu.” 

Sadashiv replied earnestly, “His name is Jagat Narayan and he is a pucca [pure] 

Hindu. He has accompanied me from Benares and we are going on pilgrimage to other 

holy places.” 

The priest made no further inquiry and registered them in his record book as Jagat 

Narayan and Sadashiv Patil; residence: Poona. (Jagat Narayan literally means the Lord of 

the Universe!) Little did the priest know who his guest really was — he was, in fact, Jagat 

Narayan — the Lord Himself! Because of Merwan’s appearance, it was inconceivable that 

anyone would mistake him for a Hindu, but this innocent priest did not object. The Lord 

stayed at his temple — meant only for Hindu pilgrims — to the good fortune of the priest. 

The priest served them food, and afterwards Sadashiv and Merwan Seth went to the 

seashore to bathe. They then took darshan at the temple, gave a generous dakshina to the 

priest, and took a train to Kharagpur the following day. 

In Kharagpur, Merwan Seth and Sadashiv met several of Upasni Maharaj’s 

devotees and visited the Harijan neighborhood where the Untouchables lived. Maharaj’s 

disciples, led by Namdeo Mahar and his wife, welcomed Merwan Seth to their humble 

huts. Afterwards, Merwan Seth and Sadashiv departed for Nagpur. 

 

While in Nagpur, Merwan Seth explained to Sadashiv, “I am also connected with 

Tajuddin Baba. I want you to take three or four of Upasni’s devotees with you to Vaki 

Shariff and meet Tajuddin. Take flowers and fruits with you. Give Tajuddin my salutations, 

although I cannot go.” However, when Sadashiv and the group reached Tajuddin’s 

 

124 A pundit is a learned Hindu priest or scholar. The ancient city of Benares was called Kashi 

when Buddha resided there, over 2,500 years ago.  

125 The temple is dedicated to Jagannath, considered a reincarnation of Vishnu. Jagannath is also 

another name for Krishna and Dattatrey. The town of Jagannath Puri dates back to ancient times 

and is considered by Hindus to be one of the four holiest places in India. It is also believed that the 

sacred relic of Buddha’s tooth was preserved there until it was finally transferred to Ceylon. It is 

also claimed that Jesus, as a young man, stayed there during his travels in India. 



headquarters, they found that the Master had departed just an hour before. Disappointed, 

they went back to Nagpur and explained this to Merwan Seth. 

The next day Merwan Seth instructed Sadashiv, “You must meet Tajuddin. I am 

sending you again to Vaki Shariff, but this time, leave an hour earlier so you don’t miss 

him.” But again Tajuddin had just gone. 

For four days Merwan Seth instructed them to go to Vaki Shariff and each time 

Sadashiv and the devotees of Upasni Maharaj missed Tajuddin Baba by minutes. Each day 

they were sent earlier and earlier, but each time Tajuddin had slipped away ahead of their 

arrival. Finally, Sadashiv complained to Merwan Seth of his unwillingness to go back 

again. It was a long tonga ride of eleven miles each way. Merwan insisted, “Go for a fifth 

time and I assure you he will be there. Tajuddin will be waiting for you.” 

This time the Master was present. After Sadashiv and the others bowed to him, 

Tajuddin inquired, “For four days you have been put to much trouble, but today I was 

waiting just for you to arrive. Do you know why I was not here?” Tajuddin then showed 

them a photograph of Merwan Seth, remarking, “This Heavenly Rose was calling me for 

the past four days, but he was also sending you to me! Today the Heavenly Rose did not 

call me, so I am now able to meet you.”126 

(Sadashiv related a similar incident regarding Tajuddin Baba that occurred a few 

years later, after Meher Baba had set up his own ashram. Baba had sent his disciples Ghani, 

Vajifdar, and Sadashiv to meet Tajuddin, and upon meeting the three men, Tajuddin gave 

each a photograph of Meher Baba, telling them, “Worship this photograph of Meher Baba.” 

They then bowed down and said prayers before Baba’s photograph in front of Tajuddin 

Baba.)127 

From Nagpur, Merwan Seth and Sadashiv left by train to meet Upasni Maharaj at 

Sakori again, and later returned to Poona after being away for a month. 

After they had been some days in Poona, Upasni Maharaj again called Merwan 

Seth and Sadashiv to Sakori. From there they traveled together to Nasik. The Sadguru did 

not take any of his other devotees with them. He, Sadashiv and Merwan Seth walked the 

distance of four miles from the city of Nasik to a forested area where they spent the night 

at a Mahadev temple consecrated to the greatness of Shiva. 

The next day, Maharaj sent Sadashiv on an errand back to the city to buy some sev 

and chiwada (dry chickpea snacks) to eat. Maharaj remained behind so that he could work 

on bringing Merwan Seth further down from divine consciousness to gross consciousness. 

By the time Sadashiv returned with the snacks it was dark. Upasni asked him, 

“Were you afraid while walking through the jungle?” 

 
126 When Tajuddin Baba told Sadashiv that Merwan Seth was “calling him” he did not mean that 

he and Merwan Seth had met physically. Tajuddin was not in Vaki Shariff because he would 

constantly travel about the area.  

127 On occasion, Meher Baba would give a disciple or devotee a photograph of one of his Masters 

to meditate upon. Small Khorshed was given a photograph of Tajuddin Baba to meditate on; 

Gulmai had photographs of Babajan and Upasni Maharaj in her prayer room. 



Sadashiv replied, “Yes, I was somewhat frightened.” 

Upasni remarked, “I was just behind you. There was nothing to be afraid of.” 

Then Upasni’s appearance changed and he became gloriously radiant, declaring to 

Sadashiv, “Remember this always: Merwan will make the whole world dance to his tune! 

If you hold to him, you will never have anything to fear.” 

They again slept in the temple, and the next day Upasni took them to the village of 

Gavalwadi, where they climbed the Bhorgad Hill. Upasni showed them a cave on the hill 

where, long before he had met Sai Baba and had become God-realized, he had sat for nearly 

a year repeating God’s name and fasting without food or water. 

While the three sat in the cave, Merwan Seth composed and sang the following 

ghazal dedicated to Upasni Maharaj: 

 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, you are the Divine Beloved! 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, your love is reality! 

 

You neither ate nor slept until you found God. 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, you became all-loving Yezdan! 

 

By becoming a lowly [toilet] sweeper you became supremely supreme 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, you are matchless indeed. 

 

You have the face of Allah! You have the form of Ram! 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, you are the image of brilliance! 

 

You are God-Incarnate; the Lord of each house [heart]! 

O Guru Upasni Maharaj, you are the emperor of the two worlds! 

 

Huma is mad in your love — a beggar at your feet. 

O Upasni Maharaj! Huma entreats you to bestow your divine love on him! 

 

They stayed for a while longer in the cave. Then they descended the hill and 

returned to Sakori via Nasik. A day later, Merwan Seth and Sadashiv were sent back to 

Poona. 

 

During 1920, Merwan Seth’s individual human consciousness was gradually being 

reestablished in the gross world. This was a period of intense spiritual concentration — and 

one of agony, as well. Not only did Merwan continue banging his forehead on the stone 

flooring of his room at Baba House, but also he would at times closet himself in a dark 

room on the second floor at Behramji’s house in a crowded, less affluent area of the city. 

There he would sit in the dark for days and nights without food or water. He would not 

allow anyone else inside the room, and when he emerged he would appear exhausted — 

drenched in perspiration, as if having done some arduous labor. 

Merwan Seth’s consciousness was merged in infinite bliss, but it was his spiritual 

duty to come down and regain awareness of the gross world. This descent is excruciating, 

for the God-realized individual’s consciousness descends out of formless infinity into the 



worlds of countless forms and limited states, through the mental and subtle planes into the 

grossness of the world. 

Persons embedded in the material world commonly experience suffering and pain. 

All beings in the gross world suffer, and Merwan Seth had to become conscious of the 

grossest aspects of this world in order to function on the same level of human 

consciousness. To do so, Merwan Seth elicited the help of a Harijan named Bahadur Khan, 

a lowly “sweeper” employed by the municipality to clean the roads and toilets of human 

waste. 

Merwan Seth went to Behramji’s house one afternoon with Bahadur. After 

removing all his clothes except for a small loincloth, he sat on a footstool. He requested a 

bucket of excrement from Bahadur. Although Bahadur respectfully objected, Merwan Seth 

insisted. Bahadur went nearby and brought a bucket of human excrement and rubbed it on 

Merwan Seth’s body, from his neck to his toes. While Bahadur waited outside the room, 

Merwan Seth sat in seclusion for an hour or so. Afterwards, Merwan Seth took a cold water 

bath under a tap, put on his clothes and left. Bahadur then disinfected the room with Phenol, 

locked the door and handed over the key to Merwan Seth personally at the toddyshop. 

Bahadur was given a glass of toddy, and then he sang until late in the evening. 

This phase of Merwan Seth’s work alone in seclusion — for periods ranging from 

one to two and a half hours — was part of his daily routine for about two to two and a half 

months, according to Baily. No one except Bahadur knew what he was doing, as Bahadur 

was strictly ordered not to disclose it to anyone. One account states that Behramji and 

Sayyed Saheb arrived at this room one day and were aghast when they saw Merwan Seth 

with dried excrement on his body and in his hair. He instructed them to boil pails of warm 

water and give him a bath, after which they applied fragrant oils and antiseptics. 

Bahadur, the illiterate toilet sweeper, became a poet and his compositions praised 

Merwan Seth, Babajan and Upasni Maharaj. Merwan Seth found pleasure in Bahadur’s 

efforts and encouraged him to sing. He expressed how pleased he was with Bahadur’s 

obedience. “Until his last breath, Bahadur Khan had great respect for Merwan,” Baily 

noted. “Bahadur was perhaps the first follower of Merwan before and after God-realization. 

Although there were many at that time who loved and respected Merwan, nobody can 

compare with this innocent Harijan. He loved Merwan from the depth of his heart and 

eagerly obeyed any of his orders.” 

Merwan Seth’s covering himself with human waste is difficult to fathom, but it is 

indicative of the tremendous amount of physical gross suffering necessary to facilitate the 

process of coming back down into creation-consciousness from the God-realized state. 

Upasni Maharaj did similar acts of self-effacement by bathing a leper and drinking the 

bathwater, sweeping the sewerage out of gutters, and even caressing a dead horse while 

vultures devoured the carcass. 

Age could only marvel and weep out of gratitude at this act of sacrifice on the 

Avatar’s part for the sake of creation. 

 

Later in 1920, Merwan Seth told Sayyed Saheb, “I wish to remain in a secluded 

place without the slightest disturbance. Can you find me such a place?” Sayyed Saheb 



suggested a few remote locations, but Merwan Seth did not approve any. At last, Merwan 

Seth told Sayyed, “I have chosen the Bhorgad Cave near Nasik, where Upasni Maharaj had 

fasted for almost a year. I want you to go with me.” Sayyed Saheb agreed. 

They took a train to Nasik and walked through the wooded area to the village of 

Gavalwadi, where they climbed the Bhorgad Hill and found the cave that Upasni Maharaj 

had shown Merwan Seth. Sayyed Saheb stayed along the rocky hillside while Merwan Seth 

remained in the cave alone for 40 days and nights, fasting only on milk which Sayyed 

Saheb would bring from the village each day. 

After the 40 days, Merwan Seth left the remote region and stayed at Sayyed 

Saheb’s family’s house in Nasik. While there, he instructed Sayyed Saheb to telegraph all 

in Poona — Sadashiv, Behramji, Gustadji, and others — to come to Nasik to be with him. 

Sayyed Saheb was profoundly impressed with Merwan Seth’s great spiritual strength and 

attributes, and no longer liked the name Merwan Seth — believing it sounded too ordinary. 

When those from Poona were gathered in Nasik, Sayyed Saheb brought up the topic of 

changing Merwan Seth’s title. Each man agreed, but what new name should they give? 

One of the men suggested Mehru Baba — meaning Great Father, but that was not approved. 

After several other choices were suggested and rejected, Sayyed Saheb himself, in 

the end, proposed the name Meher Baba — meaning Compassionate Father. It was 

immediately endorsed by all. Soon after, they returned to Poona — including Merwan Seth 

now rechristened Meher Baba. It seemed to Age that the whole purpose of the men coming 

to Nasik was to choose this new name − which was to remain for all time. 

 

Another Muslim who became intimately associated with Meher Baba was Abdul 

Ghani, whose family members were neighbors of Merwan’s family in Butler Mohalla for 

almost fifteen years. As mentioned, Ghani, as he was called, was a close friend of Merwan 

while growing up. Ghani’s father was employed in the Military Accounts Department in 

Poona and was transferred to Calcutta. Later, during World War I, he worked in France. 

The family, though, stayed in Poona during the course of the father’s travels. 

Ghani and Merwan had been in the same classes together in high school and 

college. Since Merwan had quit college after his contact with Hazrat Babajan, Ghani had 

lost track of his friend for over seven years. In the meantime, Ghani had finished college 

and had become a homeopathic doctor.128 He had married and moved to Bombay where he 

opened a homeopathic dispensary on Sandhurst Road. He was also appointed an honorary 

magistrate — a munsiff — and functioned as a subordinate judge in a small claims court in 

Bombay. Hence he was addressed officially as Dr. Abdul Ghani Munsiff. 

One day during 1920, Baba was at Munshiji’s house with many of Munshiji’s 

Muslim friends who had gathered to meet him. Ghani, who knew Munshiji well, happened 

to drop by on a casual visit. Seeing his boyhood friend after so many years, Ghani slapped 

 
128 After graduating from Deccan College, Ghani joined the Medical College Of Poona, but he left 

without graduating and, instead, studied homeopathy for three years at a college in Calcutta, 

obtaining the degree of L.H.M.S. 



Merwan on the back and exclaimed, “Merwan, you are here?! I thought you might have 

been dead all these past years. Whatever happened to you anyway, old friend?” 

Hearing this, Baba only smiled. However, the Muslims present did not like Ghani’s 

familiar way of addressing their guru. Ghani glanced at those in the room and sensed their 

reproach. “Merwan is my old, old friend,” he explained. “We were on the same teams 

together when we played as boys. We were classmates at St. Vincent’s and Deccan College. 

We lived in the same neighborhood.” But Ghani’s remarks fell on deaf ears and the 

devotee’s eyes held scorn. 

Munshiji quoted the adage, “A friend of the past is an awkward customer — alas!” 

(meaning that an old friend is a bad client in business). 

Ghani was taken aback, thinking: “What did I do wrong? Is there something 

disrespectful in what I said? Why do these fellows misunderstand my intention? And why 

are they paying so much respect to Merwan?” 

Baba, however, intervened and broke the tension in the room. He had his old friend 

sit near him and talked affectionately with him, reminiscing about their boyhoods together. 

Baba ended by advising, “Ghani, you should visit me whenever you come to 

Poona. I will always be happy to see you when you come back here.” 

Shortly after Baba left. The group of men confronted Ghani, saying, “Don’t you 

know who Meher Baba is? How dare you talk that way in front of him? He is no ordinary 

man! He is a Qutub! He is connected with the Perfect Masters Babajan and Tajuddin Baba.” 

They explained Baba’s recognized spiritual status, and each one described his experiences 

in Baba’s contact. Ghani apologized, though he did not understand what they meant. 

Later, Ghani would visit Poona frequently to see Baba, who would take him to an 

Irani restaurant in Char Bawdi opposite Babajan’s seat. There, over cups of tea, Baba would 

initiate discussions on various topics, particularly politics, and ask probing questions of 

Ghani, who would always reply in a lengthy way about the political situation in India. 

Ghani’s complex explanations would have tired a normal man’s mind, but Baba would 

patiently listen to Ghani’s long-winded answers. 

During this period, although Ghani was deeply influenced by Baba and would stay 

until late in the evening at Munshiji’s house, Ghani had not yet recognized Meher Baba as 

his Spiritual Master. Among all of Baba’s friends and early disciples, Ghani was considered 

the most intelligent and was even nicknamed Socrates because of the size of his head! Even 

this enormous intellect would bow at Meher Baba’s feet eventually. 

A series of incidents was instrumental in deepening Ghani’s faith in Meher Baba. 

During 1920, when Ghani was visiting Poona, Baba decided to go to Bombay for three or 

four days to attend concerts. He invited Ghani and told Baily to come along to keep Ghani 

company. At first, Ghani had been reluctant to join, citing various excuses, but Baba 

demolished each reason and Ghani soon agreed. 

It was during the monsoon season (June to September) and Poona had been dark 

and cloudy continuously for four days. In Khandala, a town along the way to Bombay, it 

had rained continuously for a week. The sky remained overcast as the group boarded the 

train in Poona. As they passed Talegaon, Baba remarked to Ghani, “I don’t think we will 

reach Bombay.” 



Ghani was preoccupied reading the newspaper and remarked a bit scornfully, 

“What do you mean? The train is headed toward Bombay, and if you say it won’t arrive 

there, you must be either a pir [saint] or a madcap! And I know you are not a pir!” 

Baba replied, “You have a bad habit of ridiculing everything one says. Listen to 

me. Not only do I think, but I positively know that we will not reach Bombay. And you 

will find out what I say is true.” 

With amusement, Ghani replied, “Tell me, do you speak only concerning ourselves 

or for all the passengers as well?” 

Baba frowned in annoyance, saying, “Of course, what I say applies to all. This 

train will not arrive in Bombay.” 

“Perhaps not, maybe it will proceed to Persia or Turkey instead!” Ghani joked. 

Baily intervened, “But, Baba, if the train will not go to Bombay, then where will 

it go?” 

“It is possible it might return to Poona!” 

For his companions, it was difficult to believe that, the train would turn around 

after covering only a short distance, when there seemed no reason to do so. 

Ghani scoffed derisively at Baba’s words, “Nonsense!” 

Baba remained quiet in response to Ghani’s protest, but Baily prolonged the topic, 

saying, “Ghani, Baba must have some sound reason for saying this. Why else would he 

declare such a thing?” 

Ghani remarked, “You seem to be an idiot also! Don’t you know that Merwan was 

asleep when we left Talegaon?” 

“Certainly not!” Baily retorted, “He was absorbed in his thoughts at the time. But 

what does your remark have to do with my question?” 

Ghani said, “If your brain was not full of sawdust you would have noticed that it 

was after leaving Talegaon that he spoke of such a ridiculous event. He was abruptly 

awakened. What he was talking about was only a dream he had. So it would be better if 

you just forget what Baba said!” 

Baba interrupted, “Undoubtedly you are right that I spoke after leaving Talegaon, 

I admit that. But I will tell you further that we will have to go back from Neral!” 

“Merwan, please end this unpleasant conversation,” Ghani burst forth, irritated, 

“or else I will soon be accompanying you to a lunatic asylum!” 

Baily started thinking that Baba was purposely playing a trick on Ghani. Ghani 

agreed that, to pass the time, Baba was indulging in a joke. 

The train arrived in Lonavla and continued on to Khandala on schedule. Torrents 

of waterfalls from the Khandala hills were rushing into the valleys below and the lush, 

green scenery was a beautiful and refreshing change from the city. The train steamed ahead, 

passing through the mountain tunnels and arriving in the town of Karjat. There the two 

engines, pushing the train from behind, disconnected and the train continued its course, 

descending toward Neral. 



By this time it was raining heavily, and the showers did not let up the entire way 

but increased as the train approached Neral. Ghani and Baily started wondering if perhaps 

the train might be delayed. Baba was sitting still, resting his head on the windowpane. He 

had not said a word after their discussion and had not moved. He seemed intoxicated. 

Some of the passengers became restless and started moving about, but Baily and 

Ghani paid no attention to them. After a long wait in Neral, they learned that heavy rains 

had flooded the tracks between the villages of Badlapur and Ambarnath, and it was now 

impossible for the train to proceed to Bombay, just 50 miles ahead. Suddenly, the conductor 

announced that the train was going back to Poona! 

Upon hearing this, Ghani became uncomfortable. As the train headed back, 

thoughts overwhelmed his mind and he stared at Baba, as if longing for an explanation. 

Ghani had called Baba mad, but now his own state of mind was that of someone mentally 

disturbed. Baily was also stupefied. Neither man uttered a word. 

Baba himself broke the tension by casually asking, “This is Neral, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Baily replied, “It is the same Neral which has crushed our hopes of a 

holiday in Bombay.” 

“But why? What is the matter?” Baba asked. 

Baily spoke up, “You know the reason! You foretold that the train would not 

proceed farther than Neral — and now you claim you don’t know why?” 

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know anything else about it,” Baba replied, seeming 

genuinely perplexed. “I myself wonder why I predicted such a thing!” 

Baily, irritated by Baba’s remarks, blurted out, “I cannot believe it! Like a prophet 

you foretold what was going to happen, but you could not have done so without some sound 

reason! You cannot tell us that you don’t know why you predicted this!” 

“Of course, what you say is true,” Baba replied, “but what I say is also true. It is 

beyond my comprehension how I could have foretold this. Thinking it over, I believe that 

it was not I who spoke, but someone else! It was some power whose medium I was that 

made me speak accordingly.” 

Ghani, who had remained silent throughout this exchange, could not bear it any 

longer and interrupted, “Merwan, you really make me wonder what kind of man you are! 

I do not want to argue with you ever again. I request, though, that you do not predict such 

things ever again in my presence. I am now afraid of you and the power that is within you. 

I fold my hands in respect before you. I know now that you know everything and I bow 

down to you!” 

Thus, after a horrendous eight-hour journey, they found themselves back in Poona. 

Their Bombay excursion was canceled and they went their separate ways. The railroad 

offered passengers the option of continuing on to Bombay via Dhond and Manmad, but 

Baba was no longer in the mood to travel. Baily and Ghani later conversed about the 

incident and were convinced that Baba had purposely planned the whole affair to 

demonstrate to them his spiritual power. Their faith in his omniscience became a strong 

conviction from that day onward. 



Another passenger on the train that day − who did go on to Bombay − was Abdul 

Karim Abdulla, later known as Ramjoo because he was born in the month Ramzan 

(according to the Islamic calendar). Ramjoo, 21, was a married cloth merchant in Poona 

and had met Baba briefly at a gathering at Munshiji’s house. He was immediately attracted 

to Baba’s living flame and, as he remarked, “curious to know more about this Irani saint.” 

Although their paths crossed several times in Poona, Ramjoo did not have another 

opportunity to be in Baba’s close company for another six months. 

 

In mid-October 1920, Upasni Maharaj and his disciples traveled to Madhav Baug 

(a suburb of Bombay) for Dassera.129 At Maharaj's invitation, the group was joined by 

Merwan Seth and a few of his Poona companions. During one program, the saint Gadge 

Maharaj came for Upasni’s darshan and sang bhajans before him. Merwan Seth was seated 

beside Upasni. 

Since 1919, Gulmai had been a regular visitor to Upasni Maharaj’s headquarters 

at Sakori, where she had met and talked with Meher Baba many times. She had also gone 

to Bombay for the Dassera program. Gulmai and her husband Kaikhushru, 42, had two 

sons named Rustom, 20, and Adi, 16, and two daughters Piroja, 9, and Dolly, 7. Adi had 

seen Baba at Sakori a few times, when he had visited his mother there. Adi was studying 

at a Parsi boarding school at Panchgani. He initially went to Sakori only at his mother’s 

insistence as her escort, but when he saw Maharaj, he spontaneously fell at his feet. 130 

Maharaj told them, "I have poured my entire spirituality into Merwan. You must 

stick with him through thick and thin. I am now an empty vessel." 

Gulmai’s contact with Meher Baba increased during 1920, as she came to Sakori 

more frequently. In December 1920, Baba asked her if she would like to accompany him 

to Nasik. She agreed and returned to Ahmednagar to prepare for the trip. After a few days, 

Baba showed up at her home in Ahmednagar and was welcomed to stay the night. That 

evening a singer was called to entertain him. It was during this occasion that Baba 

commented to Gulmai’s husband Kaikhushru that he would one day become Khansaheb 

(an honorary title conferred by the British). Kaikhushru took it as a joke. Baba repeated his 

prediction in all seriousness, and a year later the distinguished title was conferred upon 

Kaikhushru. 

To Gulmai, Baba remarked, “You will be like Babajan.” 

Gulmai doubted that she would ever be on the same level as Hazrat Babajan and 

said so. Turning to Babu Cyclewalla, who was seated beside him, Baba pointed to Gulmai, 

and repeated emphatically, “It is a fact. You are like Babajan!” 

 
129 Dassera is a Hindu festival commemorating the victory of light over darkness — the triumph 

of Lord Ram over the demon-king Ravana — recounted in the great Indian epic poem Ramayana. 

The story goes that Ravana was a king who was devoted to his guru. One day he asked his guru if 

he would achieve mukti (liberation) in this lifetime. His guru said he would not, unless he was 

killed by Ram. Therefore, Ravana plotted to anger Ram so he would fight him. Ravana abducted 

Sita and hid her. He then lied to Ram that he had seduced Sita, which angered Ram so much that 

he fought him to the death and killed him. 
130 Gulmai’s other children did not meet Meher Baba until he came to Ahmednagar later in 1921. 



The next day Baba left for Poona with Babu Cyclewalla, but did not take Gulmai 

with him. Accompanied by Gustadji, his mother Memo, and one of her lady friends, Baba 

and company traveled to Nasik via Bombay. In Nasik, Baba, Memo, and her companion 

stayed at Sayyed Saheb’s family house. After several days, the ladies returned to Poona 

while Baba and Gustadji traveled to Ahmednagar. They stayed at Gulmai’s home, and on 

the next day Baba asked her to accompany him to Sakori for a week until the Hindu festival 

of Sankrant. She agreed. 

At Sakori, Baba showed Gulmai the room that Upasni Maharaj had designated for 

him, saying she could keep her luggage there. The room had not been swept, and Gulmai 

cleaned it with his permission. Afterward she went to visit Durgabai. At dusk, Yeshwant 

Rao Nandram Boravke, 30, one of Upasni Maharaj’s close circle members, arrived and 

stayed with Baba until he was to meet with Upasni. 

On Friday, 14 January 1921, Sankrant was celebrated at Sakori. Upasni Maharaj’s 

men and women disciples assembled and performed puja before him. Upasni remained in 

his usual gunny sack while the women adorned his body with their gold ornaments. Later, 

many poor people from the neighboring villages came to share in the feast and Upasni 

distributed clothes to them. Afterward several of the poorest were bathed, including a few 

destitute lepers. Meher Baba helped Upasni bathe them. 

A Zoroastrian woman named Pilamai Hormuzd Irani of Karachi had come to 

Sakori for the first time for the celebration. Pilamai and Gulmai were distant relatives 

through marriage. A year or so previously in Bombay, Pilamai had met Gulmai, who was 

there visiting her brother. The two women became closer during this visit. Pilamai confided 

her problem with depression to Gulmai, who suggested she meet Upasni Maharaj (who had 

helped Gulmai overcome her own malady).131 At her suggestion, Pilamai brought her 

children and stayed in Sakori for a month. When Pilamai first met Meher Baba, she 

recognized him as the person whose face she had seen a few years before in a portrait of 

Zoroaster. She had heard Zoroaster say, “I am God, and I will soon meet you!” And here 

he was! 

One day Pilamai and Gulmai were sitting near Baba, and he asked Gulmai to sit 

closer, saying, “Sit here, Mother. I have something I want you to understand. Every 

Sadguru has a spiritual mother; Durgabai is Maharaj’s. Narayan Maharaj and Tajuddin 

Baba have one also. Similarly, all Perfect Masters have spiritual sisters, too. Likewise, you 

are my spiritual mother and Pilamai is my spiritual sister; I have a past link with both of 

you through many lifetimes. I am telling you the fact that I am your son; and Pilamai, I am 

your brother. You are most fortunate.” 

Taken aback, Gulmai replied, “I know nothing about spiritual facts. I am not equal 

to even the dust under your feet. I am not worthy of anything spiritual. I am a simple woman 

— quite tired of life — with the one desire to stay near Maharaj always, to serve him and 

die at his feet.” 

Baba looked at her seriously and declared, “I am Maharaj, and Maharaj is myself! 

Only the bodies are different. I am his son. Do as I tell you.” (Gulmai was ordered by 

Upasni to always bow to his wish, so she accepted what Meher Baba had declared.) Later 

 
131 Pilamai’s depression centered on the untimely death of her youngest brother Aspi.  



he confided in her, “You and your whole family are dear to me, and there is a certainty of 

our staying together in the future. Even if the whole world goes against me, you and your 

family won’t leave me.” 

Several days passed and Meher Baba was sitting under the canopy of the Hindu 

temple in Sakori with Durgabai and Gulmai. Paintings of different Hindu gods had been 

hung inside the canopy. He began telling them the story of Sudama, a devotee of Krishna. 

When Baba finished that story, Gulmai asked for another, and Baba replied, “How can I 

explain everything?” 

Gulmai pleaded, “Baba, you know everything.” 

Baba smiled and then said, “When one visits Bombay, one goes to some particular 

place. One does not see every nook and corner of the city. Why I don’t explain everything 

is similar to this.” 

After a week, her husband Kaikhushru arrived to take Gulmai home. At noon all 

gathered for lunch in Pilamai’s room. Baba also came and sat down to eat. Gulmai 

remembered that, being Sunday, it was her one day per week to fast. She got up without 

eating. Baba remarked, “Never mind. Have lunch.” Because it was Upasni Maharaj’s 

orders, she politely refused. Baba insisted that she should eat. The tussle reached Maharaj’s 

ears and he ordered Gulmai to eat. The incident served to demonstrate to Gulmai that it 

was Maharaj’s wish that she defer to Meher Baba’s wishes in all matters. After lunch, Baba 

took Kaikhushru aside and began giving him spiritual explanations and telling stories about 

Maharaj. In the evening Kaikhushru and Gulmai returned to Ahmednagar. 

 

Two Irani sisters who also came into Baba’s close orbit during 1921 were Freiny 

Nowroj Driver, 47, (known as Freiny Masi), and Daulat Jehangir Irani, 45, (known as 

Daulatmai). Freiny Masi lived near Babajan and could see the ancient woman on the street 

from her apartment window. She was attracted to Babajan and became a daily visitor to 

her. It was in Babajan’s presence that she first met Baba and was drawn to him also. Freiny 

Masi told her sister about both Babajan and Meher Baba, and took Daulatmai to see 

Babajan one day. 

On another occasion, Freiny Masi took Daulatmai to meet Meher Baba at 

Sadashiv’s house in Kasba Peth. A program of devotional songs was being held, and after 

it was over Freiny Masi introduced her sister to Baba. Upon meeting Daulatmai, Baba 

inquired, “Is there something you wish to ask?” 

Daulatmai could not think of anything. Later Baba repeated, “Is there anything you 

wish to ask me?” 

Finally she told him, “My daughter Piroja has been feeling ill and suffers from a 

loss of appetite. What should I do for her?” 

Baba replied, “Take her to Udwada where the fire of Zoroaster is kept burning in 

the temple, and afterward she will become all right.” 

After a few minutes, Baba again inquired, “Is there anything else you wish to ask?” 



Daulatmai remembered a woman she knew who was still unmarried, though the 

woman was then almost 40 years old. She told Baba about her, and he answered, “Take her 

to Udwada also.” 

Having faith in him, Daulatmai followed Baba’s instructions and took her daughter 

and the woman to Udwada. True to his words, her daughter recovered; but even more 

surprising, when they returned to Poona, the spinster was approached by a man who offered 

to marry her and she accepted. 

From the first meeting, both sisters, Freiny Masi and Daulatmai, had tremendous 

love and faith in Meher Baba, and their connection was extremely significant. Daulatmai, 

on Meher Baba’s order, later maintained silence for many years, and her younger daughter, 

Mehera, became his chief woman disciple. 

 

During June of 1921, Shireenmai had a significant dream similar to the one she 

had dreamed when Merwan was a baby. Later, narrating her dream, she said: 

I was sitting on the doorstep of our house; Merog was sitting under a tree across the lane. Suddenly I 

saw the delicate figure of a beautiful Hindu girl with her hair tied in plaits, three golden flowers 

pinned in it. The delicate figure wore jeweled necklaces and bracelets. A small boy was by her side. 

They emerged from the well in our courtyard and approached Merog with outstretched arms. Merog 

rose and stood before the girl. 

I came forward and asked the girl, “Why are you here? What do you want? Who are you?” 

The girl answered, “I am Paramatma ... I want to take your son with me.” 132 

I held Merog in my arms, saying, “I won’t let my son leave me.” 

Then Merog spoke, “Let me go, don’t hold me back! I want to go with her, Mother!” 

I held Merog tightly by the hand and ordered the girl to leave! Suddenly the two figures jumped back 

into the well and disappeared. 

Memo awakened from the dream and called to Bobo. The dream had upset her and 

she described it to her husband, who consoled her. Baba was sleeping in the next room; 

Behramji and Gustadji were also staying in the house that night. Baba awakened when 

Memo did and, after overhearing his mother narrate the dream to Bobo, he started laughing. 

He called Behramji and Gustadji, and narrated Memo’s dream to them, then jokingly he 

said, “Memo had this dream ... bad, bad — very bad!” 

Memo overheard her son joking about her fears and she became even more upset. 

Her feelings were hurt. She shouted at him, “Merog, why do you laugh? Tell me, what does 

the dream mean?” 

“I know the meaning,” he stated and then repeated with amusement, “It’s bad, bad 

— very bad!” Memo was annoyed by his remarks but he refused to reveal the meaning of 

the dream. Paramatma was indeed calling him, and Age would soon see how he joined her! 

 

132 Paramatma is a Sanskrit word meaning the impersonal state of the Infinite Consciousness of 

God, whereas the Perfect Master or Avatar represents the personal state of Infinite consciousness.  



Meanwhile, on 21 June 1921, Sadashiv’s wife, Gita, passed away giving birth to a 

daughter. Baba was among those who attended the funeral. The bystanders at the ceremony 

were quite impressed at finding Muslims, Iranis and Parsis in the Hindu funeral procession. 

This march demonstrated to the people of Poona that the Spiritual Master Meher Baba was 

above caste, creed or religion and that people of every community were included among 

this spiritual leader’s followers. 

One day during 1921, Dr. Ghani came to Poona to see Baba, who inquired, “How 

is your dispensary doing?” 

Ghani complained, “Despite my best efforts to obtain certain medicines from 

America, I have not received my order. This delay is a nuisance and I am wondering what 

to do about it.” 

“Write one more letter to the company in America,” Baba suggested, “but bring 

that letter to me first. Let me write the address on the envelope and we'll see what happens.” 

Ghani complied, but remarked, “I have been trying to obtain these medicines for 

the past two years. The company does not even reply, so I doubt if one more letter will 

help.” 

Baba replied, “You will see. You'll receive the medicines on the day I set foot in 

Bombay, which I plan to do soon.” Ghani wrote out the order. Baba then wrote the address 

on the envelope and Ghani mailed it that day. 

After some days, Baba decided to visit Bombay. Ghani was in Poona at the time 

and traveled back to Bombay with him and his companions. Baba wryly said to the group, 

“Let’s go see the great doctor’s dispensary.” When they arrived, Ghani opened the door 

and noticed a letter in the mailbox. It was an invoice from the American company about 

the dispatch of the medicines he wanted. Discovering Baba’s words to be coming true, 

Ghani was again profoundly impressed with Meher Baba’s omniscience. 

 

Gulmai and her family were living in the Parsi dharamshala in Shani Gali (Lane), 

Ahmednagar, and during 1921, her husband Khansaheb had completed construction of a 

new house nearby that he named Sarosh Manzil. Gulmai desired that Upasni Maharaj come 

and inaugurate the house before they moved in, but her orthodox relatives were averse to 

the idea of Maharaj (a Hindu) opening the house. Hence, the ceremony was performed 

according to the Zoroastrian religion. A local Mohammedan saint named Gilori Shah was 

also invited to the inauguration and the poor were fed. All of their furniture was shifted 

there, but Gulmai was adamant that she would not stay in the new house until Upasni 

Maharaj himself came and performed the housewarming ceremony. 

Several months passed. But when Gulmai went to Sakori and invited Upasni 

Maharaj, he instructed, “Make a seat for me and place my photograph on it. This will be 

tantamount to my coming in person.” Gulmai was not satisfied and requested that Maharaj 

come himself. The Sadguru refused, but when her husband Khansaheb came himself to 

Sakori and entreated Maharaj to come, he relented. 

Baba and Gustadji were in Sakori at the time. Three days later, Maharaj sent word 

with Gustadji that he intended to come in two weeks. “Before I come,” he ordered, “keep 



a room clean, put a pot of fresh water there and place a coconut on it. Keep a light burning 

inside at all times. The water should be changed daily.” 

Gulmai did as instructed. Gustadji came two days in advance of the opening 

ceremony to instruct and assist her in preparing for Upasni Maharaj’s arti and puja. A car 

was hired to bring Maharaj. Rustom and Adi drove in it to Sakori. Durgabai accompanied 

Maharaj. The automobile stopped in front of the Iranis’ new house and Upasni descended. 

He was garlanded with flowers, offered a coconut, and welcomed inside. Everyone present 

took his darshan. Only Khansaheb’s brother-in-law (Sarosh’s father) remained staunchly 

opposed and refused to enter the house. 

Maharaj inspected every room of Sarosh Manzil and selected the room downstairs 

where they had kept the water pot and a small kerosene lamp. A new seat had been prepared 

there for the Master and he was requested to occupy it. He declined and asked for some 

gunny sacks. The only sackcloth in the house was some empty, discarded cement bags. 

This was brought and Upasni sat on it in a corner. 

Baba came from Poona the following day, and occupied a small room at the top of 

the house on the third floor, which overlooked the city. As Maharaj himself was staying 

downstairs, Baba did not allow any of his followers to sleep upstairs, so they were 

accommodated at the Parsi dharamshala next door. 

The Irani family was wealthy and the housewarming ceremony was elaborately 

planned; many from the town were invited. Before the ceremony took place on Tuesday, 

26 July 1921, the orthodox Zoroastrians and some of Gulmai’s own relatives again strongly 

objected to a Hindu guru cutting the welcome ribbon. Gulmai, however, refused to relent 

and insisted Upasni Maharaj be given the honor. The ceremony proceeded as Gulmai had 

planned. 

Some of Maharaj’s devotees had come from Poona. His Hindu devotees were 

accommodated in a Hindu neighbor’s home where Maharaj had his meals with Durgabai. 

The others ate with Khansaheb and his family. Maharaj and Baba stayed at Sarosh Manzil 

for seven days as honored guests of the family.133 Baba guided them in the performance of 

Upasni’s arti in the morning and evening. The entire week resembled a joyous wedding 

occasion. Bhajans were sung nightly. Gulmai’s son Adi would play the harmonium and 

Baba would accompany him on the dholak and sing in a melodious voice. 

“Go and give tea to Merwan,” Upasni would tell Gulmai during the programs. “His 

throat must have become sore from singing.” Maharaj was most particular about his 

favorite disciple. 

“See, Merwan never eats,” he remarked to Gulmai one day. “A little while ago he 

took a cold bath but he puts on the same dirty clothes! Go give him some of Rustom’s 

clothes.” She did so, but Baba refused them. 

During this time, Adi fell seriously ill with a high fever. Maharaj treated Adi with 

quinine tablets, which he took several times a day. Baba would also visit Adi every day 

and inquire about his health; then he would personally give Adi tea or water and help him 

 
133 Gulmai had invited Maharaj to stay for a month, but because of the severe opposition from her 

joint family, she was only able to accommodate him for a week. 



walk back and forth in the room. Adi recovered more quickly than expected and never 

forgot the loving care that Baba expressed to him at that time. He thought: “My mother’s 

or father’s love is like a small pond when compared to Meher Baba’s − which is like an 

ocean! It is better I seek the love of the ocean!” 

Adi was attending Deccan College in Poona and Baba promised he would arrange 

for better meals from one of his followers. Adi, being especially fond of good food, was 

further touched by Baba’s consideration, and he was drawn closer into Meher Baba’s first 

circle of contacts. 

One day Baba walked alone with Adi behind the house, where Baba sat on a stone 

near a well. There he asked Adi, “Do you know who I am?” 

“I know that you are the chief disciple of Upasni Maharaj,” Adi replied. “More 

than that I do not know.” 

“I shall not tell you who I am today,” Baba stated, “but you will definitely come 

to know and you will see that your name is made known all over the world. Your future 

has deep significance in my work. With my love and with your obedience of my 

instructions, you will prove to be a fit instrument for my work.” 

Later Baba added, “I will make you like Vivekananda.”134 Adi was overcome with 

joy and began thinking of joining Baba permanently. 

One day during the week-long celebration, Upasni Maharaj requested that Gulmai 

and Khansaheb take him to Bapu Saheb Wali’s tomb in Ahmednagar.135 The shrine was 

nearby and Maharaj went there with some of the guests. Bapu Saheb was a Mohammedan 

holy man who was revered in Ahmednagar and had been closely connected with 

Khansaheb’s father. Unknown to most people (but known to Upasni Maharaj) Bapu Saheb 

was actually a God-realized majzoob. When Khansaheb’s father died, Bapu Saheb came 

to the family’s house to view the body. At one point, the God-conscious man demanded 

that some of his devotees’ clothes be handed over to him, to which the family consented.  

On this occasion, Gulmai wished to offer Maharaj a small amount of money she 

had saved from her household budget. She placed the packet at Maharaj’s feet. He did not 

touch it, but instead beckoned for Baba and told Gulmai, “This is my boy, Merwan. He is 

very good. He looks after my needs. You may give the money to him and he will do what 

is needed with it.” So Gulmai gave Baba the packet. 

Afterward Baba met in private with Gulmai and Khansaheb and told them, 

“Whatever Maharaj does is for the ultimate good. He has been perfected; he has the 

consciousness of God. Maharaj’s mind is universal. You must try to help his work. You 

have come in his contact due to your past connections with him. 

 

134 Swami Vivekananda was the chief disciple of the Perfect Master Ramakrishna of Calcutta, and 

was a great orator. Adi Sr. became Meher Baba’s public secretary and traveled with him to 

different parts of the world during the 1930s and 1950s.  

135 Bapu Saheb was also known as Bapu Shah Jindewali and Bapu Fazal Shah. He died on 18 July 

1912. 



“You have been to Sakori; there is no lodging in the village. Those who go there 

find it difficult to stay. There is a need for a few rooms to be constructed for people to take 

rest, if the money can somehow be raised.” 

Gulmai asked how much money, and Baba replied, “Two, maybe four thousand 

rupees.” Gulmai discussed the matter with her husband, and Khansaheb agreed to help. 

Another day, Baba called Gulmai and her husband to Upasni Maharaj’s room, 

where he suggested that, in honor of the Master, a day be set aside to celebrate. The idea 

was discussed and Baba suggested that it be on Maharaj’s birthday in May at Sakori. “I 

will let you know how much money to collect,” Baba said, “and everything will be done 

by you.” 

Before leaving on the eighth day, Upasni Maharaj went around the old and new 

house, in each and every room, and instructed Gulmai to sprinkle water from the pot placed 

in his room in both houses. He then said, “Place the pictures of all gods in this [Maharaj’s] 

room. Do not place anything else there. Keep it as a prayer room.” The car arrived. All 

present took Maharaj’s darshan as the car was loaded. Gulmai began wrapping up the 

gunny sacks which Maharaj had sat on, but he told her to keep them. 

Upasni Maharaj, Durgabai, Baba, Khansaheb, Gulmai and her sister Soonamasi 

got into the car. The rest followed by train. On the way, when someone mentioned those 

going by train, Maharaj made a significant pronouncement. “The Sadguru is like the 

engine,” he remarked. “If the compartments are joined to him, he takes them to the 

destination desired. Similarly, join your compartments to Merwan and he will carry them 

to their respective [spiritual] stations.” 

He added, “When I provide Merwan with the engine, your prophet Zoroaster will 

manifest!”136 

Halfway to Sakori the car got a flat tire. Everyone got down and sat under a tree 

while it was being repaired. After reaching Sakori, Khansaheb wished to return to 

Ahmednagar immediately but it rained heavily. They could not return as the roads were 

flooded. Arti was held in the evening. Baba sang and played the drum. Gulmai was tired 

and lay down in a corner near the temple. Khansaheb and Baba sat talking. Seeing her 

asleep, Baba took a blanket and spread it over her. Arti was performed as usual that evening 

and Baba sang and accompanied himself on the drum. 

The next day Durgabai prepared lunch for them before those from Ahmednagar 

returned home. 

Shortly after Baba returned to Poona from Ahmednagar, Ghani brought the news 

that Munshiji had been transferred to Bombay and asked Baba where the group should hold 

their meetings now. Baba replied, “It is all prearranged from the beginning. After some 

time, the center of my activities will shift to Bombay.” 

The prohibition movement had started in India and protests against liquor and 

toddyshops arose. The liquor shops were picketed and business drastically fell off. On this 

pretext, Baba told his parents, “I am going to Sakori to see Upasni Maharaj and request 

him to put a stop to this prohibition. I will come back in about a week.” With these words, 

 
136 Upasni Maharaj always referred to Meher Baba as Merwan. 



Baba left Poona alone. He did not return for six months. During this period with Maharaj 

at Sakori, Meher Baba completely regained normal human consciousness of the world to 

begin his divine mission as the Avatar of the Age. 

 

To understand what Merwan had undergone during the past eight years is to 

understand the process of Realization and Perfection. After Babajan’s kiss in January 1914, 

Merwan had attained God-consciousness; his inner state was that of a majzoob — one 

drowned in infinity. For almost two years, creation had not existed for him — neither in 

his individual mind nor in any manner or form whatsoever. Merwan’s consciousness was 

divine — it was infinite, perfect — but he had no mastery of all-knowledge, all-power, and 

all-bliss. Merwan was conscious of infinite light, and was Light Itself, but was totally 

unconscious of Its shadow (the creation) — his own self and the world. 

As the Avatar, God had descended into the body of Merwan Irani from His beyond 

state of God the Absolute. Merwan never passed through the processes of evolution, 

reincarnation and involution prior to his birth. The five Perfect Masters of the Age brought 

him down into the form of Merwan from his formless state of God. But from 1894 to 1914, 

the five Perfect Masters veiled him from his own divinity. Babajan’s gentle kiss tore away 

that protective veil of vidnyani sanskaras, and, within minutes, he became once more 

infinitely aware of his Real Self as Eternal Existence. However, after Babajan’s kiss, 

simultaneously with the attainment of divine consciousness, Merwan lost every tinge of 

normal human consciousness. He had a human body that acted automatically, but he had 

no awareness of that body. He was only conscious of being infinite knowledge, infinite 

power, and infinite bliss.  

All five Perfect Masters play a direct or indirect role in bringing the Avatar into 

creation, forming a veil of vidnyani sanskaras; then revealing his God-consciousness and 

bringing him back down to function perfectly on all planes and on all levels of 

consciousness. It was through Babajan that Merwan attained infinite bliss; through Sai 

Baba that he attained infinite power; and through Upasni Maharaj that he attained infinite 

knowledge. Narayan Maharaj and Tajuddin Baba played direct roles in bringing him into 

creation also, but indirect roles in bringing him down after he was God-realized. Upasni 

Maharaj played the most direct role: When Maharaj struck Merwan with the stone at their 

initial encounter, it was the first time in nearly two years that he experienced an iota of 

gross consciousness. It was during the subsequent seven-year contact with Upasni Maharaj 

that Merwan fully regained his “lost” individual human consciousness while 

simultaneously being God-conscious. 

A worldly person has consciousness of only the gross world, and knows nothing 

about God-consciousness. Such a person does not have even a shadow of an idea of the 

reality of God. A majzoob is fully conscious of divinity, but unconscious of the world. A 

spiritually advanced person on one of the three planes of the subtle world knows of the 

powers of God, and one on the fourth plane (kuber) knows the full, infinite power of God. 

An advanced wali on the fifth plane of the mental world knows the infinite mind of God, 

while a pir (saint) on the sixth plane of the mental world sees the infinite existence of God. 

Only a Perfect Soul (Shivatma) on the seventh plane really knows God, because he is fully, 

infinitely conscious of actually being God himself. 



Once God-realization is attained, it becomes and remains everlasting. God-

consciousness is never affected by anything in the three spheres or by any circumstances. 

It is continually experienced as an “infinite self-contained phenomenon” within one’s own 

infinity. However, in order for a person with God-consciousness to do Universal work in 

the world, normal consciousness is required. Such is the functioning state of the Perfect 

Masters and the Avatar. 

To regain gross consciousness, seven stages have to be passed through as they 

descend through the seven planes. A description in detail of each stage is not possible. To 

regain normal human consciousness is to “come down” from the height of divinity — from 

Infinity itself. 

Diving to the bottom of the ocean of divine life to obtain the “pearl” and to 

resurface to show the pearl to others comprises the lives of the Perfect Masters. But the 

Avatar does not have to dive to the depths of the ocean, because he eternally possesses the 

pearl of divine life. Yet to show it to the world, Merwan had to regain his worldly 

awareness to function as Avatar Meher Baba. Side by side with the divine consciousness 

of Unity, he had to have the consciousness of duality. 

The difference in coming down through the seven planes between the Perfect 

Masters and the Avatar is that when a Perfect Master comes down, he becomes conscious 

of everything and everyone in creation — he becomes one with everything and everyone 

— but he does not become those very things and beings. Whereas, the Avatar actually 

becomes everything and everyone, and he alone suffers everything that everyone suffers. 

Therefore, in his coming down, there is infinite agony. For example, when the children 

threw stones at Tajuddin Baba, although they appeared to have hurt him, he never felt the 

pain. Tajuddin only acted as if he had felt the pain. Whereas, when Merwan was hit on the 

forehead by the stone thrown by Upasni Maharaj, he actually felt the pain of the stone 

striking his flesh. 

From 1915 through 1921, while regaining his gross consciousness in Poona, 

Merwan very slowly became aware of his immediate surroundings. As his awareness of 

the world increased, he experienced all things coming out of his being, emerging from his 

innermost being. 

He was God-conscious and, as a human being, he would be active, but his actions 

were automatic, without premeditation. His human acts were similar to that of a mechanical 

toy that functions when wound up and started. From 1915, when he would do a certain 

action he would do the same thing continuously until he was stopped by someone. For 

example, Yeshwant Rao, Upasni Maharaj’s close disciple, was given the order during 

Meher Baba’s six-month stay at Sakori to prepare paan for Baba every night. Another 

disciple of Upasni Maharaj, named Trimbak, was given the same duty during the day. Once 

Baba started chewing paan, he would do it continuously — asking for one paan after 

another. Both Yeshwant Rao and Trimbak had to work like a machine on an assembly line 

to keep up with Baba’s requests. He would consume hundreds of the paan leaves at a time. 

Baba would chew more paan at night than during the day. Once Yeshwant became 

so exhausted preparing the leaves that he collapsed and fell asleep for a few minutes. 

Upasni Maharaj happened to come by and caught him resting. Kicking him awake, Maharaj 

scolded, “Don’t you ever let me catch you asleep again! Consider it your sacred duty to 



prepare paan for Merwan. Have you any idea how fortunate you are to serve Merwan? In 

the future, you'd better not be so negligent.” 

During one stage of his “coming down,” Baba felt that he was all alone in the 

universe. He experienced the entire universe existing for him alone. Whatever happened in 

the universe happened solely for him. His experience was not just that he felt it to be so, 

but that he actually saw it to be so. For instance, if he saw a man walking, eating or talking, 

he saw himself and knew that it was he who was walking, eating or talking. 

In short, it is impossible to describe the experiences of the “descent” of one who is 

God-realized and emerges back into the universal creation. What is essential is to 

comprehend that God-consciousness is totally separate from and transcendent of all the 

varied aspects of consciousness — mental, subtle, or gross. God-realization is the 

experience of the very consciousness of God — and of Him alone. It is Absolute Existence 

— infinite and eternal, as in fact, nothing exists besides It. 

Meher Baba’s experiences during the stages of his descent — that he alone as God 

existed; that the universe was only functioning for him alone; that everything existed 

because of him; that he was everything; that he was everyone; that he was responsible for 

everything and everyone; that by his very existence he was meant to help everything and 

everyone — were distinct stages of higher consciousness involved with his descent through 

the seven planes into the gross world. He was then, over a period of seven years, gradually 

becoming more and more conscious of the world and of the purpose of his actual being and 

identity — his Avatarhood. In divine consciousness there is absolutely nothing that pertains 

to the universe — there is no consciousness of the existence of the universe, or of anything 

or anyone else. To the Avatar or Perfect Master, even after completely recovering normal 

consciousness, the whole universe, which he sees and of which he is in charge, looks like 

a mere shadow. 

During another stage of his regaining worldly consciousness, Meher Baba began 

experiencing the thoughts of all human beings in the universe. The individual thoughts of 

those persons in the gross world, irrespective of whether they were near or far, would 

instantaneously pour into his universal mind at the moment they were created (thought). 

The numerous thought waves were so forceful and so tremendously rapid, it is impossible 

for us to have an idea of their effect. The very process of infinite thinking was rushing 

through Baba’s individual mind; he could withstand it only because his mind had become 

universal. 137 

For instance, a person’s thoughts in America the moment they were formed, would 

rush into Meher Baba’s universal mind. Thus, all the thought-waves of all of humanity on 

earth would stream into and permeate Meher Baba’s universal mind in a few minutes. At 

the beginning of this particular stage of Baba’s coming down, when his universal mind was 

starting to function, he was sitting alone by a canal at Sakori. Within a few minutes, the 

force of the thoughts of thousands and thousands of persons on earth entered his universal 

mind. The impact of it was so tremendous he became uneasy and restless, and, in an attempt 
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Everything (Manifestation, Inc., 1981), pp. 162–167. 



to break the shock, he submerged his head underwater in the canal. He held his head 

underwater for several minutes until his individual mind found relief. 

During another stage of his coming down at Sakori, Baba had another experience 

which he later described: 

I experienced circles and circles of lights coming out of my heart. There were countless circles within 

circles. All the infinite number of universes were coming out of me, each containing an infinite 

number of planets, moons and suns! 

Baba’s physical labor in the toddyshop at Kasba Peth helped him tremendously in 

the process of coming down. While he labored in the toddyshop, he was near the final stage 

of regaining worldly consciousness. During this stage, he felt the impulse to work 

continuously and exert himself physically. This impulse to be physically active came from 

Upasni Maharaj, for Upasni was directing Meher Baba’s descent. 

It seems that this stage of regaining normal human consciousness required the 

accomplishment of deeds of the purest virtue, done with the deepest humility. To attain 

this pure humility, Baba worked like a common laborer in the toddyshop for three years, 

in spite of the fact that he was actually a divine man, with full divine consciousness of 

infinite power, knowledge and bliss. During this phase, Baba would clean the toilets, sweep 

the shop floors and surrounding areas, wash the dirty glasses, cups and dishes of the 

customers and do all kinds of menial tasks. 

On one occasion Behramji recounted: 

Once Merwan Seth started filling empty bottles with toddy, he would continue doing the task for 

hours until every bottle was filled. Though this task was squalid, he would show an interest in doing 

it. The majority of the customers were poor, crude people; most were illiterate, attired in dirty clothes 

and used obscene language to express themselves. They would spit on the floor of the shop wherever 

they were sitting, and Merwan would mop the floors clean every day. Most were alcoholics, and, 

when drunk, they would find comfort lying on the floor or in the street. Merwan, however, would 

serve these drunkards and treat them kindly and even lovingly. 

The toddyshop was, in fact, a “front” which enabled Meher Baba to do humble, lowly 

physical labor. No sooner was its purpose served than the prohibition protests started in 

Poona. The liquor and toddyshops were picketed and people protested against alcohol in 

any form. 

In the universe, the number of worlds that exist is so great that it is beyond the 

imagination of the human mind. For a man who is God-realized it is possible, however, to 
see and count not only the 18,000 planets with human life, but also the thousands and 

thousands of other planets in different, evolving stages. One night in Sakori during 1921, 

while Baba was alone with Upasni Maharaj, the Sadguru remarked, “With my gross eyes, 

I can count all the planets in all the universes. This requires the concentration of my mind 

on one point.” Maharaj started concentrating and counted universe after universe. 

However, the actual velocity of the universes in motion is at such an inexpressible 

speed that to count their number with one’s gross eyes is overwhelming to the limited 

human mind. As Upasni continued counting, within a short period Baba said, “Maharaj, 

stop! Stop counting!” Had he not stopped Maharaj at this moment, the Sadguru would have 

dropped his body within a few moments. 



Then Baba said, “I shall try to count the planets in the universe.” As he was 

counting the different planets, Maharaj shortly thereafter prevented him from continuing, 

or else Baba too would have dropped his body then. 

When the universes are so numerous — millions and millions — how can one 

continue observing them with his gross eyes? Who can conclude what reason or purpose 

lay behind this cosmic game between these two Perfect Ones? Upasni Maharaj once 

commented that he saw everything in its infinite expanse in one view; while Meher Baba 

commented that he saw everything in its expanse, but in panoramic detail. 

 

Meanwhile, during Baba’s long stay at Sakori, Memo was becoming terribly upset 

that her son had not returned to Poona. She went to Babajan and asked when her son would 

come home. 

Babajan murmured, “My beloved son ... My son ...” 

Memo shouted at her, “He is not your son! He is my son!” 

"From where did you bring him?” Babajan asked. “He belongs to the whole world, 

not to you!” Again she murmured, “Ah, mera piarra beta!” 

Memo sensed it was hopeless to try to get any definite answer from Babajan, and 

she returned home frustrated. Later she requested her mother, Golandoon, and her niece, 

Naja, to try to persuade Babajan to call Merwan back to Poona. However, as before, 

Babajan shifted the conversation with Golandoon to their homeland and to Persian poetry. 

The two Persian ladies began reminiscing, laughing and crying together like the closest of 

friends and Golandoon forgot to ask Babajan to send for Merwan. 

Golandoon was sent several times to Babajan at Memo’s insistence. Once, when 

Golandoon remembered to ask, Babajan replied, “My beloved son belongs to the world! ... 

He will shake the world to its foundation one day! Why do you worry about him? He is 

now out of your hands!” Her remarks touched Golandoon but they did not console Memo. 

Finally, Memo became so distressed that she went to Sakori to confront Upasni 

Maharaj. Memo had been to Sakori a few times before; whenever Merwan had gone there 

she would inevitably find out and arrive later, hoping to persuade him to let her take him 

back. Usually Maharaj would meet her as she entered Sakori, and he too would shift the 

conversation to some other topic so that she would forget to inquire about Merwan. 

Maharaj’s trick would dawn on her only when she was on her way back to Poona in the 

train. Memo would curse, “That old man has fooled me again!” 

On this occasion Memo was determined not to fall for one of Upasni Maharaj’s 

tricks. As she and her son Beheram, who had accompanied her, entered his compound, 

Maharaj greeted her warmly, “Welcome, Mother, welcome!” 

Memo was irritated by his comment and asked, “How could I be your mother when 

you are so old?” 

“You are the mother of the entire universe, dear woman!” replied Upasni Maharaj. 

Memo sensed he was up to some trickery, and said, “I won’t be deceived by 

compliments. I am not here to be flattered by you. Show me where my son is! I have come 

for him.” 



Maharaj gently said, “Mother, first sit a while with me.” Then he sent for Durgabai, 

telling her, “Cook something special for Merwan’s mother.” Maharaj began to press 

(massage) her feet. Memo, meanwhile, had forgotten to garland Upasni, so she unwrapped 

the flowers she had brought for him. Upasni remarked, “What a lovely garland of shoes 

you have brought!” 

“What?” exclaimed Memo. “What do you mean by that? I have carried these 

flowers with me all the way from Poona just for you and ...” 

"Yes, yes, I know what you were thinking,” Upasni interrupted. “How you would 

fight with me when you got here! You were abusing me the entire way!” 

Memo was taken aback and silently acknowledged the truth of his words, but she 

sensed he was trying to outwit her again and she said, “Now, Maharaj, don’t get me 

sidetracked. I have come to speak with my son. Where is he?” 

Upasni gently replied, “He is somewhere around. I don’t know why he stays here. 

Your son seems mentally unbalanced. I don’t know what to do about him. I myself don’t 

force him to stay. I have even beat him with a stick to chase him away, but he will not go! 

What am I to do with him? ... Mother, what are you going to do when you take him home? 

Do you think it will help him?” 

Memo replied, “Yes, it will help him. I shall arrange his marriage as soon as we 

get back to Poona!” 

“That is a good idea,” replied Maharaj, but then he added, “Mother, do one thing 

first. When you find a nice girl for Merwan, find another girl for me. Then we can both 

come with you to be married.” 

Memo was shocked by Upasni’s request and replied, “Who will give his daughter 

to an old man like you?” 

“But when I am your son, how can I be unsuitable?” Maharaj asked. 

This irritated Memo and she insisted, “Stop teasing me and call Merwan now.” 

Indicating Gulmai, who was nearby, Upasni said, “This is Gulbai [Maharaj’s name 

for Gulmai] from Ahmednagar; she is also a Zoroastrian. Make friends with her and cool 

your temper. Later when you see Merwan, don’t pester the boy with questions. Talk with 

him cheerfully, then depart. 

“Dear lady, you are fortunate to have him as your son, and it is because of your 

good past lives. What can I do about him? You must encourage him to follow the spiritual 

path. Don’t throw him into hell [worldly life]! He will get married one day.” Upon hearing 

this and after talking with Gulmai, Memo was somewhat pacified. 

Upasni, meanwhile, kept shifting the conversation and kept Memo occupied until 

Durgabai brought lunch. While Memo and Gulmai were eating together, Upasni suddenly 

interrupted them and exclaimed, “Oh, how late it is! Hurry, Mother, or you will miss your 

train!” 

Memo had an obsession about being on time and forgot about Merwan in her haste 

to return to the railway station by tonga. She left Merwan in Sakori again. Only after she 

was back on the train headed for Poona did she remember that she had missed seeing 



Merwan again, but it was too late to get off. She looked at Beheram and exclaimed, “That 

old man has deceived me again!” 

After some time, Memo could not control her distress, and she also went to 

Kedgaon to plead with Narayan Maharaj about Merwan. On this occasion, Narayan 

received her with great respect and told her, “You are very, very fortunate. Your son is 

Jagat — the Lord of the universe — and you yourself will be worshiped in times to come 

as the mother of the entire universe. Have patience, everything will soon be all right. You 

will see. One day you will know who your son really is.” 

Memo was comforted by Narayan’s gentle manner; however, she was not fully 

consoled nor did she understand the Sadguru’s remarks. Memo could not bear to be 

separated from Merwan much longer. He was still in Sakori and would not come home to 

visit, nor would he write. 

It was also difficult for Memo to bear the ridicule of the local Zoroastrian 

community. Some Zoroastrians in Poona would mock her son’s spiritual tendencies, telling 

her, “Merwan will run away to the Himalayas and become a naked sadhu. You'd better do 

something to put a stop to all this nonsense. Why does he run after that old Muslim woman 

[Babajan] and that Hindu saint of Sakori?” 

Thus Memo would become deeply disturbed about her son’s situation and feel 

terrible anxiety about Merwan’s future. She would convey her fears to her husband, but 

Bobo was resigned that his son belonged to God. It was difficult for Memo to tolerate her 

husband’s resignation, for she wanted Merwan near her despite Merwan’s adamant refusal 

to agree to marriage, settling down and raising a family. 

While Baba was away in Sakori, Baba’s brother Beheram would light a prayer 

lamp in Baba’s room and always keep the room clean. Baba had instructed him to garland 

each of the five Perfect Masters’ photograph every Thursday (which he did for the rest of 

his life). Beheram and Jal had both accepted their brother as someone spiritually great, 

though their brother Jamshed was the first among the children to have full conviction of 

Baba’s divinity. Jamshed was also the first to worship Baba’s photograph, which he kept 

in a special place in the house. Sometimes Baba, too, would bow to his own photograph 

there. 

Memo continued to miss her son terribly. She could not tolerate being separated 

from him any longer. A week after the encounter with Upasni Maharaj, Memo went to 

Sakori again — more determined than ever. She confronted Maharaj and railed, “Why 

don’t you give me back my son? You have taken my son away, now send him back!” 

“I am not holding Merwan prisoner here,” Maharaj stated. “You can take him. I 

have not held Merwan captive here. I have not chained him up somewhere!” 

Memo was irritated. “You know full well that Merwan won’t come home unless 

you order him to do so.” 

Upasni replied, “I am not going to order him to do that ... It is up to him to decide.” 

Turning and glancing at Memo’s son Adi, who had accompanied her, Upasni 

continued, “I'll tell you what I will do. Do this for me: I'll order Merwan to go back with 

you, but you will have to leave this son of yours here with me.” 



Memo became incensed, “What? How dare you! You have swallowed up one son 

and now you want to swallow another one? Call Merwan this instant!” 

Upasni replied, “Please calm yourself, dear lady.” He bowed to her feet in respect; 

then called for Merwan. Merwan arrived, looking dazed. Memo eyed him closely. He was 

unshaven and his clothes were dirty and torn. Shireenmai had brought him clean clothes, 

but he refused to wear them. 

Maharaj spoke to him, “Merwan, your mother has come back again. She wants you 

to go home and get married. Every time your mother comes here she is angry and fights 

with me. I am fed up with her abuses. Now, go back with her.” 

Then Upasni smiled and said, “Go back with her, get married, have children and 

she will be happy. Become a thief, speak lies, steal from anyone! Go away from here! Then 

your mother will be happy, but you will end up in hell!” 

“Don’t joke about this with me,” cried Memo. “I am serious! I want my son back!” 

Baba had been standing beside Maharaj, then he sat beside him; he had been 

smiling but now appeared sad. Durgabai brought refreshments, and Memo and Adi went 

outside to eat and rest under a tree with her. Durgabai told Memo, “What can we do? 

Merwan does not want to leave Maharaj. Maharaj gave him a small room without windows. 

It is dark and empty. Maharaj gives him no comforts, but still your son wants to stay near 

him. I cannot explain it; he loves Maharaj and likes it here.” 

Memo started weeping and pleaded with Durgabai, “I don’t understand it! Why 

doesn’t Maharaj give me back my son? Why doesn’t Merwan want to come home? Why 

does Maharaj wish me so much grief?” With these words, Durgabai also wept. 

Memo went back inside where Upasni Maharaj and her son were seated. Upasni 

said, “Your son does not want to go home, he does not want to get married, and he does 

not want children. Forget about your ideas and go back home. He wants to stay here with 

me.” Upasni embraced Memo and gently said, “I bow to your love for Merwan.” Memo 

left quite unconsoled. 

When Memo arrived home, she did not speak to anyone but went to her room and 

wept bitterly. She was unreconciled to the fact that she had lost her favorite son. Bobo 

failed in his attempts to console her and she wept for days. Her heart and spirit were broken. 

Still terribly distraught, she returned to Sakori a week later. This time she 

confronted Maharaj and Baba for three days, but her attempts to persuade her son to leave 

with her failed again. It was a bitter and heartbreaking battle. Memo lost and returned to 

Poona in total dismay. 

After this quarrel, Memo suffered a breakdown and her health deteriorated. She 

would lie in bed weeping and was, most of the time, insensible. She refused to cook, and 

the children and home were attended to by servants. Bobo called a doctor, who was 

concerned about her mental and physical condition. Memo’s mother Golandoon and Bobo 

did their best to nurse and comfort her, but she was disconsolate. 

Weeks passed, there was no sign of recovery, and Bobo thought Memo might die. 

Once, while she was sleeping, Bobo, who was keeping watch over at her bedside, saw the 

door open and two figures approach her bed. One spirit resembled Merwan and the other, 



wearing a white turban and kafni, resembled Sai Baba. The two figures stayed a few 

minutes near Memo, gazing at her; then they vanished. Soon afterward, Memo awoke and, 

for the first time in weeks, spoke clearly and asked for water. Bobo poured water for her 

and, amazingly, Memo’s condition rapidly improved. She then became well and normal, 

much to the relief of everyone in the family. 

 

During this six-month stay at Sakori in 1921, Baba never once left Upasni 

Maharaj’s ashram. He lived in a small room he had had built at the end of the chawl 

(residence block). His bedding consisted of two quilts and a khadi (handspun) sheet and 

his sole possession was a wooden box that contained some personal papers and letters. He 

wore the same tattered cotton shirt and pants continuously, with a pair of sandals Babajan 

had given him. Although he was coming down and regaining normal consciousness, he 

still never rested or slept this entire period — not even closing his eyelids for a few minutes. 

He also never once bathed or changed his clothes during these months; his thin body 

became ridden with lice, and dirt was caked to his skin. 

Every night after participating in the arti and bhajans, he would sit with Upasni 

Maharaj in his hut until up to four in the morning. Yeshwant Rao would keep paan leaves 

prepared outside the hut and would bring them whenever called. Baily stayed for a time in 

Sakori and also did watch duty outside Maharaj’s hut. It is said that Baba and Maharaj wept 

together and that strange sounds and cries would echo through the hut. 138 

Naturally the villagers and other devotees at Sakori respected Baba because of his 

close relationship with their guru. They took Baba to be Upasni’s favorite disciple and 

honored him as Upasni’s spiritual heir. There were, however, a few Brahmin disciples of 

Upasni’s who thought Baba was merely being “penitent” (they had observed him weeping), 

and, when he was given solicitous respect by the other devotees, they became jealous. 

“How could a Zoroastrian become the chief disciple of our guru?” they wondered. When 

Upasni would call Baba Mahadev (Great God; usually a reference to Shiva), the Brahmins 

would become especially irate. Most, however, were won over by Baba’s loving nature 

and would sit around him whenever possible in the latter days of his stay. They would bring 

delicious meals to him, and during this period, he had a ravenous appetite. 

Durgabai, Maharaj’s chosen spiritual mother, had a special love for Meher Baba. 

Durgabai was the only disciple to whom Upasni had revealed the true relationship that 

existed between him and Baba. She would seek Baba’s counsel in all matters. If it happened 

that he did not come out of his room as usual and was late for the meal she served, Durgabai 

would weep until he arrived. One time, Baba revealed to his Poona disciples — Gustadji, 

Behramji, Sadashiv, Sayyed Saheb and others — this about her, “None of you men have 

loved me like Durgabai. Even my own mother has not and could not love me as much as 

she does.” 

During this time, from the money that Khansaheb and Gulmai had raised, 

construction of a rest house and an ashram compound was underway in Sakori. A temple 

 
138 Adi Sr. recalled once seeing Maharaj and Baba, seated close together with a cloth or blanket 

over their heads, talking back and forth to each other. No one could understand what they were 

saying. 



was also being expanded and a permanent canopy was being erected for arti and bhajans. 

One mason was in charge of the work and Upasni’s men and women disciples worked 

under his supervision. Durgabai would drive the bullock cart while the other women carried 

ghamelas filled with stones, lime and earth. Upasni would assist the mason on finishing 

touches, and Meher Baba would also lend a hand, while Gulmai assisted Durgabai in her 

work. 

After evening arti, all Upasni Maharaj’s men and women disciples, including 

Baba, would sing bhajans into the night. In his room, Baba taught Gulmai certain spiritual 

songs which she would write down. Two of the songs were: Love’s path is very difficult 

and O Lord, why have You played the flute?139 

Gulmai would practice these songs with Baba until about nine o’clock, then she 

would retire with Durgabai. 

During this period, Meher Baba did not close his eyes and seldom would lie down 

for rest. Upasni Maharaj would come to his room and beckon him, “Come Merwan, come.” 

They would sit alone in Upasni’s thatched hut near the village’s crematory grounds, where 

Baba would note down on paper whatever the Master dictated. Baba kept these notes in a 

wooden box in his room. Upasni would continue for hours dictating point after point and 

Baba would go on writing until midnight, or even past two o’clock. No one knows what 

was written. 

Durgabai would always stay awake waiting for Baba to return to his room. She 

would keep food ready for him in case he felt hungry. At that time, Durgabai was also 

Upasni’s most trusted woman disciple and loved Baba profoundly. She was the only person 

at Sakori to whom Upasni revealed, “Merwan is the Avatar.” 

During the day, Durgabai also cooked Baba’s meals. He would come to the kitchen 

or her quarters and insist that Gulmai eat with him. He would shower his affection on 

Gulmai and insist that they share the same plate; usually he would eat only a few morsels 

and make Gulmai finish the meal. Baba would ask for food at any odd time, and if, for 

some reason, there was any delay, he would not eat it; that is why Durgabai always kept 

food prepared and was ordered by Upasni to be always ready to serve Baba’s needs. 

Usually, when walking back from Upasni’s hut late in the night, Baba would not ask for 

food, even if he were hungry and had not eaten all day, because Gulmai would be asleep 

in the kitchen with Durgabai. In the morning Baba would affectionately tell them, “I went 

to bed hungry as I did not wish to disturb you.” 

During this six-month period, Baba would spontaneously start singing any time of 

the day or night. His melodious voice would fill the rural solitude of Sakori. Those listening 

would become enraptured; Baba’s voice was so transcendently beautifully that it seemed 

as if their lives had no other purpose than to sit and listen to him sing. At those moments 

when he was moved to sing, song after song would pour from him, as if the sweet echoes 

from the waves of the divine ocean filled the air. Listening to him, too, Upasni Maharaj 

would occasionally shed tears of joy — in testament to the divine bliss in Merwan’s songs. 

 
139 “Premnagarki rahke kathin hai”; “Kare Hare tu Murli vajavli”  



One day Yeshwant Rao presented Baba with a long, black woolen coat made out 

of rough blanket-cloth called kamli. Baba was to wear this woolen coat for years and years. 

When the coat was torn, he would insist that it be patched; he never accepted any other as 

his favorite coat. 140 

As the six-month period drew to a close and it was becoming evident that Baba 

was soon to depart from Sakori, Upasni Maharaj would tell those who came for his darshan, 

“Go to Merwan! I have given over my charge [authority] to him. Merwan now holds my 

key.” 

On another occasion among a group of his disciples Upasni told them, “Whatever 

I received from Sai Baba, I have handed over to Merwan. And this [pointing to the gunny 

sack wrapped around his waist] I shall give to someone else. If you want what Sai Baba 

gave me, go to Merwan.” 

Later, when a large gathering of disciples, including Durgabai, was present, Upasni 

looked at Durgabai and pointed to Merwan, saying, “This lad will shake the whole world!” 

Another time, when Maharaj’s disciples from Kharagpur and Nagpur had come, 

Upasni interrupted his discourse and pointed to Baba, remarking, “Up to now, no guru has 

opened a college of dnyan [divine knowledge], but he will soon do so.” 

Late in 1921, Gustadji, Sadashiv and Behramji were each called to Sakori. Baba 

discussed his plans with Sadashiv to stay in a hut somewhere in a remote area of Poona.  

When Upasni Maharaj and Baba were seated together, Upasni solemnly told 

Gustadji, “I have made Merwan perfect. From now on, hold on to him.” 

On one occasion Sadashiv was sitting with Upasni Maharaj, who suddenly started 

shedding tears and uttered, “Merwan now has all that Sai Baba gave me. Everything has 

been transferred to him ... The whole burden is on his shoulders now!” 

Maharaj told Behramji, “Your friend Merwan is now God-Realized. Always do as 

he says and obey him implicitly.” 

Baily reported that Maharaj declared, “I have nothing left with me now. All of you 

now follow Merwan. I have given him all that I had; I have become totally naked. 

Everything is now with him. Don’t trouble me anymore. I can’t do anything [for you] now. 

Now you should all go to Merwan. He has got everything. He is the only one who can do 

anything for you now. Take him to be your Protector, Sustainer, and Destroyer, and obey 

all his orders with respect. He is now the only one who can lead you to your final 

destination. Believe what I tell you in full faith and leave me alone.” 

Although Meher Baba’s early disciples had a strong conviction and faith in him, 

hearing these words directly from one as great as Upasni Maharaj impressed these young 

 

140 The black kamli wool coat may have served as a link to keep Yeshwant Rao and the other 

disciples of Upasni Maharaj in Meher Baba’s contact. Although Yeshwant Rao stayed 

permanently at Sakori and did not live at Baba’s ashram, he maintained personal contact with 

Baba until he died. Meher Baba once remarked that “the coat is spiritually connected with India 

and should not leave the country.” The coat is now preserved at the Meherabad Museum. 



men profoundly. They returned to Poona and repeated to others Upasni’s words that Meher 

Baba was Perfect — a Sadguru — and this information gradually spread throughout Poona. 

The day that Age had long awaited had finally come — the Avatar’s divine mission was to 

begin. 

In January 1922, Meher Baba was destined to leave Upasni Maharaj and Sakori 

and begin his Universal work. A few minutes before his departure, Upasni Maharaj called 

him into his hut and, with folded hands, proclaimed, “Merwan, you are Adi Shakti [the 

Primal Force]! You are the Avatar of the Age!” 

Baba sobbed tears of infinite bliss and clutched the feet of his Guru. Upasni 

Maharaj held him in his arms for a long time. 

Baba said goodbye to all those gathered outside and swiftly climbed into a waiting 

tonga, accompanied by Baily. Upasni Maharaj’s women disciples rushed forward to touch 

his feet and have his darshan. Within a few minutes, the tonga departed for the train station, 

where Baba boarded a train to Bombay.  

For a long time until the tonga was out of sight, Upasni Maharaj gazed towards the 

departing youth. Durgabai’s heart too ached, full of love for Baba. Each of the close ones, 

in whose heart Merwan had found a place, was deeply affected. 

Baba was almost 28 years old then. Observing this most touching scene, Age wept 

with joy. Our Age had not waited in vain, and its cries echoed the divine voice which 

proclaimed: “The Avatar of the Age has come! All hail Meher Baba, the Compassionate 

Father!” 

 



3: MANZIL-E-MEEM 
Meher Baba had not bathed during his entire six-month stay at Upasni Maharaj’s ashram 

in Sakori, and his clothes had become ragged and full of lice. Reaching Bombay by train, he went 

to Munshiji’s house on Charni Road. Munshi was now an important official in the Bombay 

Backbay Reclamation Scheme. He was very happy to see Baba, but was shocked by his condition. 

He pleaded with Baba to bathe, and Baba consented to do so with Munshiji’s help. Before bathing, 

Baba agreed to be photographed, and Munshiji sent Sayyed Saheb in his car to bring a friend of 

Munshiji’s who was a photographer. After Baba had bathed, either that day or a few days later, a 

second photograph was taken of Baba in a suit and tie. 

Baily was present and commented to Baba that it would have been better not to have taken 

the first photo, before his bath, in a torn sadra and dirty clothes. Baba smiled and stated: 

A time will come when my photograph will be taken every day, in great numbers, in different poses. Photos of 

me will be sold everywhere. They will appear in newspapers of different languages of the world, in books and 

magazines, at residences, businesses, religious places, government and private offices. Wherever your eyes 

look, my photos will be seen − on lockets tied around necks, on coat buttons, on rings showing my face, small 

and big enlargements of my photos will adorn the walls, life-size oil paintings of me, also. Over and above that, 

my image will be seen on the cinema screen — sitting, standing, sleeping — in all postures; smaller than the 

smallest channa dana [pea size] and bigger than life-size. There will be no end to my photos. 

After lunch, Baba wrote to Sadashiv Patil in Poona to arrange the immediate construction 

of a jhopdi (thatched hut) for his own personal use. As he had explained in Sakori, Baba reiterated 

in the letter that, on his return to Poona, he intended to rest at night in this hut instead of at his 

parents’ house. 

Later, accompanied by Munshiji, Baba visited Dr. Ghani’s dispensary again and inquired 

how he was doing. Ghani bitterly complained that the dispensary had shown no progress, very few 

patients had come, and he was disgusted with his medical practice. Baba noticed that the room was 

very dusty and asked, “How can you expect patients to come to such a dirty place? Don’t you ever 

have it swept?” Baba himself took a broom and swept the whole area. He advised Ghani, “If you 

sweep your dispensary and keep it clean yourself for six months, instead of having the servant do 

it, you will prosper both materially and spiritually.”  

Ghani had learned to listen to his old friend and he took his words seriously. From that day 

on, he began sweeping the dispensary. Things did change after months of doing such work, 

although not as Ghani had expected. 

Baba expressed a wish to visit Mandwa (a coastal beach town south of Bombay), and asked 

Munshiji to telegraph certain persons in Poona and Lonavla and invite them to join him on the 

journey. Before leaving Bombay, Baba’s omniscience was demonstrated one morning at 

Munshiji’s, when Baba was busy meeting visitors. Far away, a few of the close men were joking 

with each other in an off-color manner (something they would never do in Baba’s presence). 

Suddenly, someone came running towards them with a message from Baba: “Stop all this 

nonsensical talk at once and feel ashamed for talking in this way. If you have nothing better to talk 

about, leave this place at once and never show your faces to me again!” It was an object lesson for 

the early disciples to be conscious of their conversations and actions, even when not in Baba’s 

presence. 

On Monday, 23 January 1922, Baba, Munshiji, Gustadji, Baily, Ghani, Dalvi, Lateef, and 

Abdulla Haroon Jaffer left on a coastal steamer from Bombay to Mandwa.141 Just before departure, 

two Muslim friends, S. M. Usman and Jaffer’s brother-in-law, Ramjoo Abdulla, arrived on board. 

 
141 Lateef was a Muslim school friend of Baba’s who worked for some time at the Poona racecourse but by 

this time was living in Bombay. (His name was also spelled as Latiff.) Abdulla Jaffer was Ramjoo’s 

brother-in-law, a justice of the peace and a member of the Poona Municipal Corporation. 



Usman had been invited and felt inclined to invite Ramjoo, who had previously seen Baba several 

times, but who had not had the opportunity of being with him for more than a few moments. 

The group of men carried baskets filled with sweets, fruit, chutney and bread. As the 

steamer chugged out of the harbor, Baba started distributing some of the refreshments, and all were 

in a jovial mood. Gazing at the receding city, one of the men began to extol life in Bombay — its 

magnificent buildings, its landmarks and beautiful shoreline — and Baba also praised its grandeur. 

But then he posed this question, “Is it the sight which is great, or the seer?” 

A debate ensued among the men. Baba shed light on various angles of spiritual ideas which 

stimulated new perceptions in their minds. 

After an hour they disembarked at Mandwa and walked to the bungalow that Dalvi had 

reserved. After settling in, some went out for a stroll around the town. Ramjoo was a strict Muslim 

and he found a quiet place where he began offering namaz (prayers). When Ramjoo returned to the 

bungalow, he found Baba in an irritated mood. Upset, Baba remarked, “Some go out for a stroll, 

some occupy themselves in prayer, while I am left here alone waiting for everybody to return!” 

Hearing this, Ramjoo was profoundly impressed, because he had been in a secluded spot 

where no one could have seen him and Baba had stayed inside the bungalow the whole time. This 

sudden uncanny observation gave Ramjoo, too, an overwhelming experience of Meher Baba’s 

omniscience. 

After lunch at Mandwa, a renowned singer and sitar player, who had traveled with the 

group on the boat from Bombay, played for Baba and his companions. The old man performed so 

well, and the effect was so profound, that Abdulla Jaffer suddenly began weeping uncontrollably. 

Lateef was even more overwhelmed and began to jump up and down slowly in an ecstatic motion. 

He then began jumping higher and faster. The tempo of his movements became more frenzied until 

his whole body was shaking. He shouted, "Call a serpent from the jungle to dance to the strains of 

this heavenly music!” 

Lateef, seemingly out of control, was having an experience of ecstasy. Baba looked at him 

carefully, then told the sitar player to continue playing or it would be fatal to Lateef. The old man 

continued, gradually slowing the rhythm. Lateef, in turn, gradually stopped jumping. 

Afterward Baba explained, “What Lateef experienced was not a trance. His experience was 

caused by the vibration from the music. He had to jump! It is a very rare gift in a singer to be able 

to create such a vibration. The voice has to be just right — the sound can both kill and revive!” 

Baba remained in Mandwa for a few days, and it was during this stay that he referred to 

himself as being a God-conscious Master, a Sadguru or Qutub, and mentioned his mandali — circle 

of disciples — for the first time: 

From the very beginning, I have a circle consisting of a fixed number of individuals. In the near future, these 

men will gain the ultimate experience of Truth and Knowledge. 

Out of millions of souls, only one becomes perfect. Perfection entails unimaginable hardships and sufferings. 

The Perfect Man can bestow divine consciousness upon anyone in the twinkling of an eye. He bestows it at the 

right moment upon those who have an age-old connection with him. 

To clarify this, suppose a man has suddenly come into wealth. After becoming rich, however generous he may 

be, he will not distribute his riches to every poor person in the world. He will give it to the selected few who 

are closely connected with him. 

Further suppose that this wealthy man is driving in his car and passes a pauper lying beside the road. He will 

either leave him there or stop and hand him some money. But if he comes across a poor man and discovers him 

to be his long lost brother, how will he react then? Despite the importance and essential nature of his errand, he 

will stop the car and, without the poor man’s asking, he will take him in his car to his house and keep him there 

in luxurious comfort. 

The same is true in the spiritual path. To acquire the gift of divine knowledge, a person must have a close 

connection with a Perfect Master. It was because of this spiritual relationship between myself and Babajan that 



she — without my asking, striving or longing for it — bestowed on me the experience of God I now have. And 

it is this intimate, spiritual relationship which will make me, in the very near future, share the infinite treasure 

with the twelve of my circle. 

Hearing this conclusion, each naturally wondered whether he was among those chosen to 

be in the Master’s circle. 

After three pleasant and enlightening days at Mandwa, the group returned to Bombay on 

26 January, and stayed at Munshiji’s house. Baba informed Munshiji that he would soon return to 

Poona and reside there in a thatched hut for some months, after which the center of his activity 

would shift to Bombay. Munshiji expressed his sincere wish to stay near him, but he was told by 

Baba to be patient and remain in Bombay. 

Later in the evening, while strolling through the Charni Road garden, the men gathered 

around Baba. He openly asked each one about his individual difficulties before the group, then 

instructed each man accordingly. Ramjoo had been looking forward to pouring out his heart to the 

Master; however, he was so impressed by Baba’s discoursing that he kept silent, wishing not to 
disturb him with his personal troubles. Surprisingly, Ramjoo was the only one whom Baba did not 

ask about his personal affairs. Usman reminded him about Ramjoo, but since Ramjoo was 

accompanying them on the train as far as his home in Lonavla, Baba replied, “He is coming with 

me tomorrow and I will see to it then.” In this way, Ramjoo’s inner desire was perfectly fulfilled 

by the all-knowing and compassionate Master. 

Baba boarded a third-class train compartment to Poona the next morning with Gustadji, 

Ghani, Baily, and Ramjoo. During the journey, the topic of the circle again arose, and Baba further 

explained about the mandali: 

Although the circle of a Perfect Master has twelve important members, the total is fourteen [with two women], 

and each person has one shadow. So the complete total of the circle is 28; 14 members, with 14 other members 

as their shadows. 

The original fourteen will be inevitably like the Sadguru — one in God. The fourteen shadows will see God. To 

see God, however, is not a trifling matter. From thousands of yogis, mahatmas and walis who intensely long to 

see the light of Truth, very, very few by their own efforts, and without the help of a Sadguru, reach the state [of 

sainthood] where they can actually see God. But to become one with God is impossible without the help of a 

Perfect Soul.142 

After this explanation, Baba looked at Ramjoo and asked, “Do you wish to follow me?” 

Ramjoo nodded yes. “If so, then you will have to do as I say.” Ramjoo nodded that he understood. 

“If you become my follower, then you have to stop thinking of material matters and worldly 

problems. Think it over well and let me know your decision.” By then, Ramjoo was deeply 

impressed with Meher Baba and was, therefore, quite ready to leave his material affairs and follow 

him. Baba further inquired about his occupation as a cloth merchant and about his social activities. 

Finding out that Ramjoo took part in political agitation for India’s national independence 

against British rule and was an active member in different independence movements, Baba said, 

“This is my first order to you. I forbid you to participate in such political activities anymore. I will 

see to your other worldly affairs later.” Ramjoo promised to obey and then detrained at Lonavla, 

while Baba and the other three men continued to Poona. 

In the train, seated on the hard, wooden third-class bench, Baba spoke about the work 

ahead. He explained in detail the nature of their individual duties. Baba was not going to remain in 

his earlier state, he said. Hundreds of people would now be visiting his Jhopdi for darshan. People 

of different communities, rich and poor, men and women, of all ranks and positions would now 

visit him from morning until night. “I will not have a moment’s rest,” he predicted. 

 
142 Many years later, Meher Baba subsequently described in detail about the Avatar’s circle being 

comprised of ten circles with a total of 122 persons. 



Baba then gave some spiritual explanations and commented on his spiritual status, the 

divine duties he was obligated to perform in the future, and the consequent suffering and difficulties 

he would have to undergo. 

According to Baba’s instructions, Sadashiv Patil had erected a thatched hut in a barren field 

surrounded by mango and sitaphul trees along Fergusson College Road, near Chaturshringi.143 

Sadashiv met Baba at the Poona station on Friday, 27 January 1922 and took him directly to the 

hut. Baba was pleased. He smiled, patted Sadashiv on the back, and said, “Shabash [Well done]!” 

The owner of the property turned out to be one of his school friends and he refused to accept any 

money in rent when he discovered who was to use the land. 

Baba began staying at the Jhopdi. This bucolic spot soon took on a festive appearance and 

became known to the local residents and passersby as the abode of “the Irani saint” Meher Baba. 

The humble hut was tent-shaped and made of bamboo and straw with an earthen floor; it was ten 

feet in length, about five feet wide and eight feet high, big enough for two persons to be inside. 

There was a straw door that could be latched. The Master would occupy the hut only at night for 

rest. During the day, he would relax outside under the shade of a tree; people would gather around 

him and much of the time was spent in singing Hindi bhajans or Urdu ghazals. At times, games of 

gilli-danda and atya-patya were played, and at other times he would discourse on spiritual subjects 

and the path to realizing God. No one was allowed inside the Jhopdi. Only Baily would be with 

Baba during the night as a watchman; but after a while, Arjun Supekar (the tobacconist) also began 

sharing the nightwatch duty. 

Early in the morning Baba would have tea and breakfast brought by Khodu (his childhood 

friend). By nine o’clock, the rest of the Kasba Peth men would come and entertain the Master with 

singing, led by Arjun. By 10:30 A.M., Baba would walk with his followers to pick up his mail at 

the toddyshop, a mile or so away in Kasba Peth. Baba would then walk to his family’s house, at 

765 Butler Mohalla, for lunch. After relaxing for a short while with his father, mother, brothers, 

and baby sister, he would return to the hut where he would read the newspapers and dictate to Baily 

brief replies to correspondence. 

In the afternoon his followers would come to sing, perform music, or play games near the 

hut. Baba too sang and accompanied himself on the dholak. Afterward, tea, sweets or fruits would 

be offered as prasad. The visitors left by 7:30 P.M., and the mandali stayed for an hour more while 

Baba had dinner (usually masala [spiced] dal with ghee and chapatis) brought by his uncle 

Masaji.144 At nine o’clock everyone, except Baily or Arjun, was told to return home. 

Baba and Baily entered the Jhopdi and latched the door from inside. Baba would lie down 

on a thin mattress and cover himself with a sheet, while Baily wrote for a few hours by the light of 

kerosene lantern. From points and information given by Baba and according to his instructions, 

Baily had begun writing a Gujarati biography of Upasni Maharaj, which he titled Sakorina Sadguru 

(The Perfect Master of Sakori). 

Every Thursday (the traditional Guru’s Day), Baba would visit Kasba Peth, and his 

followers would gather around him at the temple room he had rented from Sadashiv Patil, next door 

to the toddyshop. Baba would lead the arti ceremony and distribute prasad of fruits or sweets. He 

would discourse and ask about the welfare of each person present, inquiring about each one’s 

personal or business matters, problems and responsibilities. 

During this period when Baba was living in the hut near Fergusson College, he would visit 

this room frequently to meet those who were interested in following him. Arti was performed in 

this room in the morning and evening. 

 
143 The hut was constructed opposite Moti Baug, a well-known bungalow at the time. 
144 Masaji was now working as a cook in a large fire-temple in Poona. 



Every Sunday a large number of people would come to the hut for his darshan. The 

gathering was so festive that, to a stranger passing by, it appeared that a fair or carnival was being 

held. Ghani, Sayyed Saheb, and Lateef would come from Bombay, and Ramjoo would come from 

Lonavla. From Kasba Peth, Sadashiv, Kondiram, Arjun, Gustadji, Vishnu (the youngster whose 

mother had cooked for Baba), Sayyed Jamadar (a former police constable), Marya, Vithal, 

Chowdhary, Madho Gauhane, Babu Cyclewalla, Bala Tambat and others would attend the darshan. 

Among those close ones called to Poona was Gulmai. Once when she arrived, the mandali 

were sitting outside the hut singing bhajans accompanied by Baba, who was playing an ektara — 

a one-stringed instrument. Greeting her with a smile, Baba stood up and led her by the hand to 

where they were sitting. He took the woolen coat she was carrying and put it on himself. After 

asking how her journey from Ahmednagar was and if she was tired, he took off her coat and spread 

it on the ground for her to sit on, saying, “Mother, if you had arrived just a little earlier you would 

have heard the bhajans sung by the bhangis [toilet-sweepers]. They sang very well. One bhangi is 

a friend of mine [Bahadur]. He loves me very much. He is a singer and he has also composed songs 

about me. Today he brought his friends with him to sing bhajans before me. You would have 

enjoyed hearing them.” 

Baba was handed a tambura (a stringed instrument) by Arjun and joined the group in 

singing a bhajan. Afterward, he gave the tambura to Gulmai and told her to play; but as she did not 

know how, he showed her. 

After the bhajans, the Master took Gulmai inside his hut and had her sit on a wooden crate, 

while he sat on the floor near her. She felt awkward sitting like this and started to join him on the 

floor. He stopped her and, holding her hand, said, “I want you to know that you are my mother; I 

am your son. We are connected from the very beginning; I have taken birth through you in past 

lives. I have much work to exact from you in the future. A day will come when I shall elevate you.” 

He then placed his head on her shoulder, and they sat quietly together for a while. 

At noon, Baba’s uncle Faredoon Masa brought dal and one large, flaky paratha (thick 

chapati) cooked by his wife Dowla Masi, which all enjoyed. Baba introduced Gulmai to the men 

who were present and spoke about the meaning of the circle of a Master. Afterward, he handed 

Gulmai the tambura and again they sang a song together. 

When Gulmai’s son, Adi, arrived in the evening from college, Baba called for the sitar 

from Khodu’s house. He told Adi to play it while Gulmai sang. She could not sing loudly, but he 

told her, “Never mind, your voice has dard [pain], which even well-known singers do not possess. 

It is a natural gift.” 

Before leaving the following day, Baba told Gulmai to come back to Poona for his birthday. 

Adi was instructed to visit every evening and to spend every Sunday at the hut. 

When Gulmai returned to Poona a day or two prior to the birthday celebration, Baba told 

her to join the men mandali when they visited Babajan in the evening. It was Gulmai’s first meeting 

with the ancient woman Qutub, whom she had heard was greatly revered by many in Poona. As 

Gulmai was about to put her head on Babajan’s feet, Babajan stopped her, crying out, “You are 

dragging me to sin!” 

This startled Gulmai. Babajan then patted Gulmai’s head and embraced her, speaking 

softly, “You are my mother, too.” 

 

In celebration of Meher Baba’s 28th birthday on Saturday, 18 February 1922 (according to 

the Zoroastrian calendar), Sadashiv decorated the top floor of his house and invited all of the 



Master’s followers there.145 Baba arrived in the evening and after a lavish meal, a renowned 

musician from Bombay played the sitar and sang beautifully. The music performance lasted late 

into the night and the celebration ended with all singing the arti that Baba had written and dedicated 

to Upasni Maharaj. Surprisingly, Baba stayed that night at Sadashiv’s instead of returning to the 

hut. 

Baba’s mother Shireenmai had come for the celebration, and afterward Baba instructed 

Gulmai to go home with her and spend the night at his family’s house. Memo took Gulmai by the 

hand, and as they were leaving Baba said, “These two ladies are my mothers — one worldly and 

the other spiritual.” 

Gulmai presented him with some clothes and a thin gold chain with Zoroaster’s portrait in 

a locket. The next day Baba went to the railway station to bid farewell to her and to the others who 

had come from Ahmednagar and elsewhere. 

Although Baba had moved out of his parents’ house, as mentioned, he still joined them 

each afternoon for lunch. Out of respect, upon entering their house he would bow and kiss the feet 

of both Bobo and Memo, as he had done since childhood. 

Spiritually, Sheriarji knew what had become of his son and who he was, but Memo 

continued to take him only as her favorite child whom she loved dearly. Naturally, his mother was 

pained by his staying away from home and in such an unbefitting hovel — a grass shack! She was 

still not reconciled to how Merog had changed, and shed tears over his absence. 

Once Baba told his mother, “If you want salvation, bow down to me and pray to me.” 

Memo was indignant. “You are my son and you want me to bow down to you?! I pray only 

to Zoroaster.”  

One afternoon, Baba arrived for lunch with six or seven persons. Memo was furious. How 

would she be able to feed so many persons? She had cooked only enough for her family. Baba told 

her not to worry, that they would eat whatever was prepared. When all sat down, Baba himself 

served them, heaping dal and rice on everyone’s plates. Despite this, the serving vessels never 

became empty. Baba pointed this out to his mother, who retorted, “Next time, Merwan, don’t bring 

them here again!” 

According to Baily, however, an incident occurred on Baba’s birthday that changed 

Memo’s outlook. All gathered at the Jhopdi early that morning and sang bhajans. Munshiji and 

Sayyed Saheb had come from Bombay. After enjoying the sweet prasad of rawa prepared by 

Masaji, Baba went to his parents’ home, which was decorated with traditional chalk designs on the 

floor and festooned with fresh flowers over every doorway. After taking a bath and wearing the 

new clothes his mother had bought, Baba was made to stand on a flat wooden stool according to 

the Zoroastrian tradition. Memo applied kumkum (red powder) and rice to his forehead, recited a 

prayer, and garlanded him. 

Some of the visitors suggested the new mukmal (satin cap) Memo had bought for the 

occasion be given to Baba, also, but, knowing her son, Memo commented that Baba would simply 

give it away. She had paid three rupees for it besides! The other women insisted, so Memo opened 

the cupboard and removed the new cap. She was shocked to see three silver rupee coins inside it. 

She knew it was Merog who was responsible for their appearance (though Baba professed his 

ignorance about the incident). From then on, Memo knew in her heart that her son had become 

someone spiritually advanced. 

When Memo narrated this incident to Sheriarji, he remarked, “At least now you realize 

who is born through you.” 

 
145 According to the Zoroastrian calendar, Baba was born on the thirteenth day (Tir) of the sixth month 

(Shehrevar). 



 

A Brahmin named Bapu Tambat lived in Kasba Peth and was an extremely innocent 

fellow.146 He gradually became devoted to Baba and would occasionally cook for him. Bapu did 

not know English and Baba wanted to teach him the language, so he sang these verses from an 

English song with Bapu: 

What’s your name? 

Up and down! 

Where do you live? 

London town! 

Baba was amused to hear Bapu sing this song and often asked him to repeat the lines again 

and again. 

Baba had ordered Bapu not to have sex with his wife. One night when his wife began to be 

particularly affectionate, he told her to wait while he went to ask Meher Baba’s permission. Bapu 

walked the two miles from his home in Kasba Peth to the hut. Baba was pleased with Bapu’s 

earnestness and gave his consent. Bapu’s simplicity and innocence greatly amused the Master. 

As related, Freiny Masi was extremely devoted to Babajan and used to visit her daily. After 

her sister Daulatmai came into Baba’s contact, Freiny also became profoundly devoted to the 

Master. Her son, Faredoon (later nicknamed Padri), was about 21 and had heard about Baba from 

his best friend, Baba’s brother Jal. Jal often tried to persuade Faredoon to visit his elder brother, 

but Faredoon had no interest in meeting a guru. Freiny Masi regularly visited Baba at the Jhopdi 

and tried to coax her son into joining her, but he stubbornly refused. During February 1922, after 

Freiny had recently returned from seeing Baba (although Faredoon did not know where his mother 

had been), she asked him, “Tomorrow, will you go ask Meher Baba what time I should come for 

his darshan,?” Not wishing to displease his mother, Faredoon obeyed and the next day, 

accompanied by Jal, went to meet Baba. 

Upon arriving at the hut, Faredoon introduced himself and delivered his mother’s request. 

Seemingly surprised, Baba replied, “Your mother was here yesterday. Why does she want to come 

today?” Faredoon was taken aback to learn this, but was hesitant to leave. Admiring Baba’s 

features, he was secretly hoping the Master would tell him to stay longer. Reading his thoughts, 

Baba told him, “If you like, you may sit here for a while.” Faredoon happily sat down. Baba’s lunch 

arrived and the Master distributed part of it to those present. Faredoon also partook of the prasad, 

and then Baba told him to leave. 

Faredoon rose with a heavy heart, for he was genuinely drawn to Baba. As he was 

departing, the Master told him, “Come whenever you can. My door is always open to you.” From 

that day on, Faredoon began going to the hut in the evenings after working at his job in an 

automobile garage, and during that period became intensely devoted to Baba. 

On Saturday, 25 February, Ghani arrived in Poona for his weekly visit. Baba had instructed 

his followers who lived elsewhere that whenever they came to Poona, they should first pay respects 

to Babajan and have her darshan, before doing anything else. On this particular day, however, 

Ghani delayed visiting Babajan, and it was not until late that night when he finally went to her. 

Upon his arrival, Babajan grabbed Ghani and began shaking him in the presence of the crowd 

around her. “You scoundrel!” she scolded him. “You were due here in the morning and are arriving 

now! You have no shame to show your face here!” Ghani was in utter shock. 

The next morning, Ghani went to see Baba at the hut, carrying a basket of luscious fruits 

which he had especially brought from Bombay to be used as prasad. Baba turned his face away 

 
146 Bapu Tambat was usually called Bapu Brahmin, but occasionally Bapu Ghante (bells) because 

apparently he was employed in the making of brass bells.  



when Ghani approached, then soon after told him in a harsh tone, “Throw that basket of fruits into 

a well and immediately return to Bombay. Why did you come here without my permission?” 

Ghani tried to placate him, but Baba demanded that he obey. Ghani left, but from this he 

learned that by not following Baba’s orders, he would be unwelcome in his Master’s darbar (royal 

court). This was the first time that Ghani had been given a cold reception and the incident revealed 

to him the inner link of communication between the two Perfect Ones — Hazrat Babajan and Meher 

Baba. 

 

During March 1922, Gulmai returned from Ahmednagar for Baba’s darshan. Outside the 

hut, Baba presented her with a photograph of himself and declared in the presence of all, “Gulmai’s 

connection with me is very old. She is my spiritual mother.” Tears of joy welled up in Gulmai’s 

eyes. Then he asked her, “I want a promise from you today. Will you give it?” 

Gulmai replied, “I would offer my very life to you.” 

Pleased, Baba then said, “Give me your son, Adi, and your daughter, Dolly. I want them 

free for my own purposes. Fulfill your parental responsibility by arranging [your other son] 

Rustom’s marriage soon. Later arrange [your daughter] Piroja’s marriage.” Gulmai accepted his 

wish and, without consulting her husband, Kaikhushru, she gave her promise that Adi and Dolly 

belonged to him. She could not deny his request. The spiritual mother is she who does not care 

what others do or say, and never hesitates in fulfilling the Beloved’s slightest wish. Because of her 

love for Baba, Gulmai’s relatives were to harass her terribly, but she always remained staunch in 

her faith in Baba. 

Upon leaving, Gulmai presented Baba with a pair of sandals specially stitched by a cobbler 

in Ahmednagar named Kanhoba Rao Gadekar. Baba accepted them with deep appreciation, 

immediately putting them on. From that day on, he wore no other sandals for years. If any repairs 

were needed he would call Kanhoba to do them. These chappals along with Yeshwant Rao’s kamli 

coat were the two chief articles of Baba’s attire. He would not stop using them despite the mandali’s 

efforts to persuade him to accept new ones. He would care for them as if they were the most 

precious items in his possession.147 

Similar to the kamli coat, which served as a link to keep Yeshwant Rao in Baba’s contact, 

these sandals were the means which brought Kanhoba Rao and his entire family into Meher Baba’s 

love-orbit. Kanhoba’s son Ramchandra was a bright ray of Baba’s love and brought many people 

to Baba’s feet. 

On another occasion, Gulmai came to Poona with her son, Adi, to meet Baba at Vithal’s 

house. Baba was relaxing and conversing with a few persons. Noticing her in a distressed state, he 

called her upstairs. Gulmai’s hand was paining; she was tired and had a severe headache. When 

Baba inquired what the trouble was, Gulmai claimed, “It is only a slight headache.” 

Baba replied in Gujarati, “Why do you make such a painful face? This is just the beginning! 

I will make you eat grams [chickpeas; a poor person’s diet]!148 Are you tired even before the game 

begins?” 

The next evening, Gulmai and Adi were sitting in the hut with Baba and talking about why 

he had chosen this site along Fergusson Road. Baba revealed that long ago, when the area was a 

jungle, a great sadhu had inhabited the spot where his hut stood. 

Shortly thereafter, Gulmai’s nephew, Sarosh Kaikhushru Irani, nineteen, arrived from 

Panchgani, where he (like Gulmai’s son Adi) was in boarding school. However, he did not approach 

 
147 Both the kamli coat and the sandals that Kanhoba Rao made are on display at the Meherabad Museum. 
148“To eat grams” is a colloquial Gujarati expression meaning Gulmai would have to face unbearable 

hardships in the future. 



the hut, but stood at a distance by his tonga and spoke with Aunt Gulmai there. Sarosh had heard 

of Meher Baba but had no faith in him, and he had no desire to meet him, either. (In Ahmednagar, 

Sarosh’s father was the person most staunchly opposed to Baba.) 

Sarosh informed Gulmai that he had left school, because he was not given permission by 

his teacher to appear for the matriculation exam. Gulmai was upset and said, “You did not behave 

well in Ahmednagar. You troubled your mother and teachers, so you were sent to Panchgani. You 

must have misbehaved there also, and that must be why your teacher refused permission.” 

Sarosh insisted this was not the case. “I did not misbehave!” he said. “I brought something 

to the notice of the principal, who reproached my teacher. In retaliation, the teacher did not give 

me the examination form — so I left.” 

Sarosh said he was staying the night in Poona and would go to Ahmednagar the next day. 

Gulmai told him to come and see her before leaving. After he had gone, Baba asked who the young 

man was. Gulmai explained that he was her nephew Sarosh. Baba expressed his wish to meet him, 

saying, “I have a lot of work in the world for him later on.” 

The next day when Sarosh arrived, Baba called him. Although he was reluctant, he came 

near the hut. On seeing Baba, a wondrous change swept over Sarosh and he bowed at the Master’s 

feet, repenting for his antagonistic thoughts. 

Baba rubbed his head and patted his back, while Sarosh told him about his recent troubles 

and his doubts about him as a guru. Baba then remarked, “If you do as I say, I will make you a 

king!” Sarosh was taken aback. 

Baba instructed Sarosh to study in Poona to be an electrician. Baba himself later arranged 

his admission to the school, and even his boarding and lodging at Khodu’s home with Sarosh’s 

cousin Adi, who was also studying in Poona. Sarosh informed his parents — but left out Meher 

Baba’s part in it. Although his father was pleased with this news, he would have protested if he had 

known of his son’s involvement with Baba. After returning to Poona, Sarosh would visit Baba at 

the hut or Sadashiv Patil’s home and was profoundly affected by the Master’s loving kindness and 

concern. From that time on, Sarosh became one of Baba’s close circle members. 

 

On 11 March 1922, the Hindu festival of Holi was celebrated with a game of atya-patya 

and later with the burning of a fire in an earthen pit. Baba himself had earlier brought a large branch 

of a felled tree in a small bullock cart from Kasba Peth. The wood was placed in the pit and lit, 

along with twigs and dry leaves. He explained, “The holi is symbolic of the fire of divine love and 

the wood represents the lower self which is to be burned in that fire.” 

The group of fishermen devotees from Kasba Peth were present and entertained the Master 

with bhajans until midnight. Since it was so late, Gulmai and Adi were told by Baba to sleep inside 

his hut. 

Early the next morning, Baba suddenly threw Khodu’s sitar, Arjun’s tambura and a tabla 

into the dying fire. When asked for an explanation, he replied, “It is an offering.” Later he had the 

ashes buried and small clay models of the musical instruments erected over their “graves.” From 

that time on, the holi was transformed into the Master’s dhuni (sacred fire), and the fire was kept 

burning continuously for many days. 

Lateef presented a new bicycle to Baba, which he rode once around the compound. A 

lottery was proposed to decide to whom the Master should give it. All the tickets were sold to 

followers and it was decided that the drawing should be held during a picnic at the village of 

Chinchwad, outside Poona. 

Baba met his followers there on Saturday, 25 March, and in the evening the lottery was 

held. Khodu won the new bicycle. But the Master then gave a strange order. Khodu’s old bicycle 

was taken in exchange, and Baba ordered it to be broken into pieces and thrown into a nearby well. 



Shortly after this, Baba asked Khodu if he felt uneasy about his bicycle being destroyed and thrown 

away. Khodu expressed no regret; however, the other men could not understand why this order had 

been given, since Khodu’s bicycle was still in reasonably good condition. 

After Baba returned from Chinchwad, Baily informed him that while Baba was away he 

had inadvertently fallen into the well near the hut, but was miraculously rescued from drowning by 

a stranger. When Baily was questioned what time the incident had occurred, the other men found 

out that it had happened at the exact hour when the pieces of Khodu’s bicycle were being thrown 

into a well! The men then realized why the Master had given such a strange order, and later he 

explained, “Instead of allowing Baily to drown, I sank Khodu’s bicycle in the well. It was simply 

an exchange of gross mediums.”149 

 

During April 1922, Baba broached the subject of moving to Bombay and forewarned that 

those men who wished to accompany him should break all connections with their families. Ramjoo 

was intent on joining, so Baba ordered him to dispose of his cloth shop. He told Ramjoo, “You 

need not worry about anything. Along with your spiritual progress, I will make certain that you and 

your family do not suffer materially. Remember, the whole world is imagination! Its value is 

insignificant. It is even less than a dream!” 

Ramjoo tried to sell his business, but failed. So the Master told him, “Whomsoever you 

happen to meet, first say to them that your shop is not yet sold.” 

Ramjoo had recently discontinued all his political and social activities without explanation. 

So when he met his acquaintances and relatives by greeting them with the strange statement: “My 

shop is not yet sold,” they thought him quite mad. This peculiar order was humiliating to a 

respectable businessman like Ramjoo; and as a consequence he stopped going out of his house. 

However, he had to repeat this statement to whomever came to see him at his home; therefore, he 

was unable to avoid complying with Baba’s order. 

During this period, a relative of Ramjoo’s died. Due to his public embarrassment, he 

decided not to attend the funeral. Since he had to go out that same day on an urgent errand, he took 

the precaution of leaving late and chose a circuitous route, confident that the funeral procession 

would have passed by then. On his way, however, he was shocked to see the group of mourners 

marching straight toward him, and he could not escape encountering them. He stood on one side as 

the casket passed, humbly saluting every person with the statement: “My shop is not yet sold.” He 

felt utterly foolish at the ridiculousness of his words. Those in the procession glanced at one 

another, signifying that they were more convinced than ever that Ramjoo had gone completely mad. 

Out of desperation, Ramjoo asked Baba’s permission to arrange a lottery for the sale of his 

cloth shop, to which Baba agreed. This canceled the first order, but Ramjoo had to face another 

difficulty: half of the tickets he was allowed to sell to the Master’s disciples, but the other half he 

was ordered to sell to his relatives and acquaintances. Ramjoo felt quite reluctant to approach the 

people in his hometown of Lonavla. For many days he had been avoiding everyone he knew since 

the embarrassing incident at the funeral procession. However, he swallowed his pride and solicited 

the tickets. By this method and by the Master’s nazar, he was able to sell his shop and accompany 

Baba to Bombay. 

 

During this period, Baba had Gustadji’s photograph displayed on the wall of his hut, and 

began to urge his close men disciples to pay deference to Gustadji. At one time, Baba even 

garlanded Gustadji’s photo himself and remarked, “To garland Gustadji is to garland me.” 

 
149 After Meher Baba dropped his body, Pimpri-Chinchwad became the center of the Indian automobile 

manufacturing industry and one of the largest industrial areas in Asia. 



On another occasion, Baba compared the journey along the spiritual path to a train ride: 

different types of people were the passengers in different carriages; different stages of the path were 

the different railway stations. He also referred to himself as running the train, and to the functions 

of certain mandali: “I am the driver; Gustadji is the engine. Sadashiv is the coupling joining the 

carriages to the engine. Behramji is the guard, and Baily is the railway tracks. The rest of the circle 

of men are carriages of different classes according to each one’s past connection with me.”  

Such spontaneous pronouncements by Baba would strengthen the ardor of those in his 

intimate contact, thus enabling those young men to have the courage to decide to leave homes and 

families and go away to live with him. 

“Amidst the divine intoxication of bliss permeating the atmosphere around his hut,” Age 

declared, “Meher Baba gradually inspired his chosen circle to leave the worldly life for the spiritual 

quest. Who knew then that he was the Messiah? Who knew then he was the Murderer? The sweets 

they were receiving from his hand were only to entice them to lay their heads at his feet, so he 

could swing his sword and cut their throats, after they had surrendered all to him.” 

Rays of spiritual light and knowledge emanated from the Master during his talks, and he 

expounded truths to those near him during every activity. Once Baba was playing cards with the 

men, and he asked them, “Do any of you know the spiritual significance of the different cards?” 

No one answered and he explained: 

The card numbers deuce through ten represent the lower evolutionary stages through which the soul has to pass, 

gathering experience, consciousness and strength along the way. The Jack symbolizes the human form with its 

fully developed consciousness and, representing at this point the stage of bhakti — devotion. The Queen 

symbolizes the stages of karma and raj yoga or tariqat — the spiritual journey of the soul on the inner path. The 

King denotes gnosis — knowledge. Surpassing all these preliminary stages is the Ace signifying the One 

without a second, the Ultimate Reality of God — the Infinite Consciousness — Paramatma. 

The game gilli-danda is played by striking the pointed end of a small piece of wood lying 

on the ground with a two-foot long stick, thereby making the piece of wood rise and rotate in the 

air. Before the piece falls to the ground, it should be struck again with the stick, hitting it as far as 

possible. One day Baba explained this game’s spiritual significance. 

When a Perfect Master selects a disciple to become worthy of God-realization, he invariably strikes at the lower 

part of his nature — the limited self or ego. This corresponds to the striking of the gilli [small piece] by the 

danda [stick] to enable it to rise in the air. After the limited or lower ego-mind of the disciple is shattered, the 

second hit consists in driving him onward toward the goal of God-realization. This ordeal is explanatory of the 

second stroke which sends the gilli, suspended in the air, to a distance proportionate to the impact of the hit. 

The game atya-patya is played in a large rectangular field with many parallel horizontal 

lines and one bisecting vertical line. Once, when the game was being vigorously played, Baba 

stopped play and called the men under the shade of a nearby tree where he explained its spiritual 

meaning: 

The horizontal lines are the barriers representing pride, anger, greed, jealousy, hatred, envy and egoism, which 

the traveler on the spiritual path has to overcome before attaining the spiritual goal of God-realization. The 

bisecting line represents lust which persists to the end, even long after the other undesirable qualities have been 

subdued and overcome. Once the goal is attained, these very faults are elevated to the level of divine attributes, 

and nothing but good accrues to others when they are expressed. Those on the Path can and do help others, yet 

only up to the point or level where they themselves are. But those who have realized the ultimate state of God 

and reached the goal of Self-Realization can help others stranded at any stage of the inner journey. 

With such simple discourses, Meher Baba drew his circle of disciples to him and inspired 

them. Some of his discourses would be so effective and profound that they were remembered 

verbatim and repeated by those who heard them for the rest of their lives. Many things about the 

Master impressed these early disciples as they came to discover who their guru really was. Three 

recurrent things in particular impressed them about Baba. He would read the minds and hearts of 

those around him, and would express their thoughts in one way or another, making them feel that 



“Baba knew everything they were thinking.” Secondly, without their asking, the Master would 

reply to questions that were troubling them. And lastly, Baba would often make predictions that at 

a certain time a particular person would be coming; or, at a certain time a specific event would take 

place. Invariably, these predictions would come true. 

Baba won the hearts of his early devotees with jokes, games, singing and music. His 

treatment of them, up until then, was full of sympathy, affection and intimate camaraderie. To add 

to their intoxication, Baba revealed to them that they had had a connection with him in one of his 

recent incarnations. 

The previous year, a statue of the great warrior-king Shivaji had been erected in Poona. 

One day, during a stroll through the city, Baba explained that for certain spiritual work, there occur 

in varying centuries two types of Avataric incarnations: major and minor. He then revealed one of 

his past minor incarnations had been as Shivaji: “In a past lifetime, I was Shivaji. Until recently, 

the British have left nothing undone to detract from Shivaji historically. Yet, they have now, when 

I am present in this form, had a [foundation stone for a] statue unveiled by the Prince of Wales last 

year in Shaniwar Wada.”150 

Glancing at the men present, he revealed, “You were all with me at the time of Shivaji. 

Behramji was Afzal Khan, the Moghul general who was killed by Shivaji. Sadashiv Patil was Tanaji 

Malsoore, the man who gave his life to save Shivaji.” Later, in private, Baba explained to Gulmai’s 

son Adi that he had been Shivaji’s wife.151 

In Maharashtra, people have great reverence and love for Shivaji, and these statements by 

Baba further consolidated the early disciples’ faith in Baba’s greatness. After he revealed this, the 

men talked of it for days among themselves. 

There is significance in the role of Shivaji’s activities in founding the Maratha kingdom 

(which later became the state of Maharashtra) in the Deccan plateau during the 17th century. Born 

circa 1627, Shivaji was a versatile personality and leader — a statesman, social reformer, brilliant 

military strategist and an advocate of religious tolerance. Called “the Grand Rebel,” he was devoted 

to Hindu religious freedom and fought against the Muslim oppression and persecution of Hindus 

that had been instigated by the Moghul ruler Aurangzeb. Shivaji was spiritually guided by Swami 

Ramdas, a Sadguru. Although veiled from his true identity, Shivaji reorganized the country of India 

and prepared the people’s consciousness for the advent of the Avatar, especially the Muslims and 

Hindus in the Deccan. He dropped his body in 1680. 

A subsequent minor Avataric advent, Baba revealed, was as a Buddhist monk, born in a 

suburb of Rangoon, Burma in 1795 to a family of Jains. His story is as follows: 

His father was a priest who earned very little. When the child was only seven he lost his father and soon after 

his mother. The entire duty of looking after the boy fell upon the shoulders of his uncle, who was a learned 

man of splendid character. The uncle had great affection for the boy and therefore took great pleasure in taking 

charge of him. Though the uncle was one of the most learned men of his time, he did not care to educate his 

beloved nephew — simply because the uncle saw in his nephew all the indications of a saint. He considered the 

boy to be a born saint, and so never interfered with him in any matter … The boy’s heart and mind were always 

pointed to God, and the uncle saw not the slightest necessity to teach the boy either in spirit or in words. …The 

uncle considered his nephew’s life to be a beacon light to himself.  

For days together the boy would not eat anything. Occasionally he would leave his uncle’s house and for 

several days wander in the streets of Rangoon as a sanyasi. One day, when he was about fourteen, he cast off 

his clothes and left his house. Almost entirely naked, he began to [roam] about the suburb he was born in ... till 

he was 20. Some people considered this itinerant monk as a lunatic; some regarded him as a saint. Needless to 

say, the uncle’s opinion about his nephew-monk was the highest, in as much as he considered him as a true 

 
150 The ceremony with the Prince of Wales was held on 19 November 1921.  
151 Baily recalled that Baba had stated that Baily was Tanaji Malsoore; Sadashiv Patil was Shivaji’s 

advisor, Dadoji Konddev; and Gustadji was Shivaji’s wife. In K. J. Dastur’s unpublished 1927 biography of 

Baba, he writes that Gulmai was Jijabai, Shivaji’s mother. 



Paramhansa. As the uncle was a learned man well-versed in the scriptures of all religions, hundreds of persons 

used to call upon him to consult him on matters of religion and spirituality. And to all his visitors and 

followers, the uncle would say that his nephew was just like Lord Buddha … 

When the naked itinerant monk became 20, he gave up wandering and repaired to the city proper and made a 

place near a Jain temple as his abode. He lived in this place continuously till the end of his life, for ten long 

years. During this whole period, he did not eat anything. He lived simply on water … His uncle, who was with 

him throughout this period, did not once press him to eat. To people who came to worship his nephew, he 

would say, “To be sure, you are worshipping Buddha.” 

The monk gave up his body in 1826 when he was only 30 years old. [By that time] he had been reduced to a 

skeleton. Months before he died, he had totally lost his power of speaking on account of extreme debility. 152 

 

A nawab (Muslim prince) happened to hear of Baba and came to see him at his humble hut 

along Fergusson Road. Distressed, the nawab complained to Baba that he was the legal inheritor of 

his father’s kingdom, but a younger prince had deprived him of it and usurped his lawful throne. 

The nawab implored Baba for help in regaining the vast estate. Baba agreed to help him on the 

condition that, after gaining his inheritance, the nawab should financially help just one of the 

Master’s devotees. The nawab promised but was puzzled as to how Baba would ever be able to 

recover the estate for him. He explained that the young prince who had usurped his title was backed 

by the government. Baba requested that he be patient and see what developed. 

In a few days, the usurping prince suddenly died, and the nawab conveyed the news to 

Baba. Soon after, the nawab regained his inheritance; however, he failed to keep his promise and 

did not help any of the Master’s poorer devotees. When reminded of this by the mandali, Baba told 

them to drop the matter and not remind the nawab about it. 

During this period, a court case was brought to Baba’s attention by Ramjoo’s brother-in-

law, Abdulla Haroon Jaffer. He informed the Master that after his father’s death, his elder brother 

had wrongfully seized possession of the family’s estate and a lawsuit over rightful ownership was 

proceeding in the local court. His brother, however, was an influential businessman, highly 

regarded in government circles, so Jaffer expressed little hope of winning the lawsuit. 

Baba smiled, promising that Jaffer would win the lawsuit and added that he would be 

compensated Rs.30,000 from the estate, but remarked that it would not be his brother who would 

pay this settlement. 

Jaffer’s case dragged on for ten years, eventually reaching the high court, but in the end he 

won. True to Baba’s words, Jaffer was paid exactly Rs.30,000 from the estate, but it was paid by 

his nephews, not his elder brother who had died. Jaffer was very happy at the outcome and 

expressed his gratitude to Baba by generously contributing to the Master’s birthday celebration at 

Nasik in 1937, which, due to Jaffer’s donation, was held on a very grand scale. 

 

Daulatmai and her sister Freiny Masi would also visit Baba at his hut along Fergusson 

Road. Daulatmai’s husband Jehangir had been a forest officer for the government and traveled 

throughout India in his work. Jehangir had died in middle-age some years before, suffering a severe 

mastoid infection. Daulatmai resettled in Poona with her two daughters, Mehera and Piroja who 

had not yet met Baba. 

As mentioned, Mehera was destined to become the Master’s chief woman disciple. At this 

time, she was a young girl of fifteen, preoccupied with her school studies. Mehera was also very 

fond of horses; her father had taught her much about them. But after his death, she had no 

opportunity to pursue her pleasure of riding horses. 

 
152 From an unpublished biography of Baba, written in 1927 by K. J. Dastur. 



Four years earlier, when she was eleven, a school friend had taken Mehera to meet Babajan, 

saying that the ancient woman would grant any wish she asked. Babajan inquired of Mehera, “What 

do you want, my daughter?” 

Mehera spontaneously replied, “I wish I had a horse!” 

Babajan gazed upward into the sky and muttered, “A beautiful one ... All the world will 

look at him ... All the world will love him.” Babajan’s words were usually enigmatic, and Mehera 

could not understand what she meant. 

She forgot all about it, but a few months later, to her amazement her mother suddenly 

bought her a beautiful white horse. 

This is especially significant as the symbol of the last advent of the Avatar for this cycle is 

a white horse. Hence, although she did not yet realize it, Mehera in her heart wanted Baba alone. 

Her real wish would soon be granted. 

 

One evening at the hut, Baba told Gulmai’s son, Adi, “Keep your actions subject to your 

obligations. Your obligation is to devote your mind and heart to me while, at the same time, 

studying diligently at college. But always remember that the chief duty of your life is to think of 

me.” 

Adi asked, “Should I think of you even while studying?” 

Baba advised, “When studying, have no thought of me; but when you find the time, devote 

your entire attention toward me, remembering me in the same way in which you naturally remember 

those whom you love. It is the inner contact that matters.” 

Rather than riding in a tonga, Baba would always prefer walking to his parents’ house or 

to Kasba Peth. A group of men disciples would accompany him on these walks and he would 

casually converse with them as they strolled through Poona, sometimes giving short discourses or 

candid spiritual explanations. 

Once they passed a thick cactus hedge alongside the road. Baba suddenly turned to Adi 

and asked, “Are you prepared to do anything I tell you, at any time?” Adi answered he was, and 

the Master ordered, “Take off your topee and throw it into that hedge.” Adi was fond of fine clothes 

and this was his favorite solar topee. He doubted whether his father would give him the money for 

a similar expensive hat. But overcoming his hesitation and momentary anxiety, he flung it on the 

top of the hedge and Baba expressed his pleasure with Adi’s obedience. A similar incident occurred 

after some days when the Master ordered Adi to throw away his piccolo, which he was very fond 

of playing. Again, Adi’s obedience pleased Baba. 

Sometimes, during these walks, Baba would suddenly stop and begin gazing at the ground, 

as if minutely examining something. The disciples saw nothing and stood beside him in silence, 

not understanding the work he was doing. One day, at the lane in back of his parents’ house, the 

Master did this again. He stopped, bent over and gazed intently at the ground. After a few minutes, 

he stood erect and asked, “Do any of you know what I am doing?” No one answered. “Every minute 

bodies are dying and coming back again; every second this process is occurring. I was watching 

and directing it all!” 

After hearing this, Adi thought: “How wonderful if Baba would have given a glimpse of 

this sight to me! He was seeing the invisible worlds the whole time, but when will one of us see it 

also?” 

 

Family members of the mandali would inevitably have some contact with the Master. 

During this period, Behramji’s maternal uncle, Jamshed R. Irani, would occasionally come to see 



Baba at the hut along Fergusson Road. The younger men affectionately called him Jamboo Mama 

(Uncle). He was a kind, fun-loving, and generous person, who was always smiling. 

Although by now some of the earlier rules concerning conduct at the Jhopdi had been 

relaxed, the rule about no one being allowed to stay past 9:00 P.M. remained strictly in force. One 

night, after Jamboo Mama and two cronies had been drinking heavily, they decided to find out what 

Meher Baba did at night at the Jhopdi. 

To satisfy his curiosity, Jamboo left his house with his friends and walked in the direction 

of Fergusson College. But no matter how hard they looked, they could not find the hut. It seemed 

to have vanished into thin air! Jamboo Mama was perplexed since he had lived in Poona many 

years and knew the area well. Disappointed and confused as to how they could have lost the way, 

they returned home. They were even more incredulous when they saw it was dawn, because they 

had been gone for what seemed like only a few hours. 

The next day, Jamboo went to see Baba who asked if he had slept well. Jamboo Mama 

replied that he had not. Feigning surprise, Baba inquired why. But Jamboo, despite Baba’s pressing, 

refused to admit what had happened. 

Shortly thereafter, while conversing with his disciples, Baba sternly said, “If anyone has 

committed a fault or has deceived me, he will be forgiven if he now openly admits his mistake. 

Otherwise, the consequences will be very bad!” Jamboo remained silent. 

Two days later, Jamboo’s only son, just one-and-a-half-months old, suddenly died. At the 

funeral, Jamboo understood Baba’s warning and wholeheartedly repented for deceiving him. Later, 

he confessed the whole story before Baba and the mandali. Jamboo was profoundly grieved and all 

naturally felt sorry for him. When thinking about the sequence of events, some wondered why 

Jamboo’s fate had been so cruel, simply for his naïve curiosity. It seemed such a contrast to the 

great compassion Baba generally bestowed. However, no one dared to inquire. 

A few days later, Baba was relaxing outside his hut with a group of disciples. In the course 

of the conversation, he told the following story about a Perfect Master: 

A Sadguru once set out with his disciples for begging. He approached a rich merchant who, instead of giving 

alms, shouted abuses and obscenities. Nevertheless, the Master blessed him saying, “Your profits will double.” 

The Sadguru then approached another wealthier merchant who mistreated him even more. He, however, blessed 

this man saying, “Your profits will quadruple!” 

Then the Sadguru, with his disciples, approached the shop of a poor, old man who received them with reverence 

and offered whatever he could provide from his meager store. The old shopkeeper had only one son whom he 

loved dearly. Before leaving, the Sadguru cursed him, “I pray that your son dies soon!” The next day, the son 

was found dead. 

When the Sadguru’s disciples found this out, they were bewildered by their Master’s behavior. The only man 

who had received them with humble reverence had been cursed, not blessed! 

Afterward, the Sadguru explained: “Both merchants were immersed in the mire of worldliness and did not want 

to be extricated. For that reason, I had to submerge them even more in the mire of the world by my blessings, 

so that one day they will cry to be pulled out. 

“The poor shopkeeper was spiritually inclined, however, his love for his son was much too binding. It was an 

obstruction to the old man’s progress on the Path. The son was, unknowingly, a thorn in his father’s side, and 

so I opened the door to the Path by removing his son. 

“Now, you tell me who was blessed and who was cursed?” 

When Baba finished this story, the truth about Jamboo dawned on everyone present. His 

“curse” was in reality a blessing. As a consequence, Jamboo overcame his grief and became 

profoundly closer to Baba from that time on, remaining surrendered to the Master’s will. 

 



Jamboo Mama, who had been curious as to what occurred at night in the hut, would have 

been startled to hear of Baily’s experiences. Baily continued his nightly writing work inside the 

hut, but he was often disturbed by strange sounds and even stranger occurrences. For instance, as 

he was about to dip his pen in the inkpot one night, the inkpot, of its own accord, lifted about four 

or five inches, as if dancing up and down, left and right. It lasted for a few seconds and then settled 

back to its original place. Sometimes, there would be heavy knocking on the Jhopdi door from 

outside, as if someone wanted to enter and was trying to force open the door. This noise would last 

for a few seconds and then subside. Other times, Baily heard whispering outside the door; or he 

would hear footsteps coming from afar, approaching close to the Jhopdi, and then the sound would 

stop. Baily reported that at times he heard “painful wailing, loud shrieks and screams” as if someone 

had accidentally fallen in the ditch behind the Jhopdi. Other times, it sounded “as if someone is 

sitting just behind my back inside the Jhopdi and crying and wailing at someone’s death … [or] 

behind my back the laughter of a delicate lady would be heard, and when I turned around, no one 

would be there … [one time I heard] two dogs fighting within the Jhopdi and then nothing.” 

Baily once had this strange experience: 

One night after locking the door of the Jhopdi from inside at the appointed time of 9:00 P.M., Baba and I 

chatted a while and then as usual Baba lay down on his mattress and covered himself with a white sheet. After 

about two hours, I finished my writing for the day, and I lay down on my mattress and immediately went to 

sleep. I woke up again at about 1:00 A.M. and when I looked toward Baba’s mattress, he was not there. The 

bed sheet was lying aside in an uneven position. I got up and noticed that the door was locked from inside in 

the same position as I had left it. How was this possible? I thought that Baba had gone out of the Jhopdi to 

relieve himself, or for some other reason, but then how did he pass through the door without disturbing the 

stopper? Did he leave via the air, or wind? This was just too much for me. 

With a throbbing heart and trembling hands I opened the door of the Jhopdi. Standing there in the darkness, I 

looked all around. Not seeing Baba anywhere, I mustered all my courage and started calling out his name 

softly. Failing to get any response, I started saying, “Baba, Baba,” in a slightly raised voice, but still I could not 

find anything except peace and quietude. I suddenly remembered Baba’s words spoken at the time when we 

first came to the Jhopdi. He said, “At times it may happen that you may suddenly wake up in the middle of the 

night and do not find me on my mattress. At such a time you should not get worried or concerned. You should 

not go out in search of me leaving the Jhopdi. Just lie down on your bed and have a peaceful sleep, or sit for 

your writing. Do not forget this.” 

What happened now was exactly as he had said, and so I closed the door of the Jhopdi, locked it from the inside 

and went back to bed. I was now not concerned and worried for Baba, but instead for myself. I started getting 

frightened. In such a state, I could neither go back to sleep nor sit up and write. I became more and more 

nervous and, not knowing what to do, I started taking Baba’s name. I dozed off and when at four o’clock I once 

again woke up with a start, my gaze fell on Baba’s mattress to find him lying peacefully covered with the sheet 

over his head as usual. Tears of joy flowed from my eyes. My emotional state at that time was that of a child 

meeting his mother after being separated for a few hours. 

In the morning when I narrated this incident in great detail to Baba, he expressed ignorance about the whole 

thing and quickly changed the topic of discussion. 

When Arjun began keeping nightwatch at the hut, Baba told him: “Always remain awake 

and never be afraid of anything.” One night Arjun heard the rustling of leaves and was startled. 

Peering into the darkness he saw two gigantic figures dressed in white robes who suddenly started 

becoming larger and more ominous, reaching almost 20 feet in height! Arjun was a well-known 

local wrestler and regarded as one of the strongest men in Poona. But as soon as he saw these two 

figures, he became petrified and could not utter a sound. At that very moment, Baba emerged from 

the hut irritated and asked, “What’s the matter with you?” Arjun pointed into the darkness, but there 

was nothing visible. Baba scolded him, “Didn’t I tell you not to be afraid when I am here?” 



Then he explained, “Those were ghosts who came to me seeking rebirth. Such spirits of 

the dead have committed suicide and are unable to take another birth for several centuries. Every 

night such ghosts come to me; so never be afraid. They won’t harm you.” But Arjun’s health began 

steadily deteriorating after this incident. His eyes became yellowish and his face pale, and it lasted 

until he dropped his body four years later. 153 

During this period, Baily’s brother Homi, who had been Merwan’s enemy since they were 

schoolboys, came to the hut to confront him. It was Homi who had been sent by Baba to rescue his 

brother from suicide and Baba had accepted Baily as a disciple. Homi found this inexplicable, 

considering his brother’s profligate ways. Homi discovered that Merwan’s appearance had 

profoundly changed since he had last seen him when he was working at the toddyshop. Now, while 

gazing at him, Homi’s heart ached with love. After some time, Baba embraced him warmly and 

later they reminisced about old times. From that day on, Homi, too, became devoted to the Master. 

Gulmai again received a letter from Baba saying that she should come to Poona. She went 

with Rustom, telling her husband and in-laws that they were going to visit Adi. Baba had instructed 

her to arrange Rustom’s marriage, so the pretext of looking for a young lady for Rustom to marry 

provided an additional excuse. 

In Poona, accompanied by Naja Behramji Irani, Gulmai visited the homes of eligible 

Zoroastrian girls and in the evening reported to Baba.154 None of the girls was approved, however. 

Baba told her, “Continue looking, but it will be settled as planned by me,” though he did not reveal 

how. 

That night, Baba had Gulmai and Rustom sleep inside his hut, while he and the other men 

slept outside. Before leaving, Gulmai was instructed to have sewn eight white cotton pajama pants 

for him using Adi’s measurements, and to bring them with her when he next called her. 

One day Rustom had an accident while driving his motorcycle. Afterward, in gratitude that 

no serious harm had been suffered, he walked the considerable distance from Ahmednagar to Sakori 

to meet Upasni Maharaj. True to Meher Baba’s prediction, his father Kaikhushru had been made a 

Khansaheb. When Rustom related the news to Maharaj, he quipped, “Your father has become 

Khansaheb, but you took a tumble. One went up, the other came down. It’s good that things 

happened that way.” After this, Rustom often visited Sakori with his sister Piroja. Maharaj would 

affectionately call him Ram and his brother Adi, Laxman (Ram’s younger brother). 

Meanwhile, Adi (later known as Adi Sr.) became romantically involved with Naja Irani’s 

daughter, Freiny. The young woman loved Adi and wished to marry him; but Gulmai soon found 

out about it and immediately informed Baba. 

Soon after, Baba met Freiny, her mother, Adi and Gulmai at Sadashiv Patil’s house. He 

told the young lady in a gentle manner: “Forget about Adi; he belongs to me. Even his mother has 

no claim on him. It will not be good for you to marry him. You would not be happy. But with my 

nazar, you will marry a rich man and be very happy.” 

Freiny wept but accepted the Master’s decision. 

Gulmai had explained to Naja Irani about Baba, and had urged the woman to talk openly 

with the Master about her problems. She was skeptical, though, and said, “I have one or two things 

 
153 Baba himself related this incident slightly differently in May 1963: “After I left Sakori, I used to stay in 

a small hut [jhopdi] in Poona very near to where Fergusson College is now located. During the day, people 

came to be with me and went away at dusk. I made my friend Arjun [Supekar] the night watchman. Arjun 

was a strong, tough fellow. I ordered him to sit outside the hut and not to enter it under any circumstances. 

One night while on duty, Arjun saw a huge, terrifying form. Overcome with fright, he panicked and rushed 

into my hut. He thus disobeyed my order. Arjun began to lose weight from that day onward, wasting away 

until he finally passed away.”  
154 Naja B. Irani was Sarosh’s wife Viloo’s maternal aunt. 



to discuss with him. If he gives me a satisfactory reply, I will believe in him and even sweep his 

hut.” Since Naja was a wealthy woman, her promise was even more significant because such 

persons never did such menial tasks. 

One day, when Naja was dropping Gulmai at the hut, she approached Baba and said, “I 

wish to go to Iran and perform certain Zoroastrian rituals. I also want to get my daughter married 

there. If this is fulfilled, I will serve you and sweep your hut every day.” 

Baba smilingly replied, “All right. Your wishes will be fulfilled.” Then he added seriously, 

“But don’t forget to come back and sweep my hut!” 

Naja said, “I wish to serve you — just give me the chance.” 

“To serve me is most difficult,” Baba replied. “Continue to remember me, and this will be 

enough.” 

But the lady was persistent in her request, so Baba said, “After settling your daughter’s 

marriage in Iran, come to me and I will give you the opportunity of serving me.” 

Naja was overjoyed with what Baba said, but her husband was bitterly against her going to 

Iran. She went against his wishes, traveled there and performed the religious ceremonies, and was 

also successful in arranging her daughter’s marriage to an eligible bachelor. But after returning 

from Iran, because of her high social standing, she did not go to see Baba. Later, she began to suffer 

fits. She became mentally unstable and morose, and remained in that condition for a period of six 

months. Doctors administered all kinds of treatments, but to no avail. 

Baba was in Bombay at the time. Naja’s daughter Freiny, remembering the promise her 

mother had given about sweeping his hut, wanted to take her to him. The mother, too, wished to 

see him, but was prevented from doing so by her relatives. Sadly, as a result of her inability to 

overcome her family’s forbiddance, or because of her indifference to Baba’s advice, her mental 

disturbance persisted on and off for several years. 

 

During May 1922, Baba arranged a grand celebration of Upasni Maharaj’s 52nd birthday 

at Sakori. He told his mandali, “All should be prepared to accompany me to Sakori on the 9th. We 

will celebrate Maharaj’s birthday there and afterward we will march on foot to Bombay.” 

The mandali had already been informed of the foot-journey to Bombay and the proposed 

one-year stay in the city. Baba had made it explicit that each man would have to divest himself of 

all worldly responsibilities before joining him. Because there was so much political unrest and 

agitation in India, Baba said the group might be mistaken for a band of anarchists, and he warned 

them there might be danger in accompanying him, and stressed the possibility of even being 

arrested and jailed.155 

Many men agreed to join Baba, and even those whom the Master discouraged were 

obstinate in their resolve to join him. It was decided that, after their return from Sakori, each man 

would sign an “Agreement of Surrender” to Baba, thereby formalizing his promise to stay with the 

Master and obey him. 

The afternoon of Tuesday, 9 May 1922 was joyous as the excited men gathered at Sadashiv 

Patil’s house prior to their trip with Baba to Sakori. Everyone was in a happy mood as Baba sang 

several songs and played the dholak. 

Ramjoo, however, was suffering from a high fever and was somewhat delirious. Baba 

instructed him to come despite his condition. He was ordered to lie down, and Baba covered him 

 
155 Mahatma Gandhi had been sentenced to six years imprisonment for civil disobedience during 1921; the 

ruling British authorities were determined to prevent anarchy by arresting anyone who was suspected of 

being a revolutionary. 



with a blanket. Before departing, he helped Ramjoo sit up and gave him a glass of water. He then 

sent him to the railway station in a tonga with Baily, while he and the rest of the men walked there. 

As Age noted, the group of men and women disciples gathered at the station was quite 

diverse and consisted of Iranis, Parsis, Muslims and Hindus. At 4:30 in the afternoon, they left for 

Sakori by train. Also on the train were devotees of Upasni Maharaj from Bombay — some had 

seen Meher Baba in Sakori, and a few were seeing him for the first time. Several were greatly 

attracted to him, and later became some of his most important and devoted disciples. 

Chief among these was Kaikhushru Masa, his wife Soonamasi, and their twelve-year old 

daughter Khorshed. Kaikhushru Masa was a frequent visitor to Sakori, and it was he who had first 

told his wife and her sister Gulmai about Upasni Maharaj. He was instrumental in bringing Gulmai 

and her whole family into Maharaj’s contact and, subsequently, into Meher Baba’s. Kaikhushru 

Masa had seen Baba at Sakori and his wife Soonamasi most likely met Baba a year prior at the 

opening of Sarosh Manzil in Ahmednagar. But for their daughter Khorshed, this meeting on the 

train was her first encounter with Baba, to whom she would soon dedicate her life. 

Also on the train was another Zoroastrian couple, Navaroji “Navalsha” Curshed Talati, 29, 

and his 18-year-old fiancée Dina Karani. Naval (as the mandali came to call him) had met Sai Baba 

years before and visited Upasni Maharaj at Sakori regularly. He encountered Merwan at Sakori 

many times, but took him to be insane and used to refer to him as “that mad Irani,” for he had once 

seen Merwan roll on the ground in front of Maharaj’s hut. 

Traveling in the compartment with Baba were Shireenmai, Jamshed’s wife Khorshed, 

Gustadji, and Arjun.156 In the same compartment were those from Bombay who took every 

opportunity to glance at him — in their words, “to see his loveliness.” At every station stop, Baba 

would casually step off the train and, throwing a rubber ball back and forth, play catch with some 

of the men. As the train would start he would leap agilely on board. 

Reaching the village of Chitali, Baba sent his mother in one tonga and Ramjoo with 

Kaikhushru Masa and his family to Sakori in another tonga, while Baba and the others walked (nine 

miles). Khansaheb, Gulmai, their son Adi, and nephew Sarosh had already arrived. Also gathered 

were the Irani sisters, Daulatmai and Freiny Masi, along with many others. Upasni Maharaj’s 

birthday was to be celebrated on a tremendous scale with a four-day program, and a great feast 

served to several hundred people. 

Soon after arriving, the disciples of Baba went for Upasni Maharaj’s darshan. Each one 

garlanded the Sadguru, and he, in turn, gave each a champa (small magnolia-like flower) as prasad. 

The main day of celebration was on Sunday, 14 May 1922, at six in the evening. At the 

threshold of Upasni Maharaj’s hut, a dais had been erected, on which he was requested to sit. 

Maharaj refused to do so, exclaiming, “Oh, no! I am not the type to sit on silken cushions!” 

Baba and Khansaheb, however, persuaded him to do so. Then, with much resistance, his 

gunny sack was removed and he was dressed in new clothes. A pink turban was placed on his head, 

a white dhoti was wrapped around his waist, and Baba then persuaded Maharaj to put new sandals 

on his usually bare feet. Sandalwood paste and vermilion were applied to his forehead, and Maharaj 

was garlanded profusely. Afterward his puja and arti were performed by his Hindu devotees with 

all the Zoroastrians participating. Gulmai was instructed by Baba to wave the arti tray in front of 

Maharaj; this was followed by devotional music and bhajans. Afterward, a large photograph of 

Maharaj was displayed in a palanquin and taken through Sakori village in a grand procession 

accompanied by bhajan-singing and a band. 

 
156 Jamshed and Khorshed had one son, but the baby died within two hours of its birth. It was Baba who 

broke the news to Khorshed at the hospital. The doctor diagnosed that Khorshed would not be able to have 

any more children. 



Gulmai, however, did not join the procession. Frequently, Baba emphasized to her, “Do 

only what I tell you to do here. And do exactly as I tell you to do.” This was irksome to her because 

she felt he was saying it in an attempt to distance her from Maharaj, whom she loved deeply. After 

the procession left, she sat alone weeping under a tree, depressed and confused over what she 

mistook to be rivalry in the guru’s darbar. 

Soon Maharaj approached and sat beside her. Gulmai told him what Baba had said, and he 

explained: “Difficulties have to be faced in every noble endeavor. God has two wives: one on this 

side, another on that side. One wife faces difficulties bravely and goes on; the other creates 

difficulties and always complains. 

“We must go forward, facing any and all opposition. Difficulties will always be there. We 

must bear suffering patiently and do our duty without caring about anything else.” 

The return of the palanquin was welcomed with flowers and coconuts. The photograph of 

Maharaj was placed on a gaadi (divan) Gulmai had brought from Ahmednagar, which was 

decorated with cushions and silk sheets. The feast was served to all the guests by Maharaj himself. 

Later, a feeding of the poor was also held.157 

During these four days, Upasni Maharaj and Baba would sit together discussing plans for 

future work, including the construction of a new temple. One day Maharaj came into Baba’s room 

when he was absent. Adi Sr.’s sitar was lying there; Maharaj picked it up and tried to play. Like a 

child, he moved his hand slowly up and down the strings. When Baba, Adi and others entered the 

room and began to watch him, Maharaj asked, “What is this thing? How do you play it?” 

He handed the sitar to Adi, saying, “Take it. I don’t know anything about such things.” 

Adi started playing it, while Baba sang to Maharaj: "Katre se dariya banaya pir ne!” (A 

drop was transformed into the ocean by the pir [saint]!) 

During this occasion, Upasni Maharaj spent many hours with Meher Baba’s disciples and 

discoursed on spiritual matters under the temple mandap. He would exhort them in Marathi: “Don’t 

leave Merwan. I have made him Perfect. You cannot imagine who he is. From today, all those who 

are here, I give them to Merwan. Stick to him like a stamp on an envelope; wherever the envelope 

goes, it will carry the stamp with it. Don’t leave him under any circumstances.” 

In the course of his talks, about Baba’s spiritual stature Maharaj repeated: 

All of you pay heed to what I tell you. Merwan is the Avatar. I have handed the key of whatever I possess to 

Merwan. Now hold to his feet, not only with one hand but with both hands, and do as he tells you. Stick to him 

under all circumstances and carry out his every wish and command, and he will guide and help you. This is my 

advice to you; you would do well to follow it. 

Merwan will make the whole world dance on his little finger! You, yourselves, will see. Even people from the 

West will come for his darshan and blessing. By the grace of God, if you follow my advice, you will soon 

reach the Goal. 

Before everyone departed, Upasni Maharaj performed the engagement ceremony of Naval 

Talati and Dina. The wedding rings were placed before Maharaj, who called Gulmai to put the ring 

on Dina’s finger, since no one from Naval’s family was present. As Gulmai was about to do so, 

Rupamai Karani, Dina’s mother, interrupted and requested that Maharaj place the ring on her 

daughter’s hand. Laughing, he acquiesced. 

Naval then asked Maharaj the date they should marry, and was told, “Consult Merwan and 

do exactly as he instructs.” Because of Maharaj’s emphatic order, and because of the profound 

remarks he had given about Merwanji, Naval’s doubts disappeared and he bowed at Merwanji’s 

 
157 According to Naja, unbeknownst to Shireenmai, Baba had kept aside a large amount from the toddyshop 

proceeds, and used it to pay for the poor feeding, among other things. 



feet and sought his blessing as his Master. The “mad Irani” became Naval’s guru and thereafter he 

obeyed Meher Baba in every facet of his life. 

Before leaving for Bombay, Soonamasi and her daughter Khorshed met with Baba in 

private. He inquired how Soonamasi liked it at Sakori, and she replied that she liked it very much. 

“Will you come and stay with me?” he asked. 

“When?” asked Soonamasi. 

“Not now, but later after I have arranged a place. I only wanted to know if you would.” 

“Surely!” 

“Promise me,” he said, and Soonamasi held out her hand in promise. 

Khorshed was keenly interested in their conversation and thought: “Why is Meher Baba 

only asking Mother? He must ask me to come and stay with him, too!” 

However, he only remarked to Khorshed, “Be good. Think of me and we will meet again.” 

Baba was deliberately ignoring her so that Khorshed would become more eager to join him. 

 

Baba and Gustadji remained in Sakori after the celebration, while the other men and women 

returned to Poona on 15 May. After four days of private meetings, Baba and Gustadji bowed to 

Upasni Maharaj before all of the Sadguru’s disciples. As they left by tonga for the train station on 

19 May, someone inquired how long it would be before Merwan returned. Silently, Maharaj wept 

and did not answer. 

Baba arrived in Poona that same evening and stayed at Sadashiv Patil’s. Baba was anxious 

to finalize plans for the upcoming trip to Bombay. Only two days were left before the foot-journey. 

Baba reviewed each man’s commitment and took the signatures of those who were to go with him 

who had not yet signed the surrender agreement. Munshiji was meanwhile searching for a suitable 

bungalow to lease in Andheri (a Bombay suburb) for Baba and the group. 

The activity around the hut on Fergusson Road and at Kasba Peth was intense. Behramji 

was busy selling his liquor stores and toddyshops (including the shop in which he was in partnership 

with Merwan) to raise enough money to support Baba and the other men in Bombay. Each man, in 

his own way, was in the final throes of unknotting family and business entanglements, freeing 

himself to start life anew with the Master in Bombay. 

During this period, a rustic Persian farmer who had migrated to India from Jafrabad, Iran 

discovered his place in Meher Baba’s circle. Rustom Beheram Irani, 32, was the co-owner of a 

teashop opposite Char Bawdi where Babajan would visit daily and drink several cups of tea. An 

intrepid individual, Rustom Jafrabadi (as he was known) had come to India several years before in 

search of gurus and saints. 

Rustom’s parents were poor, but very religious-minded. When he was only eight, he was 

sent to Bombay to study in a charitable school for Iranis. He was forced to leave school at ten to 

earn his livelihood at a café. At seventeen, he returned to Iran and became a farmer. A few years 

after his marriage at 22 to a local girl, he was made the Patil (headman) of his village. But Rustom 

felt restless. The Song was calling him, and he felt compelled to return alone to Bombay, much to 

the bewilderment of his friends and relatives.  

Soon after he arrived in Bombay, he opened an Irani teashop in Parel. It wasn’t a success, 

and in 1921 he shifted to Poona to try his luck in a new teashop venture there.  

At the beginning of 1922, Behramji, a fellow Persian, came to Jafrabadi’s teashop and told 

him about Baba. Although Jafrabadi was greatly taken by Behramji’s description, something or the 

other prevented him from going to meet the Master. On 20 May, Behramji came to Jafrabadi’s 

teashop again and informed him that Baba intended to leave Poona in a few days. The following 

day, Behramji took him to Sadashiv’s house to meet the Irani Master.  



When they arrived, a few men were gathered in the hall. Without introducing himself, 

Jafrabadi bowed down and paid obeisance to Adi Sr., mistaking him for the Master. Adi was taken 

aback and the other men burst out laughing at Jafrabadi’s mistake. After a short while, Baba entered 

the room and enjoyed the humor of the incident. He welcomed Jafrabadi and talked with him at 

length. 

“What do you want?” Baba asked. 

“I want to be your disciple and stay with you.” 

“Why?” 

“I am tired of worldly life.” 

Baba tempted him with an offer of a large sum of money, which he said if Jafrabadi 

invested wisely, he would become very wealthy. Jafrabadi refused saying, “With you I will undergo 

any hardship. I would rather suffer in a spiritual life than be happy and comfortable in a worldly 

life.” 

Baba told him, “I am leaving tomorrow for Bombay. If you come with me, I will get you 

a better job and also see to your spiritual advancement.” 

To the surprise of all, Jafrabadi was immediately resigned to dispose of his possessions and 

join the Master. He was shown all the conditions to be followed while in Bombay and he agreed to 

sign the paper then and there. Thus this husky seeker of truth was trapped in the net by the bait of 

material improvement and spiritual advancement. Later, he acquired the nickname Baidul. 

 

Baba entered the Poona Jhopdi for the last time at 10:30 Sunday night, 21 May 1922. This 

humble straw hut with an earthen floor had become sacred. It had been the first lamp to attract 

moths to the Master’s burning flame. The Jhopdi had become a place of pilgrimage in Poona, where 

many had gathered to receive guidance and mercy from the Compassionate One. It was the cradle 

containing the infancy of Meher Baba’s divine work. 

Each man went inside the Jhopdi and bowed to Gustadji’s photograph for the last time. 

Then the picture was taken down and the hut was dismantled. Baba then led the way to Sadashiv 

Patil’s house in Kasba Peth, where arrangements were in progress for the departure to Bombay. 

Each man’s bedding roll and personal kit were placed in a bullock cart. As the world slept, these 

young disciples were wide awake — excited and eager to begin their wayfaring. 

Until then, strict obedience to Baba as their Spiritual Master had not been emphasized 

much. Baba had been attracting these tender, “raw” disciples around him, drawing them near his 

fire. God is all-merciful, but the path to God is merciless! The Master had not yet shown what the 

path of fire could be! He was about to become pitiless in order to shower his real gift. The disciples 

did not know that the ego must be destroyed − and it is not a gentle process! Realization’s price is 

total self-effacement, and no one can pay that price without the Master’s grace. 

That very night, an incident occurred that enabled Baba to emphasize this aspect of strict 

obedience while living with him, and the men mandali were made keenly aware of their 

responsibility toward him as their Master. This first lesson came shortly before they left Poona. 

Baba decided to call for refreshments for all and he sent Ghani, Adi Sr. and Slamson to 

bring tea, bread and cream from a nearby restaurant. When they placed the order, Adi started feeling 

hungry and was wondering if it would be all right to eat his share then. Seeking Ghani’s advice (he 

was nine years older), Adi was told it would be all right. However, his snack made them late in 

returning with the refreshments. When asked the reason, Adi admitted that he had eaten in the 

restaurant, and Baba was extremely displeased. Adi explained that he suddenly felt hungry and 

asked Ghani if it would be permissible. Baba turned to Ghani and asked him if that was true. Ghani 

denied it. Baba then slapped Adi across the face. 



Baba was irate at all three men and told them to get out of his sight and never come back. 

They started to walk off, but he called them back and warned them, “Never again be unmindful of 

what I wish. Learn what I want and what I don’t want!” 

The rest of the men were taken aback by this sudden change of mood. Baba sternly told 

every man present, “From now on, while living with me, you must take care at every moment to 

please me. Although there was no order by me not to eat outside, Adi should have known that this 

was not the proper time or place to satisfy himself when I was waiting for their return.” 

This strict attitude created a new sense of tension for all the men, as the days of being 

serious and dutiful to every word of Meher Baba’s began. 

 

Leaving Kasba Peth at two in the morning, led by the Master, all walked to Char Bawdi to 

pay their respects to Babajan before departing. Baba first rubbed Babajan’s back for some time. 

Then, while Baba and Baily stood at a distance, the rest of the men approached the ancient woman 

and bowed before her. Babajan moved her index finger in a circular motion and stated softly, “My 

son is leaving. You will see how he is going to make the world dance on the tip of his finger.” Baba 

nodded farewell. 

Because Baba felt that the two hurricane lanterns they were carrying would not be 

sufficient, he ordered Baily to borrow one from his house. The group waited by the Camp fire-

temple while Baily ran to his home to bring it. Before leaving, Baily had informed Baba of his 

mother’s wish to have Baba’s darshan one final time, but Baba said there was no time. “I will surely 

meet her once,” he promised, “have faith in that. Now do not insist; we are unnecessarily wasting 

time.” 

Baily’s mother was up and eagerly asked where Baba was. Baily conveyed Baba’s 

message, but his mother insisted on accompanying him to where Baba was waiting. Baba quickly 

walked towards her, embraced her tightly and asked, “Where was the need for you to come out in 

the middle of the night? We were sure to meet one day in the future.” 

Baily’s mother in a choked voice related, “From this moment on, I am handing over my 

son, Baily, to you. I know I am not going to live long. I have only one lingering worry and that is, 

Who will look after him after I die? His nature is so irritable; he is stubborn, short-tempered and is 

always fighting with someone or the other. Who, except you, can tolerate such a person? Accept 

him now as your disciple. Look after him as his mother and father. Please forgive him for his 

weaknesses. Do not take cognizance of his short-tempered nature. Show mercy on him. From this 

day, I relinquish my right as his mother and I surrender him to you. If you can accept this request 

of mine then I can die in peace, and as long as I live, I can sleep peacefully.” 

Baba very tenderly and patiently told her, “From now onwards, you need not worry about 

Baily at all. I had taken over his full charge even before you asked this from me. Baily himself has 

promised his complete surrenderance to me. I, too, give you my promise that I will always take 

care of him and keep him happy. Now you may go without any anxiety. We should be reaching 

Chinchwad before dawn. It is not advisable for you to remain outside for a long time in the middle 

of the night. So now please return. Khuda Hafiz [God be with you].” 

Out of his boundless compassion, Baba had used the excuse of needing an extra lantern in 

order to give darshan to Baily’s mother. 

Baba and the group then started their walking journey on the road to Bombay. The number 

of men accompanying Meher Baba totaled 45: 22 were Hindus, 12 were Muslims, and 11 were 



Zoroastrians.158 Upasni Maharaj had sent Yeshwant Rao from Sakori to join the group on the 

journey, which they called “a pilgrimage.” 

They walked in rows four abreast. Baba ordered Gustadji to make certain everyone kept in 

line. Gustadji had to walk back and forth telling the men to stay in line and consequently he tired 

more quickly. Behramji had been overworked for some days and was so exhausted that he would 

actually fall asleep while walking; every now and then, the sitar he was carrying would slip and fall 

to the ground. Gustadji would reprimand him, but soon Behramji would succumb to fatigue again. 

After four hours, they arrived at the village of Chinchwad. Baily’s nephew Marzban had 

arranged for them to stay in a bungalow that he managed opposite the railway station. Everyone 

was glad to rest, and Baba served tea and biscuits to all. After a short rest, they again started to 

walk, but Sadashiv and some of the older men were exhausted. Baba did not wish to hear their 

complaints, so they were sent ahead to Talegaon by train. 

By two in the afternoon they reached Khind village. Baba, Sarosh and Ramjoo led the way, 

and when they reached the outskirts of Talegaon, they stopped under the shade of a tree. Within an 

hour, the other men gradually streamed in. All were tired and their feet were sore. Ghani had a fever 

and Baba himself gave him a large dose of quinine. 

Everyone had a restful sleep under the trees. Without any breakfast, they resumed walking 

at five in the morning and walked continuously for four hours, arriving at Kamshet at nine o’clock. 

Abdul Tayab (an acquaintance of Ramjoo) arrived in a car from Lonavla with bread, butter and 

jam. Abdul prepared tea, and all enjoyed breakfast in a dharamshala near the railway station. They 

rested there for the day under the shade of a nearby small grove. 

The next day, they began their journey again at five in the morning. May is the hottest 

month in India, so to prevent sunstroke they had to walk during the early hours of the morning. The 

journey was enchanting, past the beautiful hills during twilight, however, Baba’s ankle became 

swollen and inflamed that day. Despite the pain, he was still walking fast. The men wanted him to 

rest, but he refused. Three hours later they arrived in Lonavla. Tea was brought from the town while 

they took a short rest. Refreshed, they reached Khandala in an hour. 

About the journey, Baily later wrote: 

From the beginning, Baba ordered that during daytime we would take rest to relieve ourselves of the fatigue of 

travel at a place in a village where all facilities, including water, were available. We would travel during the 

night. Each should have a staff in his hand and constantly keep repeating his community’s name of God. In this 

manner, we continued our night-walk whether it be full moon or no moon, carrying the four lanterns. At the 

first sight of the sunrise, we would look for a nearby village, because by that time we would be dead tired. 

However, Baba’s gait would be just the same at the end of the walk as at the beginning. He never looked tired 

or fatigued, and never showed signs of irritation, et cetera. On the contrary, he would encourage us by one trick 

or another to keep up our spirits and enthusiasm. He would encourage some to tell stories, others jokes, and 

still others to sing songs, and in this manner, time would pass easily. 

Khandala is a famous summer resort and, being a hill station, has a cool, pleasant climate. 

Sayyed Jamadar (the former police constable of Kasba Peth) had arranged for their stay in a shady 

grove beside a lake near a beautiful Hindu temple. Jamadar brought cooking utensils from the town; 

Masaji prepared dhansak (dal cooked with vegetables), which was heartily enjoyed by everyone. 

This was the first solid meal the men had eaten since leaving Poona three days before. 

 
158 Among the men who walked with Baba from Poona to Bombay were: Abdur Rehman, Adi Sr. (age 19), 

Ahmed Abbas (Khak Saheb, 29), Arjun (27), Asar Saheb, Babu Cyclewalla (22), Baily (28), Bala Tambat, 

Behramji (30), Chowdhary, Faredoon (Padri, 19), Gangaram, Ghani (28), Gustadji (32), Jadhav, Jal (20), 

Kondiram, Madho Gauhane (14), Masaji (55), Nervous, Ramjoo (24), Rustom K. Irani (23), Rustom 

Jafrabadi (Baidul, 32), Sadashiv Patil (33), Sarosh (19), Sayyed Jamadar, Sayyed Saheb, Slamson (22), 

Vithal. 



As a youth, Baba had spent many vacations hiking through these hills and he liked this 

particular spot and decided they should stay until the next afternoon. After a game of gilli-danda in 

the evening, all ate supper and retired. 

Everyone was awake by seven. Some had blisters on their feet and had difficulty walking 

in leather shoes. Baba was aware of this and had sent Baily to Bombay to purchase canvas (tennis) 

shoes, which were given to those who suffered with blisters. 

 

Foot Journey to Bombay, 1922 

 

 

At five o’clock in the afternoon, they proceeded to Khopoli. After walking a mile, they 

ascended the Bhor Ghat (a range of hills between Karjat and Lonavla). From there the descent to 

Bombay began and the lone bullock cart, which had been trailing with the luggage, took the lead. 

The gradient was steep and the bullock nearly tumbled down with the cart while the men ran 

alongside it, scrambling to keep it under control. The cart had been fixed with boards on its wheels 

to act as brakes, but they weren’t effective, and the men had much difficulty slowing the cart’s 

wheels with their bare hands. 

After the group had walked some distance, Jamadar and Chowdhary were reported missing. 

Baba was quite upset by this news. A search was made but the two men were not found. After 

reaching Khopoli, the two lost companions arrived. They had taken a shortcut, and Baba angrily 

scolded them for disobeying orders and threatened to send them back home. They begged his 

forgiveness for separating themselves from the group and realized that the few miles they had saved 

were not worth Baba’s reproof and spoiled mood. 



Ghani’s friend, Abdul Rezak, arrived with refreshments. Ghani suggested halting in the 

more comfortable setting of Rezak’s house in Khopoli, but Baba chose to rest outside the town by 

a mountain brook. It being Thursday, the traditional Hindu day of worshiping the guru, Upasni 

Maharaj’s arti was sung, and afterward all had tea and mangoes which Rezak had brought. 

At nine in the evening, they proceeded toward the village of Chauk, carrying the kerosene 

lanterns to light the way. Nervous’ feet sorely ached, but he still tried to keep pace with the group. 

His stride resembled a hopping dance. This amused Baba, who told Nervous to ride in the bullock 

cart with a few of the others whose feet were severely split with blisters. 

After walking 20 miles at a rapid pace, through twilight and moonlight, they arrived at the 

village of Chauk at two in the morning. Finding a group of strangers arriving at such an odd hour, 

the villagers suspected them to be a gang of thieves. But after a cordial interview, the villagers’ 

fears were quieted and they offered to guide the group to a more pleasant rest area a few miles 

away. The men were so tired, however, that they did not wish to proceed another step; they pleaded 

with Baba to let them lie down and sleep in their bedrolls alongside the road. 

Baba ordered them to follow him and, in the darkness, walked to an area where he said 

they should camp. When they awakened late in the morning, the sun was already hot. They were 

pleasantly surprised at what a beautiful place Baba had chosen. It was shaded by very large trees 

with a well conveniently nearby. 

After a relaxing afternoon’s repose, they started at four o’clock for Panvel. Before sunset 

they had covered a long distance and continued without stopping, guided by their lanterns, as 

darkness fell. As they neared the town, Baba pointed out a fire on top of the mountain; it was a 

beautiful sight under the starry sky. Arriving at Panvel at about nine in the evening, they rested in 

a dharamshala and immediately went to bed. Before sleeping, Baba cautioned them to beware of 

scorpions and not to move about in the dark without carrying a lantern. 

Faredoon got up in the night to urinate, but forgot to take a lantern. As he was lying down 

in his bedding roll, he remembered his mistake and was relieved that no scorpion had stung him. 

But in the morning, while changing his shirt, a scorpion stung him on the back. 

The Master surprised all by announcing, “Now that we have reached Panvel, where the sea 

meets the land, our pilgrimage on foot is over. We have reached the limit of our journey by foot. 

We will now proceed to Bombay in a truck.” 

After lunch, a large truck was hired which they rode in toward Bombay. In a restaurant at 

Mumbra, Baba ordered tea and sweets for the men. He was in a good mood and even allowed some 

to have soft drinks, and also gave cigarettes to Ahmed Abbas and Asar Saheb, who were heavy 

smokers.159 The truck reached Bombay at four in the afternoon. The Master had it stop by the tomb 

of the Mohammedan Perfect Master Baba Abdur Rehman. He stood by the truck and instructed 

each man to go inside the tomb and pay his respects. When they returned, they found Baba lying 

prone on the roadside in sashtang pranam (bowing full length on the ground) in the direction of 

the tomb. 

The group drove from the saint’s tomb to Munshiji’s house on Charni Road where they 

were to stay until a suitable bungalow was found. As soon as they arrived, Baba took a bath and 

changed his clothes. Despite the hardships along the journey, and with the difficulties of leading a 

diverse contingent of men of various religions and castes, the Master proclaimed the pilgrimage a 

success. 

 
159 Both men were poets: Ahmed Abbas (Khak Saheb) had met Baba in Poona in 1914 and began following 

him a few years later. Asar Saheb was a well-known Urdu scholar, writer and poet from Lucknow, who had 

known of Baba for several years. (Their names, as they appear in the Urdu biography of Upasni Maharaj, 

are given as: Munshi Shaikh Ahmed Khakpunvi and Mumtaz Ali Asar Dehlvi.) 



The disciples had now to break through the walls of duality to penetrate into the hall of 

Unity. The Song of God can only be sung when one is merged in the infinite. To learn this melody, 

every worldly thought must be consigned to the sacred flames of divine love. With the echo of the 

Song on their lips, the beginning had been made. 

 

The Muslim festival of Id — the birthday of Prophet Muhammad — fell on Monday, 29 

May 1922, and Munshiji had erected a large canopy opposite his house to hold a celebration. 

Munshiji arranged for an Imam (an Islamic priest) to offer the prayers. The atmosphere was 

surcharged with joy. 

Baba awakened all the men at four in the morning. Gramophone records of verses from the 

Koran were played. After a bath and a change of clothes, Baba’s Muslim followers gathered under 

the canopy for the namaz ceremony while Baba and the other mandali sat with them. Outsiders 

from the local Mohammedan community were invited and the place resembled an Idgah — a 

sanctioned holy ground where prayers are performed. It was ironic that the One to whom all the 

prayers were being offered was physically present, unbeknownst to the strangers. On the 

completion of the ceremony, everyone present saluted Baba reverently. Then vegetarian food, 

cooked by Sayyed Saheb, was served. Baba was in a splendid mood and the rest of the day was 

passed in cheerfulness, relaxation and games. 

The following day, an intense search for a suitable bungalow for Baba and the men was 

begun. On the fourth day, a large vacant bungalow, which Baba approved, was found in the Dadar 

area of the city, at 167 Main Road, adjacent to the Dadar railway station. It took two days more to 

settle the terms of rental with the landlord, a Muslim named Haji Abdur Rehman Khatri. The 

bungalow was rented in Behramji’s name for the amount of Rs.350 per year. 

Later, the carpentry work of partitioning the house into different rooms began under 

Slamson’s supervision. A large room on the north side, leading to the upper floor, was turned into 

a kitchen. Upstairs there was a large hall and on the right two small rooms. One of the rooms was 

especially for Baba’s use; Gustadji stayed in the other. Sadashiv, Behramji and one other stayed in 

the central hall, as instructed by Baba. The rest of the mandali stayed on the ground floor which 

was partitioned with whitewashed gunny sacks stretched on wooden frames into thirteen smaller 

bedrooms, eight feet square. Baily was given a room on the left side of the front verandah, and one 

of the mandali stayed in a room on the right side as a watchman. 

The bungalow was located in a clean neighborhood and was well ventilated with a large 

verandah. It had a small compound in the front and a large backyard, but no trees. Another kitchen 

and toilets were located outside to the north, and a small watchman’s hut stood to the south. 

After the interior renovation was completed, Baba and the men moved in on 7 June. They 

met in the large hall, and the first topic of discussion was what to name the place. Different names 

were suggested, but Baba decided it should be called Manzil-e-Meem — the House of the Master.160 

That evening he requested a music program of qawaali singing and invited many of the 

neighborhood Muslims to his new abode. 

Two days prior to moving into the new bungalow, Baba had Ghani prepare a list of seven 

orders which every man was given to sign. The seven orders were to come into effect on the day 

they moved into Manzil-e-Meem. These seven orders, as dictated by Baba, were: 

1. To follow to the letter the spiritual instructions given by me. 

 
160 According to Baily, in the Farsi and Urdu alphabets Meem represents a letter similar to the English M, 

the first letter of Meher. According to Adi Sr., Baba told him the letter is representative of a Perfect Master 

because of its circular shape. 



2. To keep or break the special connection with one other man or more than one from the group or otherwise 

that I order. 

3. To abstain totally for twelve months from alcoholic drinks or intoxicating substances, as well as sexual 

intercourse, except when allowed by me with your legal wife. 

4. To eat, drink and dress in accordance with the other residents in the house. To avoid eating fish, meat and 

eggs under any circumstances. 

5. To be present in the premises from 7:00 P.M. to 7:00 A.M.— barring accidents or mishaps. 

6. To perform faithfully the external duty given to each. 

7. Under no circumstances to give up my company, even if one finds that the whole world turned against me, 

except when ordered to leave me. 

Note: If any of the above seven orders is intentionally broken by anyone who binds himself to my orders, I shall 

lock myself up in my room, avoiding completely all food, drink and company. 

 

Order number two can be understood by taking Adi Sr.’s relationship with Gustadji’s 

brother Slamson as an example. In Poona, months before this rule was made for the men, Adi was 

ordered not to have any association with Slamson. When they arrived in Bombay, Adi was also 

ordered to keep aloof from Asar Saheb, as well. This meant that Adi could not point at Asar, talk 

with him, or even accidentally look at him, unless Baba ordered him to do so. 

Order number four was directed particularly at the Muslim and Zoroastrian disciples since 

non-vegetarian food was a staple of their diet, whereas the Hindus were traditionally vegetarians. 

A few of the men, including Baba’s brother Jal, pricked their thumbs by Baba’s order and 

pressed the blood into their palm, thereby taking a vow to obey all the above orders and stay with 

the Master until the end of their lives. 

During that first week, some of the men were employed in either a government office, a 

factory, or a private company. After working during the day, they would return to the Manzil by 

seven in the evening. Masaji was in charge of preparing meals for the Muslims, Parsis and Iranis, 

while Chowdhary cooked for the Hindus. Gustadji, Baba’s constant companion throughout the day, 

prepared Baba’s tea. Some of the men would do the household work while the rest were away at 

their jobs. 

Masaji would cook such delicious food, using pure ghee (clarified butter) and other costly 

ingredients, that the Zoroastrians and Muslims did not miss meat. Breakfast consisted of as much 

tea, bread and butter as one wanted; the Hindus were served tea and jalebis (an Indian sweet), which 

they relished. For lunch there would be rice, dal and a vegetable. In the afternoon tea was served, 

and the evening meal was either bread, (millet) bhakris, or (wheat) chapatis and another vegetable. 

To break the monotony, different types of dal and vegetables were cooked each day, so that there 

was variety in the vegetarian diet. And most of the meals were served by Baba personally ladling 

the food onto each one’s tin plate. 

Occasionally, the men were allowed to take a taxi ride through the city and were also 

permitted to attend the cinema and plays. The wives and children of the married mandali would be 

sent a monthly allowance in the form of prasad from Baba. In this manner, those men were kept 

free of any anxiety about their family’s welfare. 

All facilities and comforts were provided in Manzil-e-Meem (including mosquito nets); 

however, life was not all joy. The smallest, as well as the most demanding, order of Baba had to be 

explicitly carried out; hence no work was greater than any other. Since each man had signed away 



his life to the Master, no one really had any individual freedom. At times, they felt like prisoners 

confined within the walls of his orders and instructions. Even on their outings, the men did not feel 

they were enjoying freedom; the Master’s nazar (watchful eye) was always on them. 

One’s response to the Master’s call or order had to be immediate. If someone was shaving, 

and the Master happened to call him, for instance, he had to run to Baba without even cleaning the 

soap off his face. If a person were told to stand at attention, he had to remain standing until Baba 

told him otherwise. Similarly, if anyone were told to lie down, he had to do it immediately wherever 

he was, without going to his room. 

In supplement to the seven orders that had been issued at the outset, each day brought new 

orders further restricting the men’s usual habits of sleeping, eating, bathing and enjoying 

themselves. No individual had any free time to do what he liked. The least mistake invited hours 

of the Master’s abuse and displeasure. It was a general order that no one should read, write to, or 

talk with anyone outside of the Manzil. Even the casual reading of a billboard or sign while passing 

in a train or bus was prohibited. Should a chance meeting of an old friend take place, conversation 

was forbidden. These unusual orders led to many awkward situations for all concerned. 

For example, one evening while Sarosh was traveling back to the Manzil from the garage 

where he was employed learning automobile mechanics, he happened to see an old acquaintance 

on the train. The young man had gone to school with Sarosh and he greeted him with a happy smile. 

Sarosh, obeying Baba’s order, did not reply. He ignored the person and even turned his face away 

and stared out the window. The youngster thought he had been mistaken, but after closer 

observation he was certain that it was his old friend. "Sarosh, what’s the matter with you?” he 

inquired. “Don’t you recognize me?” Sarosh felt extremely embarrassed, but kept quiet, hoping the 

situation would soon pass. 

The boy again called out, “Sarosh, are you mad? Look at me, for God’s sake!” Still not 

receiving a reply, the boy was saddened and started telling the other passengers that his old friend 

had gone insane! At the Manzil, Sarosh narrated the whole incident to Baba, who then ordered him 

to write his friend inviting him to the Manzil. Sometime later the youngster visited and was quite 

relieved and happy to know that Sarosh was his normal self. He was permitted to visit on different 

occasions. Thus, as a result of his friendship with Sarosh, he had the Master’s darshan occasionally. 

The same thing happened to Adi. Adi was attending classes at Sydenham College during 

the day, and Baba had instructed him to keep notes of all his thoughts and conversations with any 

other passengers during the six-mile train journey to and from school. Adi therefore had to be 

careful of what he thought, for when Baba would read his notes, he would comment, “Don’t you 

have any better things to think about than this?” Thus, Adi kept his mind preoccupied with thoughts 

of God, even when out of Baba’s presence. 

Another order was not to speak with any previous acquaintance. Adi related, “If I came 

across any old friends on the train, I was not supposed to talk to that person at all. One day I was 

traveling on the train, and one of my old friends from school saw me. He came and sat right before 

me. He called me, but I turned my face away. He got so irritated he almost started abusing me. 

Eventually he walked away. He got off at a later station, but it was embarrassing for me.” Such 

were the orders the young men of Manzil-e-Meem had to follow. 

 

One night, after conversing with the mandali as usual after dinner, Baba ordered all to go 

to their respective rooms to sleep. The mandali dispersed. Some went to wash their faces, some 

began conversing with each other, and Rustom and Faredoon went outside to the urinal. Baba had 

the gong sounded, summoning everyone again. He asked each what they were doing and then said, 

“Why did you break my order?” The men protested that they had not broken his order. Baba 

insisted, “I told all to retire to your rooms. Rustom and Faredoon even went outside!” 

"We had to piddle,” they pleaded. “How could we go to sleep?” 



Baba explained, “When I give you an order you should follow it literally. I told you to go 

to bed. You should have first gone to your room, lain on your beds for five minutes, and then gone 

outside to attend to your needs. That would have been following the order literally. Never, never 

do anything contrary to my orders. Remember that. Don’t forget.” 

They promised that they would do so next time and were pardoned. 

In demanding obedience in such apparently unimportant matters, the Master was creating 

in each man a firm tendency toward absolute obedience to his orders — whatever they may be — 

so their intellects would gradually become nil and their egos would be crushed. During this period, 

Baba eased the men’s complaints with this explanation: 

If you do not develop the habit of instantaneous obedience to my words, how will you be able to obey me when 

I decide to give you that which is real? It is for your own good that I order you to do this or that. Remember 

when the time comes for the Gift to be given you might miss that too! I am telling you because of that, for that 

moment is only a split second. If you miss that, then it is finished. That time won’t come again. 

You will not be able to think at that time. You must be prepared to jump when I say, “Jump!” Otherwise, you 

will miss it. This is the reason why I am teaching you to obey me. Whenever I call you, drop everything and 

come. Whatever I tell you to do, do it without question — without thinking. 

One day Baba told his uncle Masaji, “Keep these leftovers from my lunch; if I am hungry 

later, I may eat them.” For some days Masaji obeyed the order, but Baba did not call for them even 

once. 

One day Masaji gave the food to Adi Sr. The Master, who had been upstairs in his room, 

suddenly came down to the kitchen and told him, “I am hungry; bring the leftovers.” Masaji was 

taken aback and could not say a word. "What is the matter?” Baba inquired. “Didn’t you hear me? 

Bring the food to my room.” 

Masaji replied hesitatingly, “Every day I saved your lunch, but you never ate it.” 

"But today I want it,” Baba insisted. “Where is it?” Masaji confessed giving it to Adi, and 

Baba castigated him for an hour, warning him to follow his orders literally and not to use his mind 

in obeying him. 

 

During this period, Baba visited the house of the jeweler Kaikhushru Masa in Parel with 

Adi and Gustadji. Kaikhushru Masa was absent, but his wife Soonamasi and daughter Khorshed, 

along with an aunt Motibai, were having lunch. Mounting the stairs, without knocking, Baba 

entered their house and went straight into their kitchen, leaving Adi and Gustadji behind. The 

Master was dressed in his usual attire — a long white shirt, white cotton pants and an Irani kerchief 

around his head. Seeing this stranger burst in upon them, the aunt exclaimed, “Who is this 

madcap?” 

Soonamasi and Khorshed immediately recognized Baba, whom they had met in Sakori in 

May. Both received him with great reverence, while Motibai felt quite ashamed. Baba informed 

them that he was now residing in the city and said, “Tell Masa to come and see me at the Manzil 

early every morning, before going to his shop, and in the evening also. Khorshed, too, should visit 

me daily after school. Soonamasi, you may come at any time during the day.” Baba then departed, 

leaving them excited at the prospect of seeing him every day. 

Khorshed began going to Manzil-e-Meem each afternoon at 4:00 P.M. Sometime later, her 

cousins, Piroja and Dolly (Gulmai’s daughters), came to Bombay to study, and all three girls would 

visit Baba. He would ask them what they were learning in school, and they would reply with 

innocent candor. Occasionally, he would play a particular game with them. The girls would stand 

together in front of him, with their hands on both ears, and Baba would pretend to throw a ball at 

one of them. If, in her eagerness to catch it, one let go of her ears she was out. Likewise, if Baba 



actually threw the ball, and it struck her before she was able to catch it, she was declared out. Baba 

became an animated playmate for these children. 

It was such fun that all three wished to stay at the Manzil the whole day and skip school. 

While at Manzil-e-Meem, Baba would seldom allow outsiders to meet him. However, on 

Sunday, 2 July 1922, a devout Muslim professor of Deccan College named Hyder Ibrahim Sayani 

was introduced to the Master. In the course of conversation, Baba suddenly interjected, “These 

days I put on a Turkish fez cap whenever I go out.” Turning to the men, he said, “Isn’t that so?” 

Although the men replied in the affirmative, no one could grasp why the Master suddenly 

made such a statement, for the fact was Baba rarely wore a fez. During this period, he almost never 

wore a hat, but always wrapped a scarf or kerchief around his head. 

When Professor Sayani came out of Baba’s room, he told the men, “Meher Baba answered 

my question without my asking it!” The men inquired what he meant and he explained, “My brother 

has been sitting beside the tomb of Maulana Saheb in Bandra for the last 20 years. Today, he 

instructed me to go meet Meher Baba and ascertain what sort of hat he wears. But when I came, I 

found the Master bare-headed. I was puzzled and embarrassed as to how to ask him, but he settled 

my mind by answering the question before I could pose it.”161 

Others from the nearby community were less gracious. One morning a group of Muslims 

noisily entered the compound and demanded to meet Meher Baba. “If the person who calls himself 

a pir does not show himself,” they rudely announced, “we will enter the house forcefully and teach 

him a lesson he will never forget!” It was a tense, serious situation. Behramji was on watch and 

informed Baba, who was on the top floor meeting with the mandali. 

Some of his disciples were afraid and advised Baba to hide. Baba listened calmly, then got 

up and said, “I’ve been waiting specially for this day.” Frightened for Baba’s safety, Baily and two 

others stood in his way and suggested he jump over the back wall and run to the railway station. 

Baba pushed them aside and told them to watch what happens. 

Baba approached the group, identified himself as Meher Baba, and asked them angrily why 

had they come and why were they making so much commotion. Baba’s face was livid, and his 

voice was loud. Looking at Baba, the entire group stood speechless. Baba rebuked them sternly for 

their arrogant behavior. “Such behavior is unbecoming to a Musalman,” he stated. Baba explained 

to them what a real Muslim was and how he should behave. And in support of that, he quoted a 

stanza from the Koran in Arabic. Hearing this, even the mandali were surprised to discover that 

Baba could recite the Koran and that he knew Arabic. 

Pointing at the Muslims intruders standing there, Baba stated, “I am a better Muslim than 

all of you. I am a true Muslim. I not only know exactly how a Muslim should behave, but I also 

practice it in my own life.” 

Finally, Baba advised them, “You came here today out of spite but I forgive you. Now 

leave in peace and lead useful, pure lives, by giving charity to the poor and bowing down to God 

with a sincere heart at least once a day, if not five times.” 

Baba’s words deeply affected the group. They had entered like lions, but left like lambs. 

With bowed heads, each of them said, “Salaam-alaikum [Peace be upon you].” 

The episode did not end here for, a week later, four of the leaders of the group came and 

requested to meet Baba. This time they were quiet and humble. They were asked to wait as Baba 

was informed of their arrival. Baba called them to his room and asked the mandali to leave so he 

could meet the Muslim leaders in private. After the meeting, all came down including Baba. As 

they left, each kissed Baba’s hands respectfully. This sudden change of heart gave the mandali 

 
161 In 1903, Professor Sayani and his brother had been on the same ship as Babajan, when she made her 

second pilgrimage to Mecca. 



immense joy. Baba explained later that the group, after realizing their foolishness, was repentant 

and had sought Baba’s forgiveness. 

The leaders sought Baba’s permission, which he gave, for performing a Mohammedan 

ceremony inside the Manzil’s compound on the following Friday, their day of worship. For this 

occasion, a mandap (canopy) was erected inside the compound over a well-decorated stage. Baba 

was garlanded with a beautiful garland and was given a nice bouquet. To witness the pious program, 

people gathered not only inside the compound but also outside on the pavement. After the prayers 

were over, all kissed Baba’s hand. In this manner Baba was bestowed the honor and respect of a 

wali (saint) by the Muslim community. 

After this function, many Muslims started visiting Baba daily — not only residents of 

Dadar but those from far-off places, also. Baba donated a substantial amount of money for Muslim 

widowed women, children’s education, and orphanages. This was done through the Muslim leaders 

and was praised and publicized in Urdu newspapers of Bombay. 

 

Dr. Ghani had been advised to sweep his dispensary himself for six months, with the 

assurance that he would have a successful medical practice. Ghani acted accordingly, but instead 

of his business prospering, there was further financial loss. One day Baba asked him, “If I permitted 

you to live in the Manzil, would you be able to return here by seven o’clock every evening after 

your dispensary closes?” Ghani replied that it was not possible. Baba then said, “According to the 

Manzil’s rules, you must return by seven o’clock. It is better if you now dispose of your dispensary 

altogether and live with me.” Ghani agreed and, on 12 July 1922, he closed his dispensary for good, 

and was given a single room at the Manzil. This is what Baba had meant by “success,” but it was 

not the kind of prosperity Ghani had envisioned. A few months later, the dispensary’s turnover 

improved in the hands of a new doctor. 

Ghani was a chain smoker and a habitual tea drinker, but once he took up residence in the 

Manzil, Baba ordered him not to smoke more than six cigarettes or drink more than four cups of 

tea a day. After a few days, Baba noticed smoke coming out of Ghani’s room for a long time. He 

opened the door and saw that Ghani had fashioned a two-foot-long cigarette. “Baba, you told me I 

could smoke six cigarettes a day,” Ghani said, “but you didn’t mention the size!” He used the same 

reasoning to drink four cups of tea from a huge mug. Baba laughed, but told him that from then on 

he was restricted to six standard cigarettes and four normal-sized cups of tea. 

It was well known among the men that in his youth the Master was an accomplished poet 

and loved to quote the poetry of Hafiz. On 19 July, Baba requested that a few of the men start 

composing poetry and encouraged them in their efforts. He told them to try with all their hearts, 

without caring if the poems were “polished.” They would write something when they could find 

time during the day, and in the evening proudly read it out before all. It was a good pastime for 

those concerned, and the men enjoyed it. 

Asar Saheb wrote this couplet: 

One is hiding in the Manzil; 

If my veil is removed, I will assert it is God! 

Dr. Ghani composed this ghazal: 

O Meher, your love has made us forget everything, 

Although we remember your stories and discourses. 

I have pledged myself to obey you, 

But you alone know what doubts plague my heart. 

 

You had promised us God-realization, but we cannot describe 

How we have carved that promise in our hearts. 

We had never heard or dreamt of the pain and suffering that has overpowered us; 

Or the secrets that have been revealed to us. 



 

May you, too, now determine to start for Medina, 

What dissimilar types of caravans are making their way there!162 

O Meher, the suffering which Ghani is passing through in your name — 

And because of your friendship — is indescribable! 

 

Rustom Jafrabadi’s poetic spirit was roused when he heard about the new pastime of 

writing ghazals. This rustic fellow wished to try his hand at it, convinced his compositions would 

transcend the Persian poets Saadi and Hafiz! When he began writing, Baba would assemble all the 

men to hear his verses. Although they were awful, Baba praised his efforts to the heavens and 

encouraged him to write more. 

Jafrabadi was, therefore, under the impression that he was becoming an accomplished poet. 

On the evening of 27 July, while he was returning in a tram to the Manzil from his job, his mind 

was so engrossed in his newest composition that his intoxication carried him several stations 

beyond his destination. 

When Baba found out about it, he gathered the men and advised Jafrabadi, “Continue 

writing poems in your spare time, but for God’s sake don’t do it on your job or in the tram!” Baba 

then told the other men, “Jafrabadi is about to become a famous poet — a suitable nom de plume 

should be found.” 

Many pen names were suggested, but Ghani’s was approved. Ghani said, “Bidal was a 

well-known Persian poet, but since Jafrabadi’s couplets are far superior to his, we should call him 

Baidul.” Everyone liked the name (which in Persian means marble) and Baba instructed that, 

henceforth, Jafrabadi should be known as Agha Baidul — the Great Baidul. 

Baidul then earnestly requested of Baba, “When I start writing poetry, the onrush of 

thoughts is so great that I cannot cope with it. I pray to you to instruct someone to write down what 

comes from my lips at that very instant — otherwise it will be lost forever.” Since Ghani had 

thought up his new name, Baba appointed him as Baidul’s secretary with instructions that whenever 

Baidul felt inspired, Ghani should immediately write down his poetic inspirations. 

On one occasion, Ghani was in the toilet, and Baidul went there and started knocking on 

the door. “Ghani, come out immediately!” he said urgently. “The muse is inspiring me! If you don’t 

come out soon, I will not be able to recover all these wonderful lines.” He was so insistent that 

Ghani had to quickly button his trousers and write down Baidul’s spontaneous creation. Ghani 

related this incident to Baba who was much amused. 

Baba’s younger cousin Aspandiar was deeply devoted to him. He was the son of Merwan’s 

maternal aunt Pila Masi. A few years after her death in 1917, Aspandiar had moved to Quetta in 

northern India, where he was working in a restaurant owned by Gulmai’s nephew, Rusi Jehangir 

Irani. Aspandiar’s father Masaji was staying with the Master at Manzil-e-Meem; and his sister Naja 

had been sent by Baba to stay in Quetta also. 

When Naja arrived in Quetta, she informed her brother about Baba’s recent relocation from 

Poona to Bombay, and Aspandiar became anxious to join his cousin there. But to go to Bombay, 

abandoning his commitments and responsibilities in Quetta, was not yet possible. Fortunately, 

Aspandiar soon after had to travel to Bombay (with a servant-cook named Miya Khan) to make 

purchases for the Quetta establishment. Naja wrote secretly to Baba to request that he keep 

Aspandiar with him, as she did not like her brother staying in Quetta, where he was about to open 

 
162 Medina is a holy city of Muslim pilgrimage, being the home of Prophet Muhammad. In this instance, 

Ghani is using it as a reference to the Goal; and by “different caravans” he means the different religions and 

castes of men staying in the Manzil. 



his own business and might fall into bad company. Before leaving, she had told Miya Khan, “Take 

Aspandiar, but don’t bring him back!” 

In Bombay, at Sarosh’s sister’s house, Aspandiar found out where Baba was staying; but 

Sarosh’s sister warned him that he and the cook would not be allowed inside. However, Aspandiar 

was determined and went to see his cousin anyway. His father Masaji was on guard outside. The 

rules were not to talk with anyone unless ordered to by Baba. Even upon seeing his son, Masaji 

refused to speak with him. He turned away and went inside to inform Baba that Aspandiar had 

come. After a short while, Baba called him inside. A meeting was being held. Sarosh, Faredoon 

and others were present, who knew Aspandiar well. However, they too turned their faces away 

from him, making him feel uncomfortable and confused. He bowed to Baba, who warmly embraced 

him and asked, “What are your plans?” 

"I wish to stay with you.” Aspandiar answered. 

Baba said, “If you want to remain here, then you will not be allowed to step out of the 

Manzil.” 

“I have to make some purchases for my boss,” Aspandiar replied. “And besides, I have not 

brought any clothes.” 

Baba told him, “Give whatever amount you've brought to your servant; tell him to make 

the purchases and send your clothes here.” Aspandiar immediately did so. It was his good fortune! 

He had come to Bombay to buy things, but instead disposed of everything that was his to lead a 

life of fakiri with his cousin. From that time on, Aspandiar began staying in the Manzil and during 

the day worked in their uncle’s provision store. 

 

Although men of different backgrounds, religions, castes, temperaments, beliefs and ages 

resided in Manzil-e-Meem, all lived amiably with one another in the shelter of the Master’s 

watchful eye. Every man learned to perform his assigned duties with discipline, facility and tact. 

Baily described their daily routine: 

After breakfast, all were expected to come out into the compound for games or exercises. After one hour, at 

7:30 sharp, all were to meet Baba one by one and take instructions for the day or present any complaint, to 

which Baba would attend. After this meeting with Baba, some would go to their respective religious places 

[nearby] — the Zoroastrians to the agyari, Muslims to the mosque, Hindus to a temple, Christians to a church. 

After being present at the place of their chosen religion and after having imbibed the religious atmosphere of 

the place, the mandali member was to return to the Manzil by 8:30 A.M. Thereafter each one was to move on to 

perform his respective duties for the day. Those who were given duties at the Manzil would also become busy 

in their jobs. 

 While staying at Manzil-e-Meem, Baily completed the first part of his Gujarati account of 

the life of Upasni Maharaj, and was almost halfway through the second part, when Baba said the 

first part should be published soon. 

Baba opined that the manuscript should be edited first, and he suggested Soma Desai of 

Navsari. Soma Desai was the nom de plume of Sohrab Muncherji Desai, a well-known Gujarati 

author and scholar. Years before, during 1917, Merwan had sent a ghazal to Desai. Sohrabji was 

so inspired by this particular ghazal that he would read it often, and he ardently wished to meet its 

author. But he did not have the slightest idea who had written it; he had never heard of any writer 

named Huma. 

Baily doubted that Desai would consent to such an undertaking, but Baba ordered him to 

leave for Navsari that evening. 

There are two versions of what transpired in Navsari. One version (often repeated by 
Sohrabji’s relatives) is that Baily duly informed Sohrabji that he had been sent by Meher Baba with 

the order that he should do the final editing of the manuscript. Sohrabji was irritated at this and 



demanded, “Who is this Meher Baba to order me to edit his work? I am no one’s servant. Besides, 

I have no time for such work. Tell Meher Baba I cannot help him.” 

Baily tried his utmost to induce him to assist, but Sohrabji was obstinate and returned the 

manuscript. Baily returned to Bombay and informed Baba. After a few days, Baily was sent again 

with this message: “Sohrabji, only you can do this work; it is Meher Baba’s wish.” When Baily 

delivered these words to him at Navsari, Sohrabji was all the more annoyed. He said, “Who does 

Meher Baba think he is? Tell him not to be so arrogant!” Baily did his best to elucidate about Baba, 

but Sohrabji refused to listen. 

On his return, Baily narrated what had happened, and again Baba sent Baily and perhaps 

Rustom with the manuscript and this third message: “These manuscripts of Upasni Maharaj’s 

biography are presented to you by Huma, which is Meher Baba’s pen name. This work must be 

done by you.” Baba had told them to leave the manuscript there and not to say anything else. 

When Sohrabji saw Baily and Rustom again at his doorstep, he shouted, “Why have you 

come back to pester me?” But without giving him any further chance to protest, they delivered 

Baba’s message, left the manuscript there and departed for Bombay. (They had no idea that for the 

past five years, Sohrabji had longed to meet the poet Huma.) Hearing the name Huma had a 

profound effect upon Sohrabji and he immediately calmed. He read the ghazal by Huma again. 

Tears came to his eyes and he touched his forehead to the manuscript papers in reverence. 

Shortly thereafter, he wrote to Baba: 

Sir, please excuse me. I bow down to your order. You had stolen my heart long ago, but only today is the secret 

of your identity revealed! Your leela is unique. I am yours! 

— Sohrabji — 

Years later, however, Baily wrote a different version of his first meeting with Soma Desai, 

in which he related that he was given a cordial welcome by Sohrabji. “There was something so 

pure about Soma’s personality,” Baily wrote, “that anybody would be attracted at first sight itself. 

Full of simplicity and humility, ready to serve others as if serving God, treating everyone as equal 

irrespective of caste, color or creed — a real man of God.” 

According to Baily, Sohrabji expressed his inability to take on such work as he had two 

pending books of his own to finish. Apologizing sincerely, he returned the manuscript to Baily 

without even opening it. He said, “Other than this seva [service], if I can do anything, I am willing 

to do so. My respects to Babashree from myself and my entire family. I am desirous of his darshan 

and in future if there is any chance, I beg him to give me his darshan.” 

Baily returned to Bombay and gave a detailed account of his meeting to Baba. Baba told 

him to rest − and then return to Navsari and make the request to Desai again. 

According to Baily, before he departed, Baba gave Baily a photograph of himself and said, 

“Give this to Desaiji as my gift and ask him to remember me continuously. He should not be in the 

least anxious or worried about anything, leaving everything to me and be resigned to me.” 

Along with the photo, Baba gave Baily instructions of what to say to Sohrabji regarding 

the work, saying with emphasis that corrections, editing and so forth were essential, and that the 

task was to be accomplished by Sohrabji alone. Under any and all conditions and circumstances, 

Baba emphasized, he wanted the work completed. Not only that, but Baba wanted Desai to arrange 

the proofreading, binding, printing and publishing of both volumes of the book! 

When Baily presented Baba’s photograph to Sohrabji, a profound change came over him. 

“For a few moments, he kept staring at Baba’s photo. Then, slowly lifting it in both hands, he 

pressed it to his spectacles and forehead and finally flooded it with kisses. In a voice charged with 

emotion, he said, ‘I wonder why I so strongly and intuitively feel deep within me that I have known 



Babashree for a very long time, that I have already been introduced to him and that we have an old 

contact or connection.’ ” 

He agreed to do as “Babashree” requested. 

Sohrabji began editing the work, during the course of which he had various spiritual 

experiences. He would write to Baba about some clarification in the manuscript, and no sooner had 

his letter been posted than Baba’s letter containing the answer to his questions would arrive that 

very day! Rustom was sent to Navsari many times over the course of the next year in this 

connection. 

In fact, Baba even wrote Sohrabji Desai to find someone who could render some of the 

biographical material into English, as Baba had plans “to circulate the book in Europe and America, 

especially the latter country, which is so very eager to know something more about spiritualism.”163 

Baba also wished Upasni Maharaj’s biography to be published in Urdu as well as in 

Marathi. Baily was ordered to find someone who would be able to translate the book into Marathi 

and who was also spiritually inclined. From a list of names, Baba chose Nath Madhav, 40, a popular 

intellectual Marathi writer who lived in Bombay.164 Baba instructed Baily to give Madhav both 

parts of his manuscript, Sakorina Sadguru, (Volume I and Volume II) together with a sealed 

envelope containing an amount of cash from Baba as prasad. Like Sohrabji Desai, Nath Madhav 

was to be told that everything about this Marathi edition of Upasni Maharaj’s life would be left to 

him — the editing, proofreading, as well as the selection of the press, size of the book, quality of 

the paper, the binding, and the writing of the preface, titles of the chapters, and glossary, et cetera. 

Baily met Nath Madhav and explained at length the purpose of his visit and furnished him 

with further information on Baba and Upasni Maharaj. Madhav read the manuscripts and agreed to 

do as Baba requested. Baily was told to bring Madhav to Manzil-e-Meem, where he met Baba. 

Baba embraced him and the Marathi author sobbed continuously. Baba made him sit down on a 

chair and he himself sat on another chair next to him. 

Madhav was so overcome that he forgot to offer Baba the garland and bouquet he had 

brought. He stayed with Baba for an hour. They embraced again and before departing, Nath held 

Baba’s hand and kissed it. 

In the taxi on his way home, he commented to Baily, “I have had Paramatma’s darshan; 

my life is fulfilled today. I’ve never seen such a Mahan Murti [great being]. His noorani [divine 

light] is like a magnet; my heart and mind got so attracted − which unfortunate fool would not 

surrender his all to such an Avatari Purush [God in human form]! It is most unfortunate that people 

without seeing, knowing or recognizing Baba, ridicule or slander him for their own selfish reasons. 

It must be my past life’s good karma that I got this opportunity for his darshan and I became worthy 

to serve him and obey him.” 

For the Urdu edition of Upasni Maharaj’s biography, Ahmed Abbas and Asar Saheb were 

assigned the work of translating Volume I of Baily’s manuscript, which they did at the Manzil. 

They closeted themselves in their rooms during the day, allowing no one to enter. They would come 

out only for meals and games. On Friday, 28 July 1922, Baba went to Sakori in the afternoon with 

Ahmed Abbas, Sadashiv and Upasni’s disciple, Trimbak, most likely in connection with this work. 

Before leaving, Baba dictated this message for Ghani: 

 
163 The English version was apparently never produced. 
164 Nath Madhav was the pen name of Dwarkanath Madhav Pitale (1882–1928). He wrote historical and 

other novels that condemned pernicious social practices such as arranged child marriages, and 

encouraged reforms such as the education of women and permitting widows to remarry. 

 

  

 



I am going [to Sakori] for some important and serious matter. The troubles relating to the internal world, about 

which I spoke to you some time back, are about to begin. Shri Upasni Maharaj will settle the whole affair with 

me and the matter will begin with myself. Thereafter, Maharaj and the whole world will turn against me! I 

therefore, again, hereby desire to bring home to you the seriousness of the whole affair and enjoin upon you not 

to be influenced by any extraneous circumstances and stick to me to the end, at all cost, as per your promise 

given to me some time ago. Also, in my absence, to obey Gustadji implicitly and not to break any of the seven 

orders given to you by me. Have faith and courage and, God willing, everything will be all right. 

When they met Maharaj, Ahmed Abbas recounted:  

Maharaj looked at us and his eyes immediately filled with tears … [He] described the greatness and spiritual 

ascendency of Sai Baba, his own Master. The moment the name of Sai Baba came to his lips, his eyes were 

filled with tears of love, and for a long time he lapsed into a trance. When he finally recovered, he said, “What 

can I say about Sai Baba? I feel completely tongue-tied when it comes to praising Sai Baba.” At the end of his 

speech, he said, “Whatever my Master gave me, I gave it all to Meher Baba. It is he who deserves it all.” 

On Baba’s return on the 31st, he inspected everyone’s room and surveyed the property, 

checking that everything was in order. He then inquired of the mandali if, in his absence, there had 

been any breaches of his orders, and he took most of them to task for defaulting in one way or 

another. 

A week later, with Gustadji as leader, Baba sent some of his mandali to Sakori on 6 August. 

They arrived the next morning and went to the temple to participate in Maharaj’s arti. After lunch 

they entered the Sadguru’s hut to offer homage. Maharaj discoursed to them about God-realization, 

divine bliss and obedience to the Master. He emphasized to them: “Under any and all 

circumstances, through thick and thin, don’t let go of Merwan’s feet!” 

The next morning, near the temple, Maharaj served them tea and bread. He approached 

each one individually, serving them several times until they were full. After the generous repast, 

the mandali saluted Maharaj and Durgabai, and left for Bombay. 

Baba’s standing instruction to Adi Sr., Ghani and Ramjoo was that when they were free, 

they should sit near him in a prescribed manner: Adi on his right, Ghani in front of him, and Ramjoo 

to his left. They found this order very difficult and inconvenient to implement because, aside from 

when Baba was in the Manzil, they had to sit like this while traveling with him as well. Even when 

Baba was in the toilet, Adi had to occupy the right stall and Ramjoo the left one, as Ghani stood in 

front. Occasionally, they would take a different seat when permitted; but without Baba’s consent, 

they could not do so. If Baba became upset with any of them and sent them away, Sarosh was to 

take their place. 

What was more alarming was that, at any time, Baba would suddenly ask them what they 

were thinking, and they were required to admit their sometimes dreadful thoughts. For instance, 

once a week people would come to Manzil-e-Meem for darshan, and very often this included 

attractive young ladies. One day a beautiful young woman came and bowed to the Master. Adi was 

standing on Baba’s right and, admiring the buxom lass, had some undesirable thoughts. Baba turned 

to him and said, “What are you thinking?” 

“Nothing,” said Adi quickly. The incident was not forgotten, and Baba’s probing went on 

for days. Each time, Adi would reply, “Nothing.” 

Ghani also was not free from such lustful thoughts. Once Baba addressed them both and 

said, “Do you think I'm a fool? Do you think I don’t know what you're thinking? I know everything. 

I know what you thought yesterday, I know what you are thinking today, and I know what you will 

think tomorrow. The past, present and future are open books to me.” 

He then startled both by narrating some intimate incidents in their lives that had occurred 

before they had met him — revealing the dates, locations and circumstances — information only 
they could have known. Both were dumbfounded as to how the Master could know these details, 

and they began to weep. 

“Don’t tell me lies,” Baba said. “You two scoundrels have been lying to me for days.” 



Adi blurted out, “Then don’t ask us such embarrassing questions in front of others!” 

“Nothing of the sort,” Baba said. “I will ask you whatever and whenever I like. You must 

obey me!” And Baba did continue to question them often, and they would openly confess their 

thoughts — good or bad. 

Adi was sharing a room with Sarosh. Every evening when Sarosh returned from his training 

to the Manzil, first he would meet Baba, who would embrace him lovingly and comment, “Here is 

my king!” But one night, Sarosh too began having many undesirable thoughts — even thoughts 

about Baba’s character. He tossed and turned and could not fall asleep. Sometime after midnight, 

Faredoon came with a message that Baba was calling Sarosh. Sarosh went upstairs to Baba’s 

bedroom and sat beside him. Baba asked him, “Why weren’t you sleeping?” Sarosh muttered a 

reply, and Baba said, “Don’t worry. You are only human. You will get all sorts of thoughts — good 

thoughts, bad thoughts. You will even get thoughts about me. But keep in your heart — write it 

down! — I am the purest soul, and in the future, you will come to know who I am and what I am.” 

Sarosh was flabbergasted. He bowed down to Baba and begged his forgiveness.  

 

Despite Baba being quite thin, one day he demonstrated his strength to Adi. He told Adi to 

wrestle with him with all his might. Taken aback, Adi did not know quite what to do, but began 

lightly grappling with Baba, who said, “No! As hard as you can!” Baba looked so frail that Adi did 

not wish to hurt him, but he had to obey and exerted his full strength against Baba. He was, 

therefore, greatly startled when Baba, without much effort, picked him up and threw him on the 

floor! 

On another occasion, to convince them that he had superhuman strength, he once 

challenged all the mandali to a tug-of-war. Even 40 of the men, using all their strength, could not 

budge him an inch! 

Meher Baba had inherited certain characteristics from each of his five Masters. It is known 

that Babajan, Tajuddin Baba and Sai Baba would, at times, slap people or use abusive language if 

someone displeased them or displayed arrogance. Narayan Maharaj had a high-pitched, squeaking 

voice and was as meek as a child. Narayan had a gentle, jamali personality and he rarely abused 

anyone in front of others. Although Upasni Maharaj could oftentimes appear meek and humble, his 

foremost characteristic was jalali — divinely glorious and awe-inspiring — and his beating of 

disciples was frequent. Such a beating was considered a true blessing. 

From the time Baba began staying in Manzil-e-Meem, he would sometimes exhibit this 

jalali trait — a fiery or violent mood. At such times, every man would be terrified of him and it was 

difficult to remain in his presence; some would even run away and hide in their rooms. When in 

that jalali mood, Baba would pick up and throw anything at anyone nearby. But this fiery mood 

would always subside as swiftly as it had flamed. 

According to Baba’s order, Ghani, Ramjoo and Adi were always sitting beside him. On 11 

August, Bapu Brahmin arrived from Poona. In the course of the conversation, Bapu said something 

which so displeased the Master that he suddenly grabbed him by the neck and lifted him off his 

feet. Bapu was a stout man of 200 pounds and resisted Baba. But Baba kept a hold of Bapu and 

shoved him down the stairs, as if he were a weakling. Adi, Ghani and Ramjoo leapt up and followed 

Baba down the stairs, thinking he might decide to stay there. But, he suddenly turned around and 

found Ramjoo obstructing his way. Instantly, he became annoyed and slapped Ramjoo so soundly 

that he was utterly dazed. Shortly thereafter, Baba was his genial self again. He began speaking 

cordially, patting the men on the back as he talked, while Ramjoo recovered from the blow. 

Once, when Baba was in an open mood, Sarosh asked him, “Why do you sometimes get 

so angry with us?” 

Baba explained: 



I am never violent or angry. For me anger, pride, lust, happiness or misery do not exist. Nothing like that exists 

for me. But when I appear angry at someone, it is his anger that expresses itself through me. I am the medium 

through which both your good and bad show themselves. You see your own face reflected in the mirror. 

Whatever you look like — this is what you see in the mirror. The image is not only there in the mirror, but in 

the face itself. The mirror is unchanging. If the face is not good, can it appear differently in the mirror? What 

you see in the mirror is your exact likeness — it is not the likeness of the mirror! 

Using another analogy, Baba continued: 

A ball thrown against a wall rebounds to you with the same force with which you throw it. The wall is always at 

a standstill — absolutely stationary. You receive whatever resulting force you use in throwing the ball against 

the wall. 

In conclusion, however I appear to you, it is only your own reflected image. I am always still and unchangeable 

— like the wall or the mirror. 

 

Naval Talati, who had met Meher Baba at Sakori, began visiting Manzil-e-Meem every 

day. He would spend the day there under the Master’s supervision and return home in the evenings. 

One day Naval brought a friend to meet Baba, a famous cricketer named Hormusji Jehangir 

Vajifdar, 28. Vajifdar became a devoted follower and, likewise, began coming to the Manzil every 

day. He would bring fresh bread for Baba’s and the mandali’s breakfast early every morning at 

4:00 A.M. on his bicycle. Naval and Vajifdar were soon considered close members of the 

household. Although they did not stay at the Manzil during the nights, both men strictly adhered to 

all orders and instructions given by the Master. 

From childhood, Baba had a passion for sports and games, so the new disciple, Vajifdar, 

was a welcome addition. For recreation in the early evening, the Master would sometimes play 

gilli-danda or cricket with the men, or go for a long walk. Once he went out to watch a local cricket 

match in which Vajifdar was to play. But Vajifdar had a high fever and the doctor advised him not 

to play; yet he accompanied Baba and the group to watch the match. At one point in the match, 

Vajifdar’s team was at the point of defeat when, taking Baba’s permission, he entered the game. 

He played so well, despite being ill, that not only did he score many runs, but his team won, as 

Baba and the mandali cheered from the sidelines. The next day, Baba played a game of gilli-danda 

with the mandali on the same field. 

Baba had permitted all the mandali to observe their respective religious holidays. On their 

particular festival days, the Muslims would go to the mosque, the Hindus to the temple, and the 

Iranis and Parsis to the agyari. If someone would forget a holiday, the Master would remind him in 

such a way that, in his heart, he would actually wish to be free of this religious fetter. 

For example, as the Master would be about to divulge an esoteric point, give a spiritual 

discourse, or participate in a fun game of cricket in the backyard, he would turn to someone and 

say, “Isn’t today a festival for you? You had better leave to pray. It is not good to neglect your 

religion.” In this subtle way, the Master was breaking their attachment to the old customs and 

religious traditions so that they, themselves, would wish to renounce these rituals and ceremonies 

for the much more beneficial opportunity of being in the Master’s company. 

Although the Master had explained, to some extent, about karma and reincarnation and the 

cycle of births and deaths in the process of attaining Realization, the birthday of each mandali 

member was celebrated at the Manzil as a holiday; but overindulgence and too much festivity was 

discouraged. Baba was also the guest of honor at the wedding of Munshiji’s adopted son Usman 

on Sunday, 20 August 1922 and stayed at Munshiji’s that whole night listening to a qawaali singer. 

Meher Baba emphasized and showed that spirituality was not just discourses, devotional 

music or darshans. At certain times, the Master would express perfect humility. He would gather 

beggars or the poor from the streets, then feed and clothe them. Twice a week, like a lowly sweeper, 

Baba would clean the choked gutters of sewage flowing from the house and toilet. Except for 



Gustadji, all were forbidden to undertake this work with Baba, but later some of the others were 

allowed to help. 

During this period, Baba first mentioned the Islamic term masti — the state of God-

intoxication. He explained what masts were and what these God-intoxicated persons meant to 

him.165 The first mast to come to the Manzil was a Mohammedan, whom Baba would feed by hand, 

putting the food slowly in his mouth. Gradually, other such God-intoxicated persons who roamed 

the streets of Bombay would also visit and be welcomed at the Manzil. 

In addition, during the month of August 1922, Baba often remarked that Upasni Maharaj 

would come to the Manzil and give darshan, and that the mandali should be prepared for his arrival, 

although he never did show up. 

For relaxation, Baba would go to Munshiji’s house to play cards. Once, while playing cards 

at Munshiji’s, he quietly stole a card from Ramjoo, and as a result his side won. In the middle of 

the next game, Ghani did likewise; but this time Ramjoo saw it. He complained to Baba, who 

rebuked Ghani for cheating. Ghani for some time bitterly thought: “Meher himself pilfers cards and 

then rebukes me for doing the same!” 

After a while longer, Baba stopped the game and told the men a true story about a Perfect 

Master: 

One day a Sadguru went with some of his disciples to a city where he was known. He approached a candy shop 

and entering, put some sweets in his mouth. His disciples, too, mimicked him in this respect. He then visited a 

bakery and there also the same thing happened. He picked up some cookies and put them into his mouth, and 

his disciples did the same. 

Then he went to a blacksmith’s shop where there were red-hot pieces of iron in the furnace. The Master picked 

up one of the pieces and ate it! 

His disciples stared at him. The Sadguru then said, “Now eat this too!” 

Not one dared move and the Master admonished, “Why did you do as I did? Are you parrots? Never do as I do, 

but do as I say.” 

After hearing this tale, Ghani burst out laughing, and Baba asked the reason. He replied, “I 

bow down to your knowledge. You have answered my question superbly!” 

 

The poetry writing continued and sometimes Baba himself would dictate one line, or 

couplet, and ask the mandali to compose a poem from it. Once he gave the first two-line couplet to 

Ghani, who wrote the following ghazal in Urdu: 

Where Is The Question of Justice? 

For the lover who dances to the Master’s tune, 

Where is the question of justice? 

The breeze of Your lane is not found even in heaven; 

The fragrance of the best of musk is unequal to it. 

O Beloved! My trapped heart is now at Your feet; 

It is up to You to manifest Your Godhood through it or not. 

If He is said to be absolutely independent, 

Does He care if the one at His door accepts Him or not? 

My bowed head is not at His threshold for nothing! 

But I don’t know whether He will murder me today or not. 

Why is Your attitude different than what it was before? 

There is some secret behind it whether my heart understands it or not. 

Ghani says he is so intoxicated by Your manner and bearing 

 
165 The term mast, is derived from the Persian mastanah, meaning overjoyed, intoxicated or mad. 



He doesn’t care whether it is like the sweet nightingale’s or not. 166 

 

Ahmed Abbas was translating Baily’s Gujarati manuscript of Upasni Maharaj’s life into 

Urdu. He was fond of spiritual literature and also of Persian ghazals and qawaali songs. He was a 

poet of some repute, writing under the pseudonym of Khak, which means dust or ash. During this 

period, he acquired the nickname of Khak Saheb, and wrote the following ghazal dedicated to 

Meher Baba: 

Whether I Gain Heaven or Not 

Let’s see whether I am able to reach Your doorstep. 

Let’s see whether I can make my home there or not. 

Ages of suffering cannot open the heart’s portal to You, 

My destiny is in Your hands, whether I gain heaven or not. 

 

I am forced to dance to Your tune by the breeze in Your lane — 

Its perfume absorbs the stink I have collected over lifetimes. 

I have no concern with the world — I am ruined in Your name, 

I am Your slave, whether I gain Godhood or not. 

 

O Beloved! Why do You shower affection on indifferent strangers? 

Just look at my heart, which is Yours no matter how You behave. 

My heart, body, mind and soul are drowned in Your intoxication, 

But I doubt whether the Shaikh has any feelings for You!167 

 

When I joined Your court You never asked about me. 

Has someone now poisoned Your ear against me? 

Whomever I meet sings the praises of Your divinity, 

But internally what silent strength I've gained no one knows. 

 

This dust of Khak longs to see the Sun. 

You've turned it into the dust of Your feet and made it wine. 

The company of Meher contains this treasure, 

Whether one has yet discovered it or not. 

 

One night in Ghani and Khak’s room, Baba composed a ghazal in Gujarati within two 

hours. It was read to the men at Manzil-e-Meem (and later translated into English by Baba 

himself):168  

The Horizon of Love [Prem ne Seema] 

The unfathomable and mysterious existence of God 

Is in everything, be it earth, air, water or fire.169 

 

He is the sole Master of the universe and the Creator of both the worlds, 

Even the smallest particle is proof of this existence, though His presence there is indiscernible. 

 

The candle too burns with the fire of love for God and ultimately destroys itself; 

 

166 In mystical poetry, God is the Beloved and the poet is the devoted lover. In this poem, the Beloved’s 

actions have charmed the devotee to such a degree that, whether he acts kindly or cruelly, the devotee does 

not mind. He accepts whatever the Beloved does as the highest benefit to all concerned. 

167 Shaikh here denotes a religious leader. 
168 Footnoted explanations to some of the lines are also given by Baba. 
169 The four chief elements — earth, air, water and fire − and the forms and figures which are the result of 

their combination — all have in them the light of the Creator, hidden in a mysterious way. 



While the moth, being enamored with the glow of its fiery cheek, ultimately dies in its flames and burns itself to 

ashes.170 

 

The rose bursts out in singing the praise of the Almighty in the early hours of the morning, 

While the love-sick nightingale showers his love on the rose by singing melodious songs by its side in the 

garden. 

 

Love exists in everything animate or inanimate; 

Love is manifest every second, in the union of the wall and the door.171 

 

Pure love does not admit the bindings of caste and creed; 

The thought of the Beloved does not leave my mind for a moment.172 

 

Love does not care for wealth, power, wisdom and skill; 

King and beggar stand on the same level in the sacred court of love. 

 

Everyone cannot dare to play the game of love. 

In fact, the bargain of love is a very hard job.173 

 

The lovers of God have to put up cheerfully with a hundred-and-one 

Misfortunes in the shape of destitution, dishonor, and oppression. 

 

Despair, helplessness, defamation and a thousand other obstacles 

Come in the way, and have to be overcome before reaching the goal of love.174 

 

Notwithstanding the most valuable services rendered to humanity, 

The holy Prophet Zoroaster had in the end to succumb to the sword of his enemy.175 

 

The Lord Jesus was nailed to the cross for treading along the path of love 

 
170 Just see the wonderful effect of love: While the candle sacrifices itself over the Almighty, the moth 

becomes mad after the candle, and surrenders its dear life to the flames. 
171 Science has proved to the world that each particle or atom in this universe is enveloped by a sort of 

electricity around it, which repels or attracts other particles as the case may be. It has also been 

demonstrated that similar particles repel each other and dissimilar particles attract each other. This 

magnetism or power of attraction between two dissimilar particles is what we call love. Thus we see that 

there is love in anything and everything, even the smallest particle or atom in the universe. The existence of 

love presupposes the idea of the lover and the beloved; separation & union. 

For instance, male and female in the state of separation are continually attracting each other, and the fruit of 

their union is the child, which has also love in it. In the state of separation the disciple and Master are two 

different items. The result of the internal union between the two is God, which is love Universal. Taking 

the example of water, earth, brick, chunam [lime], wall, wood, iron and door, we shall see that there is love 

in one and all of them individually and in combination. The union of water with earth is brick; the union of 

chunam and brick is the wall; and the combination of wood and iron gives rise to a door. The door and the 

wall in the state of aloofness or separation are of no use at all. The union of the two gives the door the 

capability of moving to and from, as is evident from the Persian word Dar-o-Divar, i.e., opening and 

shutting. Thus we see that the beginning and end of everything in the universe is love, as sung in the 

couplet. 
172 The religion of love is to keep always the thought of the Beloved before the mind’s eye. 
173 Love is not child’s play or a cheap bargain. As Hafiz says, The shrine of love is situated on the height 

that cannot be reached by wisdom. One whose life is in his hand (i.e., one ready to give his life) only 

succeeds in kissing the threshold of that shrine. 
174 The lover has to accept with good grace the incessant attacks and volleys of defamatory remarks that are 

hurled upon him by the people of all castes and creeds, while he (the lover) has no right to return a blow for 

a blow. The lover reaches the goal only when he passes through all these difficulties successfully. 
175 Prophet Zoroaster who left no stone unturned in his efforts to lead mankind towards the Divine Path, 

suffered innumerable hardships at the hands of the people and eventually had to fall a victim to the sword 

of his enemy. 



While Mansur had to give his life on the gallows for taking the same course.176 

 

The foundation of the religion of Mazdiyasni [Zoroastrianism] has also been based on love 

While the holy Prophet Zoroaster has effected a love-knot in the zunnar [sacred thread of Hindus].177 

 

The holy Prophet Zoroaster gave the proof of his love for Truth 

By preaching to the world to be true and sincere in word, thought and deed 

 

Oh Prophet Zoroaster, it is my prayer in the court of Ahuramazda 

That He may impart love to thy followers. 

 

Regarding his personal hygiene, Baba would shave daily, but in 1922 he started letting his 

hair grow long and would not have it cut. Normally, he would wear only a cotton shirt, pants and 

the kamli coat, with a kerchief wrapped around his head. When going out in public, he would 

sometimes wear a Turkish fez. 

During this period, it was not permissible to touch his body unless he so instructed. The 

Master would not bathe himself; Adi and Ghani were ordered to bathe him. Adi would carry buckets 

of water up the stairs for his bath. Baba would sit in his underwear as they poured water over him 

and rubbed his body. They would then leave the room, and he would change into clean clothes. 

Baba started chewing paan and tobacco in Kasba Peth, and he chewed it excessively during 

his stay with Upasni Maharaj at Sakori. At Manzil-e-Meem he continued to chew it throughout the 

day. Although at times he looked weak and emaciated, his walk had a deer-like spring to it; his 

stride was light and quick. 

His face glowed with an otherworldly expression and his almond-brown eyes had magnetic 

power. His eyes were filled with a light that burned with compassion and radiated mercy and pity 

that touched the broken-spirited or brokenhearted. In a second, his eyes would reveal the story of 

every person who met him, and when his sight fell upon anyone, it would change the course of each 

toward God. In a moment, his sweet smile wiped away the pain of each person’s lifetime and 

conveyed the inspiring message that one should live every moment with a joy-filled heart. 

On Sunday, 10 September 1922, a snow white pigeon flew into the Manzil. The bird looked 

ill and exhausted and, when an attempt was made to catch it, it was easily trapped. The bird was 

taken to Baba who lovingly held and caressed it. But it was so sick it was unable to walk. It was an 

exceptionally beautiful bird, and Baba looked after it the whole night. The next day, he told the 

men that despite his care the pigeon had died. He had been up three times during the night to nurse 

it. He told all the men to come and see the bird, for it had died in a peculiar position — on its legs 

with its head bent — as if offering namaskar (salutations) to Baba. 

Baba then posed this question to the mandali, “Tell me how this pigeon suddenly happened 

to be here and then, just as suddenly, died?” As no one could reply, he explained, “Do you 

remember some time ago when I told you that I would be receiving an important message from 

Babajan? This pigeon has come from her with that message. The importance of the message can 

well be imagined and gauged in that, soon after delivering the heavy burden, the pigeon died.” 

Thereafter, Baba himself dug a hole in the backyard of the Manzil and buried the bird. The 

grave was made in the form of a small tomb which was covered with a green sheet (according to 

Muslim burial rites) as flowers were strewn over it. He then wrote the following ghazal in Persian 

dedicated to this bird: 

 
176 Ed. Note: Although a Perfect Master, Mansur al-Hallaj (858–913) is considered a controversial figure in 

Islamic mysticism, because of his declaration that he was God, “Anal Haq!” and for his public preaching of 

having attained union with God, for which he was tortured and killed by the civil authorities in Baghdad.  
177 A comparison between the kusti of the Zoroastrians to the zunnar of the Hindus. 



In Memoriam 

O Pigeon! I accepted you as my honored guest 

Because you had come from the Emperor! 

But what a guest you were! 

By obeying the Emperor’s orders, you became the dust of his feet. 

No one knew from where you came, or why. 

But your coming portends our departure. 

You came to annihilate your life of duality in illusion 

And now you won’t be born again, as if you had never suffered. 

What a message you brought from the Emperor! 

The importance of it cost you your life! 

O God! What a wonderful game You are playing behind the veil! 

Though You are ever-manifest, Your game is a riddle to those who have eyes but are blind. 

O Royal Pigeon, you have become a saint and now lie buried at Manzil-e-Meem. 

Merwan kisses your feet in reverence. 

 

That night, 11 September, Baba, accompanied by Gustadji, Ghani, Sadashiv, Adi and 

Sayyed Saheb, left Bombay by the Gujarat Mail train for Ajmer in northern India, arriving at 

midnight of the following day. They stayed in the Edward Memorial Serai (hotel), where Baba 

suffered watery stools (perhaps dysentery) and became seriously ill. The next day all rested well 

except Baba, who suffered six bowel movements. 

On Thursday, 14 September, all fasted for 24 hours by the Master’s order while visiting 

the tomb of the Perfect Master Khwaja Saheb Mu'inuddin Chishti. Chishti is famous for being the 

Qutub-e-Irshad (head of the spiritual hierarchy) of his time.178 Sayyed Saheb and Ghani were told 

to recite the Fatiha (Muslim prayer in honor of the departed souls) inside the shrine. 

Baba continued to suffer from diarrhea, passing green, black, brown and gray stools and 

became extremely weak. The men were sent to visit the Jain Golden Temple, the Dowlat Gardens 

and the Ana Sagar Lake, while Baba remained at the hotel. Ghani and Sayyed Saheb went to the 

Shah Jahan Mosque where they offered Friday namaz.179 

Khak Saheb arrived on 16 September, and Baily two days later. Ghani and Khak Saheb 

visited Taragarh Hill where they saw the famous mosque said to have been miraculously erected in 

only two and a half days. 

On 18 September, Baba directed the mandali to go to Pushkar, an important historical place 

of pilgrimage, ten miles to the northwest of Ajmer. Considering his state of health, the men refused 

to leave without him. Baba tried to explain, “If I had stayed here alone, I would have been all right 

by this evening. Yet since you will not go without me — and I do not wish to deprive you of 

enjoyment — I will come. But remember my words, it will be your fault that this present illness of 

mine will be prolonged for fifteen more days!” 

 

178 Chishti’s exact birth and death dates are not recorded, but he is thought to have been born circa 1141–42 

and to have died between 1230–36 in Ajmer, where his shrine is still a popular place of pilgrimage. Chishti 

established the first center of Sufism in India.  

179 Although Meher Baba paid no importance to religious ritual and ceremony he would allow other people, 

especially in the early days, to indulge in their practices until they were inwardly prepared to accept him as 

God Personified. For example, for some years the Zoroastrian mandali continued to recite their morning 

prayers and wear the kusti (sacred thread) around their waist. 

 



However, the men did not listen and insisted he join them. Despite his discomfort, he 

accompanied them to Pushkar. Without complaint, Baba bore the rough jolts of the long ride there 

and back in an ekka (a horse-drawn carriage used mostly in northern India and Rajasthan). 

The Hindu temple at Pushkar is exceptionally beautiful and fascinating; the lake there is 

one of the most sacred in India. According to legend, Brahma, while creating the earth, looked at 

this spot, dropped a lotus flower from his hand and water sprang forth immediately. Thus, over 

centuries it became one of the most famous places of pilgrimage in India. The temple is one of the 

few in India dedicated to Brahma − the Creator of the universe. 

According to Baba’s behest, the Irani and Muslim members of the mandali offered worship 

in the temple, adhering to Hindu rites. They bathed in the lake as the Brahmin priests recited 

incantations on a high parapet overlooking the lake and then applied red tikka marks to their 

foreheads. The group then took darshan of the idol in the temple and returned to the hotel. Boarding 

the night train, they reached Bombay on 19 September. Baba was still unwell, suffering from 

diarrhea during the entire journey. 

While they were in Ajmer, Naval Talati came to the Manzil one day and requested Sarosh’s 

help. Naval was an electrical engineer and had installed a pump on a client’s well. But somehow 

the client wasn’t satisfied and wanted the work certified by a more qualified engineer. Naval knew 

there was nothing wrong with his work, so he enlisted Sarosh to pretend to be an engineer and paid 

him a ten-rupee fee for his services. Those in the Manzil spent the fee on sweets. On his return, 

Baba found out about it. He became extremely irritated by their laxness and ordered Sarosh’s 

belongings to be thrown out. This was done, and he then demanded Sarosh leave the premises at 

once. 

“Go away, and I am not pardoning you this time!” Baba told him. “While I was away you 

enjoyed sweets without my permission?!” 

Sarosh pleaded, “I was not the only one who disobeyed you. There were other culprits. 

Those who have just thrown out my bedding shared the sweets with me!” Baba became more 

annoyed and told Sarosh to throw out their belongings also, which he did. 

Baba then shouted at Behramji, “I had kept you here to look after things, and this is the 

kind of supervision you provide? Why did you allow them to break my order?” 

“I tried to tell them,” Behramji defended himself, “but they would not listen to me. I did 

not eat any of the sweets.” 

Baba then sternly criticized the men, “Because of breaking my order, you caused my health 

to suffer while I was away. Do you enjoy seeing me in this debilitated condition? I have to fast, my 

stomach is upset, I have had diarrhea for many days — while you all enjoyed sweets without my 

permission! Is this how much you love me? Is this an example of your devotion?” 

After a while, however, Baba calmed down and forgave them. The belongings of each of 

those accused were brought back in the house. 

Baba recovered completely after a fortnight (two weeks), as he had predicted in Ajmer. On 

27 September, he sang sweetly with the men during a session of devotional songs, as Adi played 

the sitar and he played the dholak. 

On Thursday, 28 September, Baba put up this notice on the board which was kept in the 

Manzil: 

The following will come in force from October 1 — till God knows when! 

1. Go to bed at 9:00 P.M. and get up at 4:00 A.M. 

2. From 4:00 to 5:00 A.M.− answer nature’s call, attend to ablutions, et cetera. 

3. From 5:00 to 6:00 A.M.− be absorbed in devotion to God in the manner to be explained by me one day 

before. 

28-9-22 [the date] = 59 = 1 



— Merwan 

On Sunday, 1 October 1922, the new schedule came into effect, which Baba explained: 

The main object of asking you to follow this new program is to keep you awake in the early hours of the 

morning, especially between 4:00 and 5:00 A.M. From the spiritual point of view, this is the most valuable and 

important time of the day. The important prayers in every religion and the practices of all advanced yogis take 

place during this hour. In fact, from the yogic point of view, it is imperative to be awake in the early hours of 

the morning. 

Although I am not going to ask you to follow any religious or yogic practice, as this order is quite apart from 

both, I simply want you to keep awake in these hours. 

I have already explained to you that besides the viewpoints of religion, study, meditation and yoga, the early 

hours are important from the spiritual point of view as well. It was between these hours that Babajan gave me 

the ‘experience’ of Truth, and it was also at this time when Upasni Maharaj brought me up out of the Ocean. 

And it will be between these hours that the circle, too, will get Realization. 

But now the question arises as to how to pass the time after getting up so early. Certainly not in lolling about or 

playing cards, draughts [checkers] or chitchatting. It is not becoming for us to do such things as we are 

following the Path. So the best way of passing the time will be this: 

From 4:00 to 5:00 A.M., all should attend to the daily necessities and take cold baths. 

Between 5:00 and 6:00 A.M., all should engage themselves in repeating prayers such as namaz [for 

Mohammedans], sadra-kusti [for Parsis], puja [for Hindus], and devote the major portion of the time to 

repeating the name of God according to your respective religion — Allah, Ram, or Yezdan. This repetition is to 

be done mentally, while sitting in one fixed position. 

Although the repetition is to be carried on in the mind, without moving the tongue or lips, beware that your eyes 

do not close. This is one of the yogic practices. For a fakir, it is unnecessary to close either his eyes, nose or 

mouth; nor is it necessary for him to follow religious rituals or other practices. 

Once you sit down, stick to that position without changing until the bell rings for breakfast at 6:00 A.M. 180 

Keep repeating the divine name in your mind with a free heart and without thinking of the time. 

Baba then asked each one which name of God he would repeat and in which position he 

would sit. After everyone answered, Baba declared there should be no change at all for the 

following ten months, either in the repetition of the name of God, or in the posture adopted. He 

then concluded, “This is my first spiritual instruction to you; do not fail to carry it out.” 

Although the Master had pointed out that this practice was only a form of worshiping God, 

a few of the men entertained hopes of having a spiritual experience while meditating — since he 

had remarked some time ago: “Each man will have different experiences in September.” Their hope 

for a glimpse of divinity proved a great incentive to eagerly fulfill the order. 

From Monday, 2 October, all the men awoke at 4:00 A.M. and queued in front of the three 

bathrooms. The brisk, cold bath made them wide awake, and they sat still for one hour “in worship.” 

Exactly at six o’clock, the breakfast gong was sounded and they went to have tea. This turned into 

the morning routine, although there were some humorous incidents. Behramji would awaken them 

at 4:00 A.M., but he himself would be half asleep while holding a kerosene lantern. Jalbhai, as 

Baba’s brother was called, could not bear the cold baths, so he would pretend to be taking a bath 

by splashing water on the bathroom walls.181 Ghani also detested the freezing bath in the early 

morning. His ploy was to enter the bathroom and mutter some sounds as if he was bathing as he 

poured water on the floor, never taking off his clothes. 

Gustadji was the only one exempt from these morning practices, as he was responsible for 

having breakfast ready by 6:00 A.M. sharp. 

The following Saturday, Baba awakened everyone an hour earlier and Upasni Maharaj’s 

arti was sung. Thereafter, the men cleaned the backyard of the Manzil so the space could be utilized 

 
180 A ship’s gong was kept at the Manzil and used to summon the mandali. 
181 Bhai means brother. 



for sports, exercising and recreation. The area was full of garbage and rubble, which the men 

scraped into ghamelas (iron pans) and dumped over the wall. The work of leveling the ground 

continued for several days, until the yard was smooth and hard. Ghani was usually feeling sleepy 

and had never in his life done such menial labor. He resorted to the following stratagem to escape 

this early morning labor. When Baba was standing on the verandah overseeing the work, Ghani 

would loudly chant this song as he picked up a ghamela or pulled a leveling roller: "O Shirin! 

Trouble not Farhad to tunnel the mountain! He is your lover not a hired laborer!” 

At first, the other men could not understand why Ghani, who was the laziest of the lot, was 

singing with so much gusto. But when he kept repeating the same couplet about the doomed Persian 

lovers, they all caught on and began laughing, as did Baba, who then called Ghani before him and 

told the mandali, “Look at the face and features of this Farhad! Is this my lover? What luck do I 

have? Look how big this man’s head is!” From that day on, Baba freed Ghani from the common 

labor and engaged him in proofreading the manuscript of Upasni Maharaj’s Urdu biography. 

As mentioned, no one was allowed to leave the Manzil without Baba’s permission, and no 

one could enter it, either. As instructed, Ghani wrote a letter on the Master’s behalf to Professor 

Abdul Kadar of Elphinstone College in Bombay and handed the letter to Munshiji to deliver. 

Munshiji promptly delivered it to the professor. The letter simply said that Professor Kadar should 

not come to Manzil-e-Meem unless he was sent for. On reading this, a surprised expression came 

over the professor’s face, and Munshiji asked the reason. 

Kadar explained: “I was about to go to see Meher Baba at five o’clock this very afternoon. 

I was wondering how I would get his permission to enter, so I decided to stand by the gates until I 

was allowed to see him. But now that his order has come, how can I go?” Munshiji consoled him 

by explaining that it was best to wait until Baba called him. 

 

On 2 October, Baba was in an exceptionally good mood all day. But when he was retiring 

for the night, he called Ghani and said, “I have a high fever.’' Ghani felt his hand and found the 

fever was slight; but his forehead and chest were burning hot! Baba said, “This is the second illness, 

and quite different from the first.” He was in much pain, complaining about aching knees and feet, 

and felt restless. He seemed delirious, muttering incoherent words, as Ghani massaged his legs. 

Although the windows were open, Baba oddly complained of feeling hot. After some time, he 

complained of feeling cold. Ghani covered him with a blanket, and was told to leave him alone. 

In the morning the mandali found this notice written on the board: 

The whole night, fever was my strict companion. Now tell me, with sleepless nights, weakness resulting from 

the last illness, and fever — with all three combined, what hope is there for me to avoid the fatal illness which 

has already begun its attack? 

Merwan 

3 October 1922 

During breakfast, Baba divulged that at night he had actually wept. As proof, he told the 

men to ask Gustadji, who had seen the tears flowing from his eyes. He said, “May my enemy never 

suffer the kind of night I suffered last night!” 

Referring to his sickness in the afternoon, Baba remarked in the presence of Sadashiv Patil 

and others: 

This is the third time during the last eight years that I have actually shed tears and then gotten ill. The first two 

illnesses were a wound in my shoulder and then the dysentery at Ajmer. 

For the various members of my circle, I will thus have to die 28 times, and every time I will have to cry. But the 

subsequent illnesses will be lesser and lesser in severity. This fever is for you, Sadashiv, who always suffers 



from it. The first two sicknesses concerned Gustadji and Behramji. The second group, for whom I will have to 

suffer, includes Ghani. 

[After some time, Baba further stated:] In the circle, Ghani’s number is seven and it is most significant because, 

even after Realization, this number is always with the Perfect Master. The next three to four illnesses will be 

somewhat severe, but the suffering will lessen thereafter. 

Listening to this explanation, some of the mandali were wondering when Baba would have 

to suffer for them. Age knew that the Avatar’s every breath is for the benefit of all animate as well 

as inanimate things in creation. It is for this purpose he takes form on the physical plane. His 

Universal work concerns everything in creation. He forms his circle of 122 persons, does his 

Universal work through each circle member, and, consequently, suffers as he wipes out each circle 

member’s sanskaras.182 

Later, while comparing worldly happiness with divine bliss, Baba explained: “An ocean of 

worldly happiness is merely a shadow — not even a drop of a single small drop of the infinite ocean 

of divine bliss! It is for this reason that a Sadguru is called sat-chit-ananda — all-knowledge, power 

and bliss.” 

After tea the next day, Baba played chess with Ramjoo, and though he played inattentively, 

he won. A discussion about the best chess player in the Manzil ensued, and Baba remarked, “If I 

concentrate and put my mind in any game, I can defeat the best of experts or champions!” 

Ghani inquired what Baba meant by concentrating and putting the power of his mind in it. 

The Master then gave the following explanation: 

He who is a slave to his mind is an ordinary human being. He who has conquered the mind but at the same time 

is overpowered by it, drowned in intoxication, is called by Sufis a majzoob. A wali or saint, who has 

progressed toward the Goal, lives in the higher spiritual planes and controls the mind to some extent. 

The first case [slave to the mind] is of the worldly mind; and the second is of God, meaning the majzoob has a 

state of mind that has realized the Truth. The wali or saint is in advanced stages of the mind and mental control, 

progressing toward Realization of the Truth. But the Perfect Master [Qutub] or salik, has quite a distinct state, 

wherein he can enjoy and experience every condition of the mind whenever he wishes.183 

For example: A Perfect Master is rarely required to put his mind into worldly affairs; but occasionally he has to 

do so for the sake of his circle members. 

For instance, the residents of Kamatipura Lane No. 7 are King George’s subjects. But does His Majesty know 

anything about Kamatipura [a Bombay slum] — whether such a place exists at all in his empire, far short of the 

individual residents of the locality? If, however, he wishes to know anything about Kamatipura or even one 

particular resident of the place, he can be furnished with the necessary information in no time either through 

the telegraph office, the post office or the C.I.D. [Secret Service]. 

Similarly, a Perfect Master can reach to the very source of anything and everything that he cares to know about 

— that is, concentrate his mind and put the power of his mind in it. But he seldom does it. The interest he 

seems to take in the things of this world — by word or deed — is simply offhanded, however serious his 

interest may outwardly appear. On such rare occasions, the mind that he, the Perfect Master, seems to use is the 

mind devoid of divinity. He simply does things as they occur to him at the time — almost mechanically — 

without thinking about it. 

 

182 Refer to Bhau Kalchuri, Avatar of the Age Meher Baba Manifesting (Manifestation, Inc., 1985), pp. 78–
80. 

183 Salik is an Arabic word meaning pilgrim, traveler, or devotee; one who desires closeness with God and, 

at the same time, is also aware of the needs of life. The word is derived from salat, meaning favored by 

God. 



Through discourses and also by reciting poems, the Master would shed light on spiritual 

matters for the mandali. The following ghazal was written by Baba during the early 1920s 

(translated many years later by Adi Sr.): 

This world exists, but it is not your final abode. 

Turn your face toward God. 

How long will you live in this transient world? 

It is a testing ground of virtue and vice for you to experience. 

 

Slacken not your effort in worshiping God; 

Look upon every breath as your last. 

You know not what will happen tomorrow; 

So be prepared today for the future. 

 

Conditions in the world have not changed, 

But marvelous have been the visitors to this world. 

From the garden of this world have departed millions of nightingales [beings]; 

Hundreds of thousands more will come and go. 

 

Atma, the soul, is one; varied are the bodies indeed 

Like the many sons of one Father cherished. 

Behold there, on the meadow of love, 

Many a rider of variegated colors flourishes. 

 

With our adversity there is no rest. 

In hardship and sorrow be grateful and at peace. 

In distress, always keep content; 

Have patience, and at all times be at ease. 

 

Continuously washing your clothes is a waste of time; 

Instead, purify your heart with the thought of God divine. 

Behold, at the feet of one God in form, 

Every moment hundreds of souls lie in sacrifice. 

 

Do not take forbidden intoxicants; 

Better to live a life of honor and esteem. 

Learn to live in the unique intoxication 

Of the early morning love of God. 

 

God is matchless, one in all! See Him in your heart. 

See Him also as the God manifest, 

the God concealed, the God within you 

and the God without. 

 

O Man, in your boast you lost the status of an angel. 

Pride has reduced you to a devil. 

O Huma, in this world of passing show, 

Behold, like you, innumerable players come and go. 

 

Once a stranger came to Manzil-e-Meem and narrated his long list of problems to Baba. 

He begged Baba to bless him, and bowed to the Master. After he had gone, Baba remarked: 

People coming to see me almost always ask me to bless them. These simple souls do not know that Masters 

really neither bless nor curse anyone. The fulfillment of their worldly desires gained by approaching a divine 

personality is in direct proportion to the faith they manifest toward him, and their prayers are answered by the 

divine powers active around him. 

A Perfect Master works in the spiritual domain. Those on the planes can be said to bless, for it is their spoken 

word that brings about the desired result. When approaching a Perfect Master with the object of deriving 

material benefit, one would be better off requesting him for his curse, because a blessing from him — if at all 



he gives it — is likely to uproot one’s sanskaric links from his worldly surroundings with a view to making him 

One like the Master. 

Khodadad K. Irani’s family owned a textile mill in Ahmedabad. He was the son of 

Gulmai’s cousin and had heard about Meher Baba from Gulmai. Khodadad was permitted to stay 

in Manzil-e-Meem, and during the day he worked in a textile mill. Khodadad had suffered from 

chronic asthma since childhood so Baba nicknamed him Asthma. Despite the best medical 

treatment and dietary precautions, Khodadad could not rid himself of this ailment. But it was 

observed that since coming to the Manzil and being addressed by this new nickname, he was freed 

from any asthma attacks, and the disease eventually left him altogether. It seemed almost 

miraculous that his attacks did not recur in spite of taking cold baths each morning like the other 

residents. 

On 4 October, Asthma purchased a new bicycle and brought it to the Manzil so that Baba 

would be the first to ride it. Baba agreed and rode it over the recently rolled back playground, 

thereafter instructing Asthma never to lend the bicycle to anyone else to use. 

Later that evening, after dinner, the Master expounded on the function of the Sadguru, 

explaining more about yoga, sanskaras, and mukti (liberation): 

No yogi can gain eternal freedom or emancipation, even though he might have reached the highest yogic state 

of samadhi through his practices, because sanskaras are still there and all ties have not yet been snapped. 

Sanskaras mean the impressions in the mind left behind while doing any good or bad action. Even a thought 

creates sanskaras. Talking, listening, thinking, seeing, eating, sleeping, in fact, even subtle motions, produce 

many more sanskaras which have to be experienced with mechanical precision unless removed or nullified by a 

Master’s grace. 

Our present life, with all its experiences of pain and pleasure, virtue and vice, is the result of our past sanskaras. 

The very breath we breathe, the blinking of our eyelids, the finger we lift are all due to past impressions. It is 

the mere unfoldment of our past subtle impressions reflected in our present life. And our present life goes on 

creating more sanskaras. A good word or action has its beneficial result compressed in an impression (imagine 

it in the form of a circle) and a bad word or action likewise stores up a bad result in a similar subtle form. Thus 

good deeds of this life assure a happy future life, and bad actions in the present life result in a miserable future 

birth. 

This bondage of actions is the tie that is deep-rooted and cannot be easily uprooted and gotten rid of. Good 

actions bind a man with a golden chain, and bad actions with an iron-spiked one. But the chain is there in either 

case, and the man is never set free. Yoga and other practices are good and merit an aspirant a good life in the 

next birth, but a man is never free from bondage or given mukti as a result of them. 

Therefore, to achieve emancipation, one must be without virtues or sins — without any kind of sanskaras. 

One’s slate should be quite clean without credit or debit in one’s account, and this is impossible without the 

grace of the Guru. But for the Sadguru, it is the work of a fraction of a second! The vast, nearly infinite number 

of impressions in a person’s mind are like straws in a haystack which are impossible for the person to wipe out 

on his own. Even the process of cleaning them away through yogic practices, without the help of a Perfect 

Master, means contracting some kind of sanskaric impressions again in a different form. 

[To realize God, the sanskaras have to be removed.] Only a matchstick is needed to set the haystack on fire. It is 

a moment’s work, but only a Sadguru has that match! He uses it for his circle members and thereby, in even 

less than a second, brings them to his own divine level [of Realization]. Even those persons who have no direct 

connection with a Sadguru from past lives can derive the greatest possible benefit merely through his physical 

contact and company. 

Early in the morning on Thursday, 5 October 1922, Baba told the men he had not slept at 

night due to a noise in the backyard. “It was as if someone were leveling the ground with a heavy 

roller,” he said. Then he explained that it was a ghost: “This spirit is always with me, wherever I 

go. He is one of the ghosts whom Arjun saw outside the hut at Poona. Upasni Maharaj has put him 

in my charge. Some of you may see this spirit. If it happens, don’t be afraid of him − and don’t be 

afraid to move about in the Manzil during the day or at night.” 

Once while Ghani was massaging Baba’s legs at night, Baba further explained about 

ghosts, and why he had his body rubbed: “The physical contact of a human being with my body 



keeps the spirit world away from me for the time being and thereby enables me to snatch a little 

rest. My sleep is not the sleep of ordinary human beings; it is a sort of mental rest from my spiritual 

working. A spirit always accompanies me wherever I go and [is with me] whatever I do.” 

During some nights in his room upstairs, Baba was heard uttering, “They are beating and 

torturing me!” Most likely this was not in reference to ghosts but to his previous statements (which 

he had not explained) that he would have to “suffer at the hands of advanced yogis, sadhus and 

mahatmas.” 

Naval had recommended to Munshi to purchase a secondhand De Dion automobile for 

Rs.100, but repairing it cost Rs.300 more. On the afternoon of 5 October, Baba, Behramji, Gustadji 

and Munshiji rode in it to Malabar Hill for a test drive. When they returned, Baba remarked, “The 

engine is so noisy that while talking one has to shout to be heard! It stalled twice, and Munshiji had 

to shout to the driver over the roar of the engine.” 

When Naval came to the Manzil, Baba told him facetiously, “You were right — the car 

was a steal! You really are a miracle-worker. Would you believe that we drove the car all the way 

up Malabar Hill at terrific speed without having to blow the horn once? It’s a fact. The noise of the 

engine was so loud that it was sufficient to make all pedestrians give way — and then make them 

strain their necks to see who would be fool enough to ride in such a car!” 

 

During October, Baba sent Sadashiv Patil to Sakori to present Upasni Maharaj with some 

newly printed photographs of Maharaj and Sai Baba. Baba had Sadashiv inform Upasni that his 

biography was soon to be printed in Urdu, Marathi and Gujarati. Baba requested that Upasni 

Maharaj should raise the necessary money to pay for the printing expenses, and that Maharaj would 

receive all proceeds from the sale of the books. 

Upasni Maharaj frowned at this arrangement and sent this message with Sadashiv: 

“Merwan, not I, should meet all the expenses of printing and distributing the books. After the book 

is printed, he should arrange to pay me, in advance, half the amount of the profit he will earn on 

the sale of the books. The other half he may keep. To give up 50 percent of the expected profit, as 

I will be doing, is not a small gesture.” 

Age could not understand the spiritual charge of a Perfect Master and how it affects the 

world and the inner work between Masters. This exchange about Maharaj’s biography was a divine 

joke between the two Masters. Without hesitation, Baba went ahead with plans to publish the Urdu 

version of Upasni Maharaj’s biography. 

While he was in Ajmer, Baba had sent back Ramjoo and a few of the other mandali to their 

respective homes. One morning, at the Lonavla train station, Ramjoo encountered his old friend 

Usman Saheb — the man who had first brought him into Baba’s contact during the picnic trip to 

Mandwa. Although Ramjoo greeted Usman cordially, Usman taunted him with a couplet from 

Saadi’s Gulistan, in pointed reference to Meher Baba: "Verily, it is worse than the tortures of hell 

/ To walk into heaven with the feet of another.” 

Between 1918 and 1921, Usman often visited Merwanji at the Kasba Peth toddyshop. 

However, during 1922, before Baba left Poona for Bombay, Usman had changed his mind about 

him and had once again become enmeshed in the entrapments of the world. Usman was erroneously 

convinced it did not behoove a Muslim to accept an Irani as his guru. 

When Ramjoo returned to Manzil-e-Meem, he informed Baba of his meeting with Usman 

Saheb. After lunch, Ghani read out the couplet Usman had cited and Baba remarked: 

Whatever Usman Saheb told Ramjoo is 100 percent true. Heaven should be earned by our own exertions. It 

should never be gained by favor, or by the help of someone else. It should be deserved. Yet even heaven is in 

the realm of maya and, even by entering it, the bondage to illusion does not snap. 



But to enter heaven without deserving it, merely through favor or someone else’s help, is no doubt not only 

equal to but worse than burning in the fires of hell. In heaven there are beautiful experiences and in hell terrible 

ones. However, in both situations there is sanskaric binding. In heaven there are shackles made of gold, and in 

hell there are rusty iron chains. Both types bind. It is quite useless to count on anyone’s help to replace one 

type of fetters with another. 

So, if Usman’s interpretation is as I have explained, his statement is quite correct. If, however, his intention was 

to ridicule me or taunt you for following me, then his effort has failed miserably. As my disciples, you have 

nothing to do with either heaven or hell. You have to tread the spiritual path, going beyond both heaven and 

hell, to experience infinite bliss. 

I have held out to you expectations of something much higher than this dream of heavenly paradise and hellish 

damnation. I have given you the hope that you will gain the experience of Truth by staying with me; that is to 

experience Paramatma [God the Infinite Consciousness] and to fathom the secret of creation. To gain this 

Knowledge without the help of a God-realized Master is impossible. Without the guidance of a Perfect Master, 

individual efforts are of no avail. Hafiz has said: 

“Without a guide, do not try to enter the path of love. 

I have failed hundreds of times by doing so.” 

Maulana Rumi, whose Masnavi Usman is so fond of citing, corroborates Hafiz:184 

“Had not Maulana Rumi been the slave of Shams-e-Tabriz, 

He would never have become a Perfect Master.” 

One whose object is the attainment of God — whose sole aim in life is to find God — what does he care for 

heaven and hell? In this connection, Hafiz has said: 

“Since I see my Friend throughout both worlds, 

Heaven, hell and the houris don’t worry me.” 

Poor Usman Saheb does not understand what he talks about. To say that only Rasool-e-Khuda [Muhammad] 

can point out the Path or take all Muslims to heaven is a beggary that beggars description! His case is so 

helpless that instead of being in search of the Truth, he leaves even the question of heaven for himself entirely 

in the hands of God and also asserts that by our own efforts we should earn entry into heaven, else it is hell! It 

is sheer hypocrisy to preach to others that which you yourself do not practice. 

During October 1922, a Parsi named Burjor Heerjibhoy Engineer came into the Master’s 

contact. Baba once asked him to tell the mandali about his state of affairs. He did so, often quoting 

from different religious sources, and sometimes weeping during his narration: 

Some years ago, I was working as an engineer and earned a large salary. Somehow, I tumbled into the spiritual 

line and became gifted. With great efforts I managed to reach a stage where I could easily foretell events and, 

at times, get my prayers fulfilled simply by asking! In fact, my prayers and appeals could provoke a perceptible 

response from the Unknown. This went on for a long time until I began to misuse my supernatural 

achievements by speculating in cotton futures and in other gambling endeavors. 

At first, this gambling became extremely lucrative, and I did not find it necessary to continue working as an 

engineer; so I left it and paid more and more attention to this new “business”. To my utter horror [he started 

bitterly sobbing], I soon found that the divine gift had vanished! 

Now, despite my best efforts, I am unable to regain that state. I cry day and night in vain, but there is no 

response from Him. Leaving aside the mercenary benefit I derived — which I no longer care about and will 

never indulge in again — I really cannot describe the intense joy and bliss I felt while in intimate communion 

with Him. 

Although I have lost the treasure of foreknowledge, I can still feel and perceive things unseen and unfelt by 

ordinary human beings. Hence, I need no introduction or explanation about Meher Baba, in whom I find the 

greatest manifestation of divinity. I firmly believe that Meher Baba can restore my lost treasure to me in the 

twinkling of an eye if he so wishes. He is very great indeed! 

Baba was highly pleased by Burjor’s frankness and enjoyed hearing his story. 

 
184 Rumi’s Masnavi (Spiritual Couplets) is a six-volume poem regarded by many Sufis as second in 

importance only to the Koran, and is often called the Qur'an-e Parsi (The Persian Koran). It is considered 

by many to be one of the greatest works of mystical poetry. 



 

Meanwhile, an uneducated, lower-caste man from Ahmednagar named Kashinath was 

living in Bombay and working as a dhobi (laundryman). The mandali had been sending all of their 

clothes, as well as Baba’s, to him. But each time the laundry was returned, a few items were 

missing, or someone else’s clothes had been exchanged for theirs. Kashinath was warned about this 

several times, but it continued. On the 6th of October, he made the same mistake again, and Baba 

sternly rebuked him, then dismissed his service. But Kashinath pleaded for forgiveness. Baba 

agreed to reemploy him on the condition that Kashinath stay in the Manzil and agree to wash only 

his and the mandali’s clothes there, and not bring in any outsider’s clothes to wash. Kashinath 

accepted Rs.50 per month as his wages and joined those staying in Manzil-e-Meem. 

That afternoon, Baba called Ghani to massage his legs, and as he was doing it, Baba uttered, 

“May God help you!” 

Ghani burst out laughing and when Baba asked him the reason, he replied, “We generally 

find it very difficult to follow the drift of your utterances. Your words seem to have a deeper 

meaning than that denoted on the surface. Only yesterday, you remarked that I looked healthy and 

particularly said that my neck had grown quite fat and strong. Now look, today my neck is very 

stiff and is causing me a lot of pain!” Hearing this, Baba laughed. 

Ghani asked, “Didn’t you tell me that the worldly knowledge, education and cleverness of 

a person before realizing God remains the same after Realization?” 

Baba clarified the point: 

What I had told you is quite correct. There are two kinds of knowledge: [1] the worldly knowledge or the 

knowledge relating to the material world, and [2] the divine knowledge which is acquired after becoming one 

with God. A person having become one with God — when dealing with matters relating to this material world 

— his actions and words thereafter reflect the divinity in him. Hence the utterances and actions of such a 

person are invested with a sort of secrecy and grandeur about them. But this is usually lost sight of by worldly 

people. For example, a ruby in the hands of a rustic will not be really appreciated by him; but the same piece of 

stone will be treasured in the hands of a jeweler who knows its worth. 

The person who has become one with God is able to make the best use of his worldly knowledge on the 

strength of his divine knowledge which, however, is not drawn upon in the least. Hence, the difference between 

the utterances and actions of the ordinary human being and the perfected divine personalities is vast. 

Baba asked Ghani to bring a little coconut oil and he began rubbing Ghani’s neck, 

promising, “Hereafter, you will never suffer from a stiff neck.” 

In the evening some of the other mandali asked Baba whether the nature of a person 

changes after the divine experience of Realization. A long discussion ensued, and in the end the 

Master clarified the matter in relation to the personality of Hafiz: 

Even after Realization, a man’s nature is the same but in a different way. In the normal human state, his anger, 

his curses, his strong language and his mannerisms express themselves because of his ego. Where there is ego, 

there is no God; and where there is God, there is no ego. For this reason, the words and deeds of a Perfect One 

are egoless. But his special nature and personality remain the same, even after Realization, and when expressed 

due to some mood, they are of the greatest benefit to others. 

This is the meaning of Hafiz’s couplet: 

At one time I craved to see various things; 

But since I saw you, I no longer desire to see anything else! 

This means that the nature to see is still there. Before, Hafiz craved to see a variety of different subjects; after 

the divine sight, he longed only to see God. It means: The desire of seeing remains the same but undergoes a 

change after becoming egoless. 

Suppose a man is in the habit of getting angry and beating other people. His nature will remain the same even if 

he turns into a saint, but the change is beyond imagination. Behind his anger there is now no self-interest. It is 

simply an impulse with divinity behind it. It comes from the divine flow, and anyone who comes in contact 

with it is greatly benefited. 



After this explanation, Baba relaxed by playing cards with Munshiji for about an hour. 

During the game, he suddenly became very displeased with the Hindu mandali and began abusing 

them. He scolded Sadashiv and Arjun in particular, because they had not finished the vegetable 

dish which was served at lunch by Chowdhary (the cook) as directed by Baba. In his ill-tempered 

mood, Baba uttered these words to Arjun, “Your family will perish by plague!” Arjun was 

trembling in shock. 

The next day, 7 October 1922, true to the Master’s words, a telegram was received from 

Poona that Arjun’s nephew had died from the plague. Two years earlier, while playing gilli-danda 

in the Bhamburda locality of Poona, Baba had foretold that an epidemic of the plague would break 

out. Most of the Kasba Peth mandali were present when Baba prophesied, “The plague will begin 

from Bhamburda and, spreading towards Kasba Peth, will gradually engulf the entire city.”185 

Arjun sadly admitted that Baba had privately hinted of this calamity to him a few days 

before. But that knowledge did little to relieve his present anguish. Some time ago his wife had 

died, and now his nephew was dead. Arjun had not expressed much sorrow at his wife’s demise 

and, according to the Master’s instructions, did not inquire whether he should return home for her 

funeral. But his nephew’s death affected him very much, and he beseeched Baba to allow him to 

return to Poona for two days. The Master consented. 

Afterwards, Baba called the Hindu mandali and told them, “One member from each of your 

families will die from the plague currently ravaging Poona. Whosoever wishes to go home may 

leave immediately; and after today, whatever the circumstances, none of you should think of going 

home.” Except for Arjun, who insisted on returning, all agreed to remain in Bombay. 

After this matter with the Hindu mandali was settled, Baba confronted Gustadji about his 

eating habits: “Why aren’t you eating the quantity of food I tell you? Why do you continue to 

disobey me? For God’s sake, eat your food as soon as you feel hungry, irrespective of the time. 

Don’t complain afterward that I did not tell you!” 

Gustadji replied, “That is precisely what I am doing! I create hunger by aimlessly moving 

about here and there in the building. The one cupful of cow’s ghee you've told me to have at ten 

o’clock kills my appetite. I do not like to eat custard or pudding at any odd time.” 

Baba scolded him, “Don’t go on repeating the same thing again and again. This is what 

upsets me. You should concern yourself with doing what I tell you. But whenever I tell you 

anything, you do not pay attention to it and, because of this, you make mistakes.” 

Gustadji was irritated. “You know full well that I am doing my best to please you,” he 

replied. “At times I eat less, at times more, depending on the vagaries of my stomach. I can’t 

understand why you force me to eat more when I have no desire to do so! If I get ill, who will 

manage the petty and trifling affairs here, as I do from morning to night?” 

Baba became more annoyed by his reply. “These words clearly show that your 

understanding is very limited. If I tell you to do a certain thing and am ignorant of its implications 

and consequences then I am not a Sadguru! And no earthly good can come out of your staying with 

me.” 

Gustadji replied, “I have come to you, according to Maharaj’s instructions, to follow your 

orders and listen to you in each and every thing. That is why I am staying with you!” 

Baba did not like this reply either and upbraided him, “That is exactly what you are not 

doing while remaining with me! On the contrary, you want me to act according to your wish. From 

now on, I won’t tell you anything. You draw up a program, give it to me and I will follow it.” 

Gustadji replied, “If the situation were really like this, I would not have come to you but, 

on the contrary, I would have taken you to my house. If your desire is to test me, I do not see the 

 
185 The Bhamburda area of Poona is now called Shivajinagar. 



necessity of it, since I have already suffered enough at the hands of Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj. 

You are welcome to try the novices in this Path. In spite of my finding no necessity for being tested, 

I do things and work with others just to keep them company and help them. Now, when things 

appear to be going smoothly, every two or three days you bring up something that causes mutual 

annoyance and creates an argument between us. Such incidents dampen my spirit and dishearten 

me.” 

Baba consoled him. “Having such a close connection with me — actually being my ‘dark 

side’ — does it behoove you to suggest that my orders and actions are at random and meaningless? 

I have not gathered the whole of the mandali and kept them with me to try them or you. Even after 

my Experience, Maharaj made me sit in filth. Where was the necessity in that? Should I consider 

it as a trial in my case? I do not intend to test you or anyone. I only ask you to do exactly what I 

tell you. In so doing you will help me in my work. “ 

“I am always ready to obey your orders.” Gustadji replied earnestly. “And with a clear 

conscience I can say that I have been doing so all along.” 

Baba concluded, “Do not try to grasp my actions; you will never fathom them. Even if I 

hand you a cup of poison, drink it without the least hesitation. By so doing, you will greatly ease 

the burden of my work.” 

At this point Gustadji quieted but inwardly felt distressed. Baba had referred to him as his 

“dark side,” which he had once explained to the mandali: “Gustadji, unlike the rest of you, is fully 

prepared for Realization. The only thing needed is to tear open the veil.” But Gustadji felt that by 

being the “dark side,” the Master was making him grope more and more in darkness before 

enlightening him! 

After this confrontation, Baba went to Ghani’s room and asked him what he thought about 

what had happened. Ghani replied, “However long a man may be laboring on this Path, he is after 

all human without the experience of God; and being human, there is a limit to his patience and 

forbearance. Gustadji has at last spoken his mind and opened his heart today.” 

Baba replied, “No doubt Gustadji conscientiously tries his best to help me, but in his own 

way, and therein is his mistake. Everyone knows that he is the one who looks after my person, my 

individual needs, and sees to my comfort from morning to night; but all must obey me implicitly 

in every situation.” 

 

Since the 2nd of October, the early morning repetition of the name of God had begun and 

it was done daily throughout this period. While the mandali, sitting in their chosen places and 

postures, were mentally repeating, “Yezdan” or “Allah” or “Ram,” Baba was alone upstairs in his 

room dashing his head on the floor! 

Sometimes, while he was talking with the men, he would suddenly roll his eyes up in his 

head — as if looking through his third eye — and take a few deep breaths, then look down and 

dash his head on a window or a door! Once he shattered the glass in the window while doing this. 

Occasionally, the men would see bruises and blood on his forehead; usually he would cover the 

wound by wrapping a large kerchief around his head. 

In one way or another, through physical illness or by hammering his head, Baba suffered 

continuously at the Manzil — although he was intensely vigilant and lightning quick in his 

activities. He saw to the physical and mental well-being of each man and would take notice of the 

smallest matters. Despite his extraordinary suffering, he continued to participate in games and 

sports, and usually appeared to be the healthiest and most vigorous of any of the men at the Manzil. 

With Baba’s permission, Vajifdar rented a bungalow in the suburb of Juhu for a picnic on 

Sunday, 8 October. But that morning Baba’s health was shaky and he appeared unwell. Despite 



this, he insisted on accompanying the mandali. He remarked, “We should go to Juhu with the joy 

that schoolboys feel while going home for vacation.” 

Reaching Juhu, the Master rested for a while and then played a field game called thasak 

with the mandali under the shade of coconut trees. Afterward, at lunch, he insisted on serving the 

rich meal of puris (small, round, deep-fried wheat bread), a potato dish and shrikhand (a sweet 

yogurt dish). After eating, all were told to stay inside the bungalow, as it was very hot outside. 

Around two o’clock, Baba sent Ghani to find out what the other men were doing. He found 

them scattered throughout the bungalow, talking, relaxing and singing. Only Vithal was asleep, 

snoring loudly. Baba called Vithal and ordered him to immediately leave for Poona. Baba then 

asked Ghani to name those who were reclining on the sofas. He reported the culprits to be Rustom 

and Sadashiv. Baba immediately called the men and rebuked them at length: 

In spite of my wretched condition, I have brought you all to this place to give you a refreshing change. It is for 

you that I am undergoing all this suffering; but while I suffer, you enjoy. What difference would it have made 

to me whether I had stayed on in the Manzil? Hence it grieves me to find that you have no consideration for my 

sufferings. Here I am, lying on the ground, undergoing excruciating pain in the stomach, having had four bowel 

movements since morning, while you are comfortably sprawling on sofas and chairs. 

I know you come from well-to-do families and are accustomed to all kinds of luxuries and conveniences and are 

used to lounging on comfortable furniture. But now that you have discarded, on my asking, all comforts for the 

time being, you should have your mind under control and at once remember the line you have adopted and the 

spiritual goal you have fixed as your ideal. 

At this juncture, you should consider yourselves in jail! Forget about everything else. Don’t let your minds 

wander to those things which you have given up. Even if an occasion arises, and a chance is offered to you, 

don’t get enmeshed in things of maya again. You have, however, not to pass through the dreadful sufferings or 

undergo the hardships entailed in this Path when with me. You are simply required to go against your own will 

and wish. You have not to do certain things which you have been doing up to now, and to do certain things you 

have no liking for. 

For example, on feeling hungry you used to eat, and now you are asked to eat when you have no liking to take 

food — and not to touch it when you have a craving appetite for it. You used to take a nap in the daytime and 

now you are forbidden to do so. Similarly, you have never done physical labor, but while here at times you are 

asked to work in the blazing sun. These are instances of your going against your own mind, and in this way you 

will gradually learn to control it. 

Look at the famous Indian leaders like Gandhi and the Ali brothers.186 Out of a sense of patriotism and for the 

sake of the nation, they have left all comforts of life, undergoing imprisonment for long periods of time. For the 

sake of the country and the welfare of the world — which is all a mere dream — these leaders are suffering so 

much. So imagine how much more you should do for God — the very source of all that is! This term of so-

called imprisonment with me is only for ten months, wherein you are required to go against the dictates of your 

mind. It is the least you can do to reach the highest. Hafiz has said it well: 

“You must leave the abode of your nature, temperament and thoughts, 

Unless you do so, you cannot reach the 

lane of Truth!” 

People have left the world and passed through agony in search of God. But here you should thank your lucky 

stars that you are to realize Him so very easily. In spite of living in the world, by staying with me people think 

you have renounced it. 

This whole universe, with all its vastness, grandeur and beauty, is nothing but sheer imagination. In spite of so 

many discoveries, researches and scientific knowledge, the creation remains a great unsolved riddle. With all 

the latest inventions, like electricity and harnessing steam, humanity at large is quite helpless against nature and 

its so-called freaks. The greatest warriors, scientists, doctors and astrologers without exception have to bow to 

nature’s common law — death. In the world, everyone is helpless, ignorant and out for himself. The bondage 

and ties of worldly relationships is only a pretense. Swami Vivekananda aptly compares this with the Truth 

 
186 Shaukat Ali and his brother were Indian freedom fighters who, like Mahatma Gandhi, championed 

Hindu-Muslim unity. 
  



when he says: “They know no truth who dream such empty vacant dreams as father, mother, child, wife and 

friend.” 

God is for all, and for that the Avatar or Sadguru manifests. Barring these persons, there is no one in the world 

who possesses real love. Just see how anxious Maharaj is for me, always sending messages inviting me to go to 

Sakori so that he can share in my terrible spiritual sufferings. 

The subject of discussion then turned to religions and Baba continued: 

The light of Zoroaster has been extinguished by his followers themselves. His was the highest form of Sufism. 

If Zoroaster were born again in this material world, he would find it difficult to recognize his own religious 

tenets, as practiced by the present-day followers of his creed. The same is true of all religions. The [Muslim] 

mullahs, [Hindu] pundits, [Zoroastrian] dasturs and [Christian] priests have mutilated the original religion for 

their own selfish ends. 

The discussion continued for an hour, and instances were cited of how the priest class in 

almost every “ism” had turned religion into a business, profiting from various ceremonies and 

rituals. 

At about 3:30 P.M., all were ordered to go outside for a game of gilli-danda. Baba 

participated initially, but soon returned to the bungalow after instructing all to continue playing. 

After an hour, he called the mandali inside. He was vomiting the food he had taken five hours 

before. It was undigested and Ghani remarked that it was astonishing, from a medical standpoint, 

for the food to remain undigested for over five hours in the stomach. 

Baba and the group were to leave Juhu that afternoon, but he indicated he was feeling too 

weak to walk back to the train station. The Master therefore decided to leave by taxi with Gustadji, 

Jalbhai, Rustom and Sarosh, while the others returned to the Manzil by the local train. During the 

day, Baba had had twelve motions and in the night he had six or seven more. However, the next 

day he looked quite healthy and cheerful. Thus the “fourth death” that he had spoken of was 

suffered and passed through. 

 

In their ardor to gain the Divine Experience, the men would all eagerly rise by 4:00 A.M. 

to meditate and repeat the name of God. But, when a number of days passed without anyone having 

even a glimpse of divinity, they became disheartened and lost hope in gaining anything spiritual 

from their morning practice. Baba had hinted that by the end of September the mandali would have 

“the Experience.” But, by October, they realized that none of them properly understood the 

Master’s statement. 

Waking up so early now became difficult for them. At first, Behramji’s calls would make 

them rise quickly from their beds; but later he had to enter each room to shake the men awake one 

by one. During these calls, Behramji himself was practically sleepwalking, colliding with doors, 

and once even falling down the stairs. Half asleep, all would gather near the bathrooms and continue 

to doze while standing, as there were only two washrooms for 30 men. 

At this time, Baba stressed renewed attention toward cleanliness in the Manzil. The men’s 

bedrooms, and especially the kitchens, bathrooms, toilets, and dining room were ordered to be kept 

immaculate. Baba also became more fastidious toward his own personal cleanliness. He would 

lather with soap very liberally during his daily bath and stressed the necessity of keeping his clothes, 

sheets, and pillows spotlessly clean. He separated his own kitchen from the mandali’s, and Gustadji 

would cook for him. 

Since moving into Manzil-e-Meem, the men would sit on the floor irrespective of whether 

it was damp or cold; but during October, the Master ordered all to sit on a mat. To remove drinking 

water from the earthenware pots, a metal ladle was kept hanging nearby; no one was permitted to 

dip their glass directly into the pot to extract water. A rule was also made against going to the toilet 

with one’s sandals on; special wooden sandals were kept near the toilets for that purpose. A stricter 



attitude towards sanitation took place in the everyday routine relating to living, drinking and eating 

in the Manzil, and observing cleanliness in every matter assumed the highest importance. 

As a further step toward cleanliness, each of the men was asked to kill 50 mosquitoes daily 

to avoid contracting malaria. This gave rise to amusing scenes in the house. Each man would lunge 

to every corner and wall of the Manzil, trying to kill his “daily quota” by swatting the flying pests 

any way he could. By the end of the day, their hands had become so stained with the blood of 

mosquitoes, they joked that they looked like butchers returning home after a hard day’s work in a 

slaughterhouse. 

On the afternoon of 10 October 1922, Baba asked Ghani to remind him about the matter of 

killing mosquitoes when he was having his dinner. In the evening, when Ghani was about to remind 

him according to his instruction, Baba forbade him to utter a single word until he had finished his 

meal. Thereafter Baba scolded Ghani, “You have failed in following my order because you did not 

remind me at seven o’clock about the mosquitoes.” 

Ghani replied, “I had not forgotten, but before I could say a word you ordered me not to 

talk until you had finished eating.” 

Baba replied, “It is true that you had to keep quiet because of this second order, but you 

still could have reminded me through gestures!” When some others conceded that he could have 

tried, Ghani acknowledged his mistake, although it was unintentional. 

“Thumps and Bumps” was another game that was occasionally played in the Manzil. All 

would sit with their backs to the wall, keeping an open space in the middle. They would try to strike 

one another with a tennis ball, particularly aiming at the head. The one who caught the ball had the 

right to strike someone else, including Baba. They were free to throw the ball as hard as they could, 

but not with a feeling of malice or anger. 

Baba and Ghani were the best throwers. Baba would look to one side and throw the ball in 

the other direction. Ghani’s aim was usually accurate. But Behramji was the worst player of all; he 

would never catch the ball and went on receiving hit after hit on the head. This game was played 

vigorously, with a lot of ruckus and good-natured shouting. It refreshed the minds and spirits of all 

the men. While playing, their concentration would be entirely focused on the game and they would 

completely forget about their cares. 

For the Master, such an activity was a medium of his work. Baba was always doing his 

inner spiritual work, whether by playing games, cards, conversing, discoursing, watching movies 

or cricket matches, rebuking someone, getting angry, or creating quarrels among the mandali — 

through every action he did his Universal work by utilizing any and every means for it. 

During the afternoon of 11 October, Baba told Adi and Ghani to put the sitar in its case. 

This was a peculiar order as for the past four months the sitar had not been kept in its cover — even 

when unused for days. 

Accordingly, when Adi opened the case, he smelled an awful stench and found a dead rat 

inside. Then he understood why Baba had asked them to cover the instrument. When Baba was told 

about it, he asked Ramjoo to clean the case with phenol (a disinfectant). While Ramjoo was doing 

this, Baba lent a hand washing it. Baba emphasized that infection would spread in the Manzil unless 

proper measures to ensure cleanliness were followed. Later, he told Ghani to write the following 

on the notice board: 

MOST URGENT: 

A dead rat was found in the case when the sitar was ordered to be put in it. This shows that a serious disease, 

like the plague, is likely to invade the premises unless the rooms are kept scrupulously clean as already 

ordered. 

— Merwan 



11 October 1922 

But shortly afterward, the above notice was wiped out by the Master before all could read 

it (probably to avoid frightening anyone), and the following was substituted: 

Tincture of iodine should be applied on eczema, boils, pimples and any other skin trouble. 

— Merwan 

That evening, Ghani, Adi and Ramjoo were sitting on the front steps of the Manzil, 

complaining of the hard life they were leading. Ghani vented, “Baba is steadily increasing our 

difficulties. Afternoon tea has been stopped, sleeping hours have been curtailed and he insists on 

our stuffing food into our stomachs, despite our disinclination to eat. We no longer get fresh bread 

at breakfast; we have to kill at least 50 wretched mosquitoes daily; and each day new orders and 

instructions issue forth. He is always on us about something; we cannot breathe freely for even a 

moment.” 

Ramjoo agreed that he was right, and that their difficulties seemed to be increasing. Ghani 

added, “I feel Baba’s grip is tightening and growing stronger day by day ...” But hardly had he 

begun to finish the sentence when Adi was suddenly called by Baba. After some time Ramjoo and 

Ghani were also called. 

Baba scolded Ghani, “You don’t do any work around here and, on the contrary, instigate 

others to become lazy!” He then scolded Ramjoo and Adi, and ordered them not to talk among 

themselves for the next ten months! Before sending them away, he asked them, “Do you feel hurt 

about this?” 

Ramjoo and Adi replied that they did, but Ghani said, “I did not feel a thing. On the 

contrary, I began thinking I might make some mistake in carrying out this new order.” Baba did 

not appreciate hearing his comment and withdrew the order concerning Adi and Ramjoo, but 

ordered Ghani not to talk with anyone in the Manzil for the next ten months. He then directed 

Ramjoo to write the following on the notice board: 

SENT TO COVENTRY:187 

Everyone in the Manzil is strictly prohibited from talking, or holding any sort of communication by signs or 

through writing, or in any other way, with Ghani. 

— Merwan 

11 October 1922 

During their evening supper, Baba again emphasized that no one in the Manzil should have 

any connection with Ghani and to ignore him. He even went as far as to say that they were to treat 

him as if he were part of the furniture! For some days, Baba stopped talking with or seeing Ghani 

altogether and then sent Gustadji to ask him, “Now do you feel sorry in any way?” 

Ghani reiterated, “I do not feel anything.” 

Baba became all the more displeased, berating him, “If I am anything, I will make you tell 

the truth!” He then added to what was already written on the board: 

If Ghani has any shame left in him, he should immediately leave the Manzil. 

— Merwan 

During this period, some families of the married mandali were being financially supported 

by Baba. Later that same night of 11 October, Baba asked those mandali members concerned 

whether they had received money order acknowledgments from their families. Some replied no. 

 
187 “Sent to Coventry” is a British expression for being shunned. 



The acknowledgment receipts had been kept with Ghani, who went to his room and upon 

returning handed one receipt to Ahmed Khan Gavai and one to Kondiram. Seeing this exchange, 

Baba became so perturbed with Ahmed and Kondiram for having anything to do with Ghani that 

he demanded that the three men leave the Manzil immediately. Kondiram and Ahmed were 

frightened and began perspiring, while Ghani was resigned. After a while, Baba called them back 

and forgave them, slowly reverting once more to his good-humored self. 

Then he quietly addressed Ghani: “I order you to return to Poona and stay there. I am not 

sending you away permanently. You can keep your baggage in your room. You also can come here 

one day a month and stay with me. Your connection with me will remain intact and be secure. I 

will definitely do for you what I have to do.” 

Ghani pleaded, “I am bound to follow your order, but I don’t relish the prospect of 

remaining in Poona and spending only one day a month with you. I don’t know how I shall pass 

my time there.” 

Baba then inquired, “Does this mean that you felt something with this last order?” Ghani 

admitted he did, and Baba then told him to write on the notice board: 

By Ghani’s acknowledging that he is distressed from the beginning, he is forgiven. 

— Merwan 

11 October 1922 

The tense atmosphere in the Manzil dissipated, and all heaved a sigh of relief. Thumps and 

Bumps was played. When it was over, Baba told Ghani to write on the notice board: 

I beg you all not to express your bad intentions by your mean actions and words amongst yourselves. 

— Merwan 

Age reflected, “It is virtually impossible to understand the Avatar’s love and mercy. For 

those whom he loved and brought close to him, Baba had a dagger unsheathed ready to slit their 

egos! To tread the spiritual path is like walking on the edge of a sword. There the intellect does not 

count. Regarding his orders, there is no need to reason or analyze. 

“The Avatar always does that which is of the utmost benefit to all concerned. His only 

‘weakness’ is that he can never harm anyone. The Master had to do his work, and his apparent 

expression of extreme cruelty was, in fact, an expression of his extreme mercy. By rending the 

walls of his disciples’ obstinate egos, he was showering his blessings. Pounding the rock of the ego 

into dust, or cutting the thick veil of ignorance, results in suffering. His work is the annihilation of 

the ego-mind and that operation leaves scars, but the suffering eventually leads to infinite bliss.” 

At 4:30 in the morning on 12 October, before the mandali began their usual prayers of 

repeating God’s name, Baba gave the following discourse: 

There are two states, internal and external, divided or separated by a mental curtain or veil. To purify the 

internal state is not in the hands of any mortal being. It is impossible without the help of a Sadguru. Therefore, 

unless a person comes across a Perfect Salik or Sadguru, he should try his best to keep his external body clean. 

This is what every religion teaches. By perfectly carrying out the tenets of one’s religion, one has a chance of 

coming into contact with a salik or Perfect Master. By paying attention to external cleanliness, the internal to 

some degree also gets purified. 

Thus, to realize God, one of either two ways should be adopted — there is no in-between. Since the work of 

cleaning the internal is only in the hands of a Perfect Master, in his absence, the second best method is to look 

after the external as laid down by the teachings of one’s religion. Every religion prescribes dictates relating 

only to the external in reading, sitting, standing, keeping the body clean with baths and ablutions, and in the 

same way observing cleanliness about one’s food and clothes, et cetera. With the eyes, you are told to look at 

good and religious objects; with the tongue and lips, to utter prayers; with the ears, to hear divine recitations, 

and so on. Thus, the rules and principles underlying all religions are only external; and hence from the 

beginning, the Avatars have enjoined their followers to carry them out. 



The middle path adopted by yogis and others who studiously perform practices is almost always a complete 

failure because they depend upon the help of both the internal and the external for realizing the goal. In the 

practice of meditation, to activate the mind by deep inhalation and exhalation, they depend upon the internal. 

By sitting, reading and fasting, they make use of the external, and for this reason they generally fail. Therefore, 

until your fortune brings you into a Sadguru’s orbit, it is best to follow and adhere to the doctrines of your own 

religion as closely as you can. 

Once the internal is cleansed by the grace of a Perfect Master, then the person realizes God; after which the 

external is no longer cared for and is completely neglected. This is the reason why saints are usually found 

outwardly dirty. When their internal is rendered pure, what do the saints care about the external? The external 

will vanish one day anyway. 

When Ghani was preparing Baba’s bath around two o’clock that afternoon, the Master 

ordered chocolates from the market and distributed them among the mandali. He asked everyone if 

they liked the taste and, except for Arjun, all said they were delicious. Sometime later Baba 

inquired, “Is the taste which you enjoyed just a few moments ago still present?” The men replied it 

was no longer there. 

Baba then explained: 

The mind is pleased when a good thing is given to it, but it soon returns to its original state. The same mind 

revolts when some bitter medicine like castor oil is forced upon it, but again after a short while it reverts to its 

normal state. This proves that both the pleasures and pains of this world are ephemeral and short-lived. 

A few moments ago you ate the chocolates with a sense of enjoyment, but immediately after the same 

enjoyment and delicious taste became a thing of the past because the flavor did not linger in your mouth. Such 

is the case with all earthly pleasures and pains. 

Sexual intercourse is the highest type of sensual pleasure in the world, but how long does it last? Only a few 

minutes. If this, the highest of all worldly pleasures, is compared with the real happiness of eternal divine bliss, 

it is a mere shadow of a drop from the infinite ocean of eternal bliss. When once realized, the bliss is felt and 

enjoyed every second forever! From this comparison, you can imagine the hollowness of the world and its 

pleasures. 

In the evening Baba sang in Persian a couplet from a ghazal of Hafiz, which he explained 

to the men. He was in a splendid mood and it being Thursday — the day of the guru — the arti of 

Upasni Maharaj was sung. Afterward, for the first time in many months, the men were allowed to 

bow down to Baba’s feet and take his darshan. 

On the 13th of October, at 10:30 in the morning, Baba sent for Adi and Ghani, who were 

looking morose. He told them, “Be mentally free and happy.” 

He then explained what he meant: 

As the cause, so the effect; the cause may be big and important, or small and insignificant, but the result will 

definitely be according to it. The woes of this world are imaginary and are the self-created result of our own 

ignorance; having no cause, they are therefore unjustifiable. If there is no reason or cause, then it naturally 

follows that the result is unreal, insubstantial and meaningless. 

So why worry about the happiness, or misery, of this world which has no cause behind it except imagination? 

Just go on observing things as a passive spectator as they go on around you, keeping the mind free and happy. 

As Hafiz says: 

Both the happinesses and sorrows of the world will pass away. 

So it is better to remain peaceful throughout. 

At 4:45 on the morning of Saturday, 14 October 1922, when the men had gathered in the 

dining room to offer prayers, the Master inquired if anyone had dreamt anything last night. Ghani 

said, “I dreamt that in a lane on the main road of Bhendi Bazaar [a Bombay locality], I was sitting 

attired in a dirty ochre-colored robe. Some friends and relatives of mine were passing and, seeing 

me looking like a sadhu, they said, ‘There is the famous doctor of Null Bazaar.’ ” 

Then Abdur Rehman said, “I dreamt that Khak Saheb was talking to you, Baba.” 



At this the Master said, “If his dream is true, then Khak Saheb will return from Delhi 

today.” 

After breakfast, Baba ordered cricket to be played, saying, “Let Ramjoo and Abdulla 

[Jaffer] be captains and select their respective teams.” 

Neither knew the first thing about cricket and Ghani began teasing them, “Abdulla and 

Khak would make a beautiful pair as captains with their spectacles sliding down their noses!” 

This made Baba laugh, and he remarked, “Khak will surely return today.” After a game of 

cricket was finished, Khak and Asar unexpectedly arrived at the Manzil. 

Khak Saheb and Asar Saheb had been staying in Delhi for the past ten days to persuade the 

Mohammedan Sufi scholar Hassan Nizami to write an introduction to Upasni Maharaj’s Urdu 

biography, which was to be titled Gareebon ka Aasara (Refuge for the Meek). However, there had 

been no news from them for some days. Hassan Nizami had agreed to write the introduction, and 

they had informed him of Baba’s prediction of the coming manifestation of the Messiah, saying 

that Meher Baba had indicated the “first spark” would be in India, especially Karachi.188 

After the evening meals, Baba gathered the mandali and discussed the topic of his going to 

Sakori: 

My sufferings are now becoming unbearable and, by going to Sakori, Maharaj will take a little of the load off 

my shoulders; but because of this, Maharaj will have to suffer much internally. 

He may even beat me, abuse me and disgrace me in the presence of all at the time of Diwali [the Hindu festival 

of lights]. I have been telling you for months that advanced saints and mahatmas will disgrace and beat me, 

because at this moment the spiritual world is against me. So it is possible Maharaj may take the matter into his 

own hands by insulting and beating me. If I don’t go, however, and continue staying here, I shall have to suffer 

terribly. 

Except for Munshiji and Vajifdar, all the men agreed that Baba should go to Sakori, and 

he decided to leave that night. Baba then told Ghani to bring a particular passage from Swami 

Vivekananda’s writings, which Ghani read: 

The only true teacher is he who can convert himself, as it were, into a thousand persons at a moment's notice. 

The only true teacher is he who can immediately come down to the level of the student — transfer his soul to 

the student’s soul, see through the student’s eyes, hear through his ears, and understand through his mind. Only 

such a teacher can really teach and none else. All these negative, breaking-down, destructive teachers that are 

in the world can never do any good. 

Baba elaborated upon Vivekananda’s words: 

Suppose a teacher holding an M.A. [Master of Arts] degree teaches children the alphabet. Necessarily, he has to 

come down to the level of his students and read, write and repeat the ABCs along with them. Only then will he 

be able to teach and impart his knowledge to them and gradually bring them up to his own level. If he does not 

bring himself down from the great heights he has attained, his labors on the students would be wasted. 

Similarly, a Perfect Master brings himself down to the level of ordinary mankind and, in the course of time, 

imparts his Knowledge to his fellow man. 

Take the case of the Prophet Muhammad himself: When his enemies proved unrelenting and his life was in 

danger, he actually fled from Mecca and took refuge in Medina. The greatest Spiritual Master of the time 

behaved like an ordinary man when confronted with such a crisis. 

This is the reason why it is only the Sadguru who can make others like himself. It is impossible for majzoobs 

and masts to do this, as they are so drowned in their divine bliss that they are even unconscious of their bodies. 

When their state is like this — oblivious to the universe — how can they realize others? 

Referring to his condition in Bombay, as opposed to what it had been in Poona, Baba said: 

“Whatever I had told you was to happen in Poona is happening in Bombay. Months ago, I had said 

I would have to bear great suffering in Poona — so much so that my eyes will sink in their sockets. 

 
188 Five months later, on 19 March 1923, Nizami came to Manzil-e-Meem to meet Baba, but Baba was not 

meeting outsiders then and did not see him. 



This has taken place here in Bombay. I had told you I would be violently beaten; so it is possible it 

may soon occur here. My every word will come true, but I alone know how, when and where. You 

will not be able to understand them. To talk about and understand such subjects requires special 

ears and a different tongue.” 

Baba continued speaking about his internal suffering: “My suffering is twofold because I 

have received my charge from two sides — a little from Babajan and much from Upasni Maharaj. 

Maharaj knows this and, therefore, constantly sends word with Rustom or Sadashiv asking me to 

come to Sakori so that he may ease my burdens and sufferings. But by so doing the old man 

[Maharaj] will have to suffer greatly internally. But if I don’t go, my sufferings, which have already 

gone beyond endurance, will continue increasing. Thus I am caught between two fires!” 

After this, Baba asked Ghani to inform Khak Saheb and Asar Saheb about the spiritual 

regime which all the mandali had been following since the first of October. Ghani, accordingly, 

explained in great detail about the early morning rising, bathing, repetition and meditation orders. 

Asar openly objected to the pre-dawn rising and fixed hour for praying, asking why it was 

necessary. When Baba was told about Asar’s objection, he was upset. He rebuked Khak and Asar 

for questioning his orders and instructed all the Muslim members of the mandali to awaken 

whenever they liked and to do as they pleased. 

After quieting down, the Master directed these critical remarks toward Khak and Asar: 

“Who is there among you who knows more about shariat [outward religious ceremonies and rituals] 

than myself? You won’t find a truer Muslim than myself. I am what I externally am, but who among 

you knows what I am internally? Prayers and forms of worship are only meant for God. But you 

are so immersed in the formality of the thing and all its details, you forget God and worship the 

prayers.” 

In this tense atmosphere, Khak lost his temper and began blaming Asar. Up until then, Asar 

had been quiet, but after being upbraided, he loudly reproached Khak. An argument ensued and 

became so heated that, forgetting the subject of the new orders, they both began shouting at each 

other. Asar was so exasperated he refused to share a room any longer with Khak and requested that 

Baba separate them. The Master, however, said they should both be on amicable terms or else they 

would have to leave the Manzil. Within a short time, both men calmed down. 

After final instructions, Baba left for Sakori with Sadashiv Patil at 10:00 P.M. on 14 

October 1922. Before going, he made Khak and Asar promise not to argue further, to forgive each 

other and to continue working together on Upasni Maharaj’s biography. 

The order to awaken in the early hours of the morning for prayers was reinstated for the 

Muslim mandali. It seemed that, in order to wipe out some inner conflict between Khak and Asar, 

the question of prayer had arisen. It proved an effective medium for the Master to remove any 

resentment or misunderstanding brewing between these two strong personalities. 

Baba and Sadashiv arrived in Sakori early in the morning on 15 October. On the same day, 

Daulatmai had also arrived with her two daughters, Piroja and Mehera. While Maharaj’s niece, 

Gangi, was giving them a tour, they heard footsteps descending a nearby staircase. Gangi told 

Mehera and Piroja, “Merwanji, Maharaj’s closest disciple, is coming.” Baba swiftly descended the 

stairs and walked past them, giving Mehera, who was very shy, her first opportunity of seeing him. 

Although no words were spoken, it was a great moment. Age was deeply moved by its 

significance. Mehera’s heart was struck by Baba’s countenance and sang out: "At last, at last! I've 

seen the Lord at last!” 

Mehera’s mother, Daulatmai, had met the Master before when she had been to Sakori, but 

she had not explained to her daughters about Upasni Maharaj or Meher Baba. 

Later, in Maharaj’s thatched hut, Mehera and her mother and sister were seated on the floor 

when Baba entered. With folded hands, he stood before Maharaj, who beckoned him to leave and 



wait outside under a nearby mango tree. He immediately bowed to Maharaj and left, circling the 

hut three times performing what is known to Hindus as parikrama — reverently honoring the guru’s 

abode. Seeing Baba’s love for his Master touched Mehera’s heart. The Divine Song had called her 

awakening heart to Sakori, and he himself had traveled here only to meet her. 

Mehera’s tears were now crying, “O Song! How humble you are! How beautiful you are!” 

And the Song replied: “I am yours forever and you are mine. Because I am humble, my 

melody will melt the hardest stone!” 

Mehera spontaneously longed to be with Baba and the voice of Age whispered, “Pure One! 

Soon you will join your beloved Lord, and the lute of your life will play his sweet song every day!” 

Maharaj emerged from his hut and sat with Baba in the mango grove. Together they 

arranged plans for Baba’s mandali to come to Sakori for two days during the upcoming Diwali 

festival of lights. 

After staying in Sakori for eighteen hours, Baba and Sadashiv left for Ahmednagar. He bid 

farewell to all those at Sakori as he climbed into a waiting tonga. The devotees of Upasni Maharaj 

rushed forward to touch his feet, but he waved them away and swiftly rode off in the tonga. 

Contrary to what Baba had predicted in Bombay, instead of speaking against him, Maharaj 

had instructed all those present in Sakori to touch Baba’s feet, declaring that he was a great Master. 

While at Sakori, devotees surrounded Baba wherever he went, affording him little time to talk 

privately with Maharaj. Maharaj had given ghee to Sadashiv to massage Baba’s body, so that he 

would have a relaxing rest during the afternoon. 

This trip to Sakori was especially significant, because it afforded Baba the opportunity of 

meeting Mehera, who was later chosen to become his closest female disciple. Selecting her was the 

real reason for his trip. Also, this sacred occasion was the last time Meher Baba was to set foot in 

Sakori during Upasni Maharaj’s lifetime. He would not see Maharaj again until October 1941, 

nineteen years later. 

Baba arrived in Ahmednagar late at night and stayed at Gulmai and Khansaheb’s house, 

Sarosh Manzil. The next day Baba visited Khansaheb’s brother-in-law, Kaikhushru Ardeshir Irani 

(Sarosh’s father, known as Elder Kaikhushru), at his home near the Camp area of the town. 

Although Elder Kaikhushru had been opposed to Upasni Maharaj and Baba, and did not attend the 

Sarosh Manzil house opening, on this occasion he welcomed the Master warmly. Baba was in a 

good mood and recited couplets from the Shahnameh in Persian to him, which he enjoyed. Sarosh’s 

sister, Mota, was betrothed to Keki Irani during this occasion. 

Gulmai had been permitted to visit Manzil-e-Meem several times prior to the following 

incident. Once, after Baba had returned from Ajmer, she had gone to Bombay in response to a 

telegram informing her that her father was seriously ill. Gulmai arrived in Bombay at nine in the 

evening, consulted with Baba at the Manzil and then went to Parel where her father lived. He passed 

away the next morning. While the funeral prayers and rites were being performed, she received a 

message from Baba to come to him. She went as soon as the body had been taken to the Tower of 

Silence for the dead and, after seeing Baba, returned home to Ahmednagar.189 

Some time later, her daughter Dolly’s navjot (Zoroastrian thread ceremony) was performed 

in Parel. In the evening Baba and the mandali were invited to celebrate the occasion. Gulmai’s 

brother, Dr. Minochershaw Irani, had been ill and was to have an operation soon and wished to 

consult Baba about it. Baba informed him that there was no need to be concerned and that he would 

recover. Despite the Master’s kindness, Minochershaw had no faith in Baba and spoke against him 

to his sister and others. 

 
189 Gulmai’s son Adi was living with Baba at Manzil-e-Meem at the time, but Adi was not permitted to 

attend his grandfather’s funeral.  



Because of her faith in Meher Baba as a Master, Gulmai also continued to be harassed at 

home by her in-laws, also, who did not believe in his divine attainment. When the situation became 

intolerable, Gulmai would weep while secluding herself in a special prayer room where Upasni 

Maharaj had stayed while visiting her. One day her in-laws ridiculed her terribly. On that very same 

day, at Manzil-e-Meem, Baba told Adi and Gustadji that he was very angry with Adi’s father, and 

that Gulmai would be coming to see him within eight days. And she did arrive exactly on the eighth 

day. 

On one occasion, while Gulmai was present, Baba turned to Gustadji and said, "As I see 

all things, my heart sinks!” 

Gulmai requested a clarification, but Baba refused to explain himself. He then asked her 

what she had been doing on a certain day in the recent past. She remembered that it was the day 

when she had wept while looking at his photograph. She tried to evade a reply. He gazed at her and 

asked, “Were you looking at my photograph?” She nodded affirmatively, and then he asked, “How 

many tears did you shed on my behalf!” She evaded his eyes and kept her head bowed. 

Her son, Adi, interjected, “That was the same day when Baba told us that he was very upset 

with Father.” 

Baba smiled at her, softly saying, “I see you in Adi’s eyes. He is the frame, and you are the 

image inside.” 

The following day was Id, a holy day in honor of Prophet Muhammad, and a celebration 

was held. Munshiji brought a white kafni with lace for Baba to wear. The Master looked 

magnificent in it. Seeing Gustadji’s torn shirt, Baba told Gulmai to repair it, but Gustadji would not 

let her. Baba later told her, “Never mind what he says. If you sew for Gustadji, it is tantamount to 

doing service for me.” 

After a few moments of silence, Baba asked Gulmai, “Do you know what I did just now?” 

She said no. 

Baba said, “No one knows what I am doing even at this moment.” 

Gulmai answered, “Nothing of what you are doing is apparent to me.” 

“It is my work which no one can understand,” he replied. 

On one occasion, while placing his hand on a light switch, he told Gulmai, “Look, the bulb 

is connected by a wire to the switch. I just press the button, and there is light. Similarly, when the 

Perfect Master presses the button, the spiritual mother will have illumination! Until then, 

remember, patience is required.” 

At another time, he used the example of a fetus which has to live inside the mother’s womb 

— as if in captivity — for nine months: “If the child is not given the full cycle of time, he is born 

prematurely and is often unhealthy.” He then added: “I am also bound. I want to be free. And I also 

want to make you free.” 

Baba left Ahmednagar by train on the night of 16 October, and returned to the Manzil at 

8:30 the next morning. After reading through the correspondence received during his absence, he 

wrote on the notice board: 

If during the past two days anyone has broken any order of mine, small or large, either knowingly or by 

mistake, he should admit it to me by eight o’clock tonight. 

— Merwan 

17 October 1922 

Everyone acknowledged some fault to the Master. Although no one was allowed to read 

anything, unless directed, Ghani admitted he had read a ghazal of Asar Saheb’s published in the 

Urdu newspaper Bashral. For his infringement of the order, Ghani was sent out to buy a book 

written by Swami Vivekananda. 



Gustadji informed Baba that in his absence there had been a heated argument between 

Rustom and Naval Talati. Naval was certain that if a megha rag (rain tune) was properly sung, rain 

would fall. Rustom, however, was firm in his opinion that without spiritual powers, it was not 

possible to bring rain. Baba commented: 

What Naval says is true. By singing the megha rag, rain is possible and no spiritual power is necessary. It is an 

acknowledged fact that by rain clouds colliding, rain falls. Sound also travels in waves, and scientists have 

proven that it takes time for them to travel. The traveling of sound waves can be easily understood if you look 

at a person washing clothes at a distance. When he strikes the clothes on the stone, the sound does not 

immediately reach you; he strikes the clothes, but you hear it after a few seconds. 

Similarly, in singing the megha rag, when the sound has the required pitch and vibrations it creates waves 

causing a disturbance in the clouds which results in rain. This is a natural phenomenon; what is there to 

disbelieve in it? Compared with this, the discovery of the radio and the telegraphic wireless is harder to 

believe; without any apparent connecting link, message or sound is made to travel great distances between two 

points. 

Now what is the voice? Where does it originate? When one hears sound coming out of his mouth, it must be 

existing somewhere. In truth, sound pervades the universe. God is sound, light — everything. There is a point 

from where sound issues forth, and from that Creation point, or Om point, evolution starts. Sound has been 

given a door — our mouth — to manifest from. When a sound comes out of the mouth it is lost in the 

Universal Sound which is everywhere. 

So what wonder is there if the sound produced by singing the megha tune reaches the clouds two miles above 

the earth and produces rain, when it is a recognized fact that sound waves are sent through telegraphy 

thousands of miles away? There is nothing spiritual or supernatural in producing rain through sound waves. 

It is for this reason, because sound travels and creates various vibrations, that a person should read the holy 

books whether he understands their meaning or not. The words in the Zoroastrians’ Zend Avesta, or in the 

Hindus’ Gita, or in the Muslims’ Koran, and in other scriptures, are so arranged that when they are pronounced 

the sound created comes very nearly in unison with the Universal Voice and is a great help in influencing a 

person spiritually. 

While Ghani was preparing the Master’s afternoon bath, Baba asked Ramjoo, “Does God 

have a mother?” 

Ramjoo thought for a moment and replied that he did not know. Irritated, Baba said, “Don’t 

you even know the story in the Koran?” 

To settle the matter, Khak and Asar Saheb were called to Baba’s room. Asar observed, 

“What Ramjoo said is correct. Who can say with certainty whether God has parents or not?” 

Baba taunted Asar, “If you don’t know yourself and are not certain about it, then why do 

you ridicule the Christians who believe in the Son of God? Whatever it may be, you should not so 

easily renounce your religion. Outwardly you must adhere to it.” In view of the Master’s argument, 

Asar had to eventually accept this explanation — while Khak observed the incident peering through 

his spectacles. 

Baba asked Ghani, “Does God have any children?” 

Ghani replied in the affirmative, while the others emphatically denied it. Baba asked Ghani 

to explain himself. “According to you, when God has a father, what error is there in supposing He 

has children, too?” 

Baba retorted, “Having a father does not necessarily mean one must have children! But it 

is true that God has innumerable children. The multifarious powers that emanate from Him can be 

said to be God’s children. The Hindus call God Deva, and His 33 crore [330 million] powers are 

called devtas.” 

When Baba returned from his bath, he found Asar Saheb asleep. He immediately 

reproached him for sleeping during the day. After calming down, Baba explained to him about the 

third eye: 



In addition to our two outward eyes, there is a third eye internally which sees through the two outward eyes and 

is situated between the eyebrows — the yogis know about it. The real yogi, in his advanced state, sees God, or 

Brahmand [the God of the universe], through this third eye contained in his mind — within the skull. 

The Sadguru sees three different things as it pleases his fancy. With his external eyes, he can see the universe 

and the world; with his inner eye, he sees God. And with his external eyes he actually sees all that exists 

coming out of himself in the form of innumerable circles — through the point of his inner third eye. Those 

yogis who see the Brahmand can be counted by the thousands, while Perfect Masters are always very, very 

few. 190 

After these explanations, Baba reclined in the dining hall, seemingly asleep, while Ghani 

massaged his legs. When the Master awakened at 5:45 P.M., after sleeping so long, he remarked 

that he thought it was morning, asking Gustadji, “Are tea and breakfast ready?” When he was told 

it was evening and time for supper, Baba remarked, “I have never slept like this before. I must have 

brought it [the restful sleep] from Sakori.” 

The next evening, after dinner, Baba called the mandali to the hall and said: “From the 1st 

of November, I am beginning my inner work very seriously, and those who want to continue to 

stay with me should sign an official agreement on stamp paper.191 But they should think it over 

carefully before signing it; for after putting their signatures, they should be ready to hold fast to my 

feet even if any calamity befalls their families. In case someone in your family dies, or is seriously 

injured, or is overtaken by some misfortune, you will have to remain with me throughout.” 

The Master asked Ghani to read out the agreement: 

Manzil-e-Meem 

18 October 1922 

We the undersigned, in full possession of our senses and of our own free will and accord, hereby agree not to 

leave Meher Baba under any circumstances from the 1st of November 1922 to 25th of April 1923. We also 

agree to stay on with him, unmindful of any family events, even if our families face some misfortune like the 

death of our nearest relative, friend or parents. After the lapse of the said period, Meher Baba binds himself to 

fulfill the promises which he has already verbally agreed to before the 10th of June 1923. However, if any of us 

fail to stay with Meher Baba under any difficult and trying circumstances, then he is not obliged to keep his 

promise. 

After the agreement was read and explained, it was passed among the mandali for their 

signatures; everyone except Asar Saheb signed. Without giving any reason, Asar openly refused to 

do as he was asked. Baba sternly ordered him to leave the Manzil, and Asar replied that he would 

spend the night outside, but would return in the morning. Baba did not accept this, saying that once 

he left the Manzil without signing the agreement, he left forever and should not come back. 

Thereafter, all the men went down to their rooms for the night, while Baba had a private talk with 

Asar. 

In the morning the mandali found that Asar had signed the agreement at eleven o’clock the 

previous night and had then left. Above his signature, he had made this qualifying remark: “I shall 

follow as far as I can.” This made his return permissible if he so desired. 

 

The mandali left Bombay on the night of 19 October for Sakori; every man went except 

Khak Saheb and Ghani, who stayed behind with Baba. They arrived in Sakori the next morning, 

and Upasni Maharaj sat with them for a long time, telling them many stories and issuing certain 

 

190 Later, Meher Baba clarified that there exists on earth at all times 56 God-realized Perfect Persons 

(Shivatmas), five of whom are Perfect Masters (called Sadgurus in Vedanta and Qutubs in Sufism).  

191 Stamp paper is a government-issued form of different denominations on which various legal transactions 

are recorded. 



instructions. The main point of his advice was that under any circumstance, through thick and thin, 

the mandali should hold firmly to Baba: 

Listen to what Merwan says and obey his orders. By doing so, you will be troubled to some extent, but you 

should try to bear it cheerfully. If, however, the suffering does go beyond endurance, you should humbly tell 

Merwan about it, and he will lessen it. The circumstances may be comfortable or otherwise, but you should 

hold fast to Merwan and on no account leave him. Day by day, God is manifesting more and more through 

Merwan. Great times are ahead for him. In every circumstance, and by every means, hold to him at all costs. 

Maharaj emphatically impressed on the mandali to adhere to Baba’s orders and always be 

attentive to his pleasures and work. 

After Maharaj’s directives, Durgabai served a delicious meal. They spent two pleasant days 

in Sakori in the intimate company of Baba's Master. 

According to Baba’s instruction, on 23 October, the mandali left Sakori and proceeded to 

Poona to meet Babajan. After taking Babajan’s darshan and answering her inquiries about “her 

son,” they left for Bombay, arriving at one o’clock in the afternoon. They told Baba about their 

stay in Sakori and about Babajan, and he was pleased. 

The next Sunday, 29 October, Baba decided to give alms to the poor. He instructed the 

mandali not to eat or having anything to drink (even water) until the poor program was completed, 

and sent Ramjoo and Ghani to the bazaar to buy 100 cotton shirts to be distributed among the poor. 

Baba told the other men each to find and bring four persons — lepers, the blind or the destitute — 

to the Manzil. Ordinarily, 1,000 beggars could easily have been found in Bombay with the hope of 

free food and clothing. But it was not an easy task to locate 100 of the genuinely needy, helpless 

and poor. 

Rustom brought a man with no legs in a small cart which Rustom (wearing a coat, slacks 

and a hat) pulled the whole way to the Manzil. People on the street stared at him, a well-dressed 

man doing a coolie’s work. But how could they know that Rustom had no money, and the cart had 

been borrowed? Although Rustom looked like a respectable, wealthy person, the fact was he had 

not a cent in his pocket, since carrying money was against the Master’s orders. 

Ghani hunted for three miles throughout Dadar but could find only one destitute person. 

Vajifdar went as far as Bhendi Bazaar, where he found a few needy persons; but the problem was 

how to take them back to the Manzil as he, like Rustom, had no money with him. But besides being 

an expert cricketer, Vajifdar was also an expert in persuasion. He persuaded one of the destitute to 

loan him the fare to take them in a tramcar, promising the poor man he would repay the money and 

pay for the return journey. Vajifdar succeeded in bringing many deserving people to the Manzil in 

this manner. 

Ramjoo hunted around Byculla Bridge, where he found a group of such beggars. Luckily, 

he came across a friend who lent him the one rupee necessary to bring the lot back to the Manzil. 

Each of the mandali faced difficulties in carrying out the Master’s instructions. The destitute people 

were not sure of the mandali’s intentions. They wondered how a person who had no money for 

either a tramcar fare or a taxi could possibly give them free food and clothing. Some were afraid, 

suspicious of falling into a trap or scheme to lock them in an asylum. But the warm reception they 

received from Baba upon reaching Manzil-e-Meem banished all their doubts. 

The Master bathed many of the more than 200 poor people who were gathered and 

personally served each of them food. He gave each man or woman clothes and even garlanded three 

of them. Then he lovingly sent them away. Rustom took the legless man back in the cart. There 

was a great change in him, for the man was now wearing new clothes and a garland around his 

neck. 

After all the destitute people had departed, Baba instructed Sarosh to bring four buckets of 

water with ice and to pour three bottles of rose syrup into them to prepare sherbet. Sarosh did so. 

Everything was ready; the mandali waited anxiously to have a nice cool drink after a long day of 



fasting. Just then, Masaji made some inappropriate comment, and Baba became very irritated. 

“Sarosh, throw those buckets of rose sherbet in the gutter!” he said. All four buckets were thrown 

out, while the mandali silently cursed Masaji for provoking Baba. Sarosh approached Baba, “Please 

pardon us, we are feeling very thirsty.” After some time, Baba calmed down. A new batch of sherbet 

was prepared and distributed, and the mandali broke their fast, eating the food that was left over. 

 

The tomb of a renowned 12th century Sufi Master named Baba Abdur Rehman Malang (or 

Haji Malang Shah) is situated 30 miles northeast of Bombay near Kalyan. The shrine is famous for 

being a place of pilgrimage for both Hindus and Muslims, one of the few dargahs (tombs) where 

religious rites of different religions were performed. Baba planned a trip to visit it. 

With several of the mandali, Baba left Bombay by train early in the morning on 30 October. 

Upon reaching Kalyan they hired two cars to drive to the tomb, located on a forested hill known as 

Malanggad. They proceeded toward the hill, but because of the recent rain, the dirt road was quite 

muddy. They could only drive six miles, so they covered the remaining distance on foot. But despite 

walking for three miles through the hilly tracts, they could not find the shrine. Apparently, they had 

walked in the wrong direction. 

Baba selected a spot under a tree to rest and told the men, “Lay the flower jali [sheet] we 

have brought here, in the name of Malang Shah, and bow down as if you are present before his 

tomb.” All did accordingly and Baba vowed that they would surely visit Malang Shah’s tomb 

sometime in the future. Before God, in the name of Allah, he then forgave himself and the others 

for their inability to ascend the mountain. And he told the mandali not to think about it any further. 

On their return they again lost their way and went a mile ahead of where the cars were 

parked. But this mistake was lucky, as they met their driver on the road on his way to the village 

thinking the group would not come back until evening. 

Reaching Manzil-e-Meem at 5:30 in the evening, Baba remarked, “Today’s pilgrimage 

could not be said to be incomplete, as on the notice board it was written, ‘... to go to Kalyan’ instead 

of ‘... to go to the tomb of Malang Shah.’ Next time we will take care to write Malangarh [Malang 

Hill].” 

The men understood what he meant. Because of this oversight they had not been able to 

reach Malang Shah’s tomb, and realized that, for some other reason, it was by the Master’s wish 

that they had missed the way. 

During this period, a flour mill on Elphinstone Road (near the railway bridge) was 

purchased by Behramji, Rustom, and Asthma to provide employment to those men at the Manzil 

who needed jobs.192 The mill, however, was located in an undesirable area at Parel — a thickly 

populated place with stinking sewage flowing in gutters nearby. The building was dreary inside 

and in a dilapidated condition. To operate the mill there were three engines and about six grinding 

machines. 

Despite the unwholesome atmosphere, Faredoon (Padri), Abdur Rehman, Ramjoo and 

Slamson began working there each day as ordered by the Master. Faredoon was the mechanic; 

Ramjoo and Abdur Rehman the cashiers; and Slamson the manager. The mill machines would 

frequently break down, and at the end of the month, the cash returns showed more of a loss than a 

profit. Ghani, in his own sarcastic manner, referred to the mill as the “White Elephant Mill on 

Elphinstone Road.” Soon after, the mill was closed down. 

 

By Baba’s order, during October 1922, final preparations for publishing Upasni Maharaj’s 

biography in Urdu were intensified. By November, advertisement posters and leaflets were printed, 

 
192 Elphinstone Road is now called Jagannath Bhatnagar Marg. 



and a publishing company named Circle & Company was formed under Rustom’s legal aegis. Baba 

gave specific instructions to the men at the Manzil about the distribution of leaflets and the hanging 

of posters at different fixed locations throughout the city. 

On 3 November, Baba told Ghani to put up some posters printed with Upasni Maharaj’s 

picture, advertising the book in the Mohammedan locality of Jumma Masjid, and to distribute the 

handbills to Muslims there. Reluctantly, Ghani proceeded to the popular mosque accompanied by 

Aspandiar (Pendu, a Zoroastrian) and Arjun (a Hindu). Ghani had frequented this mosque in the 

past. When his fellow Muslims found him plastering the posters of a Hindu guru on the walls of 

the mosque, they teased and ridiculed him. 

Baba then sent Ramjoo to another mosque, named Jakaria Masjid, in the Kacchi Mohalla 

neighborhood for the same purpose — advertising Upasni Maharaj’s forthcoming biography. 

Ramjoo, who was also a Muslim, was well-known in the area and begged Baba to send someone 

else. Baba allowed him to be excused and ordered another Muslim, Abdur Rehman, to go to that 

mosque. He sent Ramjoo to Phool Gali (Flower Lane) to advertise the soon-to-be-published book. 

Ramjoo plastered the posters on the doors and walls of a mosque there and, after the Muslims 

finished their prayers, he stood at the entranceway handing out leaflets about the book. Ramjoo did 

not escape rebukes, however, for he too was scoffed at and insulted by the Muslims there. 

A thousand copies of Gareebon ka Aasara arrived from the printer on 15 November, and 

selling the books became a regular activity at Manzil-e-Meem. Rustom and Vajifdar were the two 

men wholly occupied in this work and were ordered by Baba to sell as many copies as possible. 

The other men in the Manzil were told to help during their leisure time, “in every available spare 

hour,” as Baba put it. 

Urdu is derived from Persian and it is commonly spoken among Muslims in India. 

However, every man in the Manzil had instructions to sell a certain number of copies of Maharaj’s 

Urdu biography among their friends and relatives, whether they were Muslim, Hindu or 

Zoroastrian. Ramjoo had a particularly difficult time disposing of his copies, so he contacted a rich 

relative in the hope he would buy several copies, but the relative only asked, “How long have you 

been so down-and-out that you’ve had to resort to this sort of peddling?” Ramjoo, who had been a 

successful cloth merchant, was embarrassed and bid a speedy farewell, after managing to sell him 

two copies. 

Ramjoo once tried selling Upasni Maharaj’s biography at the wedding of another relative 

and even delivered a speech to the gathering about the book’s deep significance. The Muslims 

jeered and booed, shouting, “You are speaking to Muslims about a Hindu guru! Are you crazy? Do 

you think we would buy such trash?” 

Another time, Ramjoo saw his cousin and tried to explain to him about the spiritual 

importance of the book, but had little success. Ramjoo told him that the introduction was written 

by the revered Sufi scholar Khwaja Hassan Nizami. Hearing this, the relative sneered, “Who? 

Khwaja Nizami? He is a first-rate crook! I definitely would not buy anything Nizami endorses!” 

Ramjoo was taken aback and left. 

On one occasion, Rustom and Vajifdar approached a lawyer, handing him a copy of 

Gareebon ka Aasara. After casually glancing through the book, the lawyer asked, “What do you 

want me to do?” 

Rustom jokingly said, “Why don’t you buy 100 copies — you can afford it!” The man 

immediately pulled out Rs.300 from his pocket and handed it to Rustom. Later they learned the 

man was genuinely interested in spirituality. 

For many days, Rustom and Vajifdar walked all over Bombay trying to sell the books. 

During the course of their daily solicitation, it was recommended that they visit a wealthy merchant 

who owned a lot of property and managed a successful business. When they went to meet the man 

at his office, they found him sitting in a small room on the bare floor dressed like a common clerk. 



They were shocked by the man’s humble attire, but he welcomed them lovingly and bought several 

copies of the book. 

Vajifdar, a famed cricketer, would go to the cricket matches where he was well-known, 

and try to sell the book to the spectators watching the game. Many of his acquaintances felt sorry 

to see this famous athlete reduced to hawking books! Out of pity for him, they would purchase the 

books. Vajifdar even sold books during intervals at matches where he himself was playing as one 

of the captains. 

Once Ramjoo approached a secret service official, who was a friend of his family, to sell 

him a book. At first the man appeared to be genuinely interested in spiritual matters, but in the 

course of the conversation, the government agent admitted that he was simply doing his job and 

trying to secure information about what went on inside the Manzil. He candidly told the startled 

Ramjoo that the premises had been watched for weeks by government agents, that some of the men 

had been followed, and that all telegrams and letters had been scrutinized. The agent further 

explained that the Manzil was suspected of harboring a secret society with either political or 

criminal motives. The agent described what the police had come to suspect, and Ramjoo clarified 

certain matters, explaining about Meher Baba and the different men living with the Spiritual 

Master. In the end, to Ramjoo’s surprise, the agent then purchased five copies of the biography. 

By these activities, Baba made the men at Manzil-e-Meem undergo various experiences, 

showing them how to remain humble and to persevere in the face of indifference, ridicule, insults 

and humiliation. Despite the trying circumstances surrounding the sale of the biography, many 

people in Bombay came to know of Meher Baba and Upasni Maharaj through this book. 

Nonetheless, Age found the situation most peculiar. Here were men of different 

communities hawking the Urdu life story of a Brahmin Perfect Master, who had a Mohammedan 

Guru (Sai Baba), and whose chief disciple was a Zoroastrian Irani. Moreover, the “salesmen,” while 

professing to be leading a spiritual life of renunciation, were apparently eager to sell as many copies 

of the book as possible and collect as much money as they could! 

 

Before Baba had left the Poona Hut for Bombay, he had sent Vishnu to Ahmednagar to 

work for Adi’s father. But after six or seven months, in November 1922 Vishnu was called to 

Bombay and began residing at Manzil-e-Meem. 

On Sunday, 19 November 1922, a Muslim named Nasir Ahmed from Bhiwandi came to 

meet Baba. When asked how he had come to know about the Master, Nasir narrated this recent 

incident: 

“One day, when I returned home, my servant informed me that an unexpected guest was 

waiting to meet me. The guest turned out to be a venerable old man, who said his name was Abdul 

Wahid. During our conversation, he casually hinted that I should go to meet Meher Baba. I 

informed him that, although I had heard of the Irani Master, I hesitated to go for his darshan since 

he was not a Muslim Master. 

“Abdul Wahid then explained to me: ‘Masters have no religion. Meher Baba is the first of 

our time. He has been appointed the special duty of creating as many walis [saints] as possible. At 

present, his state is such that he can transform anyone whom he embraces into a saint! Go meet 

Meher Baba and give him my salaams.’ ” 

Baba’s response was a smile and he remarked that Abdul Wahid was spiritually advanced, 

and that Nasir was fortunate to have heeded his advice. Nasir’s brother Aziz Ahmed arrived in the 

evening with a similar tale. 

Papa Miya Chaudhri was another Muslim visitor. He came to the Manzil on the first of 

every month to collect a Rs.100 donation from Baba towards the running of his educational 

institution in Poona for poor Muslims. 



 

Tension had been building among the men because, for several days, the Master had written 

on the notice board: 

Someone has committed a bad deed in the Manzil. 

— Merwan 

At first the mandali took it as a general warning to all. However, on the 4th of December 

they found an additional notice which disturbed them more: 

Unless the culprit confesses his fault to me within three days, I will leave the Manzil. 

— Merwan 

The mandali had misgivings and started questioning and accusing one another. Each, in his 

own way, tried to discover the transgressor, but failed. After two days, another notice appeared on 

the board: 

Only one day remains for the culprit to admit his guilt; otherwise I will go away from the Manzil. 

— Merwan 

6 December 1922 

Everyone was distraught and dreading the consequences. Nervously, they discussed the 

matter among themselves throughout the day. Evening was approaching and the tension was 

unbearable. Would the Master carry out his threat? Who was this scoundrel who refused to come 

forward and admit his wrongdoing? Would all the men be punished for his mistake? 

As gloom hung over the Manzil, when the stipulated period was about to expire, Baba 

suddenly came storming down from his room. All wondered if he was leaving. Like a lion, Baba 

pounced on one of the servants named Mahboob, who would wash their dishes among other chores. 

Catching hold of him, Baba accused him, “Didn’t you commit an impure act?” Mahboob was 

shaking with fright, but lied that he had not. 

“No?” Baba asked scornfully. “Aren’t you ashamed to lie to me?” At Baba’s describing 

the place and circumstances in which the act was done, naming the woman involved, Mahboob 

admitted his guilt. Baba spoke as if he had witnessed everything. Mahboob openly confessed that, 

while the Master and the mandali were away in Kalyan, he had had sexual intercourse with a low-

caste sweeper woman employed to clean the toilets. Although Baba forgave Mahboob, he did not 

allow him to reside in the Manzil any longer. He was sent to Munshiji’s home, and Munshiji was 

instructed to find Mahboob a job in Bombay. 

 

Naval had been very ill for several days and Baba would often visit him at his house to see 

how he was feeling. During his illness, Naval had a vivid dream in which Sai Baba appeared and 

told him clearly: “Whatever difficulties you are suffering from, it is given to you intentionally by 

Meher Baba. You and the others do not know who Meher Baba is because of his young age. He 

can even be called Rasool-e-Khuda [Muhammad] and it is not wrong for you to say that. 

“Don’t leave him. Many will run away from among his mandali; only fourteen persons will 

remain. But I and Upasni Maharaj will see that you remain in the circle.” 

Naval believed in the divinity of both Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj, and his faith in Baba’s 

divinity and authority was profoundly deepened by this dream. 

Khak Saheb’s old Stower car had become a constant source of trouble and expense to him. 

At the beginning of their stay at the Manzil, Naval had recommended overhauling the car for Baba's 

use. Baba wanted it to be disposed of at any price, but Naval had insisted that if repairs were made, 

it would be “worth its weight in gold!” Baba did not want the car, but agreed to keep it on the 



condition that Naval would have the car fixed. Although the car was rickety, it had been used to 

bring purchases from the bazaar, pick up and drop off the mandali working at the flour mill, take 

copies of Upasni Maharaj’s biography for sale, and convey Baba and/or the mandali to and from 

various locations, including some afternoon matinees at the cinema. But the mandali sometimes 

had to push the car to get it started, and they even had to have it towed via bullock cart back to the 

Manzil at times. 

Naval tried his best, but the Stower could not be made reliably serviceable. It was decided 

therefore to sell raffle tickets with the car as the grand prize. 

On 22 December 1922, Baba sternly told the mandali, “You do not carry out the work I 

give you with 100 percent of your heart and you have become inattentive to my orders. Now, 

because of your negligent attitude, I will neither eat food nor drink water.” Obviously upset, and 

without saying another word, he retired to his room early at four in the afternoon. 

The next day, Baba had written on the blackboard the following notice: 

If the fixed number of copies of the book [Upasni Maharaj’s biography] and the lottery tickets for [Khak 

Saheb’s] motorcar are not sold by 31 December, then Manzil-e-Meem will be out-of-bounds [closed] for those 

who fail. 

Because I am keeping aloof, it does not mean that minor orders are not to be followed. The more inattentive you 

are to my orders, the longer I will remain aloof from you. But if you wish to see me playing, eating, chatting 

and working in your company, then you had better take all my orders seriously and obey them sincerely. 

— Merwan 

23 December 1922 

At 11:00 A.M. on 24 December, Baba called fourteen of the men to his room and told them, 

“My seclusion is because of spiritual reasons. Maharaj has recently imprisoned himself in a bamboo 

cage at Sakori and is suffering for the good of his mandali. Now that my real spiritual work has 

started, many of the present mandali will leave me. You will see.” The fourteen men again solemnly 

promised Baba that, in every situation, they would stay with him for the stipulated period. 

During this period, a rumor was circulating in Poona that Meher Baba and his followers 

were in Bombay for illegal purposes. People said he had gone there to deceive and rob the public. 

It was rumored that Manzil-e-Meem was a trap laid by the Irani saint and his companions to lure 

the unsuspecting and swindle them out of their possessions. 

Thus, from the outset of Baba’s work, opposition had begun. But Baba was not concerned 

about it. Only later did the mandali realize that opposition was a definite part of his spiritual 

working. At times, Baba would encourage his enemies and critics to speak their minds, and he often 

remarked that opposition was beneficial to his work. 

On 27 December, Baba called all the mandali to his room. It was the fifth day of his 

seclusion and fast; he was not eating or drinking anything. He inquired whether they thought he 

should relieve them of the day-to-day small orders. After a long discussion, it was settled that, 

except for 28 specific orders, all of the Master’s previous instructions would be void. Until then, 

all his orders had been verbal, but he instructed, “These 28 orders and the seven previous orders 

should be typed out and a copy given to each of you.”193 After this was decided, he added, “This 

evening I will come down and eat with you. But, I will eat only once every 24 hours, and this half-

fast will continue until further notice.” 

Baba then told Ghani, “Tell Mirza [the bookbinder] that it would be better if the qawaal, 

who he was to send this evening, could come early tonight.” Ghani went to Mirza who arranged to 

 
193 The “seven previous orders” refers to a list of orders each had been given in June 1922, before moving 

in to Manzil-e-Meem.  



reschedule the musician. But Ghani told the bookbinder to also come in the evening, and this proved 

to be a mistake. 

When Baba found out that Ghani had invited Mirza, he was furious and ordered, “Send 

Mirza back as soon as he comes!” Ghani felt awkward, wondering how the man who had arranged 

this qawaali program could be so discourteously turned away? But when the singer and his party 

arrived, Mirza was not with them. He had had a sudden attack of fever, and this greatly relieved 

Ghani’s anxiety. The embarrassing situation Ghani had imagined was lifted and he was able to 

enjoy the qawaali singing. 

Later that day, Ramjoo also experienced the Master’s compassion. On the way to the 

Manzil (from the flour mill), Ramjoo lost the cash receipts. He did not feel upset about it, but was 

fearful of how perturbed Baba would be about his carelessness. Anxiety-ridden, Ramjoo informed 

Baba what had happened. Surprisingly Baba smiled, casually telling him to forget it and enjoy the 

singing, which went on for several hours, until 9:30 that night. 

On the 28th of December 1922, the mandali found this notice posted on the board: 

Parsis and Iranis are permitted to read Zend Avesta; the Muslims, Al Koran or instructions about namaz; and 

the Hindus, the Gita. (If so desired, the biography of Upasni Maharaj can be read.) All previous orders are 

hereby canceled. 

— Merwan 

He then called each man to his room and handed him a copy of the 28 orders, as well as 

the seven previous orders issued before coming to stay in the Manzil. The 28 orders were as follows: 

1. Baths should be taken daily. After a haircut, an extra bath is permitted. 

2. One hour — between 7 and 8 — every morning is reserved for cricket or any other game. Members who have 

jobs are exempted. 

3. Clean your room at least once a day. 

4. Do not go into the dining hall, the upper hall and the backyard with your shoes on. As far as possible, avoid 

using chappals [sandals] and shoes in the bungalow. 

5. It is strictly prohibited to enter the toilet without putting on the wooden sandals provided for that purpose. 

6. No one should enter anyone’s room without the consent of at least one of its occupants. 

7. When the bell is rung, all should immediately proceed to the dining hall, except for the five o’clock bell in 

the morning which indicates the start of morning prayers. 

8. Do not give away or exchange your clothes or food among yourselves. 

9. Eating less than to your full satisfaction is strictly prohibited. Report the reason for your inability to eat 

despite hunger and, also, in the case of no appetite after accepting food. 

10. Any decline in health should be reported immediately. 

11. While out at work, do not spend more than two annas for drinks. And when off duty, don’t keep money in 

your possession. 

12. Striking another under any circumstance is strictly forbidden, even in the case of self-defense. Wrestling and 

boxing are prohibited. 



13. Lies, abusive language and ill-feelings toward one another are not allowed (to the extent of breaking my 

order). 

14. Do not read books, newspapers, magazines and anyone else’s letters. 

15. Do not visit relatives without permission. 

16. Do not write a letter to anyone, unless previously sanctioned. 

17. Permission is required before going out. 

18. In order to avoid impure actions, do not touch anyone while having sexual thoughts. Avoid vulgar stories 

and other such topics of conversation. 

19. Do not touch any girl except your mother or sisters. 

20. Without being ordered, do not consume any food not cooked in the Manzil while outside. 

21. Any sexual act must be immediately admitted. 

22. A haircut and shave are allowed on Sundays and Thursdays before noon. 

23. It is not necessary to report any breach of orders, except in cases where asked to do so. 

24. No one should enter the manager’s [Rustom’s] office of Circle & Company without his permission. 

25. Before going to sleep, cover your ears with a piece of cloth or put cotton in them. 

26. Everyone must sit down while drinking. Plates should be removed after every meal by the members 

themselves. 

27. Bathing rooms should not be used as urinals. 

28. Falling at the feet of Meher Baba is strictly prohibited. 

 

SPIRITUAL ORDERS: Rise at four in the morning and offer prayers between five and six o’clock. According 

to your respective religions, daily visit your places of worship and carry out any other individual spiritual 

orders as given [by me]. 

Since the day Baba had started his one-meal fast, he had been serving food to the mandali 

himself. On Friday, 29 December, when he was serving Ghani’s plate, Ghani said, “I don’t have 

much of an appetite today; I don’t wish to eat.” 

Baba became upset by this remark and angrily told him, “You have just broken one of the 

28 orders.” 

Ghani replied, “According to my understanding, I have not broken any.” While scolding 

Ghani, Baba suddenly threw the plate he was holding at Behramji. The atmosphere was tense as 

Behramji cleaned up the mess, but within a short time the argument stopped and Baba became 

calm. 

Ghani left the room without eating. He was distressed throughout that whole day and the 

next and wept frequently. On the 30th of December, he had a vivid dream of Hazrat Babajan: 



I found myself sitting near Babajan at Char Bawdi in Poona. At first, I felt Babajan frowning angrily at me. But 

after some time, she drew near and made me sit in an odd position — back to back with her. In this position, 

she continued rocking me to and fro. Then, reclining in my lap, she began to play in a most lovable manner. I 

then had a novel experience: one moment I felt Babajan laughing and playing in my arms, and the very next 

moment it was Baba, instead! This continued for some time. 

While napping in the afternoon of the next day, Ghani had a dream of Narayan Maharaj: 

I saw Narayan Maharaj walking on the road, followed by a throng of devotees. Some of our mandali, too, were 

with him. When my turn came to approach Narayan, I saluted him reverently. He asked me many questions 

about my life. I told him I had renounced the world in the service of Upasni Maharaj. Narayan took my hand in 

his and, looking at my palm for some time, told me, “You are 25 years old.”194 I have forgotten what else he 

said. 

Then the scene changed and I found myself in front of my house in Lonavla. There were many other people, 

some standing and others loitering about. I saw Asar Saheb talking loudly and cracking obscene jokes about 

women. I turned my back to him and, seeing this, Asar remarked, “Why should Ghani listen to us now, he has 

become a wali!” 

Meanwhile the crowd began shouting, “Upasni Maharaj ki jai!” Turning around, I saw Maharaj coming toward 

my house. I could see he was extremely tired. He was covered with dust from head to foot, and looked as if he 

had traveled a long distance. Khak Saheb and myself were the first to approach him, kissing his hands in 

reverence. Although internally I offered sashtang namaskar [prostrating before a guru], externally I could not 

do so with the crowd of Muslims outside. In reply to the obeisance given by the people, Maharaj himself did 

sashtang namaskar to the crowd and then walked straight into my house. 

No one was inside the house except the women of my family. They kissed Maharaj’s hand in reverence. He sat 

down on the bare floor and told them in a serious tone, “I have come to talk about something with these 

people.” He meant us at the Manzil, but I was the only one from the mandali present. “They don’t understand 

things and misinterpret everything! They are trying to find loopholes in the orders so they can escape from 

them instead of facing them boldly.” 

He then told me, “Are you a child not to understand these things? Do you eat hens’ droppings? Be particular to 

take a bath.” 

Ghani awoke at this point and was happily relieved to find that his mental distress had left 

him. After he narrated these dreams to Baba, Ghani posted a description of them on the notice 

board. A register was kept in the main hall for recording the dreams of the mandali, and 

occasionally Baba would ask someone to read from it. 

 

On 3 January 1923, Baba called all the mandali to his upstairs room and said, “Somehow 

let us manage to spare an hour or two every evening to discuss domestic matters of the Manzil, and 

then to devote some time to recreation.” All agreed to this, and a few rules were laid down for the 

nightly meeting. After a long discussion, this meeting was dubbed the Gutta — meaning the 

Wineshop. 

Each of the men was allowed to voice his opinion and vote independently on matters. Ghani 

was elected secretary and kept a record of the proceedings, while Baba was the chairman. All were 

free to make suggestions irrespective of, and without fear of, others’ opinions, and they were to 

vote on issues independently. One speaker was to follow another, but only after getting the 

chairman’s permission. No one was otherwise allowed to speak — lest it turn into a normal tavern 

where uproar and disorder usually prevail. Each man had to raise his hand before speaking, and 

thus the Master established an official body of government in the Manzil. 

Baily described the Gutta as follows: 

All kinds of discussions took place in the Gutta. If anybody wanted to say anything — important, unimportant, 

worldly, or spiritual, pertaining to a close one or to others — anything and everything was discussed openly, 

freely, and frankly without any hesitation, shyness or fear. All were given such freedom of speech to such an 

 
194 Ghani was 31 at the time. 



extent that even matters pertaining to Baba were permitted — if anyone felt reason to complain against him, 

about his orders and opinions, or if anyone felt hurt by him. All such issues and anything else could be openly 

and frankly brought up in the Gutta. 

Quite often the discussions would lead to heated arguments, and whenever the situation seemed to be getting 

out of control, Baba would intervene and, bringing the house to order, would settle the issue. At other times, 

Baba would sit quietly, enjoying all the proceedings with a smile on his face. After the discussions, Baba 

would give his own opinion and there would be further discussion on that and the matter would be put to vote 

for the majority decision. At times, when Baba was not in favor of the majority decision, he was obliged to 

give his final vote, and everybody had to obey it. 

There were two rules of this Gutta that were to be always followed. The first one was that irrespective of how 

excited or angry one may become during the course of the discussions, deliberations, arguments, etc., one 

should refrain from using unparliamentary and abusive language. One should not use words that were insulting, 

hurtful, or humiliating to others. Under no circumstances should such heated arguments be allowed to take a 

serious turn. No trace or vestige of ill-feeling should be retained in the heart, nor should one create enmity with 

another. The second rule was that any matters discussed and decisions arrived at, or thoughts and ideas 

exchanged within the Gutta should not be mentioned outside the Gutta. 

On Saturday, 13 January, the Master described to the mandali a dream he had had the 

previous night: 

I was traveling with the mandali by train. From the opposite direction, a long funeral procession was coming. 

On inquiry, I learned that this was Babajan’s funeral. At Poona, I got down from the train and went to Char 

Bawdi. There I saw Babajan lying down, surrounded by a large crowd, wailing and shouting that she had died. 

I passed my hand over Babajan’s face, and she rose! 

I told her that people thought she was dead and gone, and her only reply was, “Yes, that’s right — I really am 

dead!” 

While listening, Abdur Rehman burst out laughing, and Baba asked him the reason. Abdur 

said, “That is the very same dream I had last night!” 

On 15 January, the Master offered to explain to Khak Saheb and Ghani the current 

melancholy prevalent in the minds of the men: 

In this Path, ordinarily one has to pass through three stages. The first stage consists of a keen interest and 

intense longing to know about and experience God, resulting in bright hopes and pleasant expectations. Then 

the second stage of disgust, disappointment, apathy and consequent suffering ensues. The third, but last stage is 

that of the Realization of God. At present, all in the mandali are in the second stage, which lasts quite a long 

time. Since it is inevitable, try to put up with it and pass through it cheerfully. Don’t leave me for any reason. 

During the evening of 16 January 1923, Ahmed Khan was supervising the marching of the 

mandali in the back compound. Ahmed had previously been in the army and, in smart military 

fashion, was shouting, “Left turn, hut! Right turn, ho!” The marching lasted for about an hour, and 

Ahmed made the men sweat like new recruits. Afterward, Baba disclosed the reason for the 

strenuous exercising: “Today is Kakaji’s daughter’s birthday, and he has sent us a large quantity of 

rich food. To create an appetite and to digest such food requires exercise.” 

Baba’s routine of ingesting food and water only once every 24 hours — in only a very 

small quantity — continued in January. He would also ask for raw tobacco, which he would chew 

day and night on an empty stomach. In the evening he would take a hot bath with numerous buckets 

of water. Ghani and Gustadji were near him during the nights and both remarked that he continually 

tossed about, scarcely sleeping. Despite this abnormal behavior, Baba remained more active and 

alert than anyone else at the Manzil and continuously supervised the premises. 

The mandali had sold raffle tickets for Khak Saheb’s car and the drawing was held at the 

Manzil on 28 January. The “lucky winner” was a Hindu named Satchitananda, one of the bhajan 

singers from Mahim (an area of Bombay). 



When Ghani would be alone with the Master at night, he would often try to wend the 

conversation toward spiritual topics; or if he found Baba in a good mood, he would ask questions 

and try to induce Baba to give explanations about spirituality. Sometimes Ghani would deliberately 

quote Persian or Urdu couplets from ghazals, in the hope that Baba would offer some comment or 

explanation. On the night of 29 January, finding the Master in a communicative mood, Ghani 

recited this couplet: 

Love originates in the heart of the Beloved. 

Unless the lamp burns, how can the moth become mad after it? 

Baba “took the bait” and explained it to Ghani: 

It is assumed that there is a lover and a Beloved, and the connecting link between them is love. Although God is 

universal love, let us, for the sake of argument, concede that God at first begins to love or attract a talib 

[aspirant] by means of sufferings. The aspirant, not understanding the true significance of such an overture 

from Him, begins to protest and resist. This results in easing the situation for the time being, and again a pull is 

exerted toward the one to be attracted. But the instant sufficient love is kindled in the heart of the aspirant, 

which expresses itself in the desire for seeing God, the Beloved becomes indifferent. In this way, the game of 

attraction and repulsion continues for an undefinable period, but ultimately ends in Union with God. This is 

exactly what Hafiz explains when he says: 

“One tip of a strand of hair is in my hand, the other in the hand of the Friend. 

Our tug-of-war has been going on for years.” 

Whatever degree of love you have for me, in the same proportion, at times, you will hate me also. This hatred or 

repulsion is the resistance offered by you when I am trying to attract you toward me by my internal love. In the 

course of time, you will begin to respond to my love with equal intensity. Then the force of my love will relax 

and, at that time, I shall become indifferent. 

A Master has love for all members of his circle. This treasure of divine love, which has come to me through 

Babajan and Maharaj, will be shared at its proper time with the members of my circle and others, in accordance 

with their connection, services and sufferings. The esoteric fact which I want you to remember is that the 

Beloved is more keen and eager to realize the lover than the lover’s anxiety and longing for such union. 

Either Ghani or Ramjoo would be near Baba from 9:00 P.M. to midnight, and Aspandiar 

would keep watch from midnight to 4:00 A.M. Sometimes Aspandiar’s eyes would droop, since he 

had to work during the day and would have only a few hours of sleep. But as his eyes were about 

to shut, Baba would nudge him with his foot, telling him to keep awake. 

 

During late January 1923, criticism of Meher Baba and the mandali began appearing in a 

local Gujarati newspaper. A few days before, Upasni Maharaj had been criticized in the same 

newspaper. The public was warned to keep away from Baba and his band of unscrupulous 

followers. The Master paid no heed to the newspaper editor’s criticism and would not allow anyone 

to write a rebuttal. 

After this warning was given in the newspaper, only a few courageous people ventured to 

meet Meher Baba. So this warning, in its own way, proved a help to Baba’s work, as it brought 

only the sincere few. They were the ones who, after careful thought and weighing all the pros and 

cons, dared to meet him. In fact, one should beware of Meher Baba. To be near the fire and jump 

into it is meant only for the brave. 

Ghani had the habit of sleeping late each day and consequently would not participate in the 

early morning cricket matches. So Baba freed him from the game and allowed him to sleep. Ghani 

was delighted, but his joy was short-lived. His room faced the back courtyard of the Manzil, where 

the game was played. His bed was by a wall that was under a large window, divided into smaller 

panes. While playing, Baba would fling the ball hard toward one of the window panes, sometimes 

shattering the glass. Ghani would peep out of the window in fright, having been rudely awakened. 

On one occasion, the ball Baba threw shattered the largest pane of glass and Ghani awakened with 



a shock. “How can I possibly sleep when you deliberately throw the ball at my window?” he 

shouted angrily. “I know you are doing it on purpose!” 

Baba replied, “The only solution is for you to rise early with the rest of us and sleep in the 

afternoon!” 

Each disciple at Manzil-e-Meem was learning that in this Path with the Master, sleep and 

any personal preference was taboo. To enter the lane of the Beloved is in itself difficult. After 

entering it, there is suffering from beginning to end; but the disciple experiences bliss as well. 

Without this suffering and the pain of longing, life is found to be empty for the disciple. 

Baba had the habit of picking on his disciples’ weaknesses or teasing them until they lost 

their temper, then he would smile, saying, “You lost.” It happened with each of Baba's mandali 

from time to time. On 31 January, Ghani again became the target of Baba’s goading. After the 

incident subsided, Baba called him to his room and explained: 

When a Master is in the most perfect and peaceful internal state, or when some internal work is nearing 

successful completion, there sometimes automatically occurs an overflow of this internal state in an outward 

manner. The external outburst by a Master is the shadow of his internal perfect state and is radically 

contradictory to the bliss within. Consequently, in its outer manifestation, it takes the form of abusive language, 

shouting and beatings. But whosoever receives these ego-shattering blessings from a Perfect Master is very 

lucky indeed, since these tongue-lashings and physical beatings work miracles for him and bring him 

unimaginable benefit, especially in his external affairs. 

But with you mandali it is quite different. Your connection with me is settled and predetermined since time 

immemorial — since the first day of creation — and no power on earth can affect it. Therefore, I have put a 

stop to these outbursts and beatings, since you have no need of them. But, even if it occurs you should not mind 

it. If you cannot even bear my harsh words now and then, it will be very troublesome to both of us. If that is the 

case, I will have to stop mixing with people altogether and stay locked up in my room day and night. 

Remember and understand that during the course of my spiritual working, very often my cup of bliss overflows 

and I desire to share it with the fortunate ones nearest at hand! 

 

2 February 1923 was the 38th day of Baba’s one-meal-a-day fast. On this day, Gustadji did 

not keep Baba’s food in the exact place where he had been instructed. Baba became extremely 

vexed and threw the food away! “I won’t eat tonight because of Gustadji’s carelessness,” he 

declared. In the evening Baba also refused his usual bath. 

Later, during nightwatch, he consoled Gustadji, “It is not your fault. I wanted to fast for 36 

hours. That is why this ‘breeze’ occurred.” 

After fasting for 39 hours, the next morning at 9:00 A.M. Baba drank a glass of fruit juice. 

Soon after he wrote on the blackboard: 

From 15 February 1923, I have decided to remain only on liquids such as tea, buttermilk, soda, et cetera. 

From 11 to 15 February, bhajan singing will be performed. On 15 February, 500 people are to be fed and 100 

poor to be clothed. 

— Merwan 

While conversing with the mandali that same day, Baba explained the state of God-

realization and the Perfect Master and Avatar: 

Realization is only one. The difference between the Perfect Masters and the majzoobs is that the former have 

the authority to use the power they have, while the latter do not. That which is handed over by the Perfect 

Master to his chargeman is not power — which is already in him — but the authority to use it. During his 

physical lifetime, the Perfect Master can do the greatest amount of Universal work for the good of the world. 

After he leaves the body, he enjoys eternal bliss, and though the power is with him, he cannot use it. 

For this reason, at the tomb or samadhi of a Perfect Master there is spiritual power. But it is the faith of people 

in the disembodied Master which becomes the medium to utilize that power. It is for this reason that people 



derive benefits by revering a Perfect Master’s tomb; but the benefit accruing from such sources and drawn 

upon by the individual’s faith is invariably material in nature. 

Internal spiritual benefit can only be derived when the God-realized Master is in the physical body. There have 

been some rare instances of people deriving spiritual benefit from the shrines of past Masters or saints. But this 

spiritual benefit is derived only in special cases where the earthly connection of the receiver and the giver has 

been cut short by unavoidable circumstances. Such instances are very rare and far between.195 Material benefit 

from disembodied saints is more common and is in proportion to the faith of the receiver. 

There is nothing outside ourselves. Everything such as planes, heavens, universes, earths, beings and things are 

all within us. The Master gives the aspirant nothing that is not already latent in him; he is only instrumental in 

rousing the aspirant to the awareness of the divine treasure within him. He shows us the treasure that is already 

there. Duty, therefore, means ‘authority’. It is for this reason that a Perfect Master is ever eager and longs to 

give up this mortal body which prevents him from enjoying his eternal bliss. From the beginningless beginning, 

the Avatar is the only Perfect Master who takes birth on this plane again and again from time to time. The last 

perfect form of that Sadguru was Rasool-e-Khuda [Muhammad]. As Maulana Niaz Ahmed says: 

“The name and characteristics of my Friend in every age vary. 

His form changes — but the face is always one!” 

 

During breakfast, on Sunday, 4 February 1923, Baba emphasized to Gustadji: “If I fall ill 

and you find me senseless, or if I seem to be in a very dangerous, critical condition, and even if I 

plead for relief, don’t ever send for a doctor!” Gustadji promised he would obey. 

The Gutta meeting was being held every evening, and new topics were raised daily. During 

that day it was decided to enact a play for the Master’s upcoming birthday. Jalbhai, Arjun, Rustom, 

Asthma, and Nervous were the cast, and they demonstrated their talents and amused all by imitating 

a bunch of drunkards. 

Between five and six o’clock games were played. The game of atya-patya was to be played 

later that Sunday night after Naval connected electric lights in the compound. At that time, Baba 

was in a fine mood. However, at nine o’clock when the game started, Baba appeared reserved, as 

if brooding about something, though he seemed to be taking some interest in playing atya-patya. 

The game had been in full swing for half an hour when Baba, while running at full force, collided 

with Babu Cyclewalla and fractured the toe of his left foot. He went limping to the dining hall, 

suffering excruciating pain. 

Within a short time, his face had turned pale. He sweated profusely and afterward vomited 

several times. He alone knew why he was suffering so, as he repeatedly uttered, “I am dying! ... O 

God, I am dying! ... I wanted to do one thing and the reverse has happened!” The joyful atmosphere 

had turned into one of extreme seriousness and anxious concern for Baba’s welfare. 

While the mandali chaotically tried to alleviate his discomfort, he whispered several times 

to call for a physician or vaidh — an ayurvedic doctor. In this critical situation and in the excitement 

of the moment, all, including Gustadji (whom Baba had particularly told that morning), forgot that 

the Master had strictly prohibited calling a doctor under any circumstances. 

Rustom and Nervous immediately went in search of an orthopedic doctor as the others 

massaged Baba and placed cold towels on his forehead. Suddenly he started shivering and having 

spasms — as if he were being blasted by ice cold winds! The spasms caused his limbs to vibrate 

continually. Despite his pain, Baba said, “Even had my leg broken, it would not have mattered. It 

is the inner shocks that are killing me and taking my breath away. Considering my physical state 

after the fast, my body cannot bear these shocks!” He added, “I knew this would happen! It is an 

 
195 The instance of Sai Baba and the Sadguru Zarzari Zar Baksh, who bestowed Realization upon Sai in 

Aurangabad during the 1850s, is an example of spiritual benefit from a Perfect Master several centuries dead. 

 



aspect of my inner work which, instead of being spent in the desired direction, has rebounded and 

come back on me with such terrible force.” 

After an hour, the effect of the internal shocks lessened. Different remedies had been tried 

to ease the pain in his toe. To prove that he was not suffering from the effect of the injury, Baba 

stood up and began walking about the compound without limping. 

Just then a bone-setter arrived, but Baba refused to see him. The doctor was paid the 35 

rupee fee, but was puzzled, since he had not seen the patient. Rustom and Nervous had been frantic 

when they brought him to the Manzil, telling the doctor it was an emergency and to come 

immediately — now he was told that everything was all right. Rustom stammered that the patient 

felt much better and did not need any treatment. 

The doctor responded, “Since I am already here and have been paid, it is better that I 

examine the injured person. The pain of the injury might lessen for a while, but then again it may 

flair up, worse than before. And you, yourself, claimed that my presence here was essential and 

most urgent.” 

With difficulty, the embarrassed Rustom persuaded the doctor to leave. Baba’s foot was 

soaked in hot water, medicinal turmeric paste was applied, and the toe was bandaged. The tension 

in the Manzil soon subsided, as if nothing serious had happened. Baba then asked the mandali, 

“Can any one of you guess what the meaning of this mishap is?” Everyone expressed his own view, 

but no one’s inference was correct. 

Afterwards Baba revealed, “You will recall what I have been frequently telling you about 

Asar being very unlucky and that he will either go mad or die some horrible death.” The men 

remembered, and Baba explained, “This injury and internal shock to me was due to Asar. I tried 

intervening on his behalf, but the result is a failure. He is quite unfortunate compared with all of 

you. Within a week, you will hear something about his tragedy.”196 

Baba then confronted Rustom and Nervous, “Why did you break my order? Why did you 

send for a doctor?” 

Rustom protested, “But Baba, you were in such terrible pain … You said you were dying!” 

Baba retorted, “Even if I had died, you should not have disobeyed my instructions! What 

could the doctor have done for me anyway? My suffering was the result of my internal work for 

Asar. It is a question of obedience to my orders. Adhere to my orders and see that in no situation 

are they ever disobeyed. Only by executing my orders will you keep me pleased, and to keep me 

pleased is the highest service you can possibly render.” 

Late that night, Ghani was pressing the Master’s feet, and Baba told him to retire at exactly 

1:30 A.M. Ghani wondered how he was to know when it was 1:30, since there was no clock in the 

room and he was not wearing a watch. Ghani was puzzled as to what to do. He thought if he did 

not leave at 1:30 he would be breaking the order − but if he did leave, the sound of his departure 

would probably disturb Baba. After some time, Baba appeared to be sleeping but suddenly turned 

over and asked what time it was. Ghani left to look at the clock and was surprised to find it was 

exactly 1:30. 

 

In those days, Baba had a tendency to suffer from constipation whenever he ate regularly. 

But since starting his one-meal-a-day fast, he was passing watery stools several times a day. The 

men who attended to him were beside themselves to understand how he could pass so many stools 

 
196 Aspandiar (Pendu) recalled about Baba’s suffering in this incident that Baba had later explained, “I was 

trying to work so that Judas should no longer play the part of Judas [in this advent] — but I failed to 

achieve that object.” 

 



when his stomach was virtually empty. Although he was eating one solid meal, he would have ten 

to twelve bowel movements each day. His appearance, too, would change from day to day; at times 

he looked weak and feeble, but at other times he appeared strong and active. 

One day Baba convened a session of the Gutta and said, “Let us have a motto.” All agreed 

this was needed. After a dozen suggestions and rejections by various men, Baba, himself, 

spontaneously proposed “Mastery in Servitude.” Everyone liked it, so it was officially adopted as 

the motto of Manzil-e-Meem and later was used on a seal of the Master’s work. 

During the night of 8 February, Ghani was reading to Baba from the book The Life of 
Ghous Ali — a Mohammedan Qutub, who was a ghous type Perfect Master like Sai Baba, and 

separated his physical body parts as an aspect of his spiritual working. Ghani asked, “Why did 

Ghous Ali Shah have to contact nineteen different Masters — eleven Mohammedans and eight 

Hindus — prior to God-realization? Why was it necessary for him to contact so many Spiritual 

Masters?” 

Baba replied: 

In actuality, God-realization is always given by only one Master. But to gain normal consciousness and 

Knowledge, it is sometimes necessary to contact other Masters. It is also very often the case that the Sadguru 

who realizes a person also brings him back to gross consciousness. 

In my case, Babajan gave me God-realization in a moment by lifting the veil, but for worldly consciousness and 

Knowledge I had to spend seven years with Upasni Maharaj. During this period of my return to normal 

consciousness, I had connection with other Perfect Masters, and I contacted them, too. Thus, if a Sadguru 

realizes or advances one, he is then entitled to be called one’s Murshid or Master; although, as far as 

Realization is concerned, there is only one Master. 

Ghani then asked why an authorization in writing — known as sanad-e-vilayat — is 

required prior to a saint’s being put in charge of a spiritual jurisdiction. He cited the incident of the 

Mohammedan saint, Ali Ahmed Sabir, who was ordered by his Master to obtain the authority of 

his sainthood signed and have it endorsed by another Master, Hazrat Jamal Hansvi, prior to 

assuming his duty as the chargeman of the town of Kalyar (near Roorkee).197 

Baba gave this explanation: 

A signed letter or document is one of the ways of transferring the spiritual charge externally. During my last 

four months in Sakori, I myself had to take the charge from Upasni Maharaj in writing. The [government] 

stamped paper and other agreements I have dictated and had executed from the mandali, although not as 

important as the sanad-e-vilayat, still are not without deep meaning and spiritual significance. 

The spiritual transfer of power and authority that takes place between a Master and disciple must always be 

symbolized by giving it a concrete external form. Among Mohammedan walis and pirs, such saints invariably 

give their chosen chargemen the “robe” of chargemanship in the form of some wearing apparel, like a cap, a 

turban, an apron, or some other such tangible token.198 

 

In celebration of Maha Shivratri (a Hindu festival of Lord Shiva), the Hindu mandali from 

Poona were invited to Bombay on 11 February 1923. During the Gutta meeting, Baba expressed 

concern about how they could accommodate their guests and, at the same time, prevent 

contamination, since there was plague in Poona. A lengthy discussion ensued on this point, and it 

was finally decided that the moment they arrived, they should be sent to the seashore to bathe and 

wash their clothes. They would be admitted to the Manzil, but only after they had discarded all the 

fine gifts and food which they might have brought for Baba and the mandali. However, when 

 
197 Ali Ahmed Sabir (1196–1294; also known as Alauddin Ali Ahmed Kaliyari) was the nephew and 

disciple of the Perfect Master Baba Farid Shakkar Ganj.  
198 An example of the “robe of chargemanship” is the case of Sai Baba and his Master Gopal Rao, who 

presented Sai with his dhoti. Sai Baba had the dhoti sewed into a kafni which he always wore.  



Sadashiv Patil and Khak Saheb arrived at eight o’clock that night, Baba ordered that hot water be 

poured over them. They were made to take a bath in the compound with all their clothes on. 

Meanwhile, rehearsal for the play, Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, to be staged during the 

Master’s birthday, created much merriment but also much confusion.199 Some of the men were 

overacting and some forgot their lines. In the end, it was decided to cancel the play. 

On the 11th of February, a new daily schedule came into effect in the Manzil. It was noted 

on the bulletin board: 

NEW SCHEDULE 

From 9:00 to 11:00 A.M. — Playing of any game 

11:00 to 12:00 noon — Lunch 

12:00 to 1:00 P.M. — The Gutta meeting 

1:30 to 3:30 P.M. — Rest 

3:30 to 5:00 P.M. — Any game 

6:30 to 7:00 P.M. — Dinner 

7:00 to 8:00 P.M. — Bhajan Singing 

The Poona mandali arrived the next morning and were sent to Chowpatty Beach to bathe 

in the sea and wash their clothes. Upon their return, they were permitted inside the Manzil. 

On 13 February, a large pandal (tent) was erected over the backyard of the compound for 

Maha Shivratri and Baba’s 29th birthday celebration. Bhajan singing was held there at midnight. 

Baba, however, spent most of the time with Ghani in the upper hall. 

While talking with Ghani about esoteric matters, the Master explained the difference 

between natural, unnatural and supernatural principles: 

By acting according to the principles of nature — and not going against it — the result arrived at is natural. But 

by not following the principles of nature and going against it, naturally the result is unnatural. By following the 

natural way, if the result proves unnatural, then that can be called supernatural. For example, it is natural to eat 

food by the mouth and pass excrement from the rectum. But it is supernatural to eat by the mouth and not pass 

any stool. If, instead of feeding one’s self by the mouth, one is fed through the rectum, then that is unnatural. 

On the 15th of February, a search was made throughout Bombay for the blind and destitute; 

but this time Baba’s “standard” of what defined a poor person was more general, and there was no 

great hardship involved in bringing the required number to the Manzil. The feeding lasted until 

4:00 P.M., and almost 800 people were fed. The men broke their fast of 24 hours at nine that night, 

as ordered by the Master; however, Baba did not break his fast and remained on buttermilk. 

The next morning, the mandali who lived in Poona left for their homes along with Sayyed 

Jamadar, who had been staying in the Manzil until then. 

Meanwhile, a Muslim named Maulvi Abdul Wahid of Hyderabad arrived in Bombay in 

search of a friend and stayed in the mosque at Dadar. While he was meditating in the mosque, he 

saw a bright light issuing from the Manzil. He immediately concluded that there must be a divine 

 
199 A silent film, Julius Caesar, was one of the first films ever shown in Poona, around 1911. Baba had 

taken his brother Jal and cousin Pendu to see the film. 



personality inhabiting the place. The next day, when he sat in meditation, he saw a still brighter 

light, and in its brilliance he was able to read the words MANZIL-E-MEEM. 

It was on 16 February when Wahid could no longer remain passive to his vision. He came 

and stood outside the Manzil. He was in such a dazed state that he ended up standing on the 

sidewalk the whole night without speaking to anyone. 

The next morning, the Master noticed the stranger outside. He sent Gustadji to inquire 

about the reason for his silent sentry by their gate. Wahid narrated his story about the light he had 

experienced in the mosque and added that he felt profound peace within himself near the Manzil. 

By Baba’s order, Wahid was directed to Munshiji’s house, where he was given food and informed 

about who Meher Baba was. 

After dinner, a meeting of the Gutta was called, and the mandali asked, “Why is it that we 

always hear of outsiders — such as the maulvi [priest] today — having great experiences of your 

divinity and seeing brilliant lights? And why are we, who you say are members of your circle, left 

in the dark?” 

Baba gave a brief but convincing explanation: 

What happens when you place a kerosene lantern on the floor? It sheds light all around, but the area which is 

closest to it — encircling its base — is always dark. So it is with you who are closest to me. What is the use of 

all these great experiences and seeing of light? One day I will give you the real light and you will be out of the 

darkness forever! Wouldn’t you rather have that? 

Baba’s mother Shireenmai, his aunt Dowla Masi, his cousin Naja, Gulmai, Daulatmai and 

her sister Freiny came to Bombay for Baba’s birthday celebration. The ladies’ lodging arrangement 

was made on the top floor of the Manzil. Baba vacated his room for them and stayed downstairs 

with the mandali. 

In the evening, finding the food Dowla Masi had cooked insufficient for all, Baba became 

extremely annoyed. He picked up the jars of pickles and other edibles she had brought to the Manzil 

and threw them onto the nearby railway tracks! Dowla Masi had prepared rawa with fried raisins, 

almonds and pure ghee, and had even borrowed the money to prepare all these delicacies. Hers was 

not a serious mistake, nor had she done it intentionally; but Dowla Masi, nevertheless, fell prey to 

her nephew’s divine wrath. 

In a short time, deadly silence reigned in the Manzil, except for Baba’s “roaring” and rapid 

strides back and forth throughout the house. The women and men disappeared in fright, hiding 

behind the locked doors of their rooms (some under their sheets). Baba was stalking about like a 

tiger, despite his having fasted for so many days. His extraordinary strength greatly amazed the 

mandali, especially since he was suffering from dysentery. He finally picked up a flower pot and 

hurled it at his aunt. Frightened, the plump woman ran away and bounded over the verandah just 

as the flower pot crashed into the railing, barely missing her. Dowla Masi was short and stout — it 

was amazing to see her hurdle the railing and leap to the ground. Seeing this humorous sight, Baba’s 

mood changed almost as suddenly as it had begun. The situation calmed down. In a tranquil mood, 

he began smiling and talked lovingly with Dowla Masi and the other women, as if nothing had 

occurred a few minutes before. 

But there had been a reason for the Master’s outburst. On the day he fractured his toe, he 

had told the mandali about Asar Saheb, saying how unlucky he was and that the news of his tragic 

situation would reach them within a week. This foretelling of misfortune came true when on the 

same day he became upset with Dowla Masi, they received a letter from Asar. Despite his promise, 

Asar had written to Baba saying he was leaving him as he desired “another connection,” implying 

another guru. It is possible that Baba’s outward expression of anger toward Dowla Masi was meant 
for Asar’s benefit. Nevertheless, Dowla Masi was fortunate to have withstood her nephew’s wrath 

and to have received his “prasad.” 



Soon after, Masaji was sent to the bazaar, and everything for the birthday celebration was 

cooked again by Dowla Masi. 

Baba’s birthday was anticipated with much excitement and joy. The festivities were 

scheduled for Monday, 19 February. As the day dawned, many invited guests began pouring into 

the Manzil. The atmosphere was full of happy animation. Naval decorated the Manzil, its 

compound and the pandal; flower pots were arranged and young saplings beautified the grounds. 

Cascades of flowers were hung around the house, and a special velvet sofa was brought for the 

Master and splendidly decorated by Munshiji. The scene was quite lovely and breezes swung the 

sheets of flowers, wafting their fragrance throughout the premises. 

When Baba was requested to occupy the sofa, however, he refused on several pretexts. 

After great beseeching, he entered the pandal but sat on the floor, where he was profusely 

garlanded. A mound of sweet-smelling flowers was laid before him. Despite Baba’s unwillingness, 

his friends, relatives and admirers showered him with various beautiful gifts, which he distributed 

among the people present. 

In the evening Munshiji approached the Master with the hope that he would occupy the 

sofa if he insisted. But Baba remained adamant and Munshiji had to be content with garlanding 

him where he sat. The evening brought more guests from Poona, including Usman Khan, Abdulla 

Haroon Jaffer, Dr. Abdur Rehman (Ghani’s younger brother), Elim and approximately 200 other 

persons.200 

Baba ate with everyone seated on the floor under the pandal. The lunch and dinner were 

exceptionally delicious, and this time Dowla Masi’s cooking was complimented by Baba. After 

dinner, a qawaali program began. Three singers had been called, but only one, Yasin, sang until the 

last, pleasing Baba and all with his touching renditions. This program lasted until 4:30 in the 

morning, and all heartily enjoyed it in Baba’s radiant presence. 

 

The next day, Baba had a private meeting with Daulatmai, Gulmai and her son, Rustom. 

Baba asked Daulatmai, “Are you willing to marry your daughter Piroja (Freiny) to Rustom?” 

Daulatmai agreed, as this arrangement had been planned for some months. Later that afternoon, 

Baba betrothed Rustom and Piroja (who had also come for the birthday) in Manzil-e-Meem, which 

gave great pleasure to their mothers. 

Later Baba remarked, “After Rustom’s wedding I am thinking of moving to some village 

for a while.” 

Gulmai then suggested, “Why don’t you come and visit our property near Arangaon, 

outside Ahmednagar?” 

Baba coyly asked her, “Why do you say that?” 

Gulmai replied, “Your visit has been foretold by a local saint, Gilori Shah.” 

Baba, pretending not to follow, said that he did not understand what she meant. 

Gulmai then narrated this story: 

A few years ago, my husband Kaikhushru [Khansaheb] secured a contract to supply incandescent lights to the 

military barracks located near the village of Arangaon. It is six miles from the town of Ahmednagar, and he 

used to visit there occasionally on business. 

At the end of World War I, a man bought the entire establishment from the military. Since the land was 

unsuitable for cultivation, it was, in turn, offered for sale; but no one was interested in buying such fallow land. 

As a result, the owner approached Kaikhushru, who consulted his business partners. But they, too, were 

uninterested in buying what they called “jungle land.” He asked my opinion, and I wondered what we would do 

with it, since we would never be able to move there because it was too far away from the city. 

 
200 Abdur Rehman was a veterinarian. 



Nevertheless, he bought the land on his own, thinking it might prove useful in the future. The few buildings 

remained unattended for a long time and became dilapidated. Any useful material was stolen by the villagers. 

Occasionally, we used to visit the place because Kaikhushru had hired the headman of the village to sow millet 

there. 

A Mohammedan saint called Hazrat Maula [Maulana] Gilori Shah lives in Ahmednagar. He occasionally comes 

to our house for a meal; but usually he prefers to keep aloof. He dislikes the presence of any crowd. When 

Masaji was working in Ahmednagar, he used to take bread and butter to the saint, and sometimes would bathe 

him. 

Gilori Shah would often mention that he wanted to go to Arangaon and live his last days there. I thought that it 

was an unsuitable place for such a personage and would argue, “But Hazrat, who will bring your meals there? 

And who will look after you in the jungle?” 

He would frown, saying, “All of these people are of no use to me, and I do not require their help.” 

There were some wealthy butchers who used to pay him respect and who offered him some land. However, he 

preferred our place and would tell them that he would only settle at Arangaon. 

He would request me, “Give me a small portion of your land and build a room for me. Take me there and also 

bring Upasni Maharaj and Meher Baba. Turn the place into a sadhu khanna [an ashram for wandering 

mendicants and pilgrims].” I would listen to him but tried to dissuade him, knowing it would cause an uproar 

among our in-laws. 

One night a year later, I dreamed that I was seated in the compound of a small old house. A child all wrapped in 

cloth was on my lap. A couple of persons were speaking to me as my eyes gazed downward. I saw the head of 

the child peeping out from under its covering. The child then sat up, and I saw that he had the face of the saint. 

I cried out, “This child is Hazrat Gilori Shah!” 

He sweetly pleaded, “Ma, you are not giving me the land? Where will I rest?” 

I instantly remembered the land at Arangaon and promised him, “Yes, Hazrat, I will give it to you.” The 

moment I finished speaking, I awakened. 

I narrated the dream to my husband, telling him that the saint had been insisting on the land for some years, and 

Kaikhushru promised to fulfill his request. 

The next day, Gilori Shah, accompanied by some of his devotees, went to Arangaon. There he selected a small 

plot of land, and told them, “Prepare my tomb here.” 

This statement surprised them, and they pleaded: “But, Hazrat, who will come so far from the city to pay 

homage here? This is a desolate place and uninhabitable! 

The saint then reprimanded them: “You are like children. You know nothing! In a short time, this place will 

turn into a garden of pilgrimage. A great one will come here, and this land will one day belong to the people of 

the world! Only then will you understand why I am buried here.” 

One day I went with the saint to look at the site he had selected. A mason joined us and the plot was measured 

and changes were made as directed by him. Then the saint turned to me and said, “When I die, bring me here 

— escorted by a band. Bury me at this place.” 

I pleaded, “Your Mohammedan followers will never permit the band!” 

He replied, “Yes, I know that. So you will have to drive them away to do as I tell you. Tell them that I had no 

caste or creed!” 

Then he concluded: “Meher Baba will soon come here, and before he does, you should have my tomb erected. 

All that will happen will be exactly as I am telling you.” I promised him accordingly. 

Baba was glad to hear this story and did not object to Gulmai carrying out the saint’s 

wishes. 

Gulmai then inquired when he would come to Arangaon. Baba grinned and replied, “I may 

or may not come!” 

“You will have to come!” said Gulmai. 

“We'll see. Meanwhile, construct Gilori Shah’s tomb as he wishes,” Baba instructed. 



Externally, this was how Meher Baba worked. His inner work was continual and 

manifested in a natural sequence of events. No one knew that, while residing in the Manzil, he was 

preparing the ground for his next abode. It only came to light during this conversation with Gulmai. 

What impact the Avatar has in world affairs, who can know? It is literally true that not a leaf moves 

without his will! 

Baba sent the guests away the day after his birthday celebration. He remarked to the 

mandali, “Yesterday I watched all of you eat too much. The rich food should be properly digested, 

or else you will fall sick.” All cringed at the thought of another march, and Ahmed Khan was 

anxiously waiting for the Master to signal the order. Instead, Baba said, “There is only one cure 

that will help. Today we must all laugh a lot! Hearty laughter will digest the food.” All were 

delighted at this novel suggestion, and many humorous anecdotes were told. Baba, too, shared in 

the jokes and made the mandali laugh. 

During the afternoon of 20 February, the following appeared on the notice board: 

From 12:00 noon to 2:00 P.M. daily is the time now fixed for my eating and drinking. In this way the fast of 24 

hours will continue for days and days together. 

— Merwan 

But the very next day, Baba changed the time from the afternoon to the evening hours, 

from 7:00 to 9:00 P.M. He stated that he would only eat and drink water between these two hours, 

and that from 9:00 P.M. until 7:00 P.M. of the following day he would not drink or eat anything. 

 

Again on 23 February 1923, 200 poor, crippled or blind persons were brought and fed at 

the Manzil, and 50 of these were given clothes. 

Baba would daily stress to the mandali the importance of complete obedience to his orders 

− and would daily find fault with someone. In the first days of the Manzil, he would say, “By 

making you eat ghee and wear a coat and pants, I will realize you!” This meant that despite giving 

them all the comforts of the world, he would still bestow God-realization upon them. But, by the 

closing days of the Manzil, the mandali felt dissatisfied with good food and clothes — and 

Realization was far from actuality. Their experience in Manzil-e-Meem was only the beginning of 

their discipleship; they had no idea of the hardships which they would have to undergo in the near 

future. 

Dowla Masi had recently visited Upasni Maharaj at Sakori. On 24 February, she told Baba 

and the mandali what she had witnessed there: “Maharaj has become very weak, imprisoned in a 

small bamboo pinjra [cage]. He has not left that cage once in three months, remaining seated inside 

it ... He is often heard repeating Merwan’s name. He seems to long to see Merwan.” 

Gulmai had also been to Sakori recently, and she revealed that Maharaj had complained to 

her: “Why did Merwan have my life published? That book will drag me into trouble. It is not good! 

I don’t want people to know of me!” 

He also complained about those at Sakori: “Tell them to stop this arti business before me. 

I don’t want to be worshiped! I am planning to take samadhi [die] in this pinjra!” 

Distressed, Gulmai inquired, “What is the purpose of your sitting in this cage?” 

Angrily, Maharaj replied, “It is on account of you! And on account of the whole world! 

What do you expect? What does the world expect from me? When one’s eyesight becomes weak, 

one has to wear spectacles. Similarly, when I am unable to do anything for the good of the world, 

I have to do this.” 

Gulmai then pleaded, “How long will you remain in this cage?” 

Maharaj responded, “Still there is time; when I do come out, I shall either leave Sakori or 

leave this body!” 



Hearing these stories, Baba remained quiet for quite a while and then spoke a seemingly 

cryptic sentence: “It is better to die than to live; better to fear than to die; better to fill than to fear; 

and better to do, or make, than to fill!” 

The mandali were at a loss to understand these words, and the Master explained in his own 

inimitable way: 

To die does not mean the ordinary death of the body, but the real death of the ego; that is, to die before death, 

which amounts to becoming one with God. 

To fear is also not to be taken literally. To fear means to be in the state of one created, in spite of realizing one’s 

self as the Creator, or God. This is the state of a gross-conscious Perfect Master which is more difficult to attain 

and spiritually superior to that of a majzoob — one who remains eternally immersed in the Ocean of divinity, 

intoxicated continuously. 

To fill means to fill the hearts of people with the wine of divine knowledge. 

To do or make is the highest possible attainment. It means to make others perfect like yourself. To do for others 

what you have done for yourself! To make them like yourself in terms of power, knowledge, authority and 

duty! This is the most supreme state, the state of being a Perfect Master. 

The meaning of my words is that it is better to be one with God than to lead a worldly life; better to return to 

normal consciousness after Union with God than to remain divinely absorbed; better to fill the hearts of others 

with divine love than to remain indifferent to humanity; and better to make others one with God than merely to 

fill their hearts with love! 

More news about Upasni Maharaj’s condition came from Sakori. Memo was also visiting 

in Bombay and, on 25 February she was sent to Sakori to inquire on Baba’s behalf about Maharaj. 

Shireenmai returned on the 27th and gave this account: 

When I went near Maharaj’s cage in Sakori, he slapped me. Maharaj put out his hands from behind the bars 

and, catching me with one hand, severely slapped me with the other. My bangles were broken. Not being 

accustomed to such harsh treatment, I was very upset and immediately prepared to leave Sakori. But I was 

detained for a day, during which Maharaj called me to him four times. He not only abused me each time but 

shouted against Merwan and some of you men. Warningly, he said, “Your son, Merwan, pretends that he is a 

Sadguru! He is impersonating a guru!” 

Gulmai then narrated that Maharaj had warned her also: “Don’t go to Merwan anymore! 

He will misguide you! You will wither like a tree afflicted by disease. And consequently, in the 

end, you will have to come to me. For your sake, stay away from him!” 

Hearing this, Baba gathered the mandali in the hall upstairs and asked, “What is your 

understanding of this? Only a few days back, Maharaj had spoken quite well about me to Dowla 

Masi and expressed his love for me.” 

They replied that Baba had hinted about it since their stay at the Manzil. He then smiled 

and said: “I started this game. I wrote to Maharaj that I had no connection whatever either with 

him, Durgabai, or anyone else at Sakori; and it was I who sent my mother to him. Because of this 

letter, he has now taken the step which he should have taken long ago. 

“Now that I have started this game, it will not end with me. It is in Maharaj’s hands. I have 

been continually telling you that Maharaj and the whole world will turn against me, and this is only 

the beginning. So be prepared. Everything will take a turn, just as I said it would.” 

He concluded cryptically, “April is approaching after a gap of a year.” 

After dinner, Baba directed Adi Sr. to write the following message to Upasni Maharaj: 

Meher Baba did not at all like your remarks to his mother, made in the presence of others at Sakori. He is now 

fed up with his duty [the burden of the work] and wants to abandon it. 

This letter was read out before the mandali, and Baba said, “Be cautious and do not 

misunderstand what is now occurring between Maharaj and me, or be taken in by this business of 

our exchanging harsh words.” 



“A secret game was being played,” thought Age, “and only the Masters knew what it meant 

and what the consequences were. 

Rustom was sent to Sakori to personally deliver Baba's letter and receive Maharaj’s reply. 

After his return to the Manzil (on the 3rd), Rustom reported: 

I reached Sakori on the evening of 1 March and took Maharaj’s darshan. He talked to me civilly, as he had in 

the past. Since the day he caged himself, he has ordered the ringing of the temple bells all day and night. The 

next morning at four o’clock, during the absence of his devotees, I was requested to ring the bells continuously 

for two hours. 

Later, when I went for Maharaj’s darshan, I found him in a changed mood. Gradually, Maharaj began speaking 

against Baba and the mandali. [Later] when I next neared the cage, Maharaj rebuked me and vehemently 

abused Baba and the mandali. 

Before returning to Bombay, I went to him for the last time and he exploded in fury. He looked extremely angry 

and, while vituperating, sent this message for the mandali: “Let everyone go his own way. Merwan is not a Sat 

Purush [Perfect One] and I am no longer responsible for him in any way. He is a fake!” 

After this outburst, I asked Maharaj, “How is your spiritual work connected with these pieces of bamboo [the 

cage]? I admit that your self-imposed imprisonment is for our sake; but we do not like to see you suffering and 

would rather see you out and free.” 

Maharaj then told me to break the cage bars. I immediately began struggling with the pieces of bamboo and 

broke one. This made Maharaj even more angry and he cursed at me. Maharaj forbade me to touch it again, and 

a carpenter was sent for to repair the damaged bar. 

He then asked, “Why did you break my cage?” 

I replied, “You yourself told me to do so.” 

Maharaj said, “All right. Now will you do what I want you to do?” 

I replied, “Of course.” 

He then told me, “Bring that big stone over here and strike it on my head with all your might!” At this, I became 

frightened. Maharaj then hurled the choicest abuses at Baba and different ones of the mandali. During this, the 

carpenter was repairing the cage. He continued cursing until I told him I was leaving for Bombay. 

Baba then asked the mandali, “Do you still want to stay with me to the end? You have 

heard what Maharaj has said. Even he has begun opposing me.” Except for Ghani, all said they 

would hold to the promise they had given and would not leave him in any circumstance. 

Ghani said that he would think it over and answer later. Baba warned the mandali: “Stay 

with me under all circumstances and don’t be influenced by either what Maharaj or Babajan says. 

It is likely that both may denounce me in public. But the mandali should rest assured that both are 

my Masters and the greatest living spiritual personalities of this age! This proclamation of mine 

stands without exception at any time in the future.” 

Baba then turned to Ghani and inquired, “Have you thought it over?” 

Ghani replied, “I will be with you until the end. There is nothing to think about. I just 

wanted to tease you!” At this reply, all burst into laughter. 

Baba had predicted Maharaj’s apparent hostility towards him. Earlier, when Maharaj had 

been praising Baba, Baba declared in a serious tone, “Maharaj is speaking highly of me, but you 

will hear quite the opposite from his mouth about me. Even if someone were to utter my name in 

front of Maharaj, that person will not be spared. And that time is not far off.” Maharaj’s declarations 

against Baba reached such an extent that several of Baba’s staunch followers faltered in their faith, 

stopped coming for Baba’s darshan and joined Maharaj again. 

 

A Ping-Pong table was brought to the Manzil and all, including Baba, enjoyed a few games. 

After fasting on one meal every 24 hours for two consecutive months, Baba lengthened his fasting 

from 36 to 42 hours. On the notice board during 2 March 1923, the mandali found this written: 



From now on, no one should purposely touch my body. 

— Merwan 

None of the men could understand why he had had this message posted, and they discussed 

it among themselves. 

Two days later, while playing cricket in the morning of 4 March, there was a tussle between 

Vishnu and Adi, who had deliberately struck Vishnu. That evening, Baba gathered the men in the 

hall and asked Behramji what the disturbance was during the game. Behramji explained about the 

quarrel between Adi and Vishnu. Baba asked the mandali, “Didn’t Adi break one of the 28 orders?” 

The majority, however, took Adi’s side, reasoning he was not to blame due to the excitement of the 

game. But Baba would not listen to them and severely corrected Adi in their presence. He 

humiliated Adi and scolded him terribly for breaking the order. 

Baba then angrily turned toward Vishnu and demanded, “Repeat your confession in the 

presence of all!” Some days before, when Vishnu was massaging the Master’s feet, he had had 

undesirable thoughts and had immediately stopped. Vishnu had admitted this to Baba, but only 

after reading the latest notice on the board. Vishnu had concluded that no action, physical or mental, 

ever remains hidden from the Master. The mandali then understood the meaning of that notice, and 

Baba felt pleased at Vishnu’s frank confession. 

Baba then told everyone to leave except Adi, whom he asked, “Did you feel hurt at my 

insulting treatment?” Adi replied that he felt very hurt. Baba comforted him by saying, “Don’t think 

about it anymore. To pass through the phase of insults is very good for you. Making the guilty party 

pass through such trying ordeals is one of the ways of cleaning away the guilt of his action. Even 

Swami Ramakrishna once insulted [his close disciple] Vivekananda by telling him in a harsh, 

derogatory tone to go away and never come back; but, shortly afterward, he had him called back 

and consoled him. It is my love that has been the cause of humiliating you before the others. I 

treated Vishnu in the same way, yet he disregarded my insult and told the truth in their presence.” 

Baba then embraced Adi.201 

The next day, a loud argument ensued between Baba and Ghani over Ghani’s sleeping late. 

Baba insisted that he leave the Manzil, but after Ghani stubbornly refused, Baba asked him, “Will 

you follow my orders from now on — or follow your love for sleep?” Ghani smilingly said he 

would follow Baba's orders. Baba then said, “Since you have slept for practically the whole day, 

you may do night duty until two o’clock.” Ghani happily agreed. 

Baba had encouraged the men to write ghazals, and at times, for recreation after the evening 

meal, the mandali would compose some poetry — but their poems usually had no meter or rhyme. 

On 6 March, while Baba was in the middle of composing a humorous poem he suddenly said, “I 

feel like using the toilet, but I don’t wish to leave the subject incomplete.” He then asked if anyone 

would stay by his side in the bathroom in order to write down his composition. Ghani and Adi 

agreed. Baba sat in the middle stall, Adi took the one to his right, and Ghani the one to his left. 

Ramjoo, Faredoon and Asthma stood outside. For half an hour, the muse of poetic inspiration was 

wooed in this seemingly unpoetic atmosphere! 

“A God-conscious Master never does anything without some purpose,” Age observed, “and 

all enjoyed the humor of this peculiar situation. The greatest penance one can do is to dance to 

every whim of the Master. It is the highest type of devotion. As Baba so often emphasized, that 

 
201 Ramakrishna (1836–1886) was a Perfect Master. After his death, his chief disciple Swami Vivekananda 

spread Ramakrishna’s teachings in America and England during 1893–95. 



which is given and received in a moment’s company of the Master cannot be gained even by 

thousands of years of austerities and penance.”202 

 

On 7 March 1923, after almost three months of strict containment in the premises of 

Manzil-e-Meem, Baba went for a short outing to Munshiji’s house on Charni Road with Adi, 

Behramji, Gustadji, Ramjoo and Vajifdar. Sayyed Saheb was staying there and had been feeling 

depressed for some time. To cheer him up, Baba drove to Munshiji’s and returned after a few hours. 

When he returned, he found three messengers from Upasni Maharaj waiting for him. 

Three of the Sadguru’s main disciples — Yeshwant Rao, Gopal Rao and Trimbak — had 

been sent by Upasni Maharaj to induce Baba to return to Sakori with them. Baba refused and all 

their efforts to persuade him were in vain. In the end they pleaded with him, “If you do not 

accompany us, Durgabai herself will be sent to bring you!” Still, Baba would not budge, and the 

three disappointed disciples had to return to Sakori the next day without him. 

Upasni Maharaj had instructed them, “Somehow bring Merwan to Sakori, or else he will 

soon stop eating even his one meal a day!” The three men had tried their best to prevail upon him, 

even weeping and beseeching him with folded hands, but Baba remained adamant. This was an 

invisible tug-of-war between the two Masters, but, at the same time, it was also a medium of their 

Universal work for establishing Meher Baba’s Avatarhood in the world. After some days, Maharaj 

sent his close woman disciple Durgabai to Manzil-e-Meem. But, despite her pleas, she also was 

unable to persuade Baba to come to Sakori. 

 

The pandal that had been erected for Baba’s birthday celebration had not yet been 

dismantled and, on Friday, 9 March, it was again decorated to celebrate the engagement of Rustom 

and Piroja (Freiny).203 Family members and dignitaries began arriving in the early morning, attired 

in their finest clothes, and the Manzil took on a festive appearance. Two hundred tables with white 

tablecloths were elaborately arranged in the compound for the serving of a sumptuous feast 

prepared by a caterer. 

During the meal, a humorous incident occurred. According to Aspandiar (Pendu), Ghani 

was seated next to Abdur Rehman. As each different dish was served, Abdur Rehman would nudge 

Ghani and ask, “What is this?” And Ghani would then explain. At the end of the meal, the servers 

placed by everyone’s plate a small bowl of water and a saucer containing what looked like an after-

dinner sweetmeat. It was actually a piece of soap, meant for people to wash their hands after the 

meal. When Abdur Rehman nudged Ghani to ask what it was, Ghani himself not knowing what it 

was, replied, "It’s cheese — to clean the palate after the meal." Abdur Rehman popped the soap 

into his mouth and bit on it. He immediately spat it out, saying, “Chee, chee [disgusting, foul]!” 

Then Ghani realized it wasn’t cheese, and smelling it found it was soap! He began encouraging 

Abdur Rehman to eat it, saying it tasted like that because it was “old cheese,” but assuring Abdur 

Rehman that it was very good.  

Poor Abdur Rehman tried it again and then stood and left the pandal spitting. When he 

returned, he tried to pretend nothing had happened, but his misjudgment had not escape the notice 

of those at his table. Word of this amusing incident soon spread, causing laughter as soon as the 

 
202 Sai Baba once explained that he contacted his spiritual agents on the inner planes during his lendi 

ceremony.  

 
203 Baba changed Daulatmai’s daughter’s name from Piroja to Freiny to avoid confusion with Rustom’s 

sister Piroja. 



story was repeated. When Baba came to know about it, he called Abdur Rehman and asked, “Don’t 

you know how to behave? Why did you eat the barsoap?” 

Embarrassed, Abdur nervously explained, “Sometimes, at the end of feasts, there is a small 

piece of cheese or sweets served ... I ate it, thinking it to be cheese.” 

Soon after, to add further to Abdur Rehman’s discomfort, Baba had the gong struck to 

gather the mandali and told them to read what he had written on the notice board. 

From today, Abdur should be called CHEESE. 

— Merwan 

All dispersed, but again the gong was sounded. When the mandali went up to Baba’s room 

he pointed to the notice board on which he had scribbled: 

Cheese is now changed to BARSOAP. 

Someone else had suggested this variation, and Baba had approved of it. There were now 

five residents with official nicknames: Asthma, Baidul, Nervous, Slamson and Barsoap. More 

would follow. 

In the afternoon Yasin Qawaal started singing qawaalis; he was so inspired he continued 

until 10:30 P.M. Then all retired after thoroughly enjoying the engagement party. Baba called 

Freiny and told her that he forbade her from returning to Sakori; so she went to stay with Gulmai’s 

sister in Parel, until the wedding. The betrothal of Rustom and Freiny brought Daulatmai in very 

close connection with Baba and she, in her love for him, surrendered everything to him. By Baba’s 

intervention, one of her daughters was now engaged, and her other daughter, Mehera (who was 

then staying in Sakori), was soon to be wedded to the sweet music of Meher Baba’s divine Song! 

During the preparations and arrangements for the engagement party, Sarosh had been given 

the duty of ferrying visitors in a car kept at the Manzil. One day, while returning to the Manzil, he 

accidentally knocked down a woman standing outside their gate. She was uninjured and when 

Sarosh told Baba what had happened, Baba handed him a Baba locket and said, “From now on, 

wear this, not only while driving, but day and night for the rest of your life.” Sarosh put it on and 

never took it off. 

 

After the biography of Upasni Maharaj was released to the public, critics were in an uproar 

against certain spiritual figures. On 14 March 1923, more articles appeared in the Bombay 

newspapers slandering Meher Baba. But amazingly, the more that opposition to Baba spread, the 

more his name came into prominence. The Gujarati newspaper Insaf went so far as to print an 

appeal to public leaders to “take drastic steps to rip to pieces the net of the corruptive and depraved 

trio of Meher Baba, Babajan, and Upasni Maharaj!” 

During this period, the Master would sometimes visit a local theater with the mandali, but 

he would rarely stay until the completion of the film or play. He went for his inner work, and as 

soon as that work was finished — whether it was during the middle of an act or not — he would 

stand up in the theater and promptly depart. The mandali had no choice but to follow, abandoning 

their enjoyment and curiosity of how the play would end. But on 19 March, when he took the 

mandali to see a comedy (“Deep Waters”), he unexpectedly stayed until the last curtain call, much 

to the surprised satisfaction of the mandali. 

On 24 March, Ghani returned to the Manzil at 7:30 P.M. after a six-day visit to his home in 

Lonavla. He arrived late and, refusing to admit him to the building, Baba sent him this message: 

“Undress and then stand on one foot in your underwear at the edge of the fountain!” Ghani did so, 

not knowing what was in store for him. 

Some of the mandali snuck behind him and threw bucketfuls of cold water on him! Ghani 

yelled loudly, “Baba, save me from this frigid dousing! I haven’t disobeyed any of your orders! 



Help me, please!” Baba laughed heartily at his plight, pardoned Ghani for being late, and finally 

allowed him to enter. 

But the Master’s good humor did not last long. The next day, for some unknown reason, 

Baba became furious with everyone and wanted to go away. The mandali pleaded, “If you leave, 

we will follow you!” Baba seemed seriously disturbed. He remained lying down in the backyard 

for some time and then stood for an hour in the blazing summer sun. He sent someone to fetch a 

victoria (horse-drawn carriage). Then he sent another for the same purpose, and then yet another. 

Three victorias arrived at the gate of the Manzil, and the mandali were confused about what to do. 

He did not go for a ride, but had the victorias paid off. Baba then climbed over the compound wall 

and again laid down to rest. He remained outside for a long time, finally coming back inside and 

quietly going upstairs to his room. His actions were unfathomable to those who witnessed them. 

Later that evening, Baba became displeased with Ghani and told him, “If you wish, you 

can stay at home for two months or else stay here. But if you stay here, I will ignore you and have 

no connection with you!” Ghani did not like either choice but did not reply. Baba then told him, 

“You may stay here with no other orders except the original seven and the general 28 orders. But 

you must not speak or write to me. Otherwise, you are free to do as you like. Sleep for 24 hours at 

a stretch. I have no objection.” Later in the night, Baba forgave Ghani. But Ghani still had no idea 

what he had done to warrant such treatment. 

During this period, although Baba had given the order that the mandali should follow him 

wherever he went, it was understood that if he gave two orders they should obey the first. Once, in 

an irritated mood, Baba said he was leaving the Manzil and going to Sakori alone. The mandali 

followed as he started to walk to Dadar station. Baba looked back and demanded that they go back! 

But they proceeded to follow. Baba looked around again and said, “Don’t follow me. Go back to 

the Manzil!” But again they continued to follow him. He then said lovingly, “All right. We will all 

go back!” — thus acknowledging the fact that they were obeying his first order to follow him 

wherever he went. 

At Rustom’s engagement party, Gulmai again requested that Baba visit Ahmednagar, 

urging, “Your stay in Arangaon will be a great blessing to us. Your presence will sanctify not only 

Ahmednagar, but the entire area.” At that time, Baba accepted Gulmai’s invitation but did not 

promise to stay permanently. 

 

Two weeks passed. Baba broached the topic of sending some of the mandali away to their 

respective homes, saying: “In a few days, I intend to disband Manzil-e-Meem. After Rustom’s 

marriage in May at Ahmednagar, I will stay at Arangaon. There I will remain, but in quite a 

different way, with only a few men who will have to face great hardships. The life in Arangaon 

will be quite the reverse of what it is here [in a big city like Bombay], and those who remain with 

me will have to work like coolies [laborers].” 

Ghani quipped, “In that case you should call it Hyrangaon [Hardship village] instead of 

Arangaon.” 

Baba then explained that the connection with those whom he would send away would 

remain as it was at present, and he might call anyone back to him at any time in the future. Each 

man promised to remain faithful to him. 

Those whom he had decided to send back to their homes received the following 

instructions: “From among the seven special orders, continue to follow orders 1, 2, 3, 4 and 7.” 

These orders were: 

1. To follow to the letter the spiritual instructions given by me. 



2. To keep or break the special connection with one other man or more than one from the group or otherwise 

that I order. 

3. To totally abstain for twelve months from alcoholic drinks or intoxicating substances, as well as sexual 

intercourse, except when allowed by me with your legal wife. 

4. To eat, drink and dress in accordance with the other residents in the house. To avoid eating fish, meat and 

eggs under any circumstances. 

7. Under no circumstances to give up my company, even if one finds that the whole world turns against me, 

except when ordered to leave me. 

“From among the 28 general orders, continue following 1,9,13,14,18,19, and 25.” 

These orders were: 

1. Baths should be taken daily. After a haircut, an extra bath is permitted. 

9. Eating less than to your full satisfaction is strictly prohibited. Report the reason for your inability to eat 

despite hunger and, also, in the case of no appetite after accepting food. 

13. Lies, abusive language and ill feelings toward one another are not allowed (to the extent of breaking my 

order). 

14. Do not read books, newspapers, magazines and anyone else’s letters. 

18. In order to avoid impure actions, do not touch anyone while having sexual thoughts. Avoid vulgar stories 

and other such topics of conversation. 

19. Do not touch any girl except your mother or sisters. 

25. Before going to sleep, cover your ears with a piece of cloth or put cotton in them. 

On 31 March, Baba sent away most of the mandali and remained with a very few in the 

Manzil. Ramjoo and Ghani were sent to Lonavla for a month to visit their families. 

 

Partitions made of gunny sacks had been installed in the Manzil to make individual rooms 

for the mandali. But, after the departure of most of the men, the partitions were taken down. Within 

a few days, the Manzil was restored to its original condition. Still remaining with Baba were his 

brother Jalbhai, his uncle Masaji, his cousin Aspandiar, Adi Sr. and his brother Rustom, Babu 

Cyclewalla, Baily, Baidul, Barsoap, Behramji, Faredoon, Nervous, Gustadji and his brother 

Slamson. Each man was engaged most of the time in selling the Marathi edition of Upasni 

Maharaj’s biography by Nath Madhav, which Circle & Company had recently published.204 

The previous October, Baba had led the mandali to Kalyan to visit the shrine of Haji 

Malang Shah, but failing to reach it he had vowed to revisit the tomb of the great Mohammedan 

saint. To fulfill this promise, the Master, with the remaining mandali, went to Kalyan from Bombay 

on Friday, 13 April 1923 in the middle of the night, around 1:30 A.M. Only Baily and Kashinath, 

the laundryman, remained at the Manzil. Ghani, Ramjoo and Khak Saheb met Baba and the group 

at Kalyan, according to previous instructions. 

 
204 The Marathi title was Shri Satchitananda Sadguru Upasni Maharaj Charitra. Sadashiv Patil had also 

contributed some details of Maharaj’s life, which Maharaj had dictated to him. In Madhav’s introduction, 

dated 31 December 1922, he mentions that his work is based on the Urdu version, Gareebon ka Aasara.  



At 2:30 in the morning, they left Kalyan in tongas for the high hill where the saint’s tomb 

was situated. Reaching its base, Baba stayed there with Sadashiv Patil and sent the rest of the men 

up the mountain to bow down and offer homage at the tomb on his behalf. The men placed a jali of 

flowers on the saint’s dargah (tomb). They also recited the Fatiha, as instructed by Baba.205 The 

excursion took two and a half hours. 

When they returned, Baba gave them bread and sweets to eat but forbade them to drink 

water. They were thirsty after the long hike, and were only thinking of water when they reached 

where Baba was waiting. Contrary to their expectations, he handed them dry bread and sweets. But 

they could not relish this prasad, as their throats were so dry. Baba explained that the water there 

was polluted. 

They then rode in the tongas on the return journey. It was intensely hot, as this was the 

month of April — the middle of India’s summer. Their thirst increased during the bumpy ride and, 

after covering fourteen miles, they reached Kalyan in the afternoon. They were permitted to quench 

their thirst with soda water. Baba then handed each slices of watermelon, and they were satisfied 

at last. 

Baba and the men took a local train back to Bombay, while Ramjoo and Ghani returned to 

Lonavla. But as Baba alighted from the taxi and approached the Manzil, he stopped abruptly and 

remained motionless for a few moments. Baily, who had been waiting on the verandah, noted, “The 

smile vanished from Baba’s face and instead it wore a look of seriousness mingled with sadness.” 

Baba said, “In my absence, someone has performed a devilish act in this house. The Manzil 

has been rendered impure.” All were surprised, and everyone’s gaze fell on Baily. Baba walked 

towards him and repeated what he had said. Baily vigorously denied the charges and stated that he 

and Kashinath had been alone all day. Only the metrani (toilet sweeper woman) had entered the 

compound. 

Baba repeated the charge. Exasperated, Baily blurted out, “Since you are all-knowing and 

know that some impure act had been committed, you should also be able to name the person who 

had committed it!” 

Baba clarified, “I have not put my mind to this issue − nor do I want to do so. If I were to 

put my mind to it, the guilty person would suffer tremendously, which I do not want to happen. 

That is the reason I am insisting on a confession, so the person will have the opportunity of 

obtaining my grace and mercy, and escape from the situation with only a slight punishment rather 

than having to undergo a terrible one. The knowledge of the impure act having been committed at 

the Manzil is not because of my applying my mind to it. I have ‘sensed’ it intuitively the moment 

I entered the Manzil.” 

Baba confronted Kashinath, but he too proclaimed his innocence. Both Baily and 

Kashinath were given an hour to think over their statements, at the conclusion of which Baba said 

he would be forced to announce the guilty party. “If I am compelled to do this,” he warned, “the 

culprit will suffer tremendously throughout his life. He will become a leper, and there will be no 

cure or redress. He will lose his right for seeking my pardon or mercy. No pleading, begging, or 

banging of your head will be of any avail then. The time for pardon will have elapsed, and the 

guilty party will have lost all opportunity for being saved.” 

Baba went upstairs to his room and, after an hour, summoned all there. He declared that 

although the period of one hour had finished, he did not feel it appropriate to put his mind into this 

seedy and impure act. He added, “Just as the sinner will suffer for this act, I too will have to suffer. 

So with folded hands I beg the sinner to confess his sin. That way, he will not only show mercy 

toward himself but also towards me, and save both of us from great suffering and be relieved. For 

that reason, I am giving one more hour’s time for him to take the right decision and close the matter. 

 
205 The Fatiha is a Mohammedan supplication asking God to guide one through the "straight path." 



I wish and pray that Khuda Paak [God-Almighty] grants you nek buddhi [wisdom] and Roodi 

Taufiat [Divine Guidance].” 

Baba declared that the matter would be discussed at the Gutta in an hour. Baily describes 

what transpired at the meeting: 

After a moment’s silence, Baba spoke in a low, sad voice. One more time he re-emphasized his warning and 

asked the sinner to boldly come forward and frankly confess the act. He begged that this very last and final 

warning be heeded. Then in a very serious tone, he said that he was being compelled to be very strict and firm, 

and so the result would be tremendous. Once he was obliged to put his mind in the case, the result would surely 

be terrible for the sinner. No pardon could be given thereafter, even if the sinner dies banging his head. He 

would not qualify for the slightest mercy or pardon. “Thereafter, there will be no question of him remaining as 

my disciple,” Baba said. “He will not even be connected with me. Once I am compelled to declare the sinner, 

no other member of the Gutta will ever speak his name — that much I am stating beforehand. The person will 

have to leave the Manzil at once, and in the future, too, he will not be allowed to meet me or to visit me.” 

For a while, the atmosphere was silent. All watched Baba’s face intently. There were distinct changes in his 

face. Sadness was clearly visible. After some moments, Baba looked straight at me and asked, “Baily, you have 

heard me well.” I nodded my head indicating assent. He asked one more time, “Tell me what you have to say. 

Are you innocent or guilty? Declare it now.” 

Baily proclaimed his innocence. Baba then shifted his gaze to Kashinath and asked him the 

same question. Kashinath said that he too had not committed any such act. Baba was completely 

motionless. Finally, Baba declared that Kashinath was the sinner. Not only that, but Baba revealed 

in detail that in the afternoon when the metrani’s daughter came for cleaning the toilets, the dhobi 

offered her the money given to him for his food and had sexual relations with her. Baba very sternly 

ordered Kashinath to leave the premises within the next ten minutes after taking all of his 

belongings, without uttering a single word. Behramji was ordered to escort him off the premises. 

Baba dispersed the Gutta, for what turned out to be the last time. Kashinath started crying profusely 

and pleaded for Baba’s mercy by trying to catch his feet, but Baba walked away to his room. 

Behramji caught Kashinath’s arm and dragged him away, outside the Manzil. The gates 

were closed. From that moment on, Kashinath’s name was never uttered by anyone and the matter 

was not spoken of further. 

Despite Meher Baba’s repeated warnings not to neglect his instructions, Kashinath had 

continued to do so. In spite of Baba’s constant forgiveness for his mistakes, he brushed aside the 

Master’s words and warnings. Baba had stopped asking him to do the laundry. As will be revealed, 

some time later, after Kashinath was banished from the Manzil, tragedy befell him and he suffered 

for his disobedience, as the Master had foretold. 

 

Soon after Baba’s return from Kalyan, notice was given to the landlord. The main house 

of Manzil-e-Meem was handed over to owner and the small house at the back was kept for the 

office of Circle & Company. At Baba’s request, the flour mill was sold. All the men were busy 

packing their luggage to get ready for their journey to Ahmednagar and the beginning of a new 

phase of Meher Baba’s work. 

Two days before leaving the Manzil, on 17 April, Baba graced another marriage ceremony 

— that of Naval and Dina Talati. Baba went to their house in a tonga after the ceremonies and 

called the newly-married couple outside on the road, where he lovingly blessed them. He then rode 

back to the Manzil. 

Age smiled as the mandali prepared to vacate Manzil-e-Meem, and reflected on the ten 

months of Baba's historic stay there. Prior to those days with Baba at Manzil-e-Meem, Baba’s 

relationship with the mandali had been one of close friendship. Those who acknowledged him to 

be their Master or guru were unaware of the significance and necessity of absolute obedience to his 

every order. In Manzil-e-Meem, this relationship completely changed. The mandali were made to 

be aware that Meher Baba was their Lord and Master, thereby establishing the relationship that 



exists between any spiritually perfect Master and his disciples. In different ways, the mandali 

learned the paramount importance of obeying Baba’s instructions. He would constantly impress 

upon them how important it was to obey his every command — no matter how insignificant it 

might appear. 

In matters of spirituality, too, Meher Baba had imparted much esoteric wisdom Through 

numerous discourses, the Master had outlined the inner path and divine love, explaining the wisdom 

of both Hindu mysticism (Vedanta) and Islamic Sufism; and the mandali each day had grown more 

and more intoxicated. They were now not only dreaming of the Himalayas (spiritual heights), but 

the fire of enthusiasm inside them had been ignited, urging them to venture its ascent! 

In Manzil-e-Meem, the men had also accepted being away from their homes and thus 

remained detached from their families. They were given the opportunity of living with men of 

different religions and communities — something none of them had ever done before. In Baba’s 

camaraderie, they were inspired to shed their various individual differences, prejudices and 

respective likes and dislikes, for the general benefit and welfare of all. During this phase of their 

discipleship, Meher Baba prepared the mandali for future strenuous training which would not have 

been possible without having spent these preliminary months living with him in Manzil-e-Meem. 

 

Leaving memories behind, Meher Baba and the remaining fourteen men left Manzil-e-

Meem on the night of Thursday, 19 April 1923 for Ahmednagar. The train was crowded and their 

compartment was packed with luggage and other passengers who did not recognize who was in 

their presence. None of the mandali had any idea they were about to stay on land which was to 

become the ever-flowing spring of bliss. “Meherabad appeared barren and deserted at the time,” 

Age observed, “but its cooling, hidden waters would soon quench the earth’s dying thirst!” 

Several of Baba’s old friends and relatives, Ramjoo and the Kasba Peth mandali were 

present at the Poona railway station to joyously receive the King of Kings. Baba was profusely 

garlanded, and the mandali were served tea and refreshments. The train left Poona at 7:30 A.M. on 

20 April, and reached Ahmednagar a few hours later. 

Baba stayed at Khansaheb and Gulmai’s property Khushru Quarters, not far from their 

Sarosh Manzil residence.206 Except for Gulmai’s family and her nephew Sarosh, no one else in the 

local Zoroastrian community respected Baba as a Spiritual Master. Gulmai’s Irani in-laws, who 

stayed in the large compound of Khushru Quarters, constantly ridiculed Gulmai’s devotion to 

Meher Baba. But Baba kept Gulmai and her family under the protective shelter of his nazar. He 

had revealed his divinity to them to such a profound extent that, despite severe opposition against 

him, they would always remain at his feet — obedient to him no matter what. Due to her relatives’ 

disbelief and opposition, Gulmai underwent terrible mental suffering; but she remained steadfast 

to Meher Baba’s divine love and did not argue with them. 

For several days, Baba and the men walked through the nearby predominantly Muslim 

locality of Ahmednagar, exploring the area.207 Also during his stay at Khushru Quarters, Baba 

 

206 Khushru Quarters was originally owned by the military and used as a storage facility. In 1922, it had 

been leased by Khansaheb, who continued to use some portion of the buildings as a warehouse for building 

materials he was supplying to the military. The property is now known as Meher Nazar compound and 

houses the offices of Avatar Meher Baba Trust. The small room Baba occupied in 1923 was the last room 

in the north-east corner (which Feram Workingboxwala later occupied).  

207 The name Ahmed is Arabic in origin and means "highly praised” or “one who constantly thanks God.” 

Although it is one of the many names of Prophet Muhammad, the town was actually named in 1494 after 

its founder Ahmed Nizam Shah. 

http://www.thinkbabynames.com/search/1/arabic
http://www.thinkbabynames.com/search/1/praised
http://www.thinkbabynames.com/search/1/god


remained secluded in one room for seven days partially fasting. Gustadji and Adi (who slept at 

Sarosh Manzil and came to Khushru Quarters in the morning) attended to his personal needs, and 

Gulmai prepared curry with curd (yogurt) for him. Baba instructed Gulmai to keep an oil lamp 

burning day and night in the nearby room designated as Upasni Maharaj’s. 

One day Adi told his mother that Baba appeared pale and she thought it was due to the 

fasting. Soon after, the Master called her and said, “I have not become weak; I do not feel any 

weakness. I am as strong as ever.” He added, “I had gone to attend a meeting.” 

Gulmai wanted an explanation, but Baba only remarked, “It was a meeting of the Perfect 

Ones.” Baba then began to sing to her, “Sabir tiri Kalyarki nagariyan!” — O Sabir, your city of 

Kalyar is holy!208 

Baba then told Gulmai to use the room in which he had sat in seclusion for herself. 

One day the local Muslim saint Gilori Shah, whom Gulmai had told Baba about, appeared 

at the gate of Khushru Quarters. Adi saw him, but Baba told him to go inside and not approach the 

saint. 

Adi related a bit more about the saint’s background: 

Before Baba came into our life, my mother, my brother Rustom and I used to go to this saint, and my father also 

knew him. The saint, when he was in the “practical life” had lived in England for a time, where he had been 

employed as a cook for Queen Victoria. He knew how to prepare English-style cooking, Indian cooking and 

also about wines, syrups, sherbet, and other things. He knew so many types of Indian medicines.209 

One day, when he was fairly aged, he asked me to accompany him to Arangaon Village to have a look at my 

father’s property. At that time we had heard about Meher Baba but not much. Cars in those days were rare, but 

I hired a horse carriage and we went the six miles to Arangaon. The saint got down exactly at that well, and he 

said, "This place is going to be blessed by the presence of a really big man." He didn't mention Baba by name. 

The saint continued, "This is a very important place, and when I die you should tell your father that I should be 

buried here." He indicated the place where his tomb now stands. 

Thereafter, the saint never expressed a desire to me to take Baba's darshan, though the saint knew that Baba had 

come into our lives. Baba did say that Gilori Shah was a real saint of the fifth plane of consciousness, who later 

progressed to the sixth plane. But Baba cautioned me not to go see the saint, though he had assured me that the 

saint's consciousness was that high. 

One day the saint came to the gate of Khushru Quarters and stood there waiting for me to come to greet him. At 

this very time, Baba was staying at Khushru Quarters, with the entire mandali. The saint was looking at me 

from that distance, and I was very attracted to go to see him. Baba was standing right opposite to me, and he 

said, "No, you should not go, you must not go.” 

I obeyed and Baba said, "You go inside and he will go away." 

The saint waited for a while and seeing no response from me he walked away. 210 

 

On 30 April 1923, Baba took a long hike with the mandali to a place called Happy Valley, 

situated fourteen miles to the north of Ahmednagar. Once a forest area, legend has it that during 

Lord Ram’s wanderings in exile, he, Sita and Laxman had stayed at Happy Valley for some time. 

 
208 The actual words of the line (in reference to Ali Ahmed Sabir of Kalyar) are: Sabir tiri Kalyarki 

nagariyan!  
209 Gilori Shah (whose given name is not recorded) in his younger days had worked on a ship for many 

years; then he was employed in England as a butler or cook for the Queen. When the Prince of Wales 

toured India, Gilori Shah accompanied him as part of the royal entourage. Later, he came across a guru in 

the Vindhya Mountains (in Madhya Pradesh). He had earned a fair amount while in service, and once threw 

away a large amount of money in the Narmada River. Thinking him to be mad, the local authorities had 

him committed to a lunatic asylum. He was soon freed and settled in Ahmednagar. (From an article written 

by Rustom Irani in 1927) 
210 Baba related to Adi that Gilori Shah was on the sixth plane. (From a talk given by Adi Sr. at Meher 

Baba Oceanic, London in 1976 or 1977.) 



The legend says that Sita was either thirsty or wanted to bathe but there was no water nearby, so 

Ram shot an arrow into the rocks and a stream of water began to pour out. 

Baba stayed in the dak bungalow — a government rest house − for three days. Since some 

of the wedding guests had accompanied them, the food being sent from Ahmednagar was not 

sufficient and extra vegetables and chapatis had to be prepared. Baba spent time relaxing, playing 

cards or games, and listening to bhajans. 

During their stay in Happy Valley, Jalbhai told Baba an amusing story about Aspandiar’s 

japa (repetition of God’s name) in Manzil-e-Meem. “Every morning,” Jalbhai said, “I used to watch 

Aspandiar sit for meditation. Due to the mosquitoes and his sleepiness, his body would sway back 

and forth — he moved like a pendulum!” Baba laughed at Jalbhai’s description and decided it was 

an appropriate nickname for his cousin. Aspandiar was thus christened Pendulum, which was 

shortened to Pendu. And he was called by that name ever after. 

Jalbhai was always filled with humorous tales and related another. He said that Faredoon 

was once sitting on the verandah of the Manzil when, finding no one near, he passed gas so loudly 

Jalbhai thought a firecracker had exploded! Baba again laughed and called out to Faredoon, “Hey 

Padarya!” (from the Gujarati word paad, to fart) to which Faredoon responded. 

Someone else chimed in, “Baba, Faredoon is so tall and solemn that he even looks like a 

padre [Catholic priest].” 

Baba then said to Faredoon, “From today, your name is Padri.” Thus, Faredoon too gained 

a nickname and was known as Padri for the rest of his life. 

One afternoon Baba walked on the verandah and saw Padri, Slamson and another of the 

men talking casually with the keeper of the Shiva temple. He sent someone to inquire as to what 

they were doing by that temple and what they were discussing. The three men went to Baba and 

explained that they were simply passing the time talking about God, religion and spirituality. 

“Very good!” Baba exclaimed. “All right. Now, the three of you, take your baggage and 

get out! Go make that man your guru! From this moment on, I am not your guru! Our connections 

are severed!” 

Baba was extremely angry, and the three young men stood before him frightened, pleading 

to be forgiven. They promised they would not do it again.” 

“You heard me, get out of my sight!” Baba shouted. With a disgusted look he said, “You 

act like fools! You have left your homes and dear ones to join me. You have now lived with me for 

more than a year; you are following me, obeying my instructions. 

“Why did you go to that temple? Never, never go to anybody else! Suppose that man gave 

some explanation, or some kind of advice, or an order contrary to mine — which would you 

follow?” They kept quiet. 

Baba then exhorted them, “You have made me your Master. In turn, I've promised you I 

will never let you sink.” 

 

Upasni Maharaj’s birthday was observed by Baba at Happy Valley on Thursday, 3 May 

1923. The mandali fasted for 24 hours, according to Baba’s instructions, and cooked food for the 

poor of a nearby village, which Baba served until late in the evening. Afterwards, the men, along 

with the villagers, sang Upasni Maharaj’s arti. 

A few of Baba’s mandali had been sent to Sakori for the celebration. Upasni Maharaj, 

seated in his bamboo cage, told Gulmai to perform his arti that day. During the puja ceremony, 

Maharaj put his legs out of the cage so devotees could touch his feet for darshan. When the crowd 

became large, Maharaj, for the first time in over a year, came out of the cage and sat on a drum 



underneath the pandal.211 People coming for his darshan presented gifts to him, which Gulmai and 

Naja (Khodu’s wife) collected and set aside. After some time, the crowd became unmanageable 

and the police had to be called to keep order and regulate the lines of people waiting for darshan. 

A palanquin procession in Maharaj’s honor circled the ashram in the evening and bhajans were 

sung late into the night. 

The next day many poor people were bathed, fed and clothed. Since the beggars were to 

be bathed, Maharaj’s relatives and kanyas (close women disciples) wished to bathe him also. He 

refused, telling them, “I do not want a bath; bathe only the poor today.” They insisted on bathing 

him first, but he pointed to a destitute man standing nearby and said, “If you want to bathe me, then 

bathe that leper! That will be tantamount to bathing me!” 

Immediately his women disciples held the leprous man and, making him stand on a stool, 

began to bathe him with the water that had been kept for the Master. Maharaj’s own sister was 

helping, and when she embraced the leper, she began to weep. She saw her brother (Maharaj) in 

his face and bowed down to him! The leper was taken aback by her action and said, “Mother, your 

God is there in the pinjra, do not prostrate before me.” After he was dressed, a cap adorned the 

leper’s head and puja was performed to him. Afterward Maharaj reconfirmed, “I was in that leper. 

It was I who was bathed.” 

Maharaj seemed pleased to have Baba’s disciples around him. When they were seated near 

his cage, he pointed to them and asked Gulmai, “Do you love these persons?” 

She replied, “Yes, they are Baba’s, and as Baba is yours, I love him. These people are also 

yours, so I love them as my children.” 

Maharaj said, “That is good. Keep that attitude. You are a real mother. Love all in the world 

as your children.” 

Later he told her, “I am hungry. Prepare bhujias (fritters of chickpea flour and vegetables) 

today. I like the way you prepare them with neem leaves, mixed with neem-leaf chutney. Bring it 

to me, and I will share it with these children.” 

Gulmai prepared the snack and took it to Maharaj in the evening at his hut. He ate a few 

and shared the rest with Baba’s followers. He then narrated the story of how he used to eat neem-

leaf chutney and also give it to others to eat, but they never felt its bitter taste. He also told the story 

of how he had once asked a woman to prepare khichdi (dal and rice cooked together) mixed with 

excrement, which she did to prove her love for him. Before leaving Sakori, Gulmai requested that 

Upasni Maharaj come to Ahmednagar for Rustom and Freiny’s wedding, but he did not favor the 

idea. 

Meanwhile, at Happy Valley after the villagers departed late at night, Baba became restless 

and left with the mandali at 11:30 P.M., walking to Ahmednagar in the dark. They reached Khushru 

Quarters at 2:00 A.M. 

Rustom and Freiny’s wedding was to be held in four days. Preparations were going on, and 

a number of guests had already arrived. Hostility had been brewing for some days and there was 

an underlying tension in the compound, since very few of the Parsis and Iranis believed in Meher 

Baba’s status as a guru. At that time, genuine knowledge of spirituality was limited among the 

Zoroastrian community. The Parsis had no mystical tradition for acknowledging saints and 

advanced souls, as did the Hindus and Muslims. They looked upon Meher Baba and his followers 

as deluded, if not mad, and considered them fools to be mixed up in, as they called it, “spiritual 

nonsense.” 

 
211 The drum mentioned may have been a kerosene or cooking oil cylindrical drum, rather than a musical 

instrument. 



The arrival of more out-of-town Parsis and Iranis from Bombay and Poona only added to 

the tension and criticism brewing among Gulmai’s relatives. In the local newspapers, too, more 

attacks against Meher Baba appeared. Thus, indignation against Meher Baba and his followers was 

the chief topic of conversation among the skeptical Zoroastrian guests. On the morning of 4 May, 

while Adi was helping Baba with his daily ablutions, he informed him of the gossip going on behind 

his back and of the prevailing atmosphere of criticism. Adi made it clear that several people at 

Sarosh Manzil, his family’s house, especially Gulmai’s brother, Minochershaw, were inciting the 

other wedding guests against him. The night before, Adi reported, there had been a loud, heated 

argument between Rustom, who was hot-tempered by nature, and his Uncle Minochershaw over 

Baba. Baba was already annoyed that Gulmai had not yet returned from Sakori, as he had instructed. 

Hearing what Adi said, Baba abruptly left his room and stormed out of the compound without 

saying a word. 

That morning, some of the men were in the bathrooms washing, and some were in the 

middle of breakfast. But the Master’s standing order was that wherever he went, the mandali 

should follow immediately, no matter what they happened to be doing. Thus, hearing the cry that 

Baba was leaving, the mandali hurried to follow him as quickly as they could, unaware of where 

he was going. Baba walked rapidly through the city with a serious expression. He stopped on 

Station Road with Behramji, Gustadji, Nervous, Padri, Masaji, Pendu and Slamson in tow.  

At first, they thought Baba was going to the railway station, and they wondered about their 

belongings left behind at Khushru Quarters. But after coming to the Sina River, Baba instead began 

walking north along the riverbed. They stopped by a well in a field and refreshed themselves. Then 

Baba turned back, crossed the bridge and went to the railway station where they had a snack at the 

adjoining dharamshala. 

Continuing, after trudging six miles along the Dhond Road, they saw some dilapidated 

buildings and a small village nearby. When they entered the property, they came across a watchman 

who informed them that the structures had formerly housed a British military post and were now 

owned by Khansaheb Kaikhushru Irani of Ahmednagar. The nearby village was Arangaon. 

The mandali were surprised because, although they had heard about Arangaon and Baba’s 

intention of staying there, they did not know its location. Gulmai had only mentioned the name of 

the place and had planned to take Baba there after Rustom’s marriage. Baba sat down under a neem 

tree by an old well. He pointed out the recently constructed tomb of Gilori Shah, a few feet away, 

then observed the neglected buildings, a small howd (cistern) and a flagstone platform.212 

The mandali had neither a change of clothes, food, nor drinking water with them. Baba 

sent Behramji and Slamson to Arangaon Village to fetch something to eat. The men were thirsty 

but, despite there being a well close at hand, they could not draw water from it as there was no 

bucket. Behramji and Slamson approached a Christian and told him, “We are pilgrims in need of 

food. We will gladly pay you for whatever you can provide.” 

The man’s name was Gangaram Limbaji Pawar and he explained that he could not afford 

anything more than bhakri and chutney, and that it would take some time to prepare. “It doesn’t 

matter how long it takes,” said Behramji, “as long as you will cook it. We will return in an hour; 

meanwhile, kindly loan us a bucket, some rope and a cup so we may drink water.” Gangaram 

obliged. They returned to where Baba was seated and refreshed themselves by drawing water from 

the well. 

Meanwhile, Rustom was quite upset when he heard about Baba and the mandali’s sudden 

departure from Khushru Quarters. He rode on his motorcycle through the city frantically looking 

 
212 Gilori Shah was still alive when Meher Baba first visited Arangaon during May 1923. He was a resident 

of Ahmednagar but, as mentioned earlier, he had his tomb built outside the city. The tomb is now part of 

lower Meherabad. 



for them. He stopped people on the main road, asking if they had seen a group of men going by. 

One person told him he had seen a group walking on the Dhond Road that morning. Rustom wasted 

no time in racing to Arangaon, where he found Baba and the mandali sitting under the neem tree. 

With tears in his eyes, he asked Baba why he had come there. 

Baba replied, “I no longer wish to stay in Khushru Quarters. “ 

“But what about my wedding?” Rustom pleaded. “You promised to attend!” 

“I've changed my mind!” was Baba’s curt reply. 

“But it was only because of your advice that I agreed to marry in the first place!” Rustom 

exclaimed. “If you don’t attend the wedding, I won’t go through with it!”  

“What will your family, relations and guests say if you cancel the wedding?” Baba asked. 

“What do I care for what they think or say?” Rustom declared. “I am only concerned with 

you; I am not concerned about others.” 

Baba was pleased and calmed Rustom by explaining that, though he would not be present 

at the wedding, he would come later to bless him and Freiny; and he assured Rustom that the 

marriage was being performed according to his wish. In the meantime, he wished to remain where 

he was with the men. Baba then sent Rustom back to Ahmednagar with Masaji, instructing him to 

arrange to forward their luggage and trunks to Arangaon. 

After Rustom was gone, Baba asked his companions, “How do you find this place?” 

The men replied in laughter, “There’s nothing here!” 

In a serious tone, Baba asked, “What do you mean? Where the Fakir stays, there is 

everything! There is nothing lacking in the company of the Fakir.” 

Behramji returned to Gangaram’s house and brought back the freshly baked bread, which 

all ate. They drank water by holding it in the hollow of their palms. Gangaram brought a kerosene 

lantern for them to use, and the Master blessed him, saying, “May there always be light in your 

house.” 

In the evening, their baggage having arrived, Baba and Gustadji slept on the flagstone 

platform under the neem tree and the other men spread out their bedding rolls on the ground nearby 

and tried to sleep. It was a restless night; dust swirled in the hot winds of May. When they were 

spreading out their bedding a snake was seen and Padri killed it. 

As the watchman explained, during the First World War a few army units had been 

stationed there, and it was these abandoned structures which Khansaheb had bought at an auction 

after the military had discontinued using the property. Adjacent to the railroad tracks was a small, 

well-constructed stone building that had been the army’s post office. Other than this, the rest of the 

buildings were in a dilapidated state. On the east side of the road was a large, bungalow-shaped 

building constructed in 1916, which had served as the officer’s mess quarters. It was constructed 

of mud (clay)-bricks and contained two big halls, a bathroom, and verandahs on both sides. It had 

typical shahbad stone flooring and a Mangalore tiled roof. 

The next day, 5 May 1923, the Post Office building was swept and cleaned, and that night 

Baba and the mandali stayed inside it. Baba decided they should move into the larger Mess Quarters 

across the road, so they began cleaning and repairing it. It was filled with heavy slabs of flooring, 

old utensils and other discarded items of junk. Baba himself helped in the work which lasted from 

morning to evening.  

On Sunday the 6th of May, Ghani, Ramjoo, Sadashiv, Munshiji and Vajifdar arrived in 

Arangaon. These five men soon became aware that the daily routine in this deserted place was quite 

the reverse of what it had been at the Manzil in Bombay. Each man had to draw his own water from 

the well and had to wash his own clothes; then for the whole day the hard physical labor of cleaning 

and restoring the Mess Quarters continued. 



Baba informed the five new arrivals: “The life here is unpleasant and rough. All of you will 

have to labor like coolies and do farming or seek employment in Ahmednagar, which would mean 

cycling six miles both ways every day. It would be better for you five to find jobs in either Bombay, 

Poona, Lonavla or elsewhere. Even though you live somewhere else away from me, if you carry 

out my orders, my connection with you will remain intact. Remember, I am everywhere; I am 

always with you.” 

Ramjoo decided to rejoin Baba and the mandali; but Sadashiv, Munshiji and Vajifdar soon 

returned to their residences. Ghani commented that he had not yet made up his mind. 

Centuries ago the Arangaon area was a forested area and its name is derived from that. 

There are several legends connected with Arangaon’s spiritual past. It is said that during the 9th or 

10th century, a Perfect Master named Vithoba (another name for Krishna) stayed at the village. 

After some time, a temple dedicated to him was constructed. Because of this temple, the small 

village also became known as Chhota (Little) Pandhari, in reference to Pandharpur, a celebrated 

place of pilgrimage for Hindus. 

Later, during the 17th century, a saint named Buaji Bua resided in Arangaon. Once, during 

the festival of Ekadashi (literally, the 11th day after a new moon; a sacred day dedicated to Lord 

Vishnu), a large crowd had assembled to celebrate the day in the saint’s auspicious presence. The 

bhajan singing became ecstatic and in a rapture of divine intoxication, swaying his body to the 

fervent music, Buaji Bua began rubbing his palms together. When his disciples asked him the 

reason, the saint replied, “I am extinguishing a large fire in the congregation tent at Pandharpur!” 

His disciples were startled when they witnessed his hands turning black, like charcoal, and smoke 

rising from them! A few days later, news came from Pandharpur that there had been a tremendous 

fire on Ekadashi, which had been surprisingly easy to extinguish. The fire was found to have started 

at the time when Buaji Bua began rubbing his hands together. 

Buaji Bua is also known for having had himself buried alive (called jivan-samadhi) in 

Vithoba’s temple in Arangaon. His tomb is there to this day. Hindus go on pilgrimage to this 

temple-tomb, and each year a festival is held outside the shrine. 

Baba changed his mind and decided to send the mandali to Rustom and Freiny’s wedding. 

He came with them from Arangaon to Ahmednagar on 8 May. Baba and Gustadji stayed on the top 

floor of Sarosh Manzil and the other mandali at Khushru Quarters, where a large canopy had been 

erected and was beautifully decorated. 213 

Baba told the men to render whatever help was needed, under Behramji’s direction. 

Behramji assigned them the work of assisting the cooks in cutting and cleaning vegetables for the 

wedding feast. For the mandali, working in the kitchen was quite humiliating, as they felt the glares 

of many wealthy guests (Europeans as well as fellow Parsis and Iranis). But in life with a Master, 

honor and insult are the same. The lesson to be learned was to go beyond caring about both. 

The Kasba Peth mandali and Khak Saheb also came to Ahmednagar for the occasion; but 

the mandali were so occupied in the kitchen that there was barely time even to greet them. This 

was the first time since Manzil-e-Meem that all the various mandali from Poona, Lonavla, Bombay 

and Ahmednagar had gathered together; however, they were allowed no opportunity to enjoy their 

reunion. Rustom’s in-laws ignored Meher Baba’s disciples, as their attention was devoted to seeing 

to the comfort of their more “distinguished” guests. 

On the evening of 9 May 1923, with great éclat and in regal style, Rustom and Freiny were 

married according to Zoroastrian custom. That morning Baba was dressed in a new suit of clothes, 

and puja was performed before him. The food served after the wedding ceremony was scrumptious 

— choice fish for the guests and pure vegetarian style for Baba and the mandali. (However, Baba 

 
213 Gulmai recalled that Baba and Gustadji occupied Maharaj’s room (downstairs), but in his diary Ramjoo 

has written that Baba stayed in the room on the third floor which he had occupied previously. 



became upset when he discovered that the spoons and ladles used by the cooks for the fish had 

gotten switched, and consequently he forbade the men to eat the meal. Needless to say, this order 

was disappointing.) A European band and various entertainments were enjoyed by all the other 200 

guests. Baba did not attend the wedding; however, the couple came to Sarosh Manzil afterwards 

where Baba blessed and embraced them. A private qawaali program was staged for Baba, the 

mandali and a few selected members of Rustom’s family, led by Yasin Qawaal who had been 

brought from Bombay just for the occasion. 

The following afternoon there was another qawaali program. Baba thoroughly enjoyed the 

music. The Wine of the Divine Song flowed freely during such programs, especially qawaali 

programs by such an accomplished singer as Yasin. Baba himself was an exceptional singer and 

always took great interest in such programs and listened intently to the singer. 

After the music, Baba discussed the future of his mandali. It was decided that the Kasba 

Peth mandali should remain in Poona and that Khak Saheb should go to Bombay and stay with 

Munshiji and Sayyed Saheb. The remaining fourteen men would stay with Baba at Arangaon; they 

were Adi, Asthma, Babu Cyclewalla, Baidul, Barsoap, Behramji, Gustadji, Jalbhai, Masaji, 

Nervous, Pendu, Padri, Ramjoo and Slamson. 

One of Rustom’s aunts, Pilamai Irani, had come from Karachi for the wedding. After 

meeting Baba at Sakori two years before, she was consumed in the fire of his divine love and 

became his devotee. During this occasion, Pilamai told Baba that she was ready to surrender her 

life to him and wanted to stay with him, but he persuaded her to return to Karachi. She reluctantly 

agreed on the condition that he visit her there, which he promised. The result of this, and the natural 

way in which the Master accomplished his work, was to gradually unfold. On the surface, it looked 

as if Pilamai invited Baba to grace her house; but the Master alone knows the secret way in which 

he reveals his intentions. Those who were continuously with Meher Baba had some understanding 

of how he manipulated events, making them seem quite natural. And occasionally the mandali 

would fathom the hidden meaning behind the outward expressions of his work and statements. 

A dispute again arose between some of Gulmai’s relatives over Khansaheb’s property. 

Some warned that Meher Baba would usurp Khansaheb’s land in Arangaon if immediate steps were 

not taken to prevent this. Baba came to know of the heated quarrel, and vacated Sarosh Manzil on 

Friday morning, 11 May 1923. This time Baba proceeded directly to the railway station but then 

turned onto a dirt road. After passing the Sina River, he stopped at a deserted graveyard, where he 

gathered the mandali around him and said that they would reside there. It was an odd choice, but 

the mandali agreed. But Baba soon left and started walking toward the local dharamshala — a rest 

house run by the municipality. He decided to stay there until a suitable accommodation could be 

located. Later, Baba remarked that he had definitely decided not to remain in Ahmednagar or 

Arangaon any longer. 

The mandali were hungry; vegetables were purchased and cooked in the dharamshala, and 

all ate them for dinner with bread from a bakery. Baba’s prolonged fast, which he had begun in 

Manzil-e-Meem, continued throughout this period. After the meal, Behramji went to Arangaon and 

brought all their luggage by bullock cart along with firewood to be used for cooking. Gustadji and 

Behramji were under Baba’s order to eat only one meal a day at 11:00 A.M. and to drink water only 

between the hours of 11:00 A.M. and 1:00 P.M. Soon after, Ghani left Ahmednagar by train, as 

Baba instructed him to stay in Bombay until he was called. 

The next day Baba told the mandali to pack everything in trunks, except their necessary 

clothing, bedding and a few indispensable items, and then take them to Khushru Quarters to be 

stored until they returned. Khushru Quarters was about half a mile away from the dharamshala, and 

all the mandali, who were dressed in good clothes, labored like common coolies as they walked 

through the city carrying the trunks on their heads and backs. Pedestrians on the road stared at them 

in surprise, wondering who these men were. Some passersby sneered at them, but the men had to 



trudge on, finally depositing their heavy loads in Khushru Quarters and then returning to the 

dharamshala. 

There had been exchanges of bitter words and criticism toward Meher Baba by certain 

Zoroastrians. Gulmai felt disheartened by Baba’s departure from her house due to the hostile and 

disrespectful attitude of her relatives. She felt disappointed because she had invited the Master to 

set up his headquarters on her husband’s property at Arangaon. Like Shireenmai, Gulmai was 

destined to play a certain role. Who can measure the pain behind a mother’s sorrow? 

Khansaheb was moved by his wife’s devotion and hastened to the dharamshala to try to 

correct the situation and appease Baba’s feelings. He pleaded, “On behalf of my family, I beg your 

forgiveness, Baba. Accept my prayer to remain in Arangaon. Gulmai is beside herself with grief 

over what has happened.” 

Baba answered, “A Fakir has no home and at the same time he has everything. He only 

stays in one particular place for certain reasons. I do not wish to create differences or divide your 

family by staying in Arangaon.” 

Khansaheb earnestly pleaded with him to reconsider, and finally Baba agreed to return. So 

after a three-day stay in the dharamshala, the men, led by Baba, walked back to Arangaon on 

Sunday, 13 May, and stayed again in the deserted Post Office building. 

Gulmai’s sister Soonamasi Irani, her husband Kaikhushru Masa, and their daughter 

Khorshed had come from Bombay to attend Rustom’s wedding. On one occasion, Baba advised 

Soonamasi and Khorshed to stay in Ahmednagar so they could regularly come for his darshan at 

Arangaon. Pilamai was staying, too, and she also went to Arangaon for Baba’s darshan daily. On 

one occasion he told her, “Gulmai is my spiritual mother, but remember you are my spiritual sister, 

so you should stay in close contact with me.” Thus the Master started gathering a close circle of 

women disciples. 

Freiny’s only sibling, her sister Mehera, had not attended the wedding. While preparations 

were being made for Freiny’s marriage, Mehera was staying in Sakori with Upasni Maharaj. Under 

his guidance and along with other devotees, she was engaged in the labor work of carrying stones, 

earth and other building material on her head in a ghamela. Construction work was in progress in 

building the Sakori ashram, and all of Maharaj’s kanyas were helping in the work. Although 

Mehera came from a wealthy family and had never done such lowly tasks in her life, she did not 

hesitate to share in such labor under the spiritual direction of Maharaj. 

As the day of the wedding approached, Mehera’s knee suddenly became swollen. On this 

pretext, Maharaj did not allow her to attend the wedding in Ahmednagar, and Mehera willingly 

abided by his decision. But the real reason for his disinclination to send Mehera — and for the 

mysterious swelling on her knee — was learned later when her mother Daulatmai discovered that 

certain relatives had come to the wedding with the intention of discussing their son’s marriage to 

Mehera. A Perfect Master is omniscient and knows the past and future. Knowing Mehera’s destiny, 

Upasni Maharaj could not allow her to go to Ahmednagar. Mehera was already spoken for and 

would soon join her divine Prince Charming forever. 

About a week after the wedding, when Daulatmai went again to Sakori, Maharaj relented 

and permitted Mehera to leave. While Mehera was in Ahmednagar, she and her mother were called 

to Meherabad to meet Baba and discuss Mehera’s marriage proposal. At the Post Office, Baba 

asked Mehera if she wanted to marry, and Mehera replied demurely that she did not, and Baba was 

pleased. 

Mehera and her mother then left for Poona where they visited Babajan regularly. 

 

In Arangaon, the repair work of cleaning the officer’s Mess Quarters, applying plaster over 

the deteriorating mud-brick walls, and fixing the roof recommenced soon after Baba and the 



mandali’s return. (Baidul was the main mason.) Even in this isolated location, there was little time 

to oneself. The Master’s orders came first; each man became more involved with his duties than 

his own person. Right after the mandali finished their breakfast of bread and tea, they would be 

occupied with this work the entire day. Some would draw water out of the well and carry it, some 

would prepare the clay-mud plaster, and others would apply it to the walls. At noon there would be 

an hour’s respite for a lunch of rice and dal. In the evening, dinner consisted of a potato dish with 

bread. For long intervals during this period, Baba would fast only on liquids, taking no solid food. 

After the repairs were finished, the structure was whitewashed using handmade brushes. 

Being unaccustomed to painting with the harsh lime solution, the men developed severely blistered 

hands and, despite applying oil and fomenting them, the pain lasted for several days. 

By the afternoon of 22 May the Mess Quarters was finally ready for occupancy. The 

mandali were exhausted and thought Baba might defer their move until the following day. But Baba 

wanted them to shift at once. 

The Post Office was emptied of their belongings. Baba and the mandali, each (including 

Baba) carrying his own bedding and baggage, moved into the Mess Quarters. Baba selected a 

particular spot for each man to spread out his bedding. On the right side, a small room was reserved 

for Baba. Upasni Maharaj’s photograph was hung there with a stick of burning incense placed 

before it. By evening, everything was unpacked and arranged: the cooking pots and utensils were 

kept in the kitchen, the water chatties filled, their personal effects placed in their corner, their 

beddings laid out on the floor. 

At night, Baba was seated on his mattress on the floor, leaning against the wall as two of 

the mandali sat on either side of him massaging his legs and feet. As they were preparing for bed, 

Gustadji felt something soft under his pillow. He lifted it and found a snake curled up under it. 

Padri killed it immediately. They wondered from where it had come since no snakes were seen 

while repairing the building, and Gustadji had spread his bedding after thoroughly sweeping the 

area. They had killed some scorpions, but had not seen any snakes. 

Baba decided, “In order to be on the safe side, we should move back to the Post Office 

right away!” So all again shouldered their belongings and bedding rolls and, in the dark, trudged 

back to their original shelter. 

While they were making themselves comfortable, Baba said, “Arangaon is not such a nice 

place. It is not good to remain here now. Think of some other place which is free of snakes and 

scorpions.” Several places were mentioned, but none was approved by Baba. Pendu then suggested 

traveling to Quetta, where he had been living prior to Manzil-e-Meem. Baba liked this prospect 

since he had promised Pilamai to visit Karachi. Baba later concluded, “Not only should we leave 

Arangaon, but we should also leave Ahmednagar District, Bombay Province and India altogether, 

and go to Persia [Iran] via Quetta and Karachi.” 

Baba had previously thought of farming the land at Arangaon. Preparations had been 

underway for some days; bullocks had been ordered and a pump was to be installed at the well. 

Rustom had already sent the pump, but the very next day it was returned to him, and the order for 

the bullocks was canceled. 

Before leaving Arangaon, the topic of giving a name to the place was discussed and the 

Master renamed it Meherabad — “abad” meaning a prosperous settlement, or a flourishing colony. 

A large signboard was painted, and Nervous nailed it between two poles and planted it near the 

railway tracks. 

Arangaon was then a quiet, tranquil setting. Age wondered, “Did anyone who witnessed 

this christening have any idea of how important this place would become in the future? How 

fortunate these few men were to be with Meher Baba when he first stayed there. The history of 

mankind’s quest was being transformed. One day the world will realize the significance of these 



days in May 1923, when this arid and deserted land was sanctified by the cooling presence of the 

Lord.” 

This sacred spot had been the site of a British army camp during the First World War, but 

now, upon the Master’s arrival, a spiritual war began between the forces of Light and Darkness. 

The inspiration to continue fighting such a war flowed and will continue to flow from Meherabad 

for centuries to come. 

 

 

4: JOURNEYING 
On Friday, 25 May 1923, Meher Baba ordered everything from Meherabad to be 

transferred to Khushru Quarters. Only beddings and a few necessities were taken on the journey. 

That morning Baba walked alongside the path of the railway tracks from Meherabad, reaching the 

Ahmednagar railway station at 10:30 A.M. A few of his followers were at the station, and they 

reverently bid him farewell. 

Baba and his fourteen mandali occupied a third class compartment. They were 

accompanied by Pilamai, her small son Vithal, Gulmai, Sarosh, Soonamasi and Khorshed. The train 

left at 12:30 in the afternoon and reached Manmad in the early evening. Food for all had been 

prepared by Gulmai and Pilamai, and at Manmad they cooked fresh food for Baba. As their 

connecting train was not to arrive until 8:00 P.M., they went for a stroll in the city. 

At some stations along the way, Baba would call for milk, rice and dal. Invariably, as 

someone would get down to purchase these, the train would start and Baba would become 

displeased. At some stations telegraphic intimation was sent in advance to have their meals waiting 

for them when they arrived. Baba would serve the food to all. At times he would ask for potatoes 

which Gulmai would cook in the moving train. If it wasn’t ready in time, he would hurl whatever 

food was given him out the window. Utensils had to be cleaned in the wash basin. 

Conversing on various topics during the journey, Baba kept the minds of all focused on 

what he said, not allowing their attention to wander. When the train reached Sanchi and passed the 

Great Stupa, dedicated to Lord Buddha, Baba told several revealing stories about Buddha, his life 

and times in India over 2,500 years ago. 

Pilamai had brought a small chair for Baba to sit on in the train. However, he did not use 

it and asked her why she did not sit on it. Humbly, Pilamai replied, “How could I sit on it when 

you are sitting on a bench? I have nothing but respect for you!” 

“When you don’t respect my words, how can you respect me?” Baba pointed out. “Only if 

you sit in the chair according to my wish will I believe you truly revere me!” 

“But this chair is meant for you,” Pilamai countered. “It is not proper for me to occupy 

your seat.” 

Baba said, “You are my spiritual sister and therefore you, more than anyone else, should 

follow my orders and see that my wish is fulfilled.” 

Pilamai said, “I would sacrifice my life for you, Baba, but I cannot occupy this chair. I 

would feel ashamed to do so in your presence when you are sitting on an uncomfortable, wooden 

bench.” 

Baba said sternly, “You revere your feelings of shame more than me! And since you cannot 

carry out even my smallest wish, how could you ever hope to sacrifice your life for me?” 

Baba continued, “Do not think it is so easy to give up your life for my cause. Give up your 

life while living by dying to your own desires!” 

Pilamai pleaded, “Baba, I don’t understand anything about spirituality, but this is an 

expensive and comfortable chair. I only want you to sit on it. I bought it for you alone.” 



Getting up, Baba angrily flung the chair out the window of the moving train! Only then did 

Pilamai realize that the Master valued nothing in this life except obedience to his wishes. 

Baba did not say another word to Pilamai. After some time, her son Vithal began crying. It 

disturbed Baba who told her to stop his crying. Pilamai realized that she must do as he instructed 

so she tried her best to quiet the child. She gave him milk but he threw it aside and continued crying. 

Desperate, Pilamai took him to the toilet and stayed locked inside. Vithal finally stopped his tears, 

but as soon as Pilamai would bring him out of the lavatory, he would begin all over again, forcing 

his mother to hastily retreat back inside. For almost two days, Pilamai’s confinement in the foul-

smelling toilet continued until the train reached Agra in northern India, where all disembarked on 

Sunday, 27 May. 

Agra is a famous tourist town and the train station was crowded and hectic. Besides the 

women’s four large, metal trunks, the baggage contained everyone’s heavy bedding rolls and 

luggage. Baba had forbidden the mandali to hire coolies at the station, and so again these well-

dressed men shouldered and carried the belongings on their heads. This displeased the poor coolies 

who were expecting to be hired. The stationmaster did not like it either, so he prevented the group 

from crossing the railway tracks, forcing them to go far out of their way over a railway bridge. 

Slamson was in charge of the travel arrangements, and because of his instructions, the 

group took the wrong road through the city. This mishap resulted in a heated argument between 

him and Ramjoo. 

After settling in at the Empress Hotel, Baba asked the men, “Are you ready to do any type 

of work? Under Behramji’s supervision, you will have to do the work of coolies and sweepers. If 

you are unwilling to do it, now is the time to say so. You will then not be bothered with any work 

during the entire journey.” 

Although they disliked the idea, they agreed. Shortly thereafter, Baba led everyone to see 

the city’s main attractions, the Taj Mahal and the Agra Fort. However, because of the heat, it was 

not an enjoyable experience. 

The next morning they went to Mathura where they stayed in a Hindu dharamshala. There, 

too, they played the role of coolies. Besides all their heavy luggage, the men had to carry many 

watermelons for Baba, Behramji and Gustadji, who were fasting on only watermelon juice once a 

day. The other men would also enjoy the fruit but did not enjoy lugging the heavy melons around 

from town to town. 

The men had a bath in the great Yamuna River and washed their soiled clothing. Mathura 

abounds with hundreds of monkeys and, though precautions were taken, one mischievous monkey 

managed to run away with Masaji’s pajamas, which he recovered after a lengthy chase. Baba found 

the incident quite funny. 

That afternoon all accompanied Baba to various temples, where Babu Cyclewalla 

performed the worship ceremonies according to Hindu rites. At some temples Baba would prostrate 

himself or distribute money to the poor. Mathura is famed as the birthplace of Lord Krishna, and 

the Master took the mandali to the enshrined temple-house where Krishna was born over 4,000 

years ago. There, he ordered all to offer their obeisance. In the evening they rode in the boats along 

the waters of the Yamuna River. 

On one occasion, Baba casually inquired of Adi if he found this tour enjoyable. 

“Enjoyable?” Adi snapped. “How can one enjoy it when one is about to pass out from exhaustion!” 

Baba became irate and scolded him, “Only this is real anand [bliss, joy]! What do you 

know? Do you hear me?” 

Adi lost his temper and retorted, “No, I do not hear you!” At this, Baba slapped him so 

soundly that his eardrum was injured and his ear started oozing blood. Later Baba tenderly 



examined Adi’s ear and Adi repented for expressing his insolence. For several days afterward, Baba 

nursed him and administered medicine into his ear. 

Baba was in a good mood when they arrived in Karachi on 31 May. Pilamai’s husband 

Hormuzd, Baily, and other devotees were waiting at the station to welcome them. Baily’s sister 

Khorshed had moved to Karachi, and Baba had sent him ahead to assist with travel arrangements. 

Baba rode to Pilamai’s house in a victoria and relaxed there. Within a few days, Karachi residents 

who already knew of Meher Baba came for his darshan. 

During this time, Baba’s golden brown hair had grown quite long and curly. While staying 

at Pilamai’s, he asked Gulmai to comb his hair. It was the first time that the Master permitted one 

of the women mandali to comb his hair. Gulmai did so with a new comb and brush and, from that 

day on, she carefully preserved all the loose hair. 

Pilamai made everyone comfortable in her home. Later, she guided Baba and the mandali 

on a sightseeing excursion to places of interest in Karachi. One day Baba went to visit his maternal 

aunt and uncle, Banu Masi and Khodadad Masa, who had moved there from Bombay. Afterward 

Baba visited Baily’s sister’s home. 

On Monday, 4 June 1923, Baba and the group took a train to Malir (a small village two 

stations away from Karachi) for a picnic. At Malir he helped to shoulder the watermelons and 

walked two miles to a nearby stream. There the Master bathed and washed his own clothes. 

Although Pilamai’s father Jehangir, like other Zoroastrians at the time, was “opposed” to Baba, he 

was a very generous man and would send edibles and fruit for the group. On this occasion, he had 

provided delicious food for the picnic (Baba had only watermelon juice); but just as the mandali 

began to eat, tiny insects bit some of them. Baba lost his temper and ordered all to return home on 

half-empty stomachs, despite all the delicacies cooked. Ramjoo had to shoulder an uneaten 

watermelon back to Karachi, but along the way it slipped off his shoulders and broke apart, so he 

was spared transporting the cumbersome burden. 

Pilamai’s brother, Rusi, was residing in Quetta with his wife Khorshed and their children. 

Rusi was Pendu’s former boss in Quetta, and Khorshed’s younger sister was married to Gulmai’s 

nephew Dinshaw (Sarosh’s older brother). Khorshed had once taken her children to Manzil-e-

Meem where she briefly met the Master for the first time. The entire family had attended Rustom’s 

wedding in Ahmednagar and had met Baba there and quickly became devoted to him. 

Baba had a particular purpose in wanting to visit Quetta, as two special blossoms of his 

garden were waiting there — Rusi’s daughters Goher and Katie. At that time, Goher and Katie 

were small children and no one knew of Baba’s reasons for going to Quetta; such things only came 

to light when the results of his inner work were manifested. Pilamai’s contact with and 

surrenderance to the Master and Pendu’s former place of employment were links in a chain of 

events forged by the inner workings of Meher Baba to connect his circle members with him. 

On 7 June, after spending a pleasant week in Karachi, Baba departed with the mandali for 

Quetta. Pilamai had spared nothing in seeing to Baba’s comfort, and he appeared pleased with his 

visit and her consideration. The group reached Quetta the next day. For the Master’s privacy, Rusi 

had rented a house on Bruce Road next to his own; Baba stayed on the ground floor while the men 

mandali stayed upstairs. The women stayed separately in Rusi’s uncle’s house. Rusi owned a 

restaurant and saw to his guests’ food and general well-being. The Zoroastrian and Mohammedan 

mandali’s meals were prepared at Rusi’s restaurant; the Hindu mandali had their own separate 

(vegetarian) cooking arrangements in the house. 

It was cold in Quetta, even though it was summer, and Baba relaxed the order for the men 

concerning their early morning cold-water baths, permitting them now to use hot water. Despite 

the cold, Baba did not stop fasting and would drink only warm milk and almond broth in the 

mornings and eat plain dal in the evenings. 



Baba played with all of Rusi’s children but he was most attentive to Goher and Katie. 

Goher was only seven years old and Katie was three. Baba became their perfect playmate and 

would teach them games. Katie once remarked to her father, “Meher Baba is such a fine gentleman. 

Don’t allow him to leave!” While playing carrom one day, Baba quietly lifted up one of the pieces. 

“Baba, you're cheating!” Goher complained. “Play fairly.” The Master laughed. 

Rusi was an amateur magician and would stage magic shows every evening for Baba’s 

enjoyment, telling jokes and funny stories as he performed his tricks. Rusi also took Baba and the 

mandali to different orchards and gardens surrounding Quetta, especially the beautiful garden of 

Jamasp, and showed them the city’s many scenic spots. Baba was quite happy in Quetta and pleased 

to be in Rusi’s humorous company. 

Baba also contacted a sixth-plane mast at this time. The mast was a large and stout man 

covered with lice, who was staying in a hovel in Quetta opposite Baba’s residence. For some time, 

Baba sent the mast tea and breakfast each day via Adi. The mast would eat whatever was offered 

to him. “There was a sort of bedspread on which he sat,” Adi recalled, “and underneath it he would 

put all the leftovers. It was full of bugs.” 

One day Baba decided to contact the mast. As soon as Baba approached him, the mast 

caught hold of Baba. As if wrestling with him, he lifted Baba from the ground and began swinging 

him back and forth. Adi wanted to intervene, but Baba had instructed him not to interfere no matter 

what happened. Slowly the mast calmed down and released Baba. It was a strange and awe-

inspiring sight for Adi to witness, but Baba made him promise not to tell the others what he had 

seen. 

On 12 June, Baba said, “Before proceeding to Persia, I have been thinking of traveling six 

more months in India, walking from Kashmir to Bombay and staying somewhere along the journey 

for a month.” He asked the mandali to think about this new plan and the route. 

The next afternoon, Baba wished to climb the high mountain two miles away that 

overlooked their house. He walked there at a swift pace and the mandali, finding it hard to keep up 

after some distance, were practically running behind him. Observing the new strangers and their 

foreign attire, passersby began staring at them, and one C.I.D. officer even followed the group. 

Reaching the base of the mountain, Baba started climbing it with sure and swift strides. But none 

of the mandali could climb the rocks and slid back down as soon as they had gone up a few feet. 

Baba came down shortly thereafter, and the group returned to the city. The C.I.D. agent, however, 

did not stop to interrogate them. 

During their stay, Baba would go for walks daily to various places in Quetta. On 16 June, 

he walked three miles with the mandali to the garden of Rusi’s friend Ardeshir Golwalla, where 

they played gilli-danda. 

The walking tour from Kashmir to Bombay was settled after some lengthy discussions. 

(Ramjoo and Barsoap were the main advocates of going to Kashmir.) After due preparations, all 

would proceed by train to Kashmir, and from there they would start for Bombay on foot. Baba 

stipulated that there would be enough money for food until they arrived in Kashmir, but from there 

they would have to beg for their daily meals. No one was to keep any money with him; their meals 

would be only what was received by begging, and this begging was to last a month. All the men 

were to wear cotton pajamas, an undershirt, and a khadi (hand-woven rough cloth) kafni (tunic) 

reaching from their neck to their feet. No one was to wear a hat, but could cover his head with a 

kerchief. Except for sandals, no one could wear any shoes or boots and, except for coarse woolen 

blankets to lie on, no one could have anything else for a bedding roll. Each man had a khadi 

haversack in which to carry one extra shirt, one extra pair of pajamas, one bar of soap, and one 

bottle of drinking water. 

On 17 June, Baba further remarked about their forthcoming journey in a serious, warning 

tone, “According to this plan, every one of you has to become a complete fakir — at least 



outwardly. So each of you had better think twice before deciding to go begging with me. People 

will ridicule you, abuse you and insult you. Thorns will pierce your feet; in fact, your path will 

contain only thorns! 

“So consider your health and determine if you have the fortitude necessary to bear such 

hardships in traveling along with me; then let me know your decision. If anyone of you is unable 

to go through with this undertaking completely, then he would be kept at a designated place during 

this period, and his connection with me will not be considered broken.” Baba allowed the men two 

days to ponder the matter. 

Afterward, Rusi presented Baba with a postin — a long, fur-lined coat of the area. After 

Baba tried it and some boots on, Asthma took his photograph which depicted the Master beautifully 

in a novel dress. 

Rusi’s friends and relatives would come to meet Meher Baba in Quetta, and in a short time 

many established close contact with him. Principal among these were Rusi’s brother Sohrab, 

Phirozshah, Ardeshir, and Miya Khan — all of whom were greatly drawn to the Master. Baba 

joined in the celebration of Sohrab’s birthday on 19 June with a game of lingocha (seven tiles). 

Despite taking only a cup of tea after long intervals and less than a glassful of fruit juice once every 

24 hours, Baba played the game vigorously for two hours in the evening and proved to be the best 

player. 

After two days of consideration, all of the mandali agreed to participate in the begging tour 

with the Master. On the 20th of June, a sample of the kafni was prepared for Gustadji. The design 

was approved by Baba, and the tailor took individual measurements to prepare one for each man. 

Kafnis were also made for Sadashiv and Vajifdar, who were in Poona and who were instructed by 

Baba to meet them in Kashmir. One bag, a water bottle and a pair of sandals were also brought for 

Sadashiv and Vajifdar, who were informed by letter of the conditions and restrictions to be 

observed during the tour. 

The next day, 21 June, Baba with the mandali, Sohrab, and Rusi and his family, went to 

see the water works in the mountain pass at Urak — a fourteen-mile drive from Quetta. They stayed 

in the dak bungalow there, and games of seven tiles and thumps and bumps were played as Gulmai, 

Soonamasi, Khorshed and Rusi’s wife cooked lunch. Baba served the food to all and sat down 

under the shade of a tree where a stream was flowing. After lunch, Sohrab took photographs of 

Baba and of the group. They then proceeded to the reservoir, which was the main source of water 

for the whole of Quetta. Baba scaled a steep ridge of the mountain, and Sohrab again took several 

photographs. As he stood on the mountain ridge, the sparkling rays of the Master’s divine form 

seemed to illuminate the entire surroundings. He looked so splendid, as if he were sending the 

message to the world to turn its attention toward him — informing mankind that there was nothing 

more worth seeing nor worshiping than he! 

On 22 June, there was a lengthy discussion in the afternoon between Baba and the mandali 

about the upcoming foot journey. All agreed to abide by the following conditions: 

1. Those who are to accompany Baba on the foot journey do so of their own free will and at their own 

responsibility, and in proof of this all should sign an official stamped paper to this effect. 

2. Each man has agreed not to leave Baba under any circumstances until the tour is over, though they have also 

agreed to obey Baba if he sends away anyone at any time — to any place of his (Baba's) choice. 

3. Despite Baba’s frequent advice to Asthma to remain at another place, he is obstinate to remain with Baba and 

the mandali and wants to go on his own responsibility, cost and risk. 

4. Not one of the mandali should expect any material or divine help from Baba. Under no circumstances, even if 

one or two of the men die, should anyone expect any sort of help from him. 



The third stipulation was discussed at length. It was finally concluded that Asthma could 

accompany them, despite his father’s forbiddance. Regarding the fourth condition, Baba had 

intimated, when he first mentioned the journey, that one or two of the men might die in the near 

future. 

Afterward Baba repeated his earlier remarks that during the journey he would be in such a 

spiritual state that he would be totally helpless and perhaps would have to suffer inwardly or 

outwardly at the hands of yogis, sadhus and mahatmas, which Upasni Maharaj, Swami 

Vivekananda and Ghous Ali Shah had all suffered in a similar manner. 

On Saturday, 23 June, the kafnis and other articles arrived for the journey. Baba and the 

mandali donned their new outfits on this date and were photographed by Sohrab. Baba decided to 

send Asthma to Ahmedabad to obtain his father’s permission before joining the group in Kashmir. 

Gustadji and Behramji were now ordered to eat once every 32 hours instead of once every 24 hours. 

That evening, Baba and some of the men went to the Empire Cinema in the cantonment 

and saw a prison drama, Heliotrope, which all enjoyed. 

The next day, after further discussion, Baba made a change in the itinerary. Kashmir, it was 

felt, would be too cold with not enough warm clothing or suitable food, and no one spoke Kashmiri 

(the local language). Baba decided that they would start from Calcutta, instead of Kashmir, and 

from there proceed to Bombay on foot. Sadashiv and Vajifdar were telegraphed to meet them in 

Calcutta. The agreement on stamp paper was signed by each man and preparations were made to 

leave for Calcutta the following day. All their other luggage was packed in trunks except for two 

shirts, two pants, one blanket, one kafni, one bottle of drinking water, a bar of soap and a wooden 

staff. 

On 25 June, Phirozshah was sent to the railway station to buy tickets for Calcutta, but Baba 

again broached the topic of their destination. He asked, “Which would be better — to begin the 

foot journey from Gujarat or Calcutta?” Gustadji enthusiastically replied that Gujarat was better. 

(It was his home state.) Baba then sought each man’s opinion. Gustadji suggested a walking 

expedition from Ahmedabad, but only his brother Slamson supported this idea; the other men 

preferred Calcutta as the starting point. Baba, in the end, approved of Ahmedabad and sent Pendu 

to cancel the order to buy tickets for Calcutta. It was settled that they proceed to Ahmedabad by 

train and, from there, start on the foot journey to Bombay. Since their starting point was now 

changed, Baba had the condition of begging for food along the way also canceled. It was decided 

instead to eat only grams (roasted chickpeas) and parched rice during the journey. These were 

bought and packed, and all the baggage was immediately dispatched to the station. 

Soon after, the Master suddenly called for two matchbox containers and began threading a 

string through them. He kept one end with him and gave the other to Gulmai. He climbed the stairs 

to the next floor and told Gulmai to stay where she was. Through this “telephone,” Baba then told 

her, “Gulmai, as we communicate by means of this phone outwardly, we must be able to 

communicate inwardly, too. We shall start fakiri [leading a fakir’s life] from Ahmedabad.” 

He then talked to Katie through it and said, “I am leaving, but you must continue to 

remember me. Will you do that?” 

And she replied, “How could I ever forget you, Baba?” Telephones were not yet in use in 

India. Recalling this trick from his childhood, Meher Baba was perhaps heralding the age of 

telephonic communication, as they were introduced later, after Baba stopped speaking. 

In Quetta, Rusi’s family became completely devoted to Meher Baba’s cause. Goher and 

Katie were transformed into little moths so that when the time came, they spontaneously flew into 

the light of his circle. Establishing his connection with these circle members was one aspect of his 

inner work during his visit to Quetta. The Beloved is always in search of his lovers and appears at 

the right moment to seal forever the fate of their hearts. 



Accepting a kiss from Goher and Katie and bidding farewell to all, Baba departed on foot 

with the mandali for the train station on 25 June. Rusi, Sohrab, Phirozshah and Ardeshir gave them 

a grand farewell. There were tears in Rusi’s eyes as the train chugged out of the station. Rusi stood 

fixed, staring at it, silently calling to his Master to come back soon. In silence, he received this 

reply: “I will have to return, for I have left the blossoms of my Garden here.” 

In the train, Baba distributed food to the men, except Gustadji and Behramji whom he 

instructed to remain on only bread and water. Baba continued fasting, sipping a little sherbet only. 

When they changed trains at Hyderabad (Sind), a confusing incident occurred. The ticket 

inspector insisted on weighing all the luggage, in spite of their entreaties to persuade him otherwise. 

The stationmaster then came and he, too, insisted that the bedding rolls be opened, reiterating that 

all the luggage must be weighed and inspected. At this, Baba told Ramjoo to give him a copy of 

Upasni Maharaj’s Urdu biography. Looking closely at Baba’s photograph inside the book, the 

stationmaster was deeply impressed and relieved them of the aggravation. Although the men carried 

only their bare necessities, it was the considerable amount of the women’s luggage that aroused the 

inspector’s attention. 

They arrived at Ahmedabad on 27 June at 9:30 P.M., and Sadashiv, Asthma and Vajifdar 

were there to meet them at the station. Baba sent Sarosh with Gulmai, Khorshed, and Soonamasi 

to Ahmednagar along with the trunks. He advised Khorshed and Soonamasi to stay in Ahmednagar 

until he sent for them to come to Bombay. Baba then had a private meeting with Sadashiv, Asthma 

and Vajifdar on the station platform. He ordered Sadashiv to return to Poona the next day with the 

particular kafni which had been sewn for him in Quetta. In addition, Sadashiv was to take Vajifdar’s 

suit, shoes and hat with him and deliver them to Vajifdar’s house in Bombay. According to Baba’s 

conditions, the men could not wear anything else except the pajamas, shirt and kafni. 

In Ahmedabad, Slamson arranged for the group’s stay in a Parsi dharamshala. But the 

problem of lodging the three others − Babu Cyclewalla, Ramjoo and Barsoap − cropped up, since 

only Zoroastrians were allowed to stay in the dharamshala. Ramjoo spoke Gujarati, so he was okay; 

Barsoap, being a Muslim, was passed off as an Irani and told to avoid speaking. Baba quickly 

solved the problem of Babu Cyclewalla by claiming to the man in charge of the rest house that 

Babu was their servant. Hence, they were allowed to stay along with the others. 

On the morning of 28 June, Baba canceled his order of fasting for both Gustadji and 

Behramji and permitted them to eat two meals a day along with the other mandali. But he did not 

discontinue his own fast, sipping only sherbet once in 24 hours. That afternoon, Baba, accompanied 

by the mandali, went sightseeing in Ahmedabad. 

Asthma had explained to Baba that his parents had not given consent for him to join the 

journey. This was the reason why, in Quetta, Baba kept insisting Asthma return home; he wanted 

Asthma’s father appeased. From the Ahmedabad train station, Asthma left the Master and returned 

home. From that day on, he led a worldly life; according to the wishes of his parents, he married, 

worked with his father in a textile mill, and later had children. Perhaps, had he listened to Meher 

Baba in the first place and gone home then, the Master might have called him back sometime in 

the future. As it was, he only saw Baba a few more times and, though he remembered Baba the rest 

of his life, he never mentioned his name to his family. In a sense, this was Asthma’s death. 

In accordance with the new diet on the tour, on 30 June, one sack of grams and one larger 

sack of parched rice were purchased. But being of poor quality, and thinking that they would be a 

bulky hindrance while walking, Baba told Baidul and Barsoap to return them. Baidul started to lift 

the smaller sack full of grams and Barsoap protested, saying Baidul should carry the heavier bag 

of rice. They quarreled for some time, but Baidul left with the smaller bag. Barsoap refused to touch 
the bigger one and hired a coolie to carry it back to the shop. When Baba came to know of this, he 

scolded Baidul and then ordered Barsoap to pick up the rice sack and, as a punishment, made him 

circle the bungalow with it on his head. After this incident, it was decided to cook rice and dal 



during the journey (which would be less bulky to carry), and these were purchased along with a 

few new aluminum cooking vessels. (Their old cooking utensils had been sent back.) 

Baba awakened the men at 2:30 A.M. on Saturday, 1 July 1923, and all took a cold bath. 

Besides their own luggage, the rice and dal were divided to be carried among the stronger of the 

mandali. They left the dharamshala at four in the morning. Quietly passing through the city, they 

reached the outskirts of Ahmedabad, where Baba ordered all to softly repeat their favorite name of 

God while walking. 

Faint whispers of “Ram ... Krishna ... Yezdan ... Ahuramazda ... Ya Allah ... Allah,” were 

chanted and echoed with the sound of their steps. 

Baba walked in the lead, carrying his own bedding roll on his shoulders; his blanket was 

wrapped around his shoulders for warmth as no coats were permitted, and his bag hung from one 

side. The mandali were not wearing their kafnis because Baba canceled the begging order, yet they 

still looked extraordinary for mendicants. 

At 7:45 A.M. they arrived at the village of Jetalpur, where they rested under a tree by a 

pond. Although they had only walked ten miles, they were exhausted due to the loads they were 

carrying. Cooking was an ordeal, and it took them over three hours to cook the rice and dal. An 

awkward and annoying situation occurred when their bucket fell in the well while they were 

drawing water, and they had difficulty recovering it. The villagers suggested using a hook on a rope 

which was brought from the village temple. Slamson brought the bucket out of the well after several 

attempts. Broken branches and twigs were gathered for a fire; water was finally brought, and the 

food was cooked under the shade. They finally ate after eleven o’clock, and the meal served as a 

combined breakfast and lunch. 

Baba had chosen a lovely and enchanting spot to rest in: peacocks were flying and dancing 

around them, various saplings and trees decorated the landscape, and a charming village was seen 

in the distance. The natural beauty of the place seemed to soothe their tired spirits. They rested 

there after lunch until three o’clock. At first, it was decided to stay in Jetalpur until the following 

day and then proceed to Kaira, but a villager told Ramjoo there was a shortcut to Kaira by way of 

the main road to Barejadi, four miles away. Baba only smiled when Ramjoo put this idea forward 

and then nodded approval of the new route. The mandali were still learning that when someone 

suggested a change in the Master’s fixed program, Baba would usually agree to it; but, more often 

than not, the results were unforeseen difficulties and additional hardships. 

Refreshing tea was served in the afternoon, and they relaxed for a while longer. After eating 

the leftover rice and dal for dinner, they departed at 5:30. Baba ordered them to walk in pairs, and 

they reached Barejadi by sunset. They stayed in a dharamshala and were quite sleepy but had orders 

not to retire until ten o’clock. Baba also ordered the men to keep nightwatch in turns of one hour 

each. The first day they had hiked fourteen miles and, though tired, they were still quite enthusiastic 

about their fakiri adventure. 

The next day, Baba awakened everyone at 4:00 A.M. and, within half an hour, they started 

along the “shortcut” for Kaira. Dawn was just breaking, but it was already quite hot. Ramjoo had 

come down with a sudden fever. The dirt road was rough; they walked on loose earth inches deep. 

Wearing the tough Pathani sandals, they had difficulty treading it. They rested for some time under 

the shade of a tree, but there was not the slightest breeze to relieve the oppressive heat. After further 

inquiry, they were told that the road they were on led far out of their way. The heavy load of utensils 

and grains weighed them down and, after covering only a short distance, they became so exhausted 

that they had to take rest again under a tree. Vajifdar had blisters on his feet, and Nervous began 

swearing at Ramjoo for suggesting this shortcut. Baba then remarked, “True, it is Ramjoo’s fault 

we have taken this road, and we are all irritated about it, but that does not mean Nervous should 

pick a fight! This is the very reason Khodadad’s name was changed to Nervous!” 



With Baba in the lead, the group resumed walking, but soon the quarrel between Nervous 

and Ramjoo became heated. Seeing both arguing back and forth, Baba started scolding them in a 

booming voice. He had been fasting for the last four to five months, taking only tea twice or thrice 

a day and fruit juice once, but he was walking and conversing as if he were out on a relaxing stroll. 

Whereas the men, though taking solid food twice a day, got so tired after a few miles that they 

could not even speak; it became harder and harder for them to tread onward. Although Baba had 

told them to repeat the name of God — calling on Him to give them strength and courage — it was 

now automatically coming from their lips, but in exasperation rather than devotion! 

Before starting on the journey, Baba had said that their fez caps should be thrown away. 

The men were complaining about them; so to lessen their discomfort, Behramji reminded Baba 

twice about disposing of the caps, but he received no reply. At last they came to a river, and a short 

distance across was the town of Kaira. The mandali had hopes of quenching their burning thirst, 

but Baba ordered that no one should drink the river water unless he instructed otherwise. They had 

to remain content with splashing their faces and arms. The mandali were ready to camp there, but 

finding Kaira so near, they mustered their last resources, took up their loads and began walking. 

Behramji again reminded Baba about disposing of the fez caps, and he said they should throw them 

away while crossing the river; all were happy to be rid of the sweaty headgear. 

After walking a mile, they arrived in the town, but to the men’s consternation, Baba was 

not in a mood to stop. He wandered about the market and at last stopped outside a restaurant. Only 

Baba drank tea while the mandali squatted nearby. A crowd gathered around them, fascinated to 

find such strange pilgrims. Some pitied them, and some took them to be a band of beggars and 

suggested the best spots for plying their trade. Some bombarded them with questions; however, 

when no replies were forthcoming, they jeered at them. Due to their extreme fatigue and thirst, the 

men longed only for some rest and a drink of cool water; they were too tired to pay any attention 

to the people’s questions. 

Baba finished his tea and ordered that they start walking again. After some distance, he 

allowed the men to rest under the shade of a tree by the Collector’s bungalow.214 They put down 

their packs with a sigh of relief and stretched out under the branches. There was a well in the 

compound but the place proved ill chosen, for the ground was full of rocks and the shade 

insufficient to shield them from the blazing sun. Despite the uncomfortable setting, all laid down. 

They were completely worn out, especially the stronger members whose loads were the heaviest. 

Vajifdar, who was the strongest, was unable to walk due to blisters on his feet; Masaji and Baidul 

lay on their stomachs breathing heavily; Pendu and Ramjoo were seething from the heat, and 

Ramjoo actually began weeping out of longing to quench his thirst. God is all-merciful, but the 

path to God is merciless. Now the mandali were to realize the Master’s compassion and find him 

intervening on behalf of God. 

Slamson was ordered to go to the market and bring ingredients for Gustadji to prepare 

lunch. They had rice and dal around noon, but ate with difficulty as their thirst was still tremendous. 

Baba did not allow them to take more than one and a half glassfuls of water during the meal. 

Afterward Baba again warned them not to drink water unless he told them. He asked Ramjoo if he 

wished to return home. Ramjoo answered that he did not wish to leave but, at the same time, he 

saw no hope of completing the pilgrimage. Padri said he was unable to go any further. Baba 

comforted all by saying, “Don’t be disheartened. Have faith in me. I am with you. Be courageous; 

don’t give up.” 

Baba then ordered the group to rest in the afternoon, but because of the heat, Ramjoo was 

feeling so restless that he went to the river and began frantically throwing the muddy water over 

his head. Pendu’s condition was so terrible that he could not speak. He would stand before Baba 

with his tongue swollen, silently pleading for water. Baba then gave Pendu and Ramjoo each an 

 
214 A Collector is a high public official similar to a mayor or county commissioner.  



extra glassful of water, but that hardly satisfied their thirst. Finding Pendu again standing before 

him with his tongue protruding, Baba ordered him to drink a cup of ghee (clarified butter). The 

mandali’s condition was not due to the foot journey, since they had only walked fifteen miles from 

Barejadi to Kaira. They were weak from lack of water amidst the intense heat and the load they 

were made to carry. 

Later in the afternoon, a police officer abruptly arrived and took down their names and 

addresses. He warned them, “These days kidnapping of little children by thieves and dacoits is 

rampant in this area and the public is in an ugly mood. You would be wise to leave the district as 

soon as possible. A rumor is already about that you are a gang of kidnappers!” During this period, 

panic was widespread throughout the villages of Gujarat, and it was natural that the public looked 

on this band of unshaven, disheveled and strangely attired men with suspicion. 

To clear up the matter, Baba told Vajifdar to go to the police superintendent to request his 

help and cooperation. The superintendent was a Parsi, but due to Vajifdar’s ragged appearance, the 

man could not believe that this was the once famous cricketer. When Vajifdar tried to explain about 

Meher Baba and the purpose of their walking tour, the superintendent refused to believe a word. 

Vajifdar returned disappointed. 

Baba held a meeting and said, “We will go by train to Broach and from there resume 

traveling on foot. Pendu, Masaji and Vajifdar will be sent by train directly to Bombay.” All 

approved of the idea, feeling exhausted and needing rest. Four bullock carts were hired and at 7:15 

P.M. they went to Mehmadabad railway station, seven miles from Kaira. With the help of a Muslim, 

they were lodged in a dharamshala, and later left for Broach on the 11:00 P.M. train. Although the 

mandali were exhausted, Baba himself did not seem to be in the least affected, yet he had walked 

the same distance and carried the same load. Furthermore, the mandali were eating twice a day, 

whereas Baba had been fasting for the past several months! The compassionate Master allowed 

them to eat and drink. Yet he showed them how merciless the way could be. 

At 3:30 A.M. on 3 July 1923, they arrived in Broach and stayed until daybreak in the 

compound of a dharamshala near the station. Meanwhile, Baba, Vajifdar and Slamson went to the 

city in a tonga. Vajifdar’s relatives arranged their stay in the Parsi dharamshala located in Jamshed 

Gardens. On their return, all walked the distance of a mile and a half to the dharamshala. Babu 

Cyclewalla, Ramjoo and Barsoap pretended to be servants and were able to gain entrance into the 

exclusively Parsi guest house. There was no kitchen to cook the food and water was scarce due to 

scanty monsoon rains, but Gustadji managed to cook rice and dal outside. 

They went to bathe in the Narmada River nearby. The water was muddy and brackish, and 

they derived no pleasure from the bath or from washing their clothes. They returned to the 

dharamshala and rested until 4:00 P.M. 

During one conversation, a self-righteous zealot staying in the guest house extolled the 

Zoroastrians and bitterly criticized and condemned the Hindus and Muslims, unaware that among 

Meher Baba’s group were both Hindus and Muslims. The mandali listened to his twisted logic with 

concealed amusement. 

As instructed, Masaji, Pendu and Vajifdar left Broach for Bombay. Pendu’s health had 

suffered terribly and he was in very weak condition. Baba with the rest of the mandali departed at 

4:00 P.M. for Ankleshwar. Returning to the river, they hired a boat to take them across. A strong 

wind was blowing, making it difficult to raise the sails. One of the boat’s heavy ropes struck 

Nervous on his wrist (on which he was resting his head, so his eye was barely saved from being 

seriously injured). More troubles were to follow. 

They had been sitting in the boat for ten minutes, pleasantly surveying the passing scenery 

when, all of a sudden, they heard a loud noise and the boat came to a halt. The river was very low 

due to lack of rain, and the boat had run aground. With great difficulty the boatman extricated the 

boat and began rowing again. But in a few minutes the boat again stuck to the muddy bottom. Some 



of the mandali jumped out and began to push and with their effort the boat was freed. But after 

going only a short distance, it got bogged down once more and this time could not be freed. The 

boat was stranded in the middle of the river; however, another boat came along and they prepared 

to transfer their belongings. With Baba leading, they got out of the boat and waded through the 

waist-deep water to the other boat, carefully avoiding sinking in the soft bottom. Afterward, despite 

ending up being muddied, they found the situation humorous and much of their tension was 

released. 

But their troubles did not end as the second boat also ran aground. The men got out and 

slowly pushed it across to the other shore. At one point, when Jalbhai felt himself sinking, he felt 

Baba’s hand on his shoulder and saw his feet miraculously rising out of the mud. Once they reached 

the shore, Baba told them to dry and change into fresh clothes, which they did behind bushes. They 

continued their foot journey, reaching Ankleshwar at 8:30 P.M. They slept on the railway station 

platform, and Baba allowed them to drink as much water as they needed, which relieved them. The 

next train for Surat was scheduled to leave at 4:00 A.M. and Baba told them to rest until then, taking 

turns of an hour each for nightwatch. 

Leaving Ankleshwar, they reached Surat at six o’clock on the morning of 4 July. From the 

train station they went by tongas to the two-story Parsi dharamshala, which was empty. After 

eating, all bathed and washed their clothes, which had been soiled in the muddy Narmada River. 

That day they ate three meals, which consisted of only rice and dal. From Surat, Baba wired Rustom 

to meet them in Navsari on the 6th. 

Rising at 3:15 on the morning of 5 July, they left Surat at four o’clock. They shouldered 

their luggage and walked along the railway tracks, which ran parallel to the road. Reaching the 

town of Sachin at 9:00 A.M., they stopped near a porter’s hut where Gustadji cooked dal and rice 

for the group. After resting for two hours, they again started walking. They took short rests along 

the way and arrived in Navsari at 5:30 P.M. Although they had covered about 24 miles from Surat 

to Navsari and were very tired, they were not dejected as they had been in Kaira. Each one of the 

mandali had been completely exhausted and depressed in Kaira, while the Master was quite 

cheerful and vigorous. But in Navsari the opposite occurred; while the mandali were found to be in 

good spirits, Baba did not appear well. 

Baba had them camp in the Sohrab Gardens of the Parsi dharamshala, which was situated 

in the center of the Zoroastrian community in Navsari. When they went to the well to draw water, 

the Parsi women and children began jeering. When the men sat down to their unvaried diet of plain 

dal and rice, the manager and other guests were astonished, since Parsis almost always eat meat 

with their meals. Oddly, however, another Parsi stranger came to the dharamshala requesting Meher 

Baba’s darshan. The Master refused to see him and sent him the message that, due to exhaustion, 

he wished to be alone that day. But the man insisted, so Baba sent Gustadji in his place and 

instructed him to pretend to be him! The Parsi had never seen Meher Baba and reverently offered 

namaskars. He respectfully greeted Gustadji with folded hands and then happily left. This unusual 

incident coincided with a dream Gustadji had recently had. 

Meanwhile, some people spread the rumor in Navsari that a gang of thieves and dacoits 

(Baba and the mandali) had come to the dharamshala and that the local community should beware. 

Rustom had recently arrived from Ahmednagar and Baba immediately sent him to call Sohrabji 

Desai. Sohrabji was the literary scholar who had co-authored Sakorina Sadguru, the Gujarati 

biography of Upasni Maharaj, which was being printed in Navsari. 

Just after Rustom left, several police officers arrived and began interrogating the mandali. 

Although the policemen’s behavior was rude and insolent, the mandali meekly submitted to their 

questions and supplied them with all the necessary information about their identities and travels. 

The police questioned each man in detail and recorded his statements, but the men’s peculiar dress 

still made them suspicious. 



One of the detectives continued to pester them in an intimidating manner with impertinent 

questions. Baba then signaled Ramjoo to reply in a similar way, and his change of manner made 

the detective angry and he threatened to take them all into custody. He then confronted the 

dharamshala manager and his staff, but they pleaded innocence. 

Rustom returned within a short time. Seeing this well-dressed man with a wealthy 

demeanor, who responded with quick, impatient answers, the detective found himself in an 

embarrassing position. Then Sohrabji Desai arrived. He was immediately recognized as Navsari’s 

renowned and highly respected writer. Sohrabji spoke sharply to the officer, declaring, “These men 

are Meher Baba’s disciples, and I have come for his darshan. Why are you harassing them?” 

This made the detective apologize. Seeing a man like Sohrabji coming for darshan 

convinced him that Meher Baba must be a great personality. He asked for forgiveness and requested 

Meher Baba’s darshan, but the Master did not allow it. The policemen then left. 

Baba was quite happy to meet Sohrabji Desai, and it was clear to all the other mandali that 

this scholar was a close one in Baba’s circle of followers. Sohrabji wept with joy at seeing Meher 

Baba for the first time; he had been waiting a long time for this meeting. He invited Baba to visit 

his house, and Baba agreed. 

On Friday, 6 July 1923, accompanied by Gustadji and Rustom, the Master went to 

Sohrabji’s home. The previous day, Baba had passed the house on his way to the dharamshala and 

Sohrabji’s young nieces, Bapai and Homai, had seen him but had been afraid — thinking him to be 

an Arab kidnapper. Baba had smiled at the girls, but this only made them more frightened. Bapai 

bravely told her little sister not to be afraid; if they said Meher Baba’s name, nothing would happen 

and the evil man would go away! 

Although every member of Sohrabji’s family had heard of Meher Baba and were inwardly 

devoted to him, no one had yet met him, so Bapai had not recognized him. When the Master came 

to their house, Bapai was amazed to see that the passing stranger was Meher Baba. 

Age was amused and observed, “Baba is a notorious ‘thief’ who steals the hearts of all who 

love God.” 

Sohrabji was a kind and gentle person who cared for his family very much. He had taken 

in his widowed sister, Baimai, who had been bedridden for several years due to a severe leg fracture 

and was never expected to walk again. But when she saw the Master, a miracle occurred. Suddenly 

Baimai rose to meet Meher Baba and, with tears in her eyes, stood for the first time in years! Her 

tears wiped away the years of suffering and, from that day on, she gradually regained her ability to 

walk. 

At one point, while observing a painting of Zoroaster in the house, Baba declared, “This is 

exactly how Zoroaster looked. I am your Prophet Zoroaster!” 

His sweet voice emerged from the ocean of his Godhood, and the family members felt as 

if divine bliss were erupting in their hearts, creating waves of love which gently embraced them. 

Divine light was shining in the Desai household, bathing all in its brilliance! Each person had an 

experience of the Master’s divinity and became oblivious to the world as Meher Baba’s form and 

features filled their vision. The Master sanctified every corner of the house; he made a point of 

walking through every room. 

But where was Sohrabji’s niece, Manija, a special bud of the Master’s Navsari Garden? At 

that time she was away at school in Bombay. But to prepare the ground for her blossoming into a 

lovely flower, Baba had spread his light and divine water in Navsari. The seed of that bud received 

his light and water, and came to him forever fourteen years later. She was called by the nickname 

Mansari. 



And where was the other flower of the Beloved’s Garden, Kaikobad Dastur − an orthodox 

priest? He too was in Bombay at the time, but he and his family could not escape the Gardener’s 

special attention. They also would join the Beloved’s inner circle later on. 

Meher Baba captured the hearts of the entire Desai family and thereafter returned to the 

dharamshala. He once again surprised the mandali by canceling the plan for the foot journey to 

Bombay, deciding instead to stay in Nasik for three months. Accordingly, Gustadji traveled to 

Andheri (a suburb of Bombay) to make advance arrangements.215 

Thus the foot journey came to a sudden end at Navsari. They had covered 65 miles in five 

days. After the evening meal, they went to the railway station at 8:00 P.M. The Desai family, friends 

and acquaintances were there. Sohrab sat next to Baba while waiting for the train. In a melodious 

voice, Baba discoursed to him on different spiritual themes. The whole family was overjoyed to be 

in Baba’s presence after having heard so much about him for a long time. Baba and the mandali 

then left for Nasik on the 10:00 P.M. train. 

“The light vanished leaving the moths behind,” Age commented wistfully. “They came to 

the Flame, but when they discovered themselves to be moths, the Flame disappeared from view! 

But how could moths remain without light? Now life itself became a constant search to find the 

everlasting Light and merge in it!” 

 

After a train ride through the night, Baba and the mandali arrived at the Dadar station in 

Bombay at 5:30 A.M. on Saturday, 7 July 1923. Gustadji and Burjor P. Dahiwala were waiting at 

the station, and all immediately left for another station where a train was scheduled to depart for 

Nasik at 7:25 A.M.216 News of Meher Baba’s arrival had spread throughout the city among his 

followers. Besides Burjor, Naval and Dina Talati, Hormusji and Rupamai Karani (Dina’s parents), 

and the devotees of Charni Road were also present at Dadar. Burjor brought cooked rice and dal 

for them to take in the train, and Baba lovingly greeted each person. Masaji also met Baba at the 

station and rejoined the mandali. Pendu departed for Quetta, where he was told to rest and regain 

his health. 

During the train ride, Baba distributed the food to the men. He drank only coffee, not 

breaking his liquid fast of several months. A Parsi in their compartment gazed fixedly at Baba for 

a long time. The man could not bear the splendor of Baba’s beauty and eventually was overcome 

and fell at the feet of the Master. After he regained his composure, Baba embraced him 

compassionately and inquired about him. 

They reached Nasik at 2:45 P.M. and Sayyed Saheb (who was from Nasik) was waiting to 

receive them. They rode in tongas to Nomanbhai’s bungalow where Sayyed Saheb had made 

provisional arrangements for them to lodge for a few days. This house was six miles from the 

station and was quite airy and spacious.217 Sayyed Saheb brought rice, dal and spinach from his 

home, but Baba returned the spinach as the mandali were under his strict orders to eat only rice and 

dal; nevertheless, the meal was quite tasty and, after many days, the mandali again enjoyed a 

deliciously spiced dal. 

On 8 July Baba went with Gustadji, Behramji and Munshiji (who had arrived the previous 

night) in search of more long-term accommodations. He selected a place by the riverside near 

 
215 Rustom accompanied Gustadji as Gustadji had a relative in Bombay who had a house in Nasik. Rustom 

wished to secure the relative’s permission to use the house for himself and his wife, while Baba was in 

Nasik with the mandali.  
216 The Parsi Dahiwala family had come in Baba's contact when Baba was staying at Manzil-e-Meem, as 

they lived next door. 
217 Nomanbhai was one of the original followers from the days of the Kasba Peth toddyshop, and had 

become a successful merchant in Nasik. 



Gangapur, and returned to Nomanbhai’s to explain his next move. However, within two hours, 

Baba suddenly changed his plan of staying in Nasik on the pretext, “I've heard there are many 

dacoits here who kidnap children, so it is not good to remain in such a place.” 

After a lengthy discussion about where to travel next, it was decided to return to Meherabad 

the next day. From 4:30 A.M., Aziz Ahmed (who had met Baba in Manzil-e-Meem) drove his car 

back and forth three times to the station, transporting the men and all the luggage. They left Nasik 

at 7:30 A.M. by train, arriving in Manmad three hours later. Masaji cooked rice and dal on the 

station platform. Then they departed on the 12:15 P.M. train to Dhond, reaching Ahmednagar at 

5:30. Shouldering the luggage, they walked the five miles to Meherabad. 

July 9 was indeed an auspicious day because in the evening, Meher Baba, after fasting only 

on liquids for six months, joined the mandali for dinner. He ate a small amount of rice and dal. 

The following day, arrangements to stay in the Post Office building began. Slamson, 

Masaji and Padri went to Ahmednagar and bought the necessary materials for repairs. Returning to 

Meherabad, they brought some of the metal trunks that had been stored in Khushru Quarters before 

they had started for Quetta. Baidul and Nervous fixed the tiles on the roof and installed new glass 

in the Post Office windows. Meanwhile, lunch had been prepared and Baba tasted a little of the rice 

and dal first, then distributed it to the men. 

In the afternoon Baba drew up a new program of activity, assigning duties to each man and 

specifying what time they were to awaken in the morning and to retire at night. A certain period 

each day was allotted for recreation with a special time set aside for the Master to explain spiritual 

subjects. After the new schedule was written up, it was pasted on a piece of cardboard and hung on 

the wall for each man to read. 

Baba had sent Soonamasi and her daughter Khorshed from Ahmedabad to Ahmednagar 

with orders that they should remain there unless otherwise instructed. While Baba and the mandali 

were touring Gujarat, Soonamasi’s husband Kaikhushru Masa became seriously ill in Bombay. 

Although Soonamasi received a telegram urging her to immediately come to Bombay, she did not 

go. In a few days another telegram was received about his condition, but Soonamasi obeyed the 

Master’s orders and did not leave. Even a third telegram, saying that Masa’s illness had taken a 

turn for the worse, was disregarded. 

After Baba returned to Meherabad, he called Soonamasi and Khorshed to him. When he 

was informed about Kaikhushru Masa’s illness, he asked, “Why didn’t you go?” 

“How could I break your order?” Soonamasi replied, 

“What if Masa had died?” Baba asked. “Then what?” 

“So what?” Soonamasi answered. “Everyone has to die sometime.” 

“What will your relatives say about your behavior?” 

“I don’t care about what anyone thinks. What do I have to do with the world when I am at 

your feet?” 

Baba then smilingly told her, “Had you broken my order, Masa would have died; but now 

he won’t. You have saved him by obeying my instructions.” Baba at once sent her and Khorshed 

to Bombay, and Kaikhushru Masa’s health improved as soon as they arrived. 

On 11 July 1923, repairs to the Post Office building began. But after only two hours of 

work, Baba gathered the mandali around him and said, “It is better to proceed to Bombay rather 

than remain here and look for work to keep ourselves occupied. In Bombay, there is no problem 

about keeping busy. Also, I can guide Vajifdar in his work of handling the distribution of Upasni 

Maharaj’s biography [in Gujarati]. 



“But you must all consider two things. First, the house behind Manzil-e-Meem where the 

office is located is quite small, and the space is limited. You will all have to stay there since we 

cannot afford to rent a bigger place. 

“Secondly, every one of you will have to find some sort of job for himself, but the 

employment will only last for a few months. To enable me to be left alone during the day, some 

service [outside work] is necessary for you. 

“There is nothing wrong with seeking a job. Each one can do whatever work he likes, but 

each must be employed; and the employment should be sought within a certain period after we 

reach Bombay. If a favorable job is not found, one can even work as a coolie — but work you must! 

If you agree to these two conditions, I am ready to leave Meherabad immediately for Bombay.” 

While the matter was being discussed, Baba sent a few of the mandali to bring the 

remainder of their personal belongings from Khushru Quarters. Soon after he said, “Today I will 

only eat khichdi and tomorrow I won’t take anything except water. After that I will remain only on 

coffee.” 

On the morning of 12 July at 5:30 A.M., Baba asked the mandali what they had decided. 

A meeting was convened in the dilapidated mud hut near the Post Office under Behramji’s 

chairmanship. After pondering the plan and conditions, it was settled to move back to Bombay. 

Baba was informed of this decision and he again repeated that all would have to find employment 

during their stay in Bombay, and those who did not find a job would have to return to their homes 

for an indefinite period. All held to their decision to go with him. Baba told them that he was in a 

hurry to leave and get packed. 

The luggage was forwarded to the train station in a bullock cart, while the mandali walked 

there with Baba. They left Ahmednagar on the 12:45 P.M. train and arrived back at Manzil-e-Meem 

early the next morning, after a three-month absence. 

 

The main Manzil-e-Meem building was under repair when Baba and the mandali arrived 

on Friday, 13 July 1923, and the compound was cluttered with debris. It was the middle of the 

monsoon; water was dripping from the roof in the Circle & Company’s office, and most of the floor 

was wet. They removed the tables and chairs and found a dry place to spread their bedding. During 

their previous stay at the Manzil, they occupied the spacious main bungalow, but now, as Baba 

said, they were consigned to squeezing into the small office in the backyard, amidst all the furniture. 

Baidul found a job in a restaurant the next day, and gradually everyone else found some 

employment. The men went to work during the day and returned to the Manzil in the evening. 

Gustadji and Behramji were near Baba 24 hours a day, yet they were busily engaged in collating 

and folding the printed pages of Volume I of the Gujarati edition of Upasni Maharaj’s biography. 

As soon as the printed sheets were received from Navsari, they were folded, collated, and sent to a 

binder in Bombay. The other men would take part in this work at night after supper. 

The various Poona and Bombay mandali began coming to see the Master at the Manzil and 

all were happy Baba was again residing in Bombay. Gulmai, Adi and Rustom would also come 

from Ahmednagar. After the Gujarat journey, Adi had been sent to stay at home with his parents, 

but he would frequently visit. 

On 16 August 1923, after staying in Bombay for over a month, Baba went to Lonavla by 

train accompanied by Behramji, Barsoap, Gustadji, Adi and Rustom. Ramjoo and Ghani, whose 

families lived in Lonavla, arranged for their stay in Mr. Madni’s bungalow, and Abdul Tayab 

loaned his car for Baba’s use. The seven days in Lonavla were relaxing and joyful. The Master 

gave discourses, played cards and listened to phonograph records with the mandali. They hiked to 

the Khandala Waterfalls, Walvan Lake, and the lake at Bhushi. Vajifdar and Sadashiv Patil joined 

them, and the cool, pleasant monsoon weather and Baba’s good humor had the mandali in high 



spirits. Baba also visited Ghani’s and Ramjoo’s homes on 21 August, and their families were graced 

by having his darshan.218 

On Wednesday, 22 August, Baba proceeded to Poona by car at 5:00 P.M., taking all his 

belongings and instructing Ghani and Ramjoo to write a letter to Mr. Madni saying his bungalow 

was now vacant. However, Ramjoo was informed the next day that Baba had come back to the 

bungalow with the mandali. Ramjoo hurried over to the house, concerned about arrangements for 

their food. When Baba saw Ramjoo, he said angrily, “Sadashiv was so inattentive to me and the 

others that I came back here last night at midnight. Yet soon I must return to Poona so as not to 

displease Sadashiv and those at Kasba Peth.” 

After a long discussion, it was decided by Baba that they should instead stay in Abdulla 

Jaffer’s house in the Camp area of Poona, and Sadashiv should be told to arrange for the mandali’s 

food. During this time, Baba would still drink only coffee and perhaps occasionally eat a small 

amount of vegetables. Ramjoo immediately left for Poona to make all the necessary arrangements. 

Abdulla Jaffer (Ramjoo’s brother-in-law) willingly put his bungalow at Baba’s disposal. At first 

Sadashiv agreed to provide food for the group, but later expressed his inability to do so. He was 

upset at Baba’s staying at Abdulla’s house, because he wanted the Master to stay with him. 

Baba returned to Abdulla’s that evening. The 23rd of August was the ninth day of 

Moharrum and Baba watched the Tazia procession from Dr. Mody’s dispensary, where Abdulla 

had arranged seats for them.219 Baba had especially invited Daulatmai, her daughter Mehera, 

Soonamasi and Khorshed to join him in Poona to see the parade. 

The next morning, Baba called Sadashiv and the Kasba Peth mandali and scolded them, 

“You never look to my needs or keep me pleased. If I choose to put up at Abdulla’s you should 

think I am doing so because it is my pleasure. If I am not happy staying at your place and if I remain 

there against my will, would you like that? 

“Always see to my pleasure, not your own. Everything is found in doing that. The highest 

love is to have an eye for the Master’s happiness. Try to keep me pleased — that is all I ask.” 

The atmosphere again returned to normal and, in the afternoon, Baba visited Arjun’s house 

where Sadashiv came to meet him. Sadashiv arranged the evening meal, and the mandali ate at his 

house; thereafter, they returned to Abdulla’s. The Kasba Peth mandali sought Baba’s forgiveness 

and showed their willingness to provide him and the mandali with all their meals. 

Baba and the mandali, however, spent the night of the 26th at Sadashiv’s as a picnic was 

planned the next morning. On the 27th, Baba and a large group were ferried in several trips to a 

spot about seven miles outside of Poona on the Saswad Road, where a tent had been pitched.220 

There he played gilli-danda until evening. Afterward, he told those present, “Thank your good luck 

that I am playing with you. You will realize it later. It is a very rare type of sahavas 

[companionship] which I am giving you.” 

He added, “He who has the company of a Perfect Master eventually gains everything. There 

is nothing comparable in value to a Perfect Master’s sahavas!” 

The next day in Poona, Baba with the mandali went to his family’s house in Butler Mohalla 

to visit his parents, brothers and sister. He inquired of Bobo’s business and Memo’s well-being. 

Sheriarji possessed a spiritual outlook and his mind was always absorbed in God, no matter what 

he was doing. While providing for his family, Bobo remained always resigned to the will of God 

 
218 Ghani’s family grew to four daughters and one son, and Ramjoo and his wife eventually had six sons 

and two daughters.  
219 Moharrum is the Islamic holy day in honor of the martyrdom of Muhammad’s grandson Hussain. 
220 The town of Saswad, about 20 miles from Poona, is located at the foot of Purandhar Hill, on top of 

which is an old fort. More than 20 years later, in 1947, Baba sat in seclusion on this hill for nine days. 



as it presented itself. Shireenmai was more down-to-earth and practical in managing their large 

household. 

At that time Baba’s sister Mani, a very special bud of his Garden, was five years old. Baba 

kissed her and had her sit on his lap, giving her special attention, while the mandali sat on the carpet 

around them listening to Mani’s precocious inquiries. 

Behramji’s uncle, Jamboo Mama, had also come to see Baba. Jamboo was wearing his 

usual black cap and long black coat buttoned to his neck. Suddenly Baba laughed, remarking, 

“Look how Jamboo is serving me. He is so quiet sitting there in the corner, but he is rendering great 

service to me.” All were confused and stared at Jamboo. 

Baba explained: “Don’t you see how he is covered in black? Because he is dressed in black, 

all the mosquitoes are feasting on him instead of me. He is saving me from being bitten. It is not 

an insignificant service.” All chuckled at Baba’s humorous logic. Later, during the course of 

conversation, some would go to another room of the house. Baba would say, “Don’t let Jamboo 

leave! All the mosquitoes are going to him!” 

By making those near him laugh and making them weep; by feeding them and making 

them fast; by keeping them in comfort and making them suffer; by keeping them in palatial houses 

and making them stay in huts; by dressing them well and by making them become fakirs; by playing 

with them and making them labor; by joking with them and making them offer devotions — through 

all these different ways, the Lord poured the Wine from his Wineshop into their cups. The only 

thing of lasting value for those who drank it was to keep his pleasure and completely disregard the 

joys and sorrows of this world. 

That day, the Master met every one of his relatives at his parents’ house. Kissing little Mani 

farewell, he affectionately remarked to his father, “Mani is really most lucky and special.” He then 

returned to Abdulla Jaffer’s residence. 

On 30 August, after staying in Poona for a week, Baba was ready to leave for Bombay, but 

before he departed he visited the house of a young man named Mulog who lived in Kirkee, a suburb 

of Poona. Mulog owned a brickyard, which he showed Baba and the men mandali. Baba seemed 

pleased to meet the man and see his business. At this time, Mulog was fortunate to play host to the 

Divine Beloved, but he was to betray Baba’s pleasure by deceiving and swindling Bobo in a 

business transaction years later. 

Baba and the mandali returned to Bombay in the evening. When they arrived at the Manzil, 

several strangers were waiting there to have Baba’s darshan, which he compassionately consented 

to give. Baba had planned to stay in the small office in the backyard of Manzil-e-Meem for an 

indefinite period. But, soon after his return, he started complaining about the discomforts of the 

small office house — its leaky roof and the damp rooms. And the landlord, whose attitude was less 

than friendly, did nothing toward fixing the roof. Baba had noticed a building for rent in the Parel 

district and liked it. His bedding and luggage, and that of some of the mandali, were transferred 

there on Sunday, 2 September 1923; the remaining belongings were to be brought the following 

day. But the next day, after Baba had spent the night in the new house, he declared that it was quite 

unsuitable and inconvenient, so it was promptly vacated. 

Baba selected another house newly built near Kohinoor Mills in Dadar. He looked the place 

over and, before settling the rent with the owner, ordered the remaining baggage from Circle & 

Company’s office to be shifted there. However, within an hour, he found fault with the incomplete 

condition of the building, as some of the construction work was still being done, and asked 

Behramji and Vajifdar to find another accommodation in Dadar. They selected one and Baba went 

in person to inspect it. 



The apartment was situated near the Dadar railway station, on the second floor of Irani 

Mansion No. 6.221 It was spacious and could be comfortably divided into two main sections. In one 

part, there were two bedrooms, a kitchen, a toilet and a bathroom — which Vajifdar was to occupy 

with his family. In the other half, there was a large room, a balcony and a bedroom which would 

adequately serve Baba and the mandali as an office and living accommodations. After Behramji 

and Vajifdar settled the terms of rent with the landlord, Baba moved in on 3 September. Behind the 

Master’s sudden change of plans was always a hidden objective. From this move, Vajifdar and his 

relatives came into Baba’s close contact. New deep connections were also established with other 

people of the locality. 

All furniture from the Manzil office was moved to Irani Mansion during the first week of 

their stay. A huge wooden cupboard could not be taken up the narrow staircase, so it had to be 

hoisted by ropes over the balcony to the second floor. The office tables and chairs were kept outside 

on the balcony, and the wooden almirah (cupboard) was kept in the large hall. Vajifdar moved into 

the house with his sister-in-law Jerbai and her sister Hilla, as soon as Baba and the mandali settled 

there. 

Those who were employed would eat lunch at their jobs and have their dinner along with 

the rest of the mandali. For those who stayed with Baba, lunch consisted of the usual dal and rice. 

The evening meal was a vegetable and bread. Vajifdar’s sister-in-law and her sister would do the 

cooking, which was a great relief to the men. 

From the first week of October 1923, the Master began taking food and tea once every day. 

Upasni Maharaj had recently expressed his concern to Yeshwant Rao (which Yeshwant had 

conveyed at Manzil-e-Meem) that, “Merwan would give up even this much food.” Soon, for as 

long as eight to nine months, Baba would do as Maharaj had foretold. 

The work of collating the pages of Volume I of Upasni Maharaj’s biography in Gujarati, 

Sakorina Sadguru, continued at Irani Mansion. Those who stayed in the house during the day did 

most of the collation, arranging the printed pages in proper order, but those who returned in the 

evening from their jobs also had to help. Written by Baily and Sohrabji Desai, the book was directed 

at the Zoroastrian community of Parsis and Iranis. 

Baba was anxious to have the book published before proceeding to Sakori on foot, which 

he planned to do in mid-October. For this purpose, a bullock cart was purchased to carry their 

luggage during the foot journey. It was an odd coincidence that the bullock, purchased with the 

cart, was the same animal which had accompanied them during their trek from Poona to Bombay 

in May 1922. 

By the middle of October 1923, nearly all the Marathi and Urdu copies of Upasni Maharaj’s 

biography were finally sold.222 A thousand books had been purchased by various devotees to be 

given away free to students. The responsibility for distribution was handed over to the 

government’s public education department, thereby saving the mandali the bothersome task of 

trying to sell them. The balance of the Marathi and Urdu versions were stored in the wooden 

cupboard at Irani Mansion, and Vajifdar volunteered to take upon himself the responsibility of 

selling these books and Volume I of the Gujarati edition. Thus, the publishing work of Circle & 

Company came to end. Baba had no plans to publish other books (besides Volume II of Sakorina 

Sadguru, which was being completed) and therefore had the company officially dissolved. On 18 

October, the first lot of Gujarati books was received from the binders. 

Before Baba left for Sakori, he told Kaikhushru Masa, Soonamasi and Khorshed to move 

from their home in Parel to the portion of the Irani Mansion house in Dadar which he had been 

 
221 The building (which was owned by Kaikhushru Masa’s sister) was later called Tafti Mansion.  
222 Many persons had gone to Sakori for Upasni Mahraj’s darshan after reading his Marathi biography, 

including the parents of Godavri Mai.  



using for the mandali and Circle & Company. Baba also told them that, after going to Sakori, he 

had definitely decided to visit Persia with some of the mandali. He then instructed Naval Talati to 

obtain passports for himself and certain mandali, although Baba did not clearly indicate which men 

were to accompany him.223 

 

On Friday, 19 October 1923, Baba awakened the mandali at 3:00 A.M. and, after all had 

washed, the foot journey to Sakori began. This was their third walking trek in just over a year. This 

time fourteen men accompanied the Master: Adi Sr., Rustom, Baidul, Babu Cyclewalla, Behramji, 

Burjor Dahiwala, Gustadji, Ghani, Nervous, Ramjoo, Sarosh, Slamson, and Vajifdar.224 The son of 

Durgabai Karmarkar, Raghunath, also accompanied them but for only a certain, as yet undecided, 

distance of the journey. Sadashiv Patil was to join the group the following day in Thana. 

The luggage was placed in the bullock cart and, freed from carrying a burdensome load, 

the mandali were able to walk at a much more rapid pace compared to that of their previous journey 

in Gujarat. Unencumbered, they walked the seven miles to Ghatkopar easily. As they were 

searching for a place to rest, Keki Irani, Sarosh’s future brother-in-law, came and requested that 

Baba come to his house. At first he refused; however, after Keki’s repeated entreaties, Baba 

accepted. Keki’s mother prepared a delicious lunch for them. Keki was an amateur photographer, 

and the Master allowed him to photograph him on this occasion. 

During this journey, Baba continued eating only a handful of rice and dal once every 24 

hours and one cup of tea; he also had not rested well for the past several nights. The next morning 

at 4:00 A.M. they left Keki’s house in the dark and walked holding kerosene lanterns. They hiked 

ten miles to Thana, where they stayed in a dak bungalow. The day passed pleasantly, and in the late 

afternoon they relaxed by flying kites. Burjor came again to meet Baba and then left for Bombay. 

Sadashiv arrived the same evening from Poona. 

They left Thana for Bhiwandi at 5:00 A.M. on Sunday, 21 October 1923. After walking 

four miles, they boarded boats to cross a creek near the village of Kolshet. Baidul and Raghunath 

were left behind to take the bullock cart on a road around the small river. After crossing the creek, 

Baba led them on the Bombay-Agra Road toward Bhiwandi. They intended to stop at Nasir 

Ahmed’s house, but they accidentally took the wrong road. (Nasir Ahmed had met Baba at Manzil-

e-Meem the previous November, after being directed to go there by Abdul Wahid, an advanced 

soul.) 

The group was again composed of men of various religions and castes, and each one was 

wearing something different. Some had on khaki clothing, some wore dhotis, and some wore loose 

cotton pajamas. But one thing they had in common — all their clothes were dirty. The villagers of 

Bhiwandi were interested in this strange array of men and looked at them with curiosity. Although 

the hems of Baba’s white pajamas were torn, his radiant face was the sole beam of Light in the 

darkness surrounding them. The local people were greatly attracted to him, as his shining, roving 

eyes surveyed all with lightning-like glances. 

As the band of men settled in at a dak bungalow, some people arrived who had been sent 

by Nasir Ahmed to find them. Many had been waiting to meet Baba at Nasir’s home, but he decided 

to stay at the dak bungalow instead of going to Nasir’s house. Their meal was supposed to be 

brought by Nasir within a short time; having waited a while, Baba lost his patience and started 

complaining about how late it was. He repeatedly inquired whether his dal and rice had arrived yet, 

 
223 A Persian passport was issued to “Meherban” on 16 October 1923. In the passport details it is noted: 

Religion: Zoroastrian; Profession: Master. 
224 Burjor, Sarosh and Vajifdar accompanied them only as far as Ghatkopar, the first day’s destination; Jal 

and Barsoap had gone to their respective homes. 



demanding that he wanted his food immediately! His mood was serious and the atmosphere became 

tense. 

Baba had also become annoyed with Raghunath and had him sent ahead to Sakori in the 

afternoon. Raghunath was unable to keep pace with the other men and, moreover, was quite 

inattentive to Baba’s instructions. Baba, still angry at Nasir’s lateness, stormed off from Bhiwandi 

at 5:00 P.M. for the village of Padgha, which was ten miles away. Baidul and Ramjoo remained 

behind and were to follow later with the bullock cart and the food, which had not yet arrived. 

Reaching Padgha, Baba and the mandali stayed at another dak bungalow until Baidul and Ramjoo 

finally came. 

They rested until the afternoon of the following day and, after having their lunch, started 

at 4:00 P.M. for Shahapur, a distance of eleven miles. The road was very rough, and they had 

difficulty traversing it. They arrived at Asangaon at 8:00 P.M. and they were exhausted, although 

they had walked only eight miles in four hours. They went to the Asangaon railway station, where 

they camped on the platform. No one could sleep due to the noisy commotion of the crowded 

station. 

Leaving Asangaon on the morning of 23 October, they reached Shahapur within half an 

hour. As they were tired from no sleep the previous night, no one was in a good mood. Those who 

were unable to keep pace with Baba’s speed left with Gustadji at 2:30 P.M. for Khardi, which was 

ten miles away. Baba, with the remaining mandali, left Shahapur at 3:35 P.M. Although they had 

started an hour later, they soon caught up with Gustadji’s slower group at the ninth milestone. 

Baba’s group proceeded, leaving those with Gustadji behind, and reached Khardi at 6:40 P.M. They 

again camped on the train station platform and, soon after dinner, went to sleep early. 

On the 24th of October, Baba and the group of men left Khardi at 4:00 A.M. for Kasara. 

At Khardi the hilly ascent of the ghats began, and some of the men suffered muscle cramps, sore 

feet and blisters. The bullock cart had to be pushed from behind, as it was difficult for the animal 

to climb the steep hills. Gradually, each man became extremely irritable during this exhausting 

walk. Reaching Kasara worn-out, they stayed at a dharamshala where they immediately sought rest. 

Gustadji’s condition was by far the worst: besides being tired from the strain of the day’s 

journey, his health had not been good and he had large blisters on his feet. He was the last to arrive 

at the dharamshala. As soon as Gustadji set foot inside, Baba directed Adi to ask him when he was 

going to cook Baba’s dal and rice, as it was getting late. Gustadji was on the point of collapsing, 

and this simple question was irksome. He lost his temper, which displeased Baba. Upset, Baba 

began abusing everyone for their various complaints, and Gustadji in particular for his moaning. 

The situation grew so unpleasant that Gustadji, unable to control his anger, left for the railway 

station, declaring that he was leaving Baba forever and never wanted to see him again! Soon after, 

Baba became his genial self again and sent Behramji to bring Gustadji back. When Gustadji 

returned to the dharamshala, it did not take Baba long to pacify him and return matters to normal. 

Such daily dramas of life near the Avatar (even for stalwarts like Gustadji!) were repeated 

time and again with different close followers. But, as Ramjoo pointed out, “When teasing and 

troubling the mandali, Baba himself is in no way suffering less, but on the contrary, a hundred times 

more.”225 

Before lunch Baba asked all to rest for an hour, which they gladly did. After eating they 

walked to a stream where they bathed and washed their clothes. Baba advised those who had blisters 

to apply heated oil to the affected area. Rustom was sent to the village of Igatpuri at 5:00 P.M. and 

returned two hours later after arranging for meals there. 

On 25 October at 2:30 A.M., all had to rise unusually early and prepare to depart. They had 

hardly drifted off to sleep when they were awakened; those who had to keep nightwatch had 

 
225 Ramjoo Abdulla, Ramjoo’s Diaries (Sufism Reoriented: Walnut Creek, 1979), p. 248. 



virtually no sleep at all. Soon after leaving Kasara, however, they came to another steep hill. The 

bullock was not strong enough to pull the heavy cart, so for two miles each man had to shoulder 

his bedding or carry it on his head and help push the cart up the hill. At 8:45 A.M., after covering 

thirteen miles, they came to the restaurant at Igatpuri at which Rustom had arranged for their 

breakfast of rice and dal. Despite Rustom’s instructions for the food to be kept ready, the owner 

had not done so at such an early hour, and Baba decided to forego breakfast. However, he told the 

mandali to eat sweets and drink tea; but no one took pleasure in it when Baba was going without 

food. 

After breakfast they went to the dak bungalow at Igatpuri, and in the afternoon rice and dal 

were brought from an Irani restaurant. Baba then instructed them to rest. At 4:00 P.M. he told them 

to get ready to see the beautiful lake. Although all prepared for the outing, no one was very eager 

to go sightseeing, and Baba clearly saw this on their faces. He then asked who wanted to accompany 

him to the lake. Since not one man said he “wanted” to go, Baba changed his mind and proposed 

playing cards. But as the game went on he remarked that they played half-heartedly and he became 

quite upset. As a consequence, he ordered that no one should speak to him and he declared that he 

would not speak to any of them. 

The mandali thought this was only a threat, but Baba immediately began keeping silence 

and did not speak with anyone, except Behramji. It was a significant day. It was the first time that 

Meher Baba kept silence with the mandali. 

Although they retired early that night, they got up later than usual at 6:00 A.M.; this was 

their first good night’s rest in the seven days since beginning the march from Bombay. The Master 

remained silent and would convey messages through Behramji, who was feeling very pleased and 

proud that Baba was talking only to him — making him, in the eyes of the others, the “favorite 

disciple” of the moment. 

A cobbler was summoned and their broken sandals were repaired. They left Igatpuri at 4:00 

P.M. on 26 October and, after walking five miles, reached Ghoti. There, they waited for Baba to 

arrive, as he had insisted on walking with Behramji far behind them. Meanwhile, Ghani and 

Sadashiv sought lodging at the local dharamshala, but found it fully occupied. So after Baba and 

Behramji arrived, they all went to their usual makeshift hotel — the passengers’ platform at the 

railway station. 

At Ghoti, Baba told Behramji to ask the other men if they wished to proceed directly to 

Sakori, or if they preferred to first see Bhandardara Lake. A few wanted to visit the lake, but the 

majority decided on going straight to Sakori. Baba’s calm and undramatic punishment of not talking 

to them had unnerved them and, though they wanted to see the lake, on Rustom’s recommendation 

they refused in protest. 

Baba explained to Behramji that he was not talking to the other men so as not to hurt their 

feelings, since they did not like it when he talked to them in his own open manner. The mandali 

concluded that compared to the Master’s constant goading, teasing and censure of them, his not 

speaking with them was considerably more disconcerting. 

Hearing this, Baba told Behramji, “If it is so — if they really feel it so much — I will now 

speak with them.” Thus this problem was resolved, and it was mutually decided to go to 

Bhandardara Lake and then Sakori. 

Age was sympathetic to the plight of the mandali. But it knew that from the Beloved’s bow, 

arrows are constantly flying. As soon as the lover’s wound is about to heal, the Beloved’s arrows 

pierce it again — not only to reopen the wound, but to mortally wound the lover. 

The Beloved’s indifference is his arrow which deepens the wound; and when the heart is 

pierced through and through and becomes broken, the Beloved becomes completely indifferent to 

his lover. The lover then becomes so despondent that in his despair for the Beloved’s attention, he 

goes as far as to entreat his Beloved to sprinkle salt on his wound if the Beloved so desires. 



What Baba had begun by keeping silence was the wounding of the mandali’s heart. Their 

hearts were not yet wounded, as the wound is created gradually — arrow by arrow. The pitiable 

weeping condition of a lover’s wounded heart is something unimaginable. The tears of such a 

wounded heart are different from the anguish and experience of worldly despair and pain. When 

the heart burns in the fire of tears shed from desperate longing, the wound does not wish for 

anything except the Beloved. 

So, for the moment, Baba stopped aiming his arrows at the mandali and instead instructed 

Ramjoo to send a telegram to Aziz Ahmed (in Nasik), saying: “Baba and the mandali arriving in 

Bari tomorrow morning. Arrange to take them to Bhandardara.” Aziz Ahmed then wired his 

confirmation and informed his friend Mr. Kothare, who lived in Ghoti, to attend to Meher Baba 

and the mandali’s comfort. Mr. Kothare came to the railway station and asked if there was anything 

he could do, but as Baba and the mandali had already had their dinner, Baba explained that he 

preferred to spend the night where they were. Kothare was thanked and told they did not require 

anything. 

Aziz Ahmed, however, continued sending telegram after telegram, informing different 

people in Ghoti about Meher Baba’s arrival and urging them to make all proper arrangements for 

him. Aziz’s enthusiasm was proving a burden to Baba, so Ramjoo was told to send him a lengthy 

telegram, adding at the end: “Exhausted, preparing for sleep.” This put an end to his incessant 

telegrams. 

On 27 October, Baba again awakened the men early at 2:30 A.M. and left at 3:00 A.M. for 

Bari, fourteen miles away. It was a grueling trek as they experienced much difficulty climbing three 

steep mountain passes. Ramjoo was sent ahead to meet Aziz Ahmed, but he could not find Aziz’s 

car. Ramjoo was thinking that perhaps his enthusiasm had waned, but shortly thereafter Aziz drove 

up in his car with breakfast; he had not expected Baba to arrive in Bari so soon. Aziz and Ramjoo 

found Baba outside a rest house with the mandali. Baba, however, drank only tea while the mandali 

enjoyed a hearty breakfast. 

They all left for Bhandardara in the car and a few tongas. Baidul drove one of the tongas 

and the bullock cart followed. They arrived at Bhandardara at 1:30 P.M. and, after lunch at Aziz’s 

home, they went to see the dam, which was near completion after fifteen years of construction. 

From Bhandardara Lake they returned in the evening to Bari. 

Baba’s mood changed and, after one more day of fasting, he ate rice and dal. In the early 

morning of Sunday, the 28th of October, they left Bari for Rajur, loading their luggage in a tonga 

belonging to Aziz. Baidul had stayed in Bhandardara with the bullock cart and was told to meet 

them at Rajur, instead of returning to Bari. 

After walking fourteen miles, they reached Rajur and stayed in a dak bungalow. After lunch 

and a nap, Baba said, “We should reach Sakori on Thursday. I will not enter Sakori but will wait 

somewhere nearby. Circumstances are such that I cannot enter Maharaj’s boundary. You all go to 

Sakori in the morning and meet me in the evening, wherever I happen to be.” 

As Baidul had arrived in Rajur with the bullock cart, the tonga was returned to Bari. The 

next morning they left Rajur at 4:00 A.M., reaching Akola at 3:00 P.M. after walking thirteen miles. 

Baba became concerned about Gustadji’s leg; his knee was painful and it became 

increasingly difficult for him to continue. They halted at the dak bungalow in Akola, and Baba had 

sweets brought from the market. With Sadashiv’s help, a village cook was hired to prepare bhakris 

and besan (a liquid chickpea flour preparation), after which everyone retired. 

Ramjoo would write his diary notes of the journey during the afternoon, or whenever he 

found spare time. Baba had told him to keep a journal, and he was faithfully recording events, 

although he was just as tired as everyone else. 



They left Akola at 3:30 A.M. on 30 October, the twelfth day of their journey. By the fifth 

mile, near a river, they were able to purchase milk and prepare tea; however, Sadashiv and Babu, 

who did not drink tea, took only milk. After walking fourteen miles, they arrived in Sangamner, 

where they had their meal in a Hindu restaurant. They left afterwards and arrived at the Nimbgaon 

Jali dak bungalow at 9:00 P.M. They had covered 26 miles and all were so exhausted that they 

immediately went to sleep. 

After eating breakfast, they left for Bableshwar at 10:00 A.M. At Loni they stopped for a 

short rest under a tree where Baba ate rice and dal. They left at 5:30 P.M. and, before sunset, arrived 

at a bungalow in Bableshwar. The house was situated at the junction of the Sangamner, Belapur, 

Sakori and Ahmednagar roads. Their plan was to proceed the following day to Sakori, which was 

only ten miles away. Baba instructed them, “Fast from seven o’clock this evening until you have 

Maharaj’s darshan. Thereafter, you may eat whatever is served to you at Sakori.” 

Slamson stayed behind with Baba at Bableshwar, and the rest of the mandali left for Sakori 

at 4:00 A.M. on 1 November 1923. They also took the empty cart and bullocks, as Baba wanted 

them given to Yeshwant Rao.226 On the way, Rustom and Ramjoo went to purchase garlands. 

Rustom paid a gardener to collect and string the flowers and wished to give him something extra, 

but he had no more money. Instead, for an odd tip, he gave the surprised man the contents of his 

pockets — a pencil, a bar of soap and a silk handkerchief. At Rahata (a mile from Sakori) they met 

Padri, Vajifdar, and Burjor, who had arrived by train according to Baba’s instructions. Finally the 

men reached Sakori, after a two-week walk from Bombay. 

After washing, they went to take the darshan of Upasni Maharaj, who was seated inside 

the small bamboo cage in his thatched hut. Maharaj had confined himself to the cage for the past 

ten months. As soon as mandali stepped into the hut, Maharaj welcomed them with loud abuses. 

He angrily lashed out at them, “Get out! Get the hell out of my hut!” 

After being bombarded by his choicest Marathi curses, the mandali had to comply and 

meekly retreated outside to sit in the compound. Disappointed, most of them had not even had a 

chance to catch a glimpse of Maharaj. 

In the past, whenever Baba’s disciples would visit Sakori, Maharaj would usually talk 

lovingly with them and then discourse about spirituality for hours, always seeing to their comfort 

during their stay with him. But on this occasion, after walking 200 miles for his darshan, they were 

insulted and mistreated. Finding Maharaj in an abusive mood, the residents of Sakori supposed the 

Sadguru was greatly annoyed with Meher Baba and displeased with his disciples. But how could 

they fathom the contrary ways of the Perfect Ones? 

After a few minutes, Maharaj sent for Behramji, Gustadji and Sadashiv, one at a time, and 

gave them more of his “appreciation” by swearing at each of them. Maharaj complained in a bitter 

tone, “You good-for-nothing people are going from place to place, keeping me imprisoned in this 

cage! Have you no shame? Have you in any way obliged me by walking 200 miles?” 

Then he added, “Go on doing as you are told by whoever is your ‘somebody’! Now, return 

immediately to the place where you have been asked to return.” 

Before departing, Gustadji pleaded with Maharaj to see the other mandali, but Maharaj did 

not seem to like the idea. After Behramji, Gustadji and Sadashiv returned with Maharaj’s negative 

reply, the other men decided to inquire through Yeshwant Rao whether they would be permitted to 

have Maharaj’s darshan from a distance. They then broke their fast with tea served by Durgabai. 

After an hour, Yeshwant Rao brought the reply that, without entering the compound of the 

hut, they could take Maharaj’s darshan from the gates and then leave immediately. Following 

 
226 The cart would no longer be needed to carry their luggage, as it had been decided to go by truck from 

Bableshwar to Ahmednagar. 



Maharaj’s orders, they took his darshan standing by the gates of the compound. Maharaj had come 

out of his cage temporarily and was preoccupied with digging a pit! 

Before they started to walk back to Bableshwar, the bullock cart was given to Yeshwant 

Rao by Baidul. In turn, Durgabai and Yeshwant Rao gave them prasad of bread, besan (chickpea 

flour dal), sweetmeats and fruit, which they ate after reaching Rahata. They arrived at Bableshwar 

in the evening; Baba had kept a dinner of bread and vegetables ready for them. After eating, they 

told Baba everything that had happened. Afterward, for two hours, Baba explained to them the 

meaning behind Maharaj’s strange reception. 

Age noted, poetically, “The earth was soaked with rain. But before the farmer could plant 

the seeds of his crop, it was necessary to have the earth plowed — for how could it produce grain 

unless first plowed? In its saturated condition, the earth is fertile and longs to produce a harvest; 

but the soil must be tilled before the seeds are sown. 

“The hearts of the mandali were like the earth, watered and cared for by the Divine Farmer 

— Meher Baba. But the ‘plow’ was in Upasni Maharaj’s hands. Maharaj’s hostile attitude and, at 

times, physical abuse were like plowing the field, creating deep and painful furrows in the hearts 

of the mandali, but, at the same time, preparing the ground for the Farmer’s real work of planting 

the seeds of love and obedience. Maharaj’s harsh words were like nectar — not poison — fertilizing 

and deepening the mandali’s faith and making them hold fast to their Beloved Master.” 

Upasni Maharaj had transferred the burden of his Universal work to Meher Baba; his own 

field of activity was separate and distinct. Maharaj wished to create the impression that he was 

upset with Meher Baba, so that (within the limits of his own circle) his followers should know that 

he alone was their King, their Lord — holding the reins of their destinies in his hands. Maharaj’s 

harsh attitude toward Meher Baba and the mandali made his own followers think that nothing from 

their “kingdom” had been given away to anyone else, and that only Maharaj’s faithful devotees 

would inherit his treasure. 

“The subtleties of the spiritual world are difficult to understand,” Age concluded, “but what 

care have they who are mad for Wine to understand them?” 

God is infinite and beyond a man’s limited imagination. Remaining on the shore and 

merely speculating about the ocean’s depth does not gain the oceanic experience. To experience 

the oceanic waters, one must be brave, abandon the beach and dive into the depths! But only after 

drowning in the depths of the ocean — going beyond the mind, realizing God and stationing oneself 

on the seventh plane — can one unravel the real secret of Upasni Maharaj’s attitude. 

When the mandali related that Maharaj was busy digging a pit as they left Sakori, Baba 

explained: 

God-realized souls have to keep themselves occupied in one way or another. They want to drop their bodies and 

go Home — they do not want [to play] this illusory game. So they keep themselves occupied in a childish 

manner all the time. 

One of the ways is constant conversation. If a new person comes, they will question him, “Where are you 

from?” If the man says “America,” a Master will answer, “Where is America, I've never heard of that country 

... What do you do there?” 

If the man replies, “I am a carpenter,” the Master will say, “What sort of wood do you use? What sort of tools? 

Are they expensive?” and so on, and so on. 

Some God-realized souls and Perfect Masters continue talking and talking to keep them connected with their 

physical forms. Or else they might take a cloth, rip it to shreds and sew it back again — anything to keep 

themselves occupied. If they were to keep quiet and inactive, they would drop their bodies. The pull, the 

attraction of Union, is so very powerful, they long to go Home. Although they are already “there”, still they do 

not wish to remain in illusion. 

When Baba asked the mandali whether they were afraid of Upasni Maharaj when he was 

scolding them, the men admitted they were. 



With a twinkle in his eye, Baba asked, “And are you ever afraid of me?” They again 

admitted that at times they were. 

Baba said, “No, don’t be afraid of me; love me. Be afraid of breaking my orders, not of 

me. I am your guru. Do as I tell you, be strict in that — never lax — and you will please me.” 

Baba was ready to leave Bableshwar at 6:30 A.M. on Friday, 2 November; the men placed 

their baggage in a truck and drove toward Ahmednagar. Near Rahuri, the truck’s engine broke 

down. Many people, including children, gathered to look at the odd group of travelers. Baba sent 

for sweets and distributed them to those present. Some in the crowd remarked that sweets were 

being given so the truck would start. The engine was worked on for an hour and a half, and then 

the truck had to be pushed in order to start. They arrived at Ahmednagar at 2:00 P.M. and stayed in 

Khushru Quarters. Sadashiv and Babu Cyclewalla were permitted to leave for Poona the same 

evening. Baba then told the rest of the mandali, “Think again about staying with me — even now. 

You are free if you do not wish to follow me. You can leave and go away at any time.” 

The remaining men agreed that it was not necessary to think it over. “We have caught hold 

of your feet,” they replied, “and we will stay with you until the end. Our resolve is only strengthened 

by the game between yourself and Upasni Maharaj. We belong to you!” 

 

On the morning of 4 November 1923, due to some negligence on Rustom’s part, Baba 

bitterly remarked that Rustom was indifferent to his needs. Baba suddenly stormed out of Khushru 

Quarters with Gustadji trailing behind. The rest of the mandali were eating breakfast at the time 

and had to rush out and follow. Baba again walked to the dharamshala near the railway station, 

where he had previously stayed. 

In the dharamshala, the entire day was spent discussing the upcoming trip to Persia. It was 

decided that these eleven men would accompany him: Adi, Baidul, Behramji, Ghani, Gustadji, 

Masaji, Nervous, Padri, Ramjoo, Slamson and Vajifdar. It was also decided to start for Persia at 

the beginning of February by route of Bandar Abbas, and that the period before then should be 

spent in or near Karachi. 

Regarding the journey to Persia, each man had to sign an agreement on stamp paper to this 

effect: 

1. The signatories embark on this pilgrimage of their own free will and on their sole responsibility. 

2. Hereafter, they do not expect any kind of financial or external help from Meher Baba, nor any hope of any 

definable internal benefit within the fixed period. 

3. Further, they accompany Baba for an indefinite period, leaving all hopes of ever returning to India if need be. 

Only Ghani and Ramjoo were not bound by the third condition, because they were told by 

the Master they would be freed from all bindings and promises after 28 February 1924. It was 

settled that all, except Vajifdar, should be ready to proceed to Karachi after one week. Vajifdar 

would return to Bombay, remain there to complete the distribution work of Upasni Maharaj’s 

biography by December, and then join them in Persia. It was also decided that Ghani and Ramjoo 

would visit their respective families for a week, and Padri would proceed to Bombay to inform 

Naval about arranging for passports. Padri, Ghani, Ramjoo and Vajifdar left Ahmednagar for their 

designated places the next day. 

On 5 November all signed the agreement before the Master. Later, they moved their 

luggage from Khushru Quarters to the dharamshala. However, rather than go to Karachi, Baba 

announced they would now travel to Hyderabad (Sind) to spend the interim before proceeding to 

Persia in February. 



On Sunday, 11 November 1923, Baba and the group prepared to leave for the train station 

to begin the journey. Before they left, Behramji complained to Baba that he did not wish to be the 

manager during this trip, because the other men seldom listened to him, especially regarding the 

luggage. So all were ordered to carry their own bags and bedding rolls. They had hardly reached 

the station when Baba sent them word to return to the dharamshala with their luggage. Baba was 

upset and had scolded Behramji for refusing to act as manager; however, Behramji soon changed 

his mind and agreed to resume his responsibilities. When the mandali returned, Baba ordered the 

stronger men to carry the heavier loads and they again walked to the train station, where the luggage 

was checked. 

None of the local followers from Ahmednagar, except Rustom, had been allowed to bid 

farewell to the Master at the train station. Although Baba had been staying in the dharamshala for 

the past week, Rustom each day had been sending Baba and the mandali their food prepared at his 

home. Rustom acknowledged his mistake of being indifferent to the Master’s personal needs and 

was forgiven. Rustom garlanded Baba and gave bouquets to each of the ten accompanying mandali. 

The train left Ahmednagar at 12:30 in the afternoon for Hyderabad. 

Arriving in Surat the following day, the men removed the luggage as they had to change 

trains. Baba walked to the bazaar near the railway station accompanied by Adi, Ghani, Gustadji 

and Ramjoo. On the way back, he spotted a Hindu boy of about eighteen in a pitiable condition. 

The boy was shivering in the cold. At Baba’s request, Ramjoo inquired and found that the boy had 

come from Wadala seeking employment in Surat, but had fallen ill and was now penniless. Baba 

then directed one of the mandali to take the boy to a nearby restaurant, where he was fed to his 

heart’s content. A railway ticket to Wadala was purchased for the boy, and Baba handed it to him, 

instructing him to return to his parents and recuperate. Baba and the mandali then boarded the train 

for Ahmedabad. 

The Master’s decision to leave the station and walk through the bazaar was a divine pretext 

for encountering this destitute youth and to rescue him. Witnessing this incident, the mandali were 

deeply touched and impressed by Baba’s spontaneous love, mercy and omniscient care for a young 

soul in need. 

As the train left Ahmedabad station the following morning, there was a very humorous 

scene enacted in their compartment. Baba told the mandali to prepare tea. This was more easily 

said than done, for the train was moving along at full speed and their compartment was constantly 

being jolted back and forth. The Primus (pump-type of kerosene) stove was lit and placed on the 

floor as four of the mandali each held one of its legs to steady it. A pot of water was placed on top, 

and those engaged in this task were so engrossed in preventing the scalding water from overturning 

and spilling on them that they were oblivious to the shrieks of laughter and jokes by the rest of the 

men. Tea was prepared despite these awkward circumstances, and Baba smiled as he distributed it 

along with sweets, bananas and bread. 

On Wednesday, 14 November, they reached Hyderabad. The weather was exceptionally 

hot here, and dust storms were swirling through the streets. Baba led Behramji, Gustadji and 

Slamson through the town in search of somewhere to stay; but failing to find a suitable 

accommodation, he decided to continue to Karachi. 

The mandali waiting at the station were disappointed at Baba’s decision to leave 

Hyderabad, for they were looking forward to exploring a new place. That same evening, they 

arrived in Karachi. As ordered by telegram, Baily was present at the station to receive them. None 

of the men present knew of Baba’s previously intimated instructions to Baily to look for a house; 

Baba, it seemed, had intended to stay in Karachi all along. Baba, with Adi and Gustadji, went to 

examine the places that Baily had selected for them. 

After two hours they returned, and the men accompanied Baba to their new residence. To 

the mandali’s horror, however, the bungalow was in a deplorably unclean condition, full of dust 



and cobwebs. A thorough cleaning began the next morning. The mandali washed the inside and 

outside of the house; the windows, doors, walls and floor were all scrubbed until the bungalow was 

finally made habitable. The house was situated in a quiet neighborhood at No. 2445 Soldier Bazaar. 

Although it was dirty from being vacant for a long time, the building itself was in good condition. 

It had a large hall and two big rooms; in the front was a verandah and on both sides were bathrooms. 

The outside compound was surrounded by a large stone wall, which provided Baba the privacy he 

desired. 

Baily, Ghani, Nervous, Padri and Ramjoo shared one room; Baidul, Behramji, Masaji, 

Slamson and Pendu (who had joined them from Quetta) the other; and Baba, Adi and Gustadji slept 

in the large hall. One of the bathrooms was converted into a small room for the Master’s private 

use. In the evening Baily suggested they name the bungalow and all supported him. Baba and 

Baily’s joint suggestion of Halt Ho was adjudged the best. 

The bungalow was rented for two months, and all were under the impression that they 

would be staying there for at least that long. The men informed their families of their safe arrival 

and accordingly told them to write them at the Halt Ho address. But the very next day, Baba said, 

“I have now decided we will immediately go to Basra [in Iraq], where we will pass the interim 

period before going to Persia via Baghdad. By then the cold in Baghdad and snowfall in Persia will 

have stopped.” 

Baba’s statement was a shock to the mandali, but since leaving Manzil-e-Meem they had 

become accustomed to wandering from place to place and kept quiet. A telegram was sent to 

Vajifdar requesting funds and their passports. Baily inquired about the next passenger ship leaving 

for Basra and informed the landlord about their change of plans. Thus peaceful Halt Ho turned into 

a noisy den of activity as they prepared to leave for Iraq. 

However, Baily brought news that Basra was in the grip of a cold wave and full of malaria-

carrying mosquitoes. He also reported that he had been unable to contact either the Persian 

Consulate about their passports and visas, or the owner of the bungalow. So plans for the Basra trip 

were canceled, and it was decided to continue their stay in Halt Ho for a while longer. 

 

Babajan, at times, would refer to someone saying, “No langoti round the waist, and named 

Fateh Khan.”227 On 19 November, Baba repeated this phrase and asked Ghani if he understood 

what it meant. 

Ghani replied humorously, “While his bottom is bare, the man brags of his self-importance! 

It means to pose as being rich, though being poor, and to go about with your nose arrogantly stuck 

up in the air, as if you are a great man.” 

The reason Ghani was asked about this was that, despite Baba’s order, Ghani would still 

awaken late every morning. Baba reprimanded him repeatedly for this and as a punishment ordered 

Ghani and Ramjoo to both awaken each morning by four o’clock and, after taking cold baths, to go 

to the mosque for prayers. 

Baba instructed the men that as long as they were in Karachi, with the exception of 

Gustadji, all of them should find jobs. He added that it was not an issue of earning money, but that 

each should do his job faithfully and honestly. Baidul and Padri were soon employed in a teashop 

at a salary of Rs.20 per month. The others continued to search for work during the day. On 20 

November Baba went with a few of the mandali to Cliffton Beach, then walked back to Halt Ho in 

the hot sun. It was observed that he was moving about in the extreme heat, perhaps in sympathy 

with those still seeking employment. 

 
227 “Gane me langoti nahin aur nam Fateh Khan.” 



The next day Ghani frankly asked Baba’s permission to return to Poona, and Baba allowed 

him, saying, “You may come back whenever you wish.” Ghani was disgusted and tired of the 

uncertainty pertaining to the proposed trip to Persia. 

Baba was not seeing any of his followers in Karachi. But one day, curiously, Sarosh’s older 

brother Dinshaw, who had recently moved to Karachi, came and talked casually with the Master 

for two hours, though he was not a devotee.228 

 

Meanwhile, Naval Talati had been instructed to inquire about obtaining passports from 

Bombay for Baba and the men. When he went to the Persian Consulate to sign the passports on 

behalf of Baba and the mandali, the consul casually told him, “Except for Meher Baba, all the 

others must come in person and sign the papers in my presence before I will endorse their passports. 

Meher Baba’s presence is not necessary because he recently came to see me and told me he would 

send his passport with someone for my signature, to which I agreed.” 

This strange incident occurred on 17 November 1923, while Baba was in Karachi. When 

the mandali were informed of this, through Vajifdar’s letter, they were greatly surprised, since the 

Master had been out of Bombay for a month and a half and had never been to the Persian Consulate. 

After a few days, all the mandali were employed in Karachi except Ramjoo, and Baba 

ordered him to sweep the floors of the bungalow every day until he found a job. After attending to 

this work in the morning, Ramjoo was ordered to go out in search of employment. 

No one knew that the Master had a different plan and was conspiring with Baily to carry it 

out. On the morning of the 22nd of November, he told the mandali, “Now we should all leave at 

once for Poona.” Without further explanations, preparations were made in a mad rush. Everything 

was packed up, and all boarded the steamship SS Vita the same afternoon. Thus, instead of staying 

in Karachi for two months, their stay at Halt Ho came to an abrupt end after only one week. 

During his stay in Karachi, the Master had kept himself aloof and had even forbidden 

Pilamai to come and see him. She was naturally feeling despondent and anxious, knowing that Baba 

was so nearby. Pilamai suffered a profound longing to see him. On the last day, before departing, 

Baba went to her home and put her mind and heart at ease with his benevolent, smiling presence. 

Such times of separation were meant to create more longing in those already brokenhearted. 

Baily had booked the upper deck for Baba and the men. While on board, Baba told the men 

to clean rice diligently during the day. Throughout the night, each man had the duty of nightwatch 

for one hour. Due to fiercely blowing winds, they were very cold on the upper deck, and their 

muscles ached and became stiff. 

Ramjoo’s family was descended from the Kutch tribe. When the boat anchored at Kutch-

Mandvi, Ramjoo saw the land of his forefathers for the first time. Ghani mischievously persuaded 

Baba to tell Ramjoo to tie a piece of cloth on his back in typical orthodox Kutchi fashion and talk 

with the Kutchis boarding the ship in their native tongue. About 800 passengers boarded the ship 

and, amidst this bustle, the men watched from the upper deck as Ramjoo went from one Kutchi to 

the next trying to start up a conversation. However, not one man paid any attention to Ramjoo. The 

mandali and Baba heartily enjoyed the humorous scene. 

On 23 November at 12:30 P.M., the ship passed Dwarka and, at 4:30 P.M., it docked at 

Porbandar. A Parsi named Kandawala, who was an acquaintance of Baily’s, was also on board and 

casually began questioning the mandali about themselves, to which they replied as best they could. 

But a month later, they found out Kandawala had published distorted and misleading accounts in 

various Parsi newspapers, to the effect that when he was engaged in talking with his disciples, 

 
228 Dinshaw was married to Goher and Katie’s mother’s sister Soona. 



Meher Baba was taking down notes. Actually, the Master was engaged in writing instructions for 

the mandali to follow later on and was dictating a few points for correspondence. 

Thus, due to publication of Kandawala’s false reports in different newspapers, a great 

misunderstanding and antagonism against Meher Baba was created among the Parsi and Irani 

communities. The Master himself wanted this opposition, so that only genuinely worthy souls 

would come to him and remain dedicated to his cause. And amidst such opposition it happened that 

way; of those select few who did come to the Master, their love, renunciation and obedience to his 

orders were inspiring. It was only years later, when people gradually came to know the facts about 

who Meher Baba was, that this misunderstanding cleared up. 

 

Reaching Bombay on 24 November 1923, Baba informed the mandali, “I will be in strict 

seclusion without letting any of you — except a select few — know where I am. You will not know 

where I will be, so it is better if you all go back to your homes during the period of my seclusion.” 

Soon after, according to Baba’s wish, Nervous, Padri and Slamson stayed in Bombay; Adi and 

Masaji went to Ahmednagar, and Baidul and Behramji went to Poona. Behramji alone knew of 

Baba’s intentions and went to Poona for the sole purpose of arranging things. 

Baba, Ghani, Gustadji, and Ramjoo, left for Lonavla by train. At the Bombay station, 

Ghani’s father happened to be waiting for the same train on the platform, and it proved an awkward 

moment because Baba’s journey was to be kept secret. With tact, before the old man had seen Baba, 

Ramjoo led Ghani’s father into another compartment far away from the group. 

Baba and Gustadji detrained at Khandala so those in Lonavla would not know of his arrival. 

He instructed Ghani and Ramjoo to continue to Lonavla and to bring a car back for him. Ghani and 

Ramjoo borrowed Abdul Tayab’s car and drove to a bungalow at Walvan that was under Abdul 

Tayab’s charge, and told the gardener there to open the house and clean it. They then proceeded to 

Khandala and halfway there met Baba and Gustadji coming on foot to Lonavla. They all drove to 

the bungalow, but on the way, a follower named Dr. Bhiwalkar happened to notice them. Baba had 

the car stopped and sternly told Dr. Bhiwalkar not to inform anyone about his arrival in Lonavla. 

Baba stayed in Walvan and inspected different proposed sites for his seclusion, but did not 

approve of any. Finally he said, “If this [Walvan] bungalow can be given free for a month or two, 

I will remain here in seclusion; but neither Ghani, Ramjoo, nor anyone else should come to me. 

Only Gustadji will be with me.” 

Abdul Tayab went to Bombay to persuade the bungalow’s owner to lend it free of charge; 

meanwhile, Baba expressed his wish to go somewhere in the Ahmednagar area. Ghani complained 

to him, “Your constant changes frighten us. Why don’t you chalk out a definite plan and then stick 

to it?!” 

Baba replied, “The very fact of these frequent changes is testimony to my being changeless. 

My plans are always definite, and there is no room for the slightest deviation. What you see as 

‘change’ is the very body of a fixed plan — an inseparable part of a definite plan!” 

Soon after, Abdul Tayab’s telegram from Bombay was received, stating that the bungalow 

at Walvan was not available as the owner intended to use it himself. 

On Thursday, 29 November Baba sent for Vajifdar from Bombay and, after talking with 

him in private, made him immediately return. Thereafter, Baba proceeded to the station by car, well 

before the train’s arrival, and remained seated in the car until it was time for departure. But the 

driver had informed his family about Meher Baba’s arrival, and soon a crowd gathered near the 

car. The presence of the curious crowd perturbed Baba, so he entered the train. Baba had called 

only Papa Miya (a local lover), Abdul Tayab and Dr. Bhiwalkar to the station; but, due to the throng 

around the compartment, they could not even see him. Amidst the confusion, Baba and Gustadji 



departed at 8:30 P.M. for an unknown destination, leaving Ghani and Ramjoo guessing where they 

were headed. 

They arrived in Poona, where Behramji joined them. The next morning, Baba took a train 

to Sholapur with Gustadji and Behramji, while even the devotees in Poona did not know of his 

presence. The third class compartment was packed, and with great difficulty they managed to find 

space to sit. Behramji was dozing, and Baba asked him, “Do you feel sleepy?” Behramji nodded in 

the affirmative. Baba then pushed several people aside and made room for Behramji to lie down. 

When he was about to fall asleep, however, Baba shook him. Behramji could hardly open his eyes 

but heard himself being scathingly addressed, “Don’t you feel ashamed to sleep when I am sitting 

here wide awake? How can you feel like sleeping? Have some thought for me!” Baba went on 

abusing and teasing him until Behramji became so angry that his sleepiness disappeared − which 

is exactly what Baba intended. 

At midnight, Baba, Behramji and Gustadji arrived in Sholapur. Being in peculiar attire and 

carrying a stove, cooking utensils and a lantern, they were interrogated by a suspicious police 

officer. Gustadji told him the facts, but the policeman called the railway ticket collector and asked 

for their tickets. Gustadji replied that he would hand over the tickets when they left the station’s 

exit gate, according to the rules. 

To avoid a quarrel, Baba told Gustadji to accompany him to the bathroom; but the police 

officer followed them and started a fight with Gustadji. The stationmaster appeared as Baba came 

out of the toilet. Baba glanced at him, and the stationmaster rudely told him, “This lavatory is only 

to be used by first and second class passengers.” 

Meher Baba pointed overhead to the sign which read, GENTLEMEN, and politely asked, 

“Where is there any indication about first and second class passengers? This toilet is for gentlemen, 

and I too am a gentleman, sir.” At this, the stationmaster was abashed and began to think he was 

not dealing with an ordinary traveler. He then became amiable and treated the stranger with 

deference. 

Later, on the station platform, Baba asked Behramji to spread their bedding on the ground 

in front of the station. The area was full of debris; only after sweeping it did Behramji spread out 

their blankets. After a short while, they happened to see a Parsi guard, and Gustadji was told to 

request that he arrange some other place where they could sleep. The guard turned out to be a kindly 

person and, after consulting the same stationmaster, they were allowed to pass the night in the first-

class waiting room. The stationmaster even personally made certain they were comfortable. Despite 

there being empty benches in the waiting room, Baba spread his blanket on the floor. The 

stationmaster was deeply impressed by this wondrous fakir, and his heart was touched by the echo 

of the Song. Finding the stationmaster taking an interest in these three strange men, the police 

officer stood at a distance watching them. 

By the time they went to bed it was 3:00 A.M.; they had barely slept two hours when Baba 

awakened them at five o’clock. Gustadji and Behramji had no choice but to get up. Behramji was 

sent to find a place where they could have breakfast, as they had not eaten anything since leaving 

Poona eighteen hours earlier. He found an inexpensive, Muslim restaurant near the station; 

however, it was horribly unkempt and full of flies. Baba did not touch his tea, but Gustadji and 

Behramji, who were hungry, managed to swallow theirs and had some bread and butter. 

They then hired a tonga and toured the city of Sholapur. In one area, a large fair was being 

held in honor of a local deceased saint. They roamed about the town until one o’clock in the 

afternoon despite the hot sun, and then finally went to the dak bungalow. A servant was asked to 

cook rice and dal for Behramji and Gustadji, and Behramji went to bring milk for Baba. But in spite 
of his hour-long search, Behramji was not able to find any milk for sale. He returned empty-handed 

at 2:00 P.M. and told Baba that milk was not available in the afternoon. It was only sold in the 



morning and evening. Upset, Baba threatened, “If you don’t find me some milk by three o’clock, I 

will not take food for 36 hours!” 

Behramji again left and luckily met a milkman, who agreed to sell him milk at the then 

exorbitant rate of one rupee per seer. 229 Behramji was in too much of a hurry to quibble over the 

price and agreed. The man’s buffalo was grazing, and he had to send his son to bring it. Behramji 

then returned to the dak bungalow, leaving the milk pot with the man and instructing him to send 

it to the bungalow as soon as possible. He assured Baba that milk was on the way but, instead of 

being pleased, Baba became upset with him for leaving the milk pot with the man. Fearful that the 

man would not turn up by three, Behramji became worried. However, the man did deliver the milk, 

and Behramji was able to relax. Baba drank a little, while Gustadji and Behramji ate lunch. Baba 

then told them, “From today I will take milk, fruit juice or tea once every 34 hours, and you both 

are to eat only once every 24 hours.” 

They arrived at the station at 5:00 P.M. on 30 November, and bought tickets for Akolner — 

near Ahmednagar. Except for nine annas in change for their five-rupee note proffered for the 

tickets, all of their money had been spent. The ticket clerk, however, mistook the note for a ten-

rupee one and returned five rupees and nine annas to them. Baba told Behramji to return the five 

rupees mistakenly given. 

 

Catching the night train, they left Sholapur and reached Dhond at four in the morning where 

they changed trains for Manmad. For two nights they had had no sleep and were exhausted. But as 

soon as they arranged their luggage in the compartment, the ticket collector came and told them to 

vacate it as it was reserved for military personnel only. An unpleasant quarrel ensued, but Baba 

asked Gustadji to move to another compartment. By the time they completed carrying some luggage 

to the other compartment the train was in motion, and they only finished transferring everything as 

the train pulled into Visapur station. Continuing on, Baba and Gustadji got off at Akolner, while 

Behramji was instructed to proceed to Ahmednagar and inform Rustom (and no one else) about his 

presence in the vicinity. 

Baba and Gustadji looked at several places for quiet seclusion in Akolner but failed to find 

a suitable spot. In the afternoon they bought milk from a Muslim lad named Ismail, who worked 

for the railways, and prepared tea. Behramji returned from Ahmednagar in the evening with 

Rustom, who brought food for the two men’s dinner. (Baba was fasting.) Again they searched for 

an appropriate place of seclusion, and Baba finally selected a piece of land belonging to a retired 

Brahmin stationmaster. The Brahmin agreed to rent the place — supposedly for a sick man to 

recuperate his health — and Rustom went back to Ahmednagar to bring a small tent. Meanwhile, 

Baba, with Behramji and Gustadji keeping watch, spent the night on the stone platform of the 

Akolner railway station. 

The next day, Sunday, 2 December 1923, Rustom returned with the tent and food. The tent 

was set up on the spot selected, but Baba decided that they should sleep in the open air, though the 

night was cold. It was bitter cold by early morning and wood was collected to start a fire. After 

breakfast, Baba expressed that he was not pleased with the location and decided to return to 

Meherabad. In the evening Baba, with Behramji and Ismail (the boy to whom the Master had taken 

a liking) began walking beside the railway tracks and arrived at Meherabad late at night, staying in 

the Post Office. Baba walked the six miles to Meherabad speedily and with apparent joy, in spite 

of his prolonged fast. Gustadji arrived later with the luggage in a bullock cart. The Arangaon 

villagers had no idea of Meher Baba’s return. 

 
229 One seer (pronounced SAY-re) is about four cups. 

 



Spreading out their bedding, they slept on the open Post Office verandah. At midnight, 

there was a sudden heavy downpour of rain; the sky was laced with thunder and lightning. If they 

had stayed in Akolner, the small tent would not have withstood the storm. This shower was also 

quite unseasonable, occurring so late in the year. Age surmised, “The blessing of rain seemed to be 

welcoming the Master back to Meherabad after a six-month absence.” 

To whatever place Meher Baba would travel, and for whatever reason, he always did so 

for his inner work for the universe. Baba never stayed a moment longer than necessary in any place. 

No sooner was his work accomplished than he would immediately leave on one pretext or another, 

even though the place might seem very convenient and comfortable. He and the mandali would 

camp beneath a tree or stay in a palatial bungalow. But, wherever he stayed, it was only for his 

work; and as soon as the work was completed, no matter what his planned itinerary might be, he 

had to leave. Even if he traveled to distant places, he would return within a short time after his inner 

work was finished. The mandali knew that the Master was going somewhere for his work, but they 

could never fathom what work he was doing, unless it was partially revealed by him. 

Nothing the Avatar does is without purpose. The mandali could only bear witness to his 

movements. We observed Meher Baba breathing, for example — but his every breath touched all 

animate and inanimate things in creation. The Avatar’s Universal work is totally distinct; it was not 

for humanity alone but for the benefit of all beings and things in all universes. Baba's many 

prolonged fasts and seclusions were not for himself; he was, in his own way, inwardly worshiping 

the whole creation. 

People worship God, and God in human form worships all life − animate and inanimate. 

Meher Baba’s every breath was an offer of worship to the world, and his every action was his 

devotion to every object in creation. The Perfect One has nothing left to achieve. His Universal life 

in the world is his dedication of sacrifice to those still imperfect. 

It was still dark in the early hours of the morning when Baba sent Behramji to bring milk 

from Arangaon Village. Recognizing him, the local milkman was surprised; Behramji quickly 

explained that he had come to Meherabad alone and would leave again after a few days. Even water 

from the well was drawn in the dark, so that no one would suspect Meher Baba’s presence there. 

For the same reason, the Master kept himself confined inside the Post Office building. 

Baba then directed Gustadji and Behramji to put up the tent inside the Post Office, but it 

was difficult due to the stone walls and flooring. The work took longer than expected, and Baba 

became impatient with the delay. He brusquely told them to hurry up. Perspiring, they somehow 

managed to raise it. Baba then closed the door and remained inside the tent the whole day. Gustadji 

and Behramji cooked rice and dal in a dilapidated mud hut nearby and ate their one daily meal of 

boiled rice and dal. As ordered by Baba, they were still eating only once every 24 hours, while he 

continued fasting on liquids. 

Adi came with butter the next night to add to their food. He was the second person, besides 

Rustom, who was told of Baba’s return. After two or three days, Adi began bringing their daily 

food, thereby relieving Behramji and Gustadji from the bother of cooking. 

Baba stayed secluded inside the Post Office, but would go outside briefly to use the toilet 

or for a drink of water. In the dark hours before dawn, Gustadji and Behramji would fill the water 

pots and they, too, would keep themselves hidden inside during the day. Thus, for some days, no 

one knew of the Master’s presence in Meherabad. After a week, Gulmai was permitted to come see 

him with her son Adi. 

 

During the last week of December 1923, Baba went to Poona for a couple of days and 

stayed at Sadashiv Patil’s house in Kasba Peth. In a splendid mood, Baba held his largest public 

darshan; hundreds came for his blessing. Babu Cyclewalla brought a British seeker named Louis 

Henry Cox Nelmes. At the moment of seeing Baba, Nelmes, a Christian by faith, was stunned and 



thought he was beholding Jesus Christ himself! He became speechless as he gazed at Baba. Tears 

welled up in his eyes. He stood before Baba for a long time, then bowed and took his darshan. 

Within moments, his heart accepted Baba as his Lord with full faith and love. 

After the darshan program, Baba met with Nelmes in private and asked what he wanted. 

Nelmes replied, “I have seen you as the Christ! I want to be at your feet forever!” Baba consoled 

him, telling Nelmes he would send for him at the appropriate time, but until then he should remain 

in Poona. 

Soon after, Baba returned to Meherabad without anyone in Arangaon or Ahmednagar being 

the wiser; no one in Poona knew where he was residing, either. Baba continued his fast and, from 

27 December, he extended the period for drinking some liquid, from once every 34 hours to once 

every 40 hours. 

On Monday, 31 December 1923, Baba left Meherabad for Bombay with Behramji and 

Gustadji, arriving that evening. Baba had written to Ghani and Ramjoo the day before, telling them 

to meet him on the railway platform at Lonavla station. Because of continuous fasting, Baba’s usual 

radiant health had deteriorated. What he had undergone in seclusion had broken down his physical 

constitution. He wrote: 

I am growing weaker day by day. Last night was terrible and this morning I am left a physical wreck … While 

writing this my hands are shaking! 

— Merwan — 

Naturally, Ghani and Ramjoo were alarmed when they heard of his condition. After 

arriving in Lonavla, Baba drank hot cocoa which they had brought, according to his instructions. 

As indicated in his letter, they found him looking pale and weak — his fasting had reduced him to 

a skeleton. But despite his physical suffering, both observed Baba to be in quite a cheerful mood. 

With his consent, Ramjoo and Ghani accompanied him on the train to Khandala, the next station. 

In Bombay, while still maintaining seclusion, Baba stayed in an apartment located in the 

Bharucha Building at Dadar, which Vajifdar had rented according to previous instruction. At the 

Bharucha Building, on 1 January 1924, Baba curtailed the period of fasting from 40 to 24 hours, 

and would take only a sherbet-flavored glass of water. 

At this time, Daulatmai’s daughter Mehera was still staying in Sakori, and Soonamasi’s 

daughter Khorshed was now with her as Mehera’s friend and companion. After settling in Bombay, 

Baba sent Gulmai to Sakori to bring both young ladies to be with him. Baba then housed Mehera 

with Khorshed and Khorshed’s parents in Irani Mansion. Age rejoiced. “The Purush had his 

Prakruti beside him; the Perfect Man had the mirror of creation with him, and this pure image of 

the Beloved’s heart began singing the Song throughout the Garden.” 

Daulatmai also stayed with them in Irani Mansion, and they would daily come to the 

Bharucha Building for Baba’s darshan. One day Baba, accompanied by Gustadji, visited the ladies 

at Irani Mansion and asked Mehera and Khorshed to sing a favorite song. Khorshed sang one about 

Lord Krishna, but Mehera felt too shy. So Baba turned to Gustadji, who sang, “O God, please listen 

to me!” 

One day Baba went for a walk with Naval Talati to Chowpatty Beach. Baba’s gaze 

happened to fall on a man sitting in a pensive mood, and he asked Naval, “Who is that person?” 

Surprised, Naval replied, “Baba, how should I know? Thousands come here every day. He 

might be anyone.” 

Baba said, “Go and ask him his name and find out what he is thinking.” 

Naval hesitated, asking, “What do we have to do with him? But if you insist, I will inquire.” 

Baba and Naval walked over to the man and called him. The man turned out to be a friend 

of Naval’s. He asked, “What do you want?” 



Baba answered, laughing, “We don’t want anything.” 

The man queried, “Then why are you disturbing me?” 

Baba replied, “To tell you that only bliss and joy are destined for you!” 

Astonished, the man replied, “Joy? I am not so lucky! Happiness is not part of my life. All 

my happiness has gone away!” 

In a serious tone, Baba explained, “Your false idea of happiness will vanish to bring you 

real bliss. It will be removed to find true joy. So why be miserable and unhappy?” 

Hearing this, the man was puzzled and wondered, “Who is this man who reads my mind?” 

He gazed at Baba and asked, “Who are you?” 

Baba only smiled, but his smile was the turning point in the man’s life. As he looked at 

Baba, he was roused from his painful reverie and freed from the sorrow gripping his heart. Naval 

told his friend about the Master, and Baba said, “You have a very important part to play in my 

cinema!” 

At this point, the man disclosed, “I too have a cinema ... I am the owner ...” 

Baba laughed and said, “I am talking about the Universal cinema. By coming to me, you 

will find out what that is. But what I want to tell you is that good luck is in store for you and you 

should not feel dejected.” Naval then gave him Baba’s address and they left. Reading the address, 

the man’s distress dissolved into rays of hope. 

Who was this man sitting so forlornly on the beach? He was a man so distraught that he 

was about to commit suicide by drowning himself in the sea. Why? He once had a beautiful wife, 

whom he loved dearly. He was completely devoted to her and sacrificed much for her happiness 

and comfort. Although he had complied with her every wish, she left him for another man — his 

best friend. It drove him to the depths of depression and he could no longer bear his misery. That 

day, he had come to the shores of Chowpatty Beach to end his life. 

People commit suicide every day, but the Savior did not allow this suicide to happen. On 

the pretext of taking a stroll, he had come to the seashore and lifted the man’s heart in his hands. 

At that moment, the man was given a new life and eventually proved an invaluable medium for the 

Master’s work. He was Framroze Hormusji Dadachanji and he would become Meher Baba’s first 

secretary. 

Dadachanji was born in Bombay on 23 November 1892. Educated in Parsi schools in 

Bombay, he went to college for a year in Karachi and then learned shorthand and typing, and 

worked for Greaves Cotton Company in Bombay. Four years later, during World War I, he enlisted 

as a journalist on the hospital ship Takada. He got married in December 1916. 

After the war, he worked at various jobs as a salesman, accountant and correspondent with 

different Bombay companies. He also worked as an advertiser and manager of movie theaters and 

eventually owned one cinema in partnership — the Madeleine Theater near the corner of Grant and 

Lamington Road. His partner was his best friend, who had an affair with his wife. The affair led to 

a divorce in 1920 or 1921, which was quite scandalous at the time. 

The morning after the incident on the beach, Baba impatiently paced the floor and later 

asked Naval to go to Dadachanji’s house and bring him. Dadachanji came, narrated his woes to 

Baba, and sobbed uncontrollably at Baba’s feet. Baba took him in his arms, patted his cheeks, and 

told him, “Leave everything and come to me.” 

Dadachanji, 31, began visiting Baba regularly and was nicknamed Chanji. After some 

years, Chanji was reconciled to the turn of events in his marriage which had driven him to despair, 

because it was his despair that had led Baba to save him. Chanji was a kind man with a forgiving 

heart, and he never hated his former wife and partner for what had happened. Due to Chanji’s 

influence, his entire family − his parents, four brothers, one sister, their spouses and children − and 



numerous other Parsis and Iranis in Bombay, would eventually devote their lives to Meher Baba’s 

cause. 

Another early disciple, Ardeshir Khodaram Irani, first met Meher Baba at Manzil-e-Meem 

and boldly demanded of him, “Give me God-realization!” Baba told him to wait until he was ready. 

But whenever he would visit, he would pester the Master about it. 

Finally, Baba became annoyed with Ardeshir’s naïve attitude and said to him, “You really 

want God-realization? The whole Ocean will come in your cup! But if your cup breaks, I am not 

responsible.” Ardeshir knew Baba meant that he would drop his body if he attained Realization and 

was fearful of the thought of dying so soon. From that day on, he did not speak of Realization again. 

Kaikhushru Esfandiar Afseri (later called Raosaheb), 23, was a Persian who had come to 

know of Baba from two fellow Iranis, Ardeshir and Behramji. In 1922, he had once come to Manzil-

e-Meem for the Master’s darshan, but, at that time, Baba was not seeing anyone and Afseri had to 

leave. He returned after a few days but was turned away again. 

Afseri was bitterly disappointed, thinking: “There should be no restrictions about meeting 

a saint at any time or any place. What is the use of this darbar [divine court] in which no one’s 

worth is recognized. I am a sincere seeker of Truth, but still Meher Baba refuses me his darshan.” 

He resolved never to approach Baba again, and his mind harbored this grudge for a long time.  

One night the Master appeared in Afseri’s dream and said, “You fool! Once or twice you 

came and couldn’t meet me and went away?! In the court of a Sadguru, one should lead a dog’s 

life! Even if you are thrown out, you should come back again and again — begging to find the 

entrance.” This dream made Afseri extremely restless. 

Afseri happened to meet Baidul, who brought him to Baba at the Bharucha Building. Baba 

asked him, “What do you want?” 

Afseri replied, “To remain in your darbar!” 

Baba said, “The time will come when I will call you. Meanwhile, be prepared and keep 

ready to come to me as soon as I call. I may send for you tomorrow, after a fortnight, or after four 

months. Whenever I call, be prepared to come that very moment!” This made Afseri happy and he 

now eagerly waited to enter Meher Baba’s court, forgetting his previous complaint. 

During most of January 1924, Baba remained in relative quietude and aloofness; only 

Behramji and Gustadji were staying with the Master in the Bharucha Building. But on 20 January, 

Baba called all the mandali from Poona, Lonavla and Ahmednagar to Bombay. At the gathering he 

told them, “Only those who are willing and ready to dedicate themselves to me fully — for an 

indefinite period — will be able to stay with me.” 

A week before on the 14th, Baba had written to Ghani: 

Never for a moment think that I will ever forget you and the work that I am bent upon for you! Though you 

have not understood me up till now, a day will come when you will thoroughly understand your greatest friend 

in this world. 

In Bombay, speaking to Ghani and Ramjoo in private, Baba said, “Whatever hopes and 

promises I held out to you to be fulfilled by February 28th, you may now consider them unfulfilled. 

If you think that the last two years with me were a waste of time and in vain, and if you now no 

longer take me for what you believed me to be for so long, then I can only say I am sorry and ask 

your forgiveness. Still, if you wish to remain with me, you may do so for only an indefinite period 

and without any previous conditions or expectations. However, if you think I have beguiled and 

deceived you, you are free to express yourselves and rebuke me as you wish.” 

Baba further told them, “If you want, you may keep your connection with me by remaining 

at home and carrying out your worldly duties; but it can only be done by carrying out my spiritual 

instructions.” For Ghani and Ramjoo, it was not a question of faith in the Master. They did not 

consider that their two years with him had been in vain, but both were married and had children. 



They knew that Baba intended to travel to Persia and, for family reasons, they decided it was better 

to remain at home in Lonavla and obey Baba’s orders from there. 

When informed of their decision, Baba commented, “If you trust me, and if you believe 

that I am the One for whom you have love and faith, then I can definitely say that in this life, and 

in this body, you can be as certain of spiritual awakening — as day follows night — whether you 

remain with me, away from me, or even go against me!” 

Baba then inquired of Ghani and Ramjoo, “After I return from Persia, I may call you to 

stay with me for a month or two. Will you do it? At that time I will explain to both of you about 

the inner secret, which I have promised to explain to only a selected few.” 

Both replied, “We wish to be with you, but allow us to go home when necessary.” 

Baba agreed to this, but added, “From now on, I will not be responsible for anything that 

has to do with either of you.” 

Baba broke his prolonged fast on Sunday, 20 January 1924 and began eating solid food 

once every day. As mentioned throughout his life, the mandali were to observe that all of Baba’s 

actions contained hidden significance that affected the lives of everything in creation. Sometimes 

the reasons for the Master’s moods, seclusions or fasts would become apparent or they would 

coincide with certain world events which the mandali would come to know of later when they read 

the newspapers. For example, when Baba was in a bad mood or shouting at someone, the next day 

they would read of some disaster or natural calamity, such as a train crash, an ocean liner sinking, 

or a great flood or drought somewhere in the world. In the case of Meher Baba’s breaking his fast 

on 20 January, the following day the Russian Communist leader Vladimir Lenin passed away. 

(Over 900,000 people came to view Lenin’s body during the four days and nights that it lay in 

state.) 

On the 22nd, Memo, Masaji, Dowla Masi and (most likely) Naja, accompanied by Babu 

Cyclewalla, arrived from Poona at the Bharucha Building. Finding her son very thin and weak, 

Shireenmai rebuked him, “Merwan, why are you starving yourself? Are you mad?” 

Laughing, Baba replied, “Mother, the whole world is mad — not I! I am the healer of the 

mad!” 

Memo remarked caustically, “When you fast like a madman, how can you hope to help the 

mad?” 

“I have to fast in order to make them well!” 

“Forget about the mad and go on eating!” his mother exhorted him. 

“To cure them, I have taken birth through your womb. If I don’t play my part, your name 

will be cursed throughout history!” Hearing this, Memo could not suppress a smile. 

On Sunday, 27 January, a qawaali program was held in the Manzil-e-Meem compound, 

featuring Yasin Qawaal, who had sung for Baba several times before. The program lasted 

throughout the day, and Baba thoroughly enjoyed the singing. Vajifdar brought food from Irani 

Mansion, which Baba served to all those present. Another program was held the following Sunday, 

which Asthma attended. 

Baba fasted again on Thursday, 31 January. He had said that from the 1st of February he 

would start eating regularly — three times a day. But he changed his mind yet again and continued 

eating only one meal every 24 hours. 

During January, Baba’s elder brother Jamshed wrote regarding Babajan’s recent ill health 

and restless mood. Babajan was usually of radiant and vibrant heath, despite her age of well over 

100 years. Strangely, Baba’s delicate health in Bombay seemed to coincide with Babajan’s health 

in Poona. The mandali observed that many of their symptoms were similar and that as long as 

Babajan did not recover, Baba’s health also did not improve. 



Narayan Maharaj, whom most of the mandali had only heard of, was visiting Bombay. On 

2 February, Baba sent Daulatmai, Khorshed, Mehera and all the men, except for Nervous, for 

Narayan’s darshan. This was the first occasion that some of the mandali met the Perfect Master. 

When Gustadji entered the hall and approached Narayan, the Sadguru and his mandali stood up, 

giving the clear impression that they were paying respect to Meher Baba through Gustadji. Mehera 

had been instructed to give Narayan Maharaj a booklet about Baba, which she did. Maharaj looked 

at the printed photograph of Baba on the cover and remarked, “Yes, I know him. I know Meher 

Baba very well.” 

During the 1920s, Mahatma Gandhi emerged as the foremost political leader of India and 

had been arrested by the British in March 1922 for his anti-government civil disobedience 

agitations. Baba was to have much personal contact with Mahatma Gandhi over the years. It began 

in May 1923 while Gandhi was still incarcerated at Yeravda Prison in Poona. Baba instructed 

Rustom to send Gandhi a copy of Upasni Maharaj’s biography in Marathi, and to inform him about 

the severe austerities and fasts which Upasni Maharaj had undergone. Rustom did so, and the result 

of this first contact was evident later. 

When Baba had been in Karachi the previous November, he had remarked to the mandali, 

“Gandhi will be freed from prison soon.” And, as he had foretold, on the 5th of February 1924, 

Mahatma Gandhi was released from jail.  

 

Because of Baba’s upcoming visit to Persia (scheduled for 14 February), his 30th birthday 

was celebrated on Tuesday, 12 February 1924, instead of on the 19th, which was the actual date 

that year according to the Zoroastrian calendar. A large canopy was erected at Bharucha Building 

and many followers arrived from different places. The mandali were so busy that they did not even 

have time for morning tea. The pavilion was splendidly decorated by Naval, and Baba was 

profusely garlanded with flowers. The music and singing entertainments were also a grand success. 

As these ceremonies were taking place, there was some confusion regarding bringing the 

food from Irani Mansion. Baba stopped the program and, openly irritated, walked to the house and 

lifted the big vessels of food on his shoulders, bringing them to Bharucha Building himself. Despite 

the mandali’s plea to let them carry the pots of food, Baba refused and waved them away irritably. 

Walking along the street, the Master did the work of a humble coolie on his own birthday! The 

guests who saw him carrying the heavy load were astonished. 

Munshiji and several other Muslim followers had left Bharucha Building, afraid that the 

Master’s mood had been irreparably spoiled. But, a short time later, Baba was driven to Munshiji’s 

house on Charni Road to bring them back. The atmosphere returned to normal as everyone joyfully 

partook of Baba’s birthday feast. That afternoon, the Master delivered a discourse on spirituality to 

those who had come to the celebration. One Irani man was so impressed by the discourse that he 

promised to stop drinking liquor and give up other bad habits, vowing to remain only on bread and 

water! Several days later, when Baba came to know of this, he prevailed upon the man to resume 

his regular diet except for the alcohol. 

Upasni Maharaj had imprisoned himself inside a bamboo cage for the past year, but news 

came from Sakori that Maharaj had come out of the cage on 12 February, the same day on which 

Baba’s birthday was observed! It was, therefore, a day doubly joyous, and Baba’s spoiled mood 

may have had some inner connection with Maharaj’s sudden activity in Sakori. The cage physically 

limiting Maharaj’s movements secretly held an ocean of bliss! But none could see the waters of 

that ocean released in honor of Merwan’s birth. 

Baba had been planning the trip to Persia for some weeks and more of the mandali had 

rejoined him at Bharucha Building. Eight men had been selected to join him on the journey: Adi 

Sr., Baidul, Behramji, Gustadji, Masaji, Nervous, Padri and Vajifdar. On 29 January, those who 

were to travel to Persia had gone to the Persian Consulate with their respective passports. The 



consul asked them questions in Persian, and one of the men replied in Persian, “I am sorry, sir, but 

we do not speak Persian!” The consul was amused and surprised to hear this reply and he 

unhesitatingly endorsed everyone’s passport. Afterward, Baba discussed their upcoming trip and 

decided that they should proceed to Iran via Bandar Abbas, instead of Baghdad, because travel 

expenses would be less costly by that route. Following this decision, an addendum to the official 

agreement was made on 15 February and signed by the mandali on stamp paper. It read: 

We, the undersigned, hereby declare and agree that we are going to Persia of our own free will and accord. We 

further hold ourselves responsible for any mishap that may occur, whether physical, mental or financial, under 

any circumstances; that is, Meher Baba is in no way responsible for any consequences of the journey, or 

otherwise, during the time we are with him. 

The route was changed again, however, and the decision was made to travel through 

Baghdad. It was also determined that only eight men were to accompany Baba. The other mandali 

were to remain at their respective homes and were to rejoin him after his return from Persia. 

Naval had already purchased the steamship tickets via Bandar Abbas. It proved to be a 

difficult task for him to have them changed; however, he was able to do so without incurring any 

extra expense. However, the extra cost of sending telegrams to different people in Persia turned out 

to be tremendous. 

While staying in the Bharucha Building, Baba ordered the mandali to fast for 24 hours on 

three occasions. His birthday was celebrated again on Tuesday, 19 February 1924, since the trip to 

Persia had been postponed one more time — from the 14th to the 22nd of February. Occasionally 

Baba would go to Irani Mansion especially to see Mehera, the Rose of his Garden. He also visited 

Naval’s and Burjor’s homes. 

On 22 February, Baba awakened the mandali unexpectedly at 3:00 A.M. and asked them, 

“Should we leave for Persia today or not?” Behramji had been suffering from fever for several days 

and all favored postponing the trip. But Baba wanted to leave and demanded, “We must go today, 

so get ready.” The luggage was dispatched to the docks in a bullock cart, and the men left in much 

haste. 

They boarded the SS Varela at 7:30 A.M. and departed from Bombay harbor two hours 

later. Baba was returning to the land of his ancestors and appeared excited about seeing Persia. 

Memo, Gulmai and other ladies, along with the mandali from Kasba Peth, also came to see them 

off. To console those who were not going with him, he lovingly embraced each one. Some felt he 

was taking their very hearts away with him and they wept as he waved goodbye. In the interim, 

Ghani, Ramjoo, Rustom and Barsoap were to await Baba’s return at their homes. As instructed by 

Baba, Daulatmai and Mehera also returned to their home in Poona. Since Ramjoo would not be 

accompanying them, Adi began writing diary notes of the trip. 

 

Once they were settled on board the ship, Masaji cooked for the men and prepared one 

vegetable dish for Baba. Their meals were simple, consisting of a potato dish, bread and tea. 

Behramji was still not well, and the constant rocking of the ship worsened his condition. Adi, too, 

suffered from sea-sickness and could not control his vomiting. Baba would nurse Adi and Behramji, 

urging them to try to eat. It was a difficult journey for them. 

When the boat docked at Karachi for a brief period, Pilamai and other devotees were 

present with flowers and food, and Baba was received with great reverence. Behramji and Adi 

remained indisposed and continued vomiting. 



Later on board the ship, there was a discussion between two sects of Muslims, the Shiites 

and the Sunnis.230 A quarrel resulted and each side began angrily vilifying the other’s religious 

leaders. The irony was that between the opposing groups were two brothers-in-law, one a Shiite 

and one a Sunni. The Shiite brother-in-law was greatly drawn to Baba and, during the argument, 

turned to him and asked, “To what religion do you belong, sir?” 

Smiling, Baba replied, “To me all religions are one.” 

After further conversation with the Master, the Shiite man told Baba that if his sect believed 

in guru-disciple relationships, he would surely have accepted him as his Master. After this, the 

argument between the brothers-in-law became so heated that they swore they would part company 

in Baghdad, where they had originally planned to begin their pilgrimage together to Mecca. 

The sea was calm as the boat steamed into the Persian Gulf, but a freezing, shiver-inducing 

cold storm swept over them after leaving the port of Bahrain. By the time they reached the port of 

Bushire, Baba, who until then had been quite well, also suffered nausea. Then Vajifdar, too, started 

feeling nauseous and vomited. 

No sooner had they anchored at Bushire than a rainstorm broke with crashing thunder. The 

Persian coolies picked up the group’s heavy baggage, and Baidul tipped them with bread and 

onions, which they seemed to relish. While hauling the baggage, they would utter, “Ya Ali! Ya Ali!” 

in honor of the Almighty — much to the amusement of the mandali. 

Baba and the mandali stayed at Ghulam Husain Lodi’s house in Bushire. Their baggage 

was brought by mule, the most common means of transportation in Iran at the time. A Primus stove 

was lit and Baba warmed himself near it, for he was shivering from the extreme cold. Nervous 

brought charcoal and lit hearths to heat the room. Strong winds were blowing, and the cold 

atmosphere was gloomy and uncongenial. Nervous brought supplies from the market and Masaji 

cooked a meal. Water for drinking had to be bought, as there was a great scarcity. But the water 

which was purchased contained maggots and looked so milky that most people would not even 

have washed their feet in it! The mandali had to walk to the seashore to wash the cooking utensils. 

Although the majority of the mandali were unwell, Baba decided to proceed to Shiraz — 

famous for its gardens and the tomb of Baba’s favorite poet, Hafiz. A truck was hired at Rs.400 for 

the journey. But Padri fell ill the next day with a high fever and felt too weak to travel. At the same 

time, when news was brought that a ship had arrived from Baghdad on its way to Bombay, Baba 

suddenly decided to return to India by that ship. This change of plans shocked the men. He 

instructed Baidul and Behramji to disembark at Bandar Abbas and proceed to their respective 

homes in Iran, while the rest of the mandali would disembark at Karachi with Baba. 

After only a few days in Persia, they boarded the cargo ship Baroja and left Bushire. Baba 

and the mandali would always travel by the lowest class and, accordingly, they occupied the deck. 

Most of the other passengers on board were illiterate Arab tribesmen. There was not much room 

for the passengers because the cargo ship was carrying cows, goats, chickens, donkeys, and horses 

— the animals’ dung caused a terrible stench. The Arabs daily slaughtered goats and chickens on 

the deck for their meals, and their unhygienic habits shocked the mandali. 

 

230 All Muslims believe that there is but one God (Allah) and that Muhammad is his Prophet. But, when 

Muhammad died in 632 A.D., he left no obvious successor to serve as Imam (spiritual leader). Most of his 

followers accepted Abu Bakr, his father-in-law, as Imam. A few, however, were convinced that 

Muhammad had designated as his successor Ali, the husband of his daughter, Fatima. In time, the former 

group, favoring Abu Bakr, called themselves Sunnis. Today they account for about 90 percent of the 

world’s 800 million Muslims. The minority following splintered into subsects who believed the leadership 

would derive from descendants of Ali and Fatima, and they are known as Shiites. 



On one occasion, an arrogant Arab kicked Nervous’ bedroll, throwing it aside, rather than 

ask him politely to move it. Baba quickly stopped Nervous from confronting the man. On another 

occasion, one Arab abused his fellow Muslim for not offering namaz (prayer) with his face toward 

the west; however, the next morning, the same Arab was seen offering namaz as soon as he was 

out of bed, without first washing his hands and feet, which was customary. 

On the way to Bandar Abbas, Baba unexpectedly broached the subject of halting there and 

going back to Persia. At the men’s immediate discouragement of his idea, he expressed surprise at 

their lack of enthusiasm. He wanted all of them to disembark with Baidul and Behramji. But when 

they reached Bandar Abbas and were about to be ferried to the shore, Padri again had an alarming 

temperature; so their plan was changed and only Baidul and Behramji disembarked. The ship stayed 

anchored for about two hours, during which time Padri gradually felt better. Fifteen minutes before 

the steamer was to depart, Baba had a ferryboat hired to take them ashore. Again, Padri suddenly 

came down with fever, and it was finally decided definitely to return to India. Arrangements were 

made to leave Padri in Karachi with Nervous, who was to look after him until he was well enough 

to travel. 

Some Nepalese Gurkhas had come on board the ship. They were friendly and admired 

Baba’s features. At their casual suggestion to visit Nepal, Baba agreed and decided to proceed to 

Kathmandu. 

After passing through the ports of Lingeh, Henjam Island and Muscat, the cargo ship 

reached Karachi on 7 March 1924. Vajifdar accompanied Nervous and Padri to Pilamai’s house. 

Masaji went to hire a bullock cart to take their baggage to the railway station, for Baba had decided 

to depart immediately by train to Nepal. A tonga was brought instead, and the luggage was taken 

to the station, where Baba and the men rested in a waiting room. Baily most likely met Baba here 

and was instructed to return to Poona and await further orders from him. Vajifdar returned at 10:00 

P.M. and they soon went to sleep, yet each man had to take turns on watch by Baba for an hour, as 

well as to safeguard the luggage against theft. They were carrying sacks of grain and rice with them 

throughout the journey, and the responsibility of looking after the food fell on Masaji and Vajifdar. 

In the morning they bathed at the public water tap in the train station. To ensure privacy, 

they hung curtains of blankets on all four sides, forming a makeshift shower stall around the tap. 

According to Baba’s order, no coolies were to be hired; therefore, Masaji and Vajifdar had to carry 

all the luggage onto the train. Their belongings were heavy and cumbersome, but they managed to 

load everything on board in time to catch the Quetta Mail train with the assistance of Nervous, who 

had come to see them off. 

Later, during the change of trains at Hyderabad station, Masaji lost his bedding roll. This 

mishap resulted in a heated quarrel between Gustadji and him. Baba afterward pacified Masaji by 

lending his own sheets and a woolen blanket to him. Vajifdar was assigned the duty of general 

manager in Behramji’s absence, and he had to purchase their tickets, arrange for the food, and make 

certain that the luggage was properly loaded. Along with the headache of being the manager, 

Vajifdar also had to endure Baba’s constant “arrows” (his teasing and criticisms). Baba had singled 

him out for goading, which proved an additional mental burden for Vajifdar. 

On the way to Nepal, the train stopped at Lucknow, where Baba went to the town to buy 

new sandals. Not finding any he liked, he returned to the station. He was constantly wearing the 

kamli woolen coat given by Yeshwant Rao and the sandals made by Kanhoba Rao; for some 

unexplained reason, he would not wear any other coat or sandals. 

Stopped at Raxaul on the Nepal frontier, Baba and the men were refused permission to 

cross the border. They remained in Raxaul and sent telegrams to different government authorities, 

requesting visas to enter the country. They were informed that if they had asked for permission a 

few days earlier, they would easily have obtained it, because of a religious fair being held at the 

time in Nepal by a congregation of Tibetan Buddhists. But now that the fair was over, foreign 



travelers were not being permitted inside the country; only those engaged in business, trade, or 

some official government work were given consent. 

 

Giving up the idea of a journey to Nepal, Baba led the men to visit the tomb of Kabir at 

Maghar instead, remaining there for two days. A renowned 15th-century poet and Perfect Master, 

Kabir grew up in a Muslim weaver family, but some say he was really the son of a Brahmin widow 

and was adopted by a childless couple. Hence he was revered by both Muslims and Hindus. But 

when Kabir died, his Hindu and Muslim followers argued over his last rites. (Muslims bury their 

dead, whereas Hindus are cremated.) One popular legend says that as the two groups were fighting 

around his coffin, when they finally opened the coffin, they found Kabir’s body missing and in its 

place were flowers. So two tombs were built for Kabir side by side — a samadhi where Hindus 

worship and a dargah where Muslims pay homage. Each following believes that theirs is the real 

grave. Baba paid his respects at both places. 

After visiting the shrines dedicated to Kabir, Baba had about 50 poor persons fed in Maghar 

(which lessened the burden of their grain sacks). All the rest of the surplus provisions, which they 

had carried with them from India for their journey in Persia, were distributed among the poor, and 

the large empty jars were given to the stationmaster. 

During their stay at Maghar, a conflict arose between a group of wandering sadhus. Baba 

intervened and stopped the quarrel. He explained to them about the way of life they should be 

leading if they were real sadhus and had renounced the ephemeral world. Soon after, Baba and the 

four remaining mandali (Adi, Gustadji, Masaji and Vajifdar) left Maghar for Kanpur in tongas and 

stayed at a dharamshala there. They bathed in the Ganges River and later fed a few more poor 

persons along the banks. 

When they boarded a train at Kanpur, Baba instructed Vajifdar to return to Bombay, Masaji 

to go to Poona, and Adi and Gustadji to Ahmednagar. Baba told Gustadji and Adi to select a place 

within a radius of five or six miles from Sakori where he could stay with the mandali. The four men 

proceeded to their destinations, and Baba left the train at the Itarsi station alone. 

Baba was so tired that as soon as he had set foot on the station platform he lay down, resting 

his head on his bedding. A ticket collector was watching from a distance and, becoming suspicious, 

shouted, “Arrest that man! He is a ticketless traveler!” 

In an intimidating manner he approached Baba, who pulled out his ticket and said, “Here 

is my ticket, sir!” At that moment, the man was stunned by the glow he saw on Baba’s face. He 

bowed to him and left Baba alone. 

For several days, Baba roamed about Itarsi contacting saints and, perhaps, some masts. The 

full details of his solitary wandering are not known; but it was evident that for his inner work he 

had stayed behind in Itarsi, and that he wished his movements to be kept secret. This was perhaps 

the only time during Meher Baba’s adulthood that he ever traveled alone without any of the mandali 

with him. 

After disappearing for one week, Baba returned to Meherabad at the end of March 1924 

and gathered the mandali once again near him. The Kasba Peth mandali — Arjun, Chowdhary, 

Kondiram, Vishnu and others — were also called from Poona to stay at Meherabad. 

The Avatar’s inner work is on a universal scale and it is not possible to understand any 

particular action of his − including all his changes in travel plans. The Avatar’s every action brings 

millions of unseen results. Meher Baba would, at times, talk to someone but another person 

listening would feel that his words were directed at him. The extent of the unseen force of his 

actions can never be imagined. 

Perhaps one aspect of the journeying to Persia and all the changes of plans had to do with 

the inner work Baba was doing at that time regarding the Persian people and the country. (Baba 



hinted as much at the time to the mandali.) Meher Baba’s presence there actually seeded a change 

in the consciousness of the people. After Baba’s visit to Persia, a change for the better swept over 

the country. After a year and a half, Reza Khan ascended the throne as the Shah (King), and the 

country was, for a time, greatly benefited by his coming to power. Also, after Baba’s journey, the 

religious animosity and persecution of minorities (such as the Zoroastrians) disappeared and the 

country gradually began to progress toward modernization. 

 

Some of the structures at Meherabad were in a state of ruin, so during April 1924, Baba 

assigned the mandali the work of repairing them, and in some cases demolishing them and leveling 

the ground. For this work they used ghamelas (rounded iron pans) used for carrying earth and 

stones; thus, the work came to be referred to facetiously as ghamela yoga. 

During this labor phase, a typical day began at 5:00 A.M.; all were required to offer prayers 

according to their respective religions until 7:00 A.M. From 7:00 to 8:00 A.M., breakfast of milkless 

tea and millet bhakri was served. The ghamela yoga work lasted from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. It was 

summertime and due to the hot weather, from 11:00 to 3:00 P.M., there was an afternoon recess for 

a bath, lunch, rest and laundry. 

For an hour and a half from 3:00 to 4:30 P.M. the men were to repeat a one-line prayer 

given by Baba of seven names of God: "Khuda, Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, Ram, Yezdan, 

Hu.” This was to be preceded and followed by the poem “The Horizon of Love [Prem ne Seema]” 

which Baba had composed at Manzil-e-Meem.231  

From 4:30 to 6:00 P.M., the men again attended to their various assigned duties. Masaji 

would cook for most of the mandali, and Chowdhary would cook separately for the Hindus. Dinner 

was served at 6:00 P.M., followed by Baba giving a discourse or singing a song; by 10:00 P.M. the 

men would retire. 

Those who were physically weak or in poor health had to either draw water from the well 

and bring it to the Post Office building, or cook and clean. (Baba instructed them to eat a few 

almonds every day to build up their strength.) The ghamela yoga work was quite strenuous. The 

mandali were mainly assisting a mason who had been hired to construct a small private stone room 

for Baba, according to his specifications. The men prepared the mud and lime mixture for the 

mason, carted stones and carried dirt to the site. Urging that the room be completed as soon as 

possible, Baba himself lent a hand in the work. 

 

When Baba had first arrived in Arangaon during May 1923, the Mohammedan saint Gilori 

Shah was still alive, although his tomb at Meherabad had been completed. By the time Baba 

returned to Meherabad in March 1924, Gilori Shah had dropped his body. According to the saint’s 

wishes, his funeral procession on 16 January ended at Meherabad. When the saint was buried, there 

was a dispute among his followers as to which rites to perform — Hindu or Muslim. But someone 

at the funeral settled the dispute by quoting what Gilori Shah had once said, "For the fakir, there is 

no sect or religion.” 

Thus, the saint was buried without ceremony, as he had wished. Gilori Shah himself had 

kept his coffin ready, on which he had inscribed: "He who has died before his death is alive.”232 

Gulmai’s husband Khansaheb paid the funeral expenses of Gilori Shah. And after a year, 

a wooden canopy was built over the saint’s marble tomb. 

The private room for Baba’s personal use was constructed within a week not far from Gilori 

Shah’s tomb. Lord Ram’s birthday was celebrated on Sunday, 13 April 1924. A small mandap 

 
231 See p. 249  
232 “Zinda hai wohi, jo marneke agey mar gaya.” 



(canopy) was erected opposite the newly-constructed room, and many followers from Poona and 

Ahmednagar arrived. Khansaheb, Faredoon Masa, and Barsoap arranged to bring a bhajan singer 

named Bhikolya and his group from Kasba Peth. The mandali at Meherabad had been ordered to 

observe a 24 hour fast from the 12th of April. A two-hour program of bhajan singing was held, and 

afterward Bhikolya recited stories of Ram. A simple meal of rice and dal was served. Afterward, 

the mandali were busy filling water pots, cleaning vessels and preparing enough food for a mass 

feeding the next day. 

The Master gave a short discourse in the evening; the essential message was: “The Perfect 

Master is God in human form. One should think twice before being in the company of a Sadguru; 

and once one has joined and stayed with him, one should completely surrender to him for the rest 

of one’s life.” 

Baba then concluded with statements about Meherabad: “Once I settle here, the atmosphere 

of this place will be greatly heightened spiritually and materially. I have a great mission to perform 

in my life for the benefit of humanity, the outcome of which will be observed in the near future.” 

At seven in the evening, a kirtan program (stories of God accompanied by song and music) 

was delivered by a Hindu kirtankar. The singing lasted until late in the night. 

On the morning of 14 April, Baba hastened out of the Post Office building, shouting to the 

mandali, “I couldn’t sleep for a moment last night! I couldn’t sleep for a particular reason!” He 

then gathered the mandali and explained: “Kondiram asked me for train fare to return to Poona. 

His mother is ill, so I gave him money. But now I am making this rule: I will never give a pie [cent] 

to anyone, nor will I ask anyone else to give money for any such reason. If anyone’s relative is 

seriously ill, he can go on foot. But if he does otherwise, at anyone’s expense, he is no longer mine, 

and that person will be considered to have left me. So whoever wants to be relieved of my company 

should say so here and now, and I will furnish his return journey to his respective place and set him 

free.” 

In response, all agreed to stay with Baba according to his conditions. 

On the same day, at 11:00 A.M., the bhandara (mass feeding) started and continued until 

evening. Nearly 1,000 poor and destitute persons were fed. The food was cooked by Chowdhary 

with the other mandali’s assistance. Rustom brought up a subject that he considered important, 

which resulted in a meeting of the mandali, and several guests were also called. 

Abdulla Jaffer was made the chairman and, as there was no chair, he was given a bucket to 

sit on. The others sat around him on the ground. Rustom proposed that, since Meher Baba was 

recognized as the spiritual chargeman of Hazrat Babajan and Upasni Maharaj, he should have a 

separate symbol representing his position. Some proposed wearing a different shirt, a distinctive 

cap, or some other form of dress. At this point, Ghani found fault with the chairman ("bucket-man,” 

as he called him) and Abdulla was deposed. Ghani was then made chairman and given a ghamela 

to sit on. 

Most objected to having a symbol for the Master. Baba, too, did not like the idea and said, 

“We are not a society.” He added, “Any mark of distinction would rob us of our independence and 

would prove a binding to restrict our minds.” Therefore, the proposal was dismissed and the 

meeting ended. But due to some laxness on the part of both chairmen, Baba made Abdulla and 

Ghani hold their ears and do three deep knee-bends (the usual punishment for Indian 

schoolchildren) while the others laughed. 

Another meeting was called the following afternoon to suggest a name for Baba’s newly-

built room. A local devotee named Kaka Shahane suggested Agra Kuti (Primordial Hut), but Baba 

proposed the name Jhopdi (Hut) which all seemed to like. And so the King of the Universe’s one-

room stone cabin was accordingly christened. 



Another proposal was to name the three animals that were to be brought to Meherabad 

soon. Daulatmai had presented Baba with the white horse that belonged to her daughter Mehera. A 

white dog and a white bullock were also to be procured. During the discussion, it was decided that 

the horse would be called Sufi, the bullock Sant (Saint) and the dog Sadhu. 

In the afternoon all the guests who had come for Ram’s birthday departed from Meherabad 

for their respective homes. Baba spent the evening singing bhajans with Adi and afterward 

discussed the two types of muktas — liberated or Realized human beings: 

There are two kinds of mukti [liberation]. One is called Videh Mukti and the other Janma Mukti. King Janak 

[father of Sita, Ram’s wife] was a Videh Mukta, which means that he was not in the least affected by any 

outward situation. He also had no feeling [sensations] regarding his body; Janak placed one foot in burning fire 

and the other in icy cold water and did not feel either. 

Sai Baba was also a Videh Mukta. It is said that Sai would often use his bare hand as a ladle while serving a 

boiling dish of food. 

The deepest meaning of Janma Mukta is to remain emancipated from birth, like Ram, Krishna or Christ. The 

Videh Mukta has one disadvantage — he cannot take upon himself the suffering of another. Suppose you have 

a severe headache. To relieve you of it, a Sadguru must suffer the same amount of agony — he must have a 

similar headache. But when the Videh Mukta has no outward feelings, how can he free anyone from a 

headache? How can he free anyone from anything when he does not feel pain? How can he suffer for another 

being when he is unconscious of physical suffering? 

Adi then asked how such a being could be called a Perfect Master when he is not able to 

suffer for others. Baba replied, “He can take upon himself the suffering of others but in small 

portions.” 

The conversation turned to the types of spiritually advanced souls or Maha Purushs, who 

after traversing the spiritual planes realize God and become perfect. Baba explained: 

The game of atya-patya was played many centuries ago in India by rishis [ascetics] and munis [silent recluses] 

who invented the game to represent spirituality. The middle line [extending vertically end to end] represents 

maya, and the other straight lines represent lust, anger, greed, et cetera. 

One type of Maha Purush, who goes beyond lust, anger and greed, crosses over to the next side — meaning he 

realizes God and stays drowned in infinity. This type of Realized person is of no direct help to others in gaining 

that which he has gained. 233 

Another type of Maha Purush is he who, crossing through all the lines, reaches the other side and returns to the 

original starting point — passing through all the lines once more. This ‘going back’ is for others. So this one 

who returns is called a salik [Sadguru, Qutub], who in the twinkling of an eye can take others to the Goal. 

Thus, after emancipating himself from maya, a Sadguru has again to involve himself in maya to release others. 

As Swami Vivekananda says, “He is the real guru who brings himself down to the level of his disciples.” For 

example, suppose a pearl is lying hidden under a heap of filth. To take it out, one has to thrust his hands in it. 

Likewise, the Sadguru has to involve himself in the filth of illusion; but he is never soiled by it. 

The mandali’s physical labor continued the next day, centering on the “Bathroom 

Building,” near the Mess Quarters, which the army had used as bathing rooms. 

One day Baba found Padri and Ramjoo chatting idly for a few moments. Upset with them, 

Baba threw a stick he was holding at Padri, narrowly missing him. He then rebuked both men and 

told them to stop working; however, they resumed their work after a while. 

Later, in front of some of the other men, Padri showed his blistered palms to Baba, who 

remarked: “You people swear you are ready to give up your life for me, but blisters make you 

complain. This is not even the beginning of giving up your life — yet you whimper and cry. 

“It is a sin to complain in this Path where, for years on end, the body is cut up bit by bit — 

remaining wounded until it gives up the ghost! Seal your lips and let me kill you slowly — inch by 

inch. Bravery lies in this, not in showing me the blisters on your palms!” 

 
233 This type of Maha Purush is known as a Brahmi-bhoot or majzoob. 



But Padri’s hands were swollen and it was decided that he had to be taken to the 

Ahmednagar hospital to have his blisters treated. Rustom requested that Baba accompany them in 

the car. Adi said he would drive, and Baba immediately became displeased with him. Adi then 

voiced his anger at Baba; however, when they reached Ahmednagar, he asked for Baba’s 

forgiveness and was pardoned. Padri’s hands were treated and he was kept in Ahmednagar to 

recuperate. In his absence, Ramjoo became the manager of Meherabad, taking over Padri’s duties 

and awakening the mandali at five o’clock each morning. 

Although Rustom was living with his family in Ahmednagar, he was under Baba’s orders 

and was responsible for handling supply shipments to Meherabad. For some time he failed to send 

the load of lime on schedule, and Baba became impatient as the work was delayed. On 17 April, he 

sent Nervous to Ahmednagar with instructions to fall on his knees before Rustom and say, “On 

behalf of Meher Baba, I salute you. Please send the chunna cart.” 

Nervous did it and Rustom in turn told him, “Kindly offer my salutations to Meher Baba 

20 times and tell him I was not negligent in sending the cart, since his order to me was I should not 

hire a bullock cart and our cart did not turn up in time.” Rustom, however, soon sent another cart 

piled with lime to Meherabad. 

Later that same day, Baba scolded his uncle Masaji for preparing more food than necessary. 

Masaji angrily shouted back, “I am fed up with this! If permitted, I am ready to leave Arangaon!” 

Baba retorted, “If you don’t find my words to your liking, it is better you do leave!” 

Masaji answered, “I don’t take your bitter words or your taunting to heart; but how am I to 

know if you are really serious or not when you say I am wasting food?” 

“If you mean what you say and if you understand this,” Baba said, “then you've understood 

everything about me.” Baba soon calmed, telling Masaji, “It’s all right, you may stay.” 

Padri, Gulmai and Rustom came in the afternoon while the men were engaged in reciting 

the names of God. Gulmai had brought Baba's food, as she had been doing for a few days; he ate 

only a little and distributed the rest to the mandali. 

A singing group came to Meherabad from Kedgaon (a suburb of Ahmednagar) and 

presented a bhajan music program that lasted until midnight. Ramjoo broke out in a fever, and Baba 

freed him from work. 

By 18 April 1924, repairs to the Bathroom Building were completed and installation of 

stone flooring to a verandah in front of Baba’s Jhopdi began. Upon inspection, Baba became 

displeased with Rustom for sending two loads of stone flooring in hired bullock carts and stormed 

over to the Post Office where the mandali were resting. He disrupted their relaxation, telling them, 

“If such things continue, I will leave Meherabad and forsake all of you!” Rustom knew why Baba 

was upset and showed his nervousness. In this way, he learned the lesson that the Master did not 

like more money spent than was necessary. 

Ramjoo’s high fever continued and Baba applied eau de cologne to his forehead. He later 

rebuked the other men for their inattention to Ramjoo, saying, “You all still possess too much 

selfishness. When this goes away, thoughtlessness will also leave you and you will be helpful to 

others in their suffering. Abandon your selfish thoughts and live for others.” 

Because of Rustom’s extravagance and the mandali’s lack of care toward Ramjoo, Baba 

threatened to move to Happy Valley with Nervous. Ramjoo pleaded with him that he could not 

remain at Meherabad in his absence without proper medical care. Baba asked him to go either to 

Rustom’s house or to the local hospital. Ramjoo preferred the former but added that it would be 

better if he were sent home. Baba then said he would cancel going to Happy Valley on condition 

that someone agree to manage things in the Post Office (Home Manager) and another to supervise 

the labor work. Padri chose the latter, but no one came forward to handle the domestic affairs. 



Finally Rustom agreed to it. Then Gustadji said he would become the manager, so Rustom was 

freed of this responsibility. Baba approved of the new arrangement. 

Baba had warned the men about the difficulties of living with a Master, and voiced his 

concern about the difficulties of living at Meherabad with him. Discoursing that same evening, he 

remarked: 

Maya [illusion] always does its best to attract everyone toward it, and it is a stumbling block in the path of 

Truth. The reason of its so doing is that it understands that once a person reaches the Truth, maya becomes his 

handmaiden. Maya rolls beneath the feet of a Realized One; its powers conquer a man stuck in ignorance, but 

the Man of Knowledge rules it! 

The Hindu mandali celebrated Hanuman’s birthday on Saturday, 19 April 1924.234 When 

the program was over, Gulmai and Rustom arrived with the arti materials. Their late arrival upset 

Baba, who complained, “Why did you bother to come at all?” Rustom explained that they had had 

a flat tire on the way. Baba accepted this reason, and then distributed the sweets. He also extended 

the Hanuman celebration another hour, thus enabling the mandali “time to digest” the prasad. 

After dinner, Baba gathered the men outside the Jhopdi and inquired about the activities of 

the day. He asked Masaji if there was any leftover food. Masaji replied affirmatively. Baba asked 

the Hindu cook, Chowdhary, who replied, “At times there is, but I never throw it away. I share it 

with Kondiram.” 

Hearing this, Baba reproved the Parsi, Irani and Muslim men, and sternly asked Masaji, 

“Why do you people waste food? The Hindu mandali never do so because they value food.” 

Masaji explained that he cooked less that day than the day before. No one else said 

anything; then Gustadji uttered a critical remark. Baba did not like Gustadji’s comment and 

ordered, “Tomorrow each Parsi, Irani and Muslim must fall at the feet of every Hindu!” 

Baba then suddenly confronted Barsoap, “Will you fall at their feet?” Not getting a quick 

enough answer, Baba was extremely vexed and slapped Barsoap soundly. He then slapped Nervous 

and knocked him aside. He then turned to the stonemason, Khairoo Gaundi; but instead of striking 

him, Baba urged him to work harder, asking him if he would be able to work extra hours that night. 

Khairoo said that if it were an order he would do so, although he was feeling tired. Baba told him 

to go sleep. 

Baba then asked the mandali to dig holes two feet deep for the planting of jasmine tree 

saplings and flower bushes around his Jhopdi. After the holes were dug, there was another exchange 

of sharp words between Gustadji and Baba. Gustadji frankly accused Baba of breaking his promise 

not to interfere with managing Meherabad and deliberately creating this incident regarding the 

leftover food. 

Baba retorted, “Had I not kept my word, I would not for one moment have tolerated your 

bitter and sharp words. It is because of this promise that I do not pay attention to your insulting 

behavior. Had it been anyone else of the mandali who said what you said, I would have killed him!” 

This silenced Gustadji and the other men. Gustadji reestablished himself as the household 

manager, and Baba promised once again not to interfere. But the Master is beyond promises, and 

words cannot bind him. There was a deeper significance to his creating an uproar over the food. 

The Hindu mandali had their food cooked separately and, according to their orthodox views, would 

not eat food prepared by others or by Hindus of lower castes. This confrontation was the beginning 

of doing away with their prejudice. The Master, in a very natural way, abolished this distinction of 

different food for different mandali — but it would take two years more to do so. 

Volume II of Sakorina Sadguru was printed in Surat and published by Circle & Co. in 

1924. In addition to more biographical material about Upasni Maharaj, the book contained the 

 
234 Hanuman is considered one of the greatest of Lord Ram’s disciples. 



experiences of some of Maharaj’s disciples and a brief introduction to Meher Baba by Baily. 

Meanwhile, Baily was sent to Calcutta for a month to sell copies of the Urdu edition; Khak was 

dispatched to Lucknow, Lahore, and Punjab for the same purpose. 

While in Calcutta, Baily happened to meet Baba’s paternal uncle (Sheriar’s younger 

brother) who had lost contact with his brother. Baily informed him about his nephew’s exalted 

status, and told Baba about him when he returned to Meherabad.235 

On 20 April 1924, Gulmai and Rustom arrived at four in the afternoon with special food 

for Baba. They brought a copy of the Iranian Association’s journal Ahkbar, in which a critical 

review of Upasni Maharaj’s Gujarati biography appeared. Sohrabji Desai had written an article in 

the same newspaper stating that he had met Meher Baba and fully believed that he was “the coming 

of the Jagat Guru [Master of the universe; the Avatar]!” 

Gulmai used to come every day to Meherabad, bringing Baba’s food. Due to her financial 

help, as well as that of Adi and Rustom, the work in Meherabad was greatly facilitated. The stone 

flooring for the Jhopdi was expected to be completed within a week but was finished in two days. 

The month of April is the middle of summer in India and the heat was intense, but despite this, 

much work was accomplished. 

The next morning, while the mandali were engaged in their duties, Baba came and said, 

“Today Naval [Talati] is coming and he will definitely bring fruit for all.” He repeated this, but 

when Naval arrived from Bombay, with his wife Dina and her mother Rupamai, he had not brought 

any fruit. Baba scolded him for disappointing the mandali and said, “Just see how they are slaving 

away in the summer sun. They are working like mules! But there is no need for them to despair; 

some other treat will surely come.” 

After a short time, Gulmai and Rustom arrived from Ahmednagar with a bundle of sweets, 

along with the happy news that Rustom’s wife Freiny had given birth to a son that day. Baba 

distributed sweets among the mandali in honor of the happy occasion, and he named the child 

Merwan − after himself.236 

Jalbhai was now living with the mandali at Meherabad once more. On 22 April, he and Adi 

Sr. were given the duty of watering the jasmine saplings that had been planted on both sides of the 

Jhopdi from 7:30 to 10:00 A.M. and from 4:30 to 7:30 P.M., and were therefore freed from other 

work. 

That afternoon a strange-looking person came near the well and, after quenching his thirst, 

indicated he was hungry. Jalbhai and Adi were taken aback and brought him to Baba, who appeared 

delighted with his arrival and explained that the man was a mast — a God-intoxicated person 

traversing the inner planes. The mast was served food and given sweets. He was also questioned, 

but he simply nodded without answering. Baba had him dressed in a new shirt and a new pair of 

pants and then sent him away on the road. Although his name is not recorded, he was the first mast 

to enter Meherabad. 

On another day, an old woman with her two sons came begging in the evening. They were 

brought to Baba, and Baba asked Chowdhary to cook them fresh dal and rice. Baba asked the elder 

son to sing and play the musical instrument he carried. He sang the life stories of two Hindu saints, 

Gopichand and Machindra Nath. Baba appeared touched by the songs. They were given food and 

Baba permitted them to depart after gifting them with new clothes. 

 
235 The name of Baba’s uncle is not known (it might have been Merwan), nor is it known whether Baba 

ever met his uncle, although Baba worked in Calcutta as a young man. 

236 Merwan Rustom Irani was later known as Mehlu. 



During this period, Gustadji was busy all the time and working the hardest of anyone. When 

the other mandali were resting in the afternoon, he would have to water the recently cemented 

flooring in the scorching sun. Naval, too, was enlisted for work and was repairing the pump in the 

well. 

As the days went on, things became harder, and because of the intense heat, the arduous 

physical labor and each man’s own strong personality, tempers would flare. For example, for 

several days a bitter resentment had been brewing between Barsoap and Gustadji. Barsoap had 

asked Gustadji for a new prayer carpet for offering namaz, but his request was refused. Barsoap 

was quite angry and did not mince his words, abusing Gustadji’s miserliness as a tight-fisted 

household manager. 

That same evening, when the mandali were gathered, Baba asked Barsoap, “Has your anger 

against Gustadji subsided?” Barsoap openly admitted that it had not. 

Baba then said, “However someone may treat you, you should always be calm. However 

one may pierce you with sharp words, you should bear them quietly with patience. This is real 

bravery and courage. A man may subdue a whole army but be unable to control his own anger!” 

The Master then commented about the humility of Jesus Christ when he was tortured and 

crucified, and concluded: “According to the Swami Ramakrishna, there are three things which keep 

a person away from God. They are lust, greed, and anger. The first two − lust and greed − may be 

overcome, but the control of the temper is the hardest of all. If you conquer these three enemies, 

you will become a saint. Who is a saint? He who controls lust, greed and anger.” 

To make the mandali gain more control of themselves, Baba issued the following two rules: 

Each morning every member of the mandali should touch the feet of every other member and say, “You are my 

brother!” During the 24 hours of the day, if anyone expresses anger and speaks bitterly to anyone else, I should 

be informed immediately. I will then fall at the offender’s feet and salute him. 

Barsoap countered, “The first rule is against the shariat [customs] of my religion [Islam].” 

But Baba explained, “This rule only requires the touching of the feet with both hands; there 

is no question of either bowing down or laying one’s head on another’s feet.” However, Barsoap 

insisted that it was against the shariat to touch the feet of another. So Baba instructed that, instead 

of touching the feet, Barsoap should shake hands with the other men. 

Ramjoo was also a Muslim, and Baba then asked him, “Do you find any religious difficulty 

in following this?” 

Ramjoo replied, “I do not consider the rules to be against the shariat, and I accept the first 

rule. But I will not report to you and allow you to touch my feet.” 

Padri and Nervous also refused initially to abide by the second rule, but they agreed after 

Baba explained to them that it was his order. 

Baba spoke privately with Ramjoo and told him, “You have done what Barsoap did. Accept 

my wish on principle and carry it out without the least hesitation. What shariat can exceed my wish? 

My wish is religion and my wish is shariat; and he who obeys it obeys the shariat and fulfills the 

tenets of his religion. Always be mindful of my wish irregardless of anything else.” 

Ramjoo explained, “But I would not like it if you touched my feet ... I revere you.” 

“Why do you talk about likes and dislikes?” Baba retorted, “You should like whatever I 

like. If you don’t follow my wish, how could you revere me? You cannot be a slave to your own 

wish and revere me at the same time.” 

Ramjoo replied, “It will break my heart to see you touching my feet!” 

Baba answered, “And it will break my heart not to touch your feet!” 

Ramjoo was quiet and could not say anything else. Baba then freed him from observing 

the second rule, telling him not to worry and to forget it. 



To prevent stray cows and goats from destroying the jasmine saplings, a barbed-wire fence 

was erected on all four sides of the Jhopdi. 

It had been proposed that a flag be flown near the Jhopdi and a debate ensued about it. The 

Hindus said the color of the flag should be red, but Ramjoo objected, saying that red reflected only 

Vedanta, and that green was better. Then the Hindus took objection, arguing that green was 

typically a Mohammedan color. The Parsis and Iranis disapproved of both colors, and to bring 

about accord, Baba proposed, “The flag should be of seven colors.” Dina prepared a flag 

accordingly and, after it was sewn, it was hoisted near the Master’s Jhopdi on the evening of 23 

April 1924. 

As the flag stirred, Baba remarked, “Do you know why I suggested a seven-colored flag? 

The seven colors represent the seven planes of consciousness.” 

Baba had specified the positioning of two colors: “Red should be at the bottom of the flag 

and sky blue at the top. Arrangement of the other five colors is your decision.” 

He later added: “Besides representing the seven planes of consciousness, these colors also 

represent sanskaras. The colors in the flag signify man’s rise from the grossest of impressions of 

lust and anger — symbolized by red — to the culmination in the highest state of spirituality and 

oneness with God — symbolized by sky blue.” 

That night, after dinner when all were sitting around Baba, Ramjoo asked him, “What are 

the stars?” 

The Master explained: 

Stars, like planets, are spheres; but many of the planets are inhabited by human beings. They resemble the earth 

in culture, science and in every way materially, but from the spiritual point of view, our earth is the most 

advanced, for the Perfect Masters are born on this planet. 

These other planets seem far off from one another but, in reality, they are close. After Realization a man finds 

them issuing from himself in the millions — like tiny bubbles. He finds himself to be the source of everything 

— the Maker of all! Although the gross spheres of the universes are different, the spiritual planes from 

beginning to end are one. 

In later years, Baba explained that there exist in the physical cosmos 18,000 planets with 

human life forms, and millions of planets with evolutionary life forms, along with millions and 

millions of universes which are in a state of cosmic evolution. But he clarified that earth was the 

only planet where the process of involution occurred — that only on earth do human beings 

experience the planes of spiritual consciousness. And he further explained that not only were the 

five Perfect Masters on earth, but also the entire 7,000 member spiritual hierarchy of saints and 

advanced souls.237 

The two new rules came into effect and, according to the second rule, on 24 April, Baba 

bowed down to Padri for not following his instructions. Nervous happened to be standing by and, 

to tease him, Baba bowed to him also. But Nervous took it seriously and, weeping, was on the brink 

of leaving Meherabad. Baba tried to console him, saying, “I bowed to you of my own accord and 

not for any default on your part. There is nothing for you to object to.” Nervous remained adamant 

and, though willing to adhere to all of the Master’s other instructions, he was obstinate about 

leaving Meherabad and continued to weep. Baba exempted Nervous from the second rule, but this 

did not appease him and he remained firm in his resolve to leave. 

At last Baba permitted Nervous to go and offered him train fare, which he refused. Baba 

then asked, “How will you travel without money?” 

 
237 For an explanation of Meher Baba’s cosmology refer to God Speaks, pp. 244 and 271–274. 



Nervous pointed to the gold buttons on his shirt, implying that he would sell them. Baba 

ripped them off and then said, “You can go on two conditions. One is that you beg for your food 

and the other is that you do not borrow or steal.” 

Nervous accepted these conditions and was about to leave when Baba added, “Wherever 

you go, I will follow.” Nervous started to leave Meherabad, and Baba followed him along the road. 

He began running and Baba, too, began running. After some distance, Nervous started laughing 

and returned along with Baba. 

After Nervous calmed down, Baba asked him, “Why were you so dramatic?” 

Nervous said, “When I had not become angry or spoken harshly with anyone, why did you 

touch my feet?” 

Baba replied, “I did so because of some fault in you. Had I not touched your feet, how 

could you or others have known you had shortcomings? Had there been no offense, you could have 

remained quiet, considering it to be my wish. Although you have faults, you thought yourself 

faultless. I had to show you that you were not so.” 

Baba concluded, “Although you are faultless, still you are at fault — but I will free all of 

you from your weaknesses. So always listen to me and remember to carry out whatever I say.” 

On 25 April more construction began to extend the stone-floor verandah of Baba’s Jhopdi 

and to build a private bathroom for him. Mehera’s horse Sufi also arrived at Meherabad that day. 

The horse was pure white and very beautiful. A section of the Mess Quarters was converted into a 

stable where the horse was kept. Although quite handsome, Sufi proved to have a devil of a spirit! 

Soon after he was brought, Baba applied vermilion to his forehead and sat on him for a minute. 

When Baba honored her horse in this manner, the men mandali realized the Master’s unique love 

for Mehera. 

 

A wandering sanyasi (ascetic) once showed up at Meherabad during this period. He had 

heard of Meher Baba and desired the Master’s darshan. A typical sadhu, he affected long matted 

hair, a beard, and his body was smeared with ashes.238 He was dressed in the traditional ochre robe. 

Baba asked him, “Who are you? Where do you come from and where are you going?” The sanyasi, 

with evident pride, listed all the places of pilgrimage he had visited and said he had now come to 

Meherabad. 

Baba asked, “Now what?” 

“I have come to have your darshan,” the sanyasi replied. 

“Then?”  

“From here I will go to Girnar.” 

“Then?” 

“Go further and wander throughout Mount Abu.” 

“Then?” 

“I will proceed further and continue visiting holy places.” 

“Then?” 

“Then what? I will continue roaming as I have been doing.” 

“For how long?” Baba asked. 

The sadhu replied, “Until I find my Master. Once the Master’s grace descends, I will be 

free!” 

“When will that happen?” 

 
238 Sadhus cover their body with ashes as a symbol of death and regeneration. 



“Whenever it is destined.” 

Baba said, “Everyone is destined to realize God in the end, but no one has any idea of it. 

Everyone goes his own way.” 

“What are we to do then?” pleaded the sanyasi. 

“Become dedicated to a guru.” 

“Such a One is not found or seen!” 

“Your eyes are to blame! The Master is everywhere. He is to be searched for and 

recognized.” 

“I am ready to find him.” 

“I will show you God, but would you do as I say?” 

The sanyasi said he was ready and Baba directed him to sit under a nearby tree. Baba told 

him to wait there and said he would give him instructions after some time. The sanyasi walked over 

to the tree and sat down. 

Baba became occupied with supervising the labor work of the mandali, during which 

several of the men were harshly scolded. After half an hour, Baba sent Padri to bring the sanyasi to 

him, but he was gone. 

Baba commented to the mandali: 

It is easy to renounce the world by wearing ochre-colored clothes, but to find the Master is very difficult. 

Surrenderance at his feet is even more difficult, but the most difficult of all is to carry out the Master’s orders. 

Take that sanyasi for instance: For years he has been visiting places of pilgrimage, undergoing hardships in the 

heat and cold. He has made innumerable pilgrimages and will go on making them for years to come. But unless 

and until he surrenders to a guru, he will gain nothing. He will go on wandering with his face and body covered 

with ashes. 

Even if he comes in contact with a real Master, he understands nothing and flings away the cup which is very 

near his lips! I told him to sit underneath a tree, which he could not do for even half an hour! It is beyond one’s 

capacity to realize God except by the grace of a Master — and it is not easy to gain that grace. It requires the 

preparation of births and births to be worthy of it. Therefore, those who are living in the intimate contact of the 

Master are truly blessed. 

Later, describing a real lover of God, Baba said: 

As a thirsty man under the scorching sun in the desert values water more than pearls or diamonds, so also a true 

lover of God only thirsts for Him and considers everything else as dust before Him! A real lover is not after 

name, fame or wealth. He only yearns for God, his Beloved. He who does not possess this attribute is a man 

full of self-interest! 

Later, when Ramjoo was reading to Baba from an Urdu book about the Sufi saint, Mansur, 

who was horribly martyred, Baba stated, “I will live in the world for 54 more years, after which I 

will undergo a tragic death! The Parsis will bring about my end in a very bad way.” 

The meaning of Baba’s statement about his end is quite different from his physical death. 

At that time, the result of Baba’s inner work manifested in the form of opposition from Parsis and 

Iranis in Poona, Bombay and Ahmednagar — and it lasted for some years. This opposition was a 

medium of his work; but it was so virulent it could have become a threat to his life. The Zoroastrian 

community’s opposition gradually subsided, and some Parsis and Iranis made a guarded approach 

to him as a genuine Master, and several eventually became his disciples. 

A religiously devout Parsi named Nadirsha Bharucha was a resident of Meherabad at this 

time. He would regularly fast and do japa (mental repetitions of a prayer or the name of God). On 

25 April, Baba gathered the mandali and told each to sing a song. Everyone did so, and he then 

asked Nadirsha to sing. Nadirsha replied indignantly, “I never go to plays or movies, and I don’t 

know how to sing. Kindly excuse me.” 



Hearing this, Baba became very angry and told him, “Have you such a low opinion of these 

men that you compare them to a troupe of performers! Have you ever thought of their renunciation? 

They have renounced their own pleasure to keep my pleasure, and do all work according to my 

wish. Is there any austerity or penance which is greater, or can compare with this? Don’t have such 

foolish ideas about them!” 

Embarrassed, Nadirsha sought Baba’s pardon, and the singing continued until nine at night. 

Even those who did not have good voices had to sing, and it was amusing to listen to their off-key 

efforts! 

That day Baba had fasted, drinking only watermelon juice and rose syrup mixed in milk. 

On Saturday, 26 April 1924, after the ghamela yoga work was over, during the afternoon 

break the Master gave a brief discourse about diet: 

There are many disadvantages to eating meat. The chief one is that eating meat increases passion [lust]. There is 

very little consciousness in stones — almost nil. It is in vegetation that the manifestation of consciousness 

begins. Consciousness increases as an animal form evolves into another animal form; in man it is complete. 

With the advance in consciousness, passion also increases. The more the consciousness, the more the passion; 

and the less the consciousness, the less the passion. So, if we eat meat, the degree of passion increases in us; 

but if we remain on vegetarian food then it neither increases nor decreases. 

Very early the next morning, while the men were sitting quietly for their two hours of 

prayers, Masaji was heard shouting that the horse Sufi had run away. Baba told them to catch the 

horse. For over one hour, on foot and on bicycles, they chased Sufi through fields and ditches and 

finally, after much difficulty, caught him. One of the men remarked, “He should have been named 

Satan instead of Sufi!” 

Later in the afternoon, Rustom brought a horse trainer and, without Baba’s knowledge, the 

trainer mounted Sufi. Baba was furious when he found out and told Rustom, “Sufi was presented 

to me, and he is now mine. How dare you exercise any proprietary right to my things? You should 

first ask my permission before touching something which belongs to me!” Rustom begged his 

pardon and thus became aware of how much the Master loved that horse. Considering that it 

belonged to his sister-in-law, Mehera, Rustom had told the trainer it was all right to ride the horse; 

but he realized his mistake. 

On Sunday, 27 April a Zoroastrian of Ahmednagar named Nusserwan Naoroji Satha, 27, 

went out for a long stroll with either one or both of his brothers Homi and Piloo.239 They happened 

to pass by Meherabad. From a distance they saw Meher Baba sitting alone under a tree in a majestic 

pose. Nusserwan thought: “Who is this person? He looks like Zoroaster!” He approached, while 

Piloo kept aloof, and the Master lovingly had him sit beside him. They sat quietly for a while and 

Nusserwan kept having these thoughts: “Is he really Zoroaster? Is this the Prophet?” 

Baba immediately remarked, “Zoroaster is born again, but people do not recognize him!” 

Nusserwan was startled, realizing the Master had read his thoughts. Baba then asked, “What do you 

do?” 

In a sincere manner, Nusserwan answered, “I am a follower of Mahatma Gandhi and am 

taking an active part in the movement for national independence.” 

Baba smilingly replied, “thought of political independence and concentrate on Self-

Realization, which is real independence and true self-rule.” Nusserwan could not comprehend what 

he meant. Baba concluded, advising him, “Continue coming here and you will understand all that 

I am telling you.” 

Baba tossed an orange to Homi, who caught it. The brothers had lunch with the mandali 

and stayed at Meherabad until evening. 

 
239 Accounts differ as to which of the brothers went with Nusserwan that day, although Homi also met Baba 

around the same time. 



Nusserwan was from a large Zoroastrian family and, due to his first meeting at Meherabad, 

the entire Satha family became closely connected with Meher Baba, including Nusserwan’s sister 

Gaimai Jessawala and her family. Nusserwan was very happy with this chance meeting and 

returned home in an ecstatic mood. Although Nusserwan had seen Meher Baba during 1921, at the 

housewarming ceremony of Sarosh Manzil and most likely at Rustom’s wedding, he had not known 

who he was nor had he talked with him. Seeing him now, Nusserwan immediately felt drawn to 

Baba. 

Nusserwan was not the only local resident who came to Meherabad. Others from 

Ahmednagar began to come for the Master’s darshan regularly, and Meherabad turned into a scene 

of great activity. On 28 April, Baba gave this message to a gathering of local people who had come 

for his darshan: “Divinity is an unlimited treasure. It is useless and pointless to contact a Sat Purush 

[a God-realized soul] to gain material benefit.” 

Gulmai traveled to Poona at 10:00 P.M. that night, and as the train passed Meherabad, Baba 

and the mandali stood by the railway tracks and waved to her. 

The next day, Ardeshir Irani and his friend, Feram of Karachi, came to meet Baba and 

presented him with fruit and sweets. Baba discussed with Ardeshir about planting a fruit orchard at 

Meherabad, similar to the ones he had seen in Persia, and told him, “If you were to begin an orchard 

here, my men would have employment.” Ardeshir was quite prepared to begin such work and, from 

that day, began living at Meherabad as one of the mandali. Baba designated him “Director of 

Agriculture” and advised him to begin immediately to fertilize and improve the soil for the orchard. 

Ardeshir had been introduced to the Master at Manzil-e-Meem through Baidul, and even 

at that time he was eager to stay with the Master. Baba had assured him he would call him later, 

and on this day Baba fulfilled that promise. However, the mandali were not so thrilled with this 

new addition to their ranks. Ardeshir, being a hearty Irani, was a harsh taskmaster. This newly-

appointed Director of Agriculture literally worked the mandali to a breaking point. He worked them 

so hard that Ramjoo wondered how many of them would live to see the orchard blooming − much 

less survive to taste its fruit. 

On 30 April 1924, Gulmai returned to Ahmednagar and went immediately to see the 

Master. She presented him with a sadra — a white robe made of thin muslin material — which 

became Meher Baba’s standard dress from that day on. During their conversation at the Jhopdi, 

Khushrow Cursetji Nagarwalla, a wealthy orthodox Zoroastrian from Ahmednagar, arrived at 

Meherabad with another person. Without consulting anyone, Khushrow walked straight toward 

Baba’s Jhopdi. Barsoap told him to take off his shoes before entering the hut, but disregarding him, 

he went straight before Baba and asked, “What yoga do you practice?” 

“Ghamela yoga,” Baba stated. 

Khushrow then asked, “Why do you wear long hair and go about naked?” 

Baba discreetly pointed to his boxer shorts under his pajamas and then, pointing at 

Khushrow’s English suit and hat, asked, “Why do you put on a hat? Did Zoroaster, the Prophet, 

ever dress like this?” 

Khushrow felt insulted and angrily retorted, “Yes, Zoroaster did wear such clothes!” And, 

though he knew Meher Baba was wearing underwear, he kept repeating that he was naked! Despite 

Nagarwalla’s arrogant tone, Baba continued to calmly and politely answer his questions. 

Failing to make Baba lose his temper, Khushrow and his friend began shouting abuses. 

“You are a fake, a hypocrite and an impostor! You misguide people!” 

Overhearing this, Adi, Gulmai’s son, lost his temper and angrily told them to leave at once. 

Baba stopped Adi from saying anything further and told him to bow down to them and beg 

their pardon. Adi did so and asked them to forgive his rude behavior. This humiliating gesture on 



the part of Khansaheb’s son, however, made them feel embarrassed. They quietly left without any 

further incident. 

After a few days passed, Khushrow Nagarwalla unexpectedly showed up at Meherabad 

alone and asked Meher Baba’s pardon for his insolence. 

 

For several days during May 1924, Baba fasted solely on a small amount of milkless tea. 

His presence near Arangaon caused much interest among the local villagers. The poor farmers 

gradually realized that there was a sadhu or holy man living nearby. 

One day two children, Bhau Cheema Kamble and Chhabu Sona Kamble, snuck over to 

Meherabad. Baba spotted them, and beckoned them to approach him. They became frightened and 

started crying. Baba gently caressed them, saying, “Don’t be afraid. Tell me where you live.” Bhau 

Cheema replied that they resided in Arangaon. Baba asked how many children there were in the 

village and what they did all day. The boy explained that there were many Mahar and Mang 

children (lower-caste Untouchables) who take the goats and cows for grazing. Baba then asked, “If 

they are given sweets, will they come to visit me?” 

Smiling, Chhabu said, “For candy, every one of the children will come, sir!” 

Baba then smiled, saying, “Tomorrow, bring them all here.” Baba then called for sweets 

from Gustadji and gave them to both boys. They returned happily and told the other village children 

about the kind stranger. 

The following day, some children began coming. Baba would speak with them kindly in 

Marathi and give them candy. Once he asked a boy named Lala B. Kamble, “Will you sing bhajans 

with me?” 

Lala replied, “If you give us sweets, we will do whatever you say!” 

“First sing a bhajan, and then I will give you sweets.” The children agreed, and Baba said, 

“I will sing a line first and then you repeat it.” He sang in Marathi: 

O Pandarinath, how wonderful it is to see you, 

       standing on bricks with hands akimbo.240 

How beautiful and blissful you look! 

The children began singing in squeaking voices. Baba laughed, thoroughly enjoying it. 

After the song, he distributed more sweets, parched rice and roasted chickpeas. 

The next day, Baba taught them another bhajan: 

O Pandurang! When will you give me darshan? 

When will I see you? When will you appear? 

Pandarinath and Pandurang are different names of the god-like idol enshrined in the Hindu 

temple of Vithoba (Krishna) at Pandharpur village in Maharashtra, along the banks of the 

Chandrabhaga River. Thousands of pilgrims flock there several times a year on sacred days and, 

after having a bath in the river, worship the statue of the deity. 

When Baba would distribute sweets to the impoverished Harijan children, they would eat 

them ravenously and then look expectantly at him for more. Baba would again fill their hands with 

treats to eat, making them overjoyed. 

Once Baba asked them, “What deva [deity] do you worship?” Each Hindu child named a 

different god. Then he asked, “Do so many deities love you?” 

They replied, “We do not know; but our parents worship them, so we also worship them.” 

Hearing this, Baba sang with the children a song to Dattatrey: 

 
240 This line is in reference to a statue of the deity. 



“O Dattatrey, Lord of the Trinity! O Brahma! O Vishnu! O Mahesh! 

Our obeisance to the One with three heads and six hands!” 

Baba then inquired, “Who is this deva with six hands?” 

The children said, “We apply tikka [vermilion mark] to the idol, but we have never seen 

his six hands.” 

Baba told them, “While grazing the goats tomorrow, think about this and give me your 

answer in the evening.” 

The next evening, the children told him, “We have thought it over, but we have never seen 

the god with six hands!” 

Baba smiled and said, “I will show you that god and every other god, but first join me in 

singing a bhajan. And sing with all your heart!” 

“There is this god and there is that god! 

O God! You are the God of every god!” 

The children asked, “We will sing, but will you give us a treat?” 

Baba laughed and said, “Yes, I will definitely give you something.” 

Thus, every evening the Master would sing bhajans with these poor children and, though 

they were illiterate, he would often question them about different issues. Among them was a boy 

named Wakadya who was lame, yet he was very intelligent and would daily march the village 

children to Meherabad in parade fashion, with music and singing. He would lead the parade, 

blowing on a long trumpet the whole way producing a loud peculiar note: “Ghoo ... ghoo ... ghoo." 

On 3 May 1924, 30 children came to Meherabad in a band under Wakadya’s leadership. 

Arjun was given the duty of teaching them to sing bhajans. Baba distributed two large baskets of 

fruit which Munshiji had brought from Bombay. 

Munshiji had arrived from Bombay that day, and Sayyed Saheb had come from Nasik a 

few days before. Baba had a private talk with Munshiji and later sent for the mandali to join them. 

He explained to Munshiji how, “on religious grounds,” Barsoap had broken his order of bowing to 

every member of the mandali. Baba asked him, “Is my order against the principles of Islam? Does 

Islam ban paying respects to one person by another?” 

Once a staunch Muslim, Munshiji stated, “From the Islamic point of view, I do not find 

anything wrong with this order. But what has religion got to do with your orders? Your very orders 

are our religion!” 

This reply made Barsoap feel abashed. 

Baba changed the topic and had the mail read. A letter from Baily in Bombay mentioned 

that a friend of his had recently seen Baba in Bombay. Baily complained in his letter, “Why did 

you not send for me when you had come to Bombay? Are you displeased with me in any way?” He 

further wrote: “It is possible this may be a miracle on your part, as I feel quite certain that had you 

been to Bombay, you would have either seen me or sent word to me.” Baba, however, avoided the 

issue; for it was true that he was in Meherabad all the time and had not visited Bombay. 

Later that same afternoon, Baba was driven to Happy Valley with Munshiji, Sayyed Saheb, 

Adi and Rustom. At Happy Valley, he was in a cheerful mood and explained more to them about 

God-realization and a Perfect Master’s circle of disciples: 

If you were to experience even for a moment an infinitesimal part of that Knowledge, you would derive infinite 

bliss. You would then experience only bliss from every external thing. Every particle would tell you its story in 

Knowledge. This whole world, which now seems full of misery, would shine forth as heaven! 



The Spiritual Master molds only one chargeman like himself and bestows to him everything he has. He makes 

him his sole heir, entrusting him with everything. The chargeman distributes this inherited spiritual treasure 

among his circle — a very select few, numbering twelve. This treasure and power is divided among the twelve 

by the chargeman according to their capability before the fixed time [of their own Realization]. The experience 

at Realization is the same for all; yet the power given before Realization depends on one’s rank in the circle 

and also upon one’s forbearance and endurance before Realization. This means that when the Perfect Master 

leaves the body, the chargeman turns into a distributor. It is also possible that the Master retains his physical 

body, though he is “dead” inside. In some cases, the physical body of the Perfect Master becomes useless 

before his inner death. 

Distribution means to hand over the inner duties of the chargeman to the circle members, whereby the 

chargeman becomes free. He becomes free to enjoy the infinite bliss, which up till then he could not enjoy due 

to his involvement in the duty of realizing his circle members. The state of the circle members is different from 

the chargeman’s in this respect: they can enjoy the divine bliss whenever they like and also direct their 

attention to the discharging of the duties entrusted to them by the chargeman. But, after experiencing the 

highest state of nirvikalp [the Realization of “I Am God"] for some days, or only a few hours, the chargeman is 

brought down to the lower planes whereby, instead of remaining drowned in divine bliss, he can fulfill his duty 

toward his circle. While performing this duty, he has to pass through great mental strain and severe storms and 

crises. 

They returned from Happy Valley at eight that night. The next day, Munshiji went back to 

Bombay, Sayyed Saheb to Nasik, and Ramjoo returned home to Lonavla to celebrate the Muslim 

festival of Id — Prophet Muhammad’s birthday. 

On 7 May 1924, Baba entered seclusion in the Jhopdi. Screens were fixed on the windows 

to prevent insects from entering and, because of his insistence, this work was done hurriedly. The 

morning prayers were suspended so that all could be available to prepare the room for his seclusion. 

Baba was to stay in seclusion without food for some months; as if to compensate for this, he had 

been eating three to four meals daily for the past several days. He had decided that, after retiring in 

seclusion, he would not utter a single word and would convey instructions and important matters 

through written notes. 

But the next evening, after the singing, he disrupted his silence, stating, “Within just one 

day, my health has become weak. This weakness is not due to either fasting or anything else; it is 

due to the burden of my spiritual work.” He added, “Never before was my condition so bad. This 

body can no longer give me company. It does not cooperate with me anymore. It will take some 

days for me to leave this room; but after two days I will keep the door open so that all may see me.” 

Padri was singled out to look after Baba’s needs and keep watch day and night outside the 

window of the Jhopdi. One night, during the period of his silence, Baba wanted a drink of water. 

He clapped, but Padri was sound asleep on the verandah. Baba’s displeasure became evident. When 

Padri awakened in the morning, he found this note placed outside the window: 

You son of a swine! I have been thirsty for three hours and you have been sleeping! Even my clapping does not 

awaken you. Are you afflicted with the sleep of Kumbha Karna?241 

For seven days and nights, Baba stayed secluded inside the Jhopdi and continued fasting. 

He drank only weak tea or water and, at times, boiled sago with a little milk. 

On 10 May, a black scorpion stung Vishnu. Although Ardeshir promptly treated him, 

Vishnu suffered terribly. Baba gathered the men outside the Jhopdi and told them to beware of the 

scorpions and especially of poisonous snakes, reminding them to always carry a lantern while going 

out at night. 

 

241 Kumbha Karna was the brother of Ravana (who abducted Lord Ram’s wife, Sita). Kumbha Karna is 

characterized as a giant who slept for six months and was awake for the next six months. He was killed by 

Ram. 



The ghamela yoga labor now concentrated on reconstructing the well for Ardeshir’s 

orchard area (to the south of the Jhopdi). A large platform of stones had to be built around the well 

and channels built to divert the water for irrigation. Large stones were to be brought to the 

construction site, so a small bullock cart, or chhakda, full of the heavy stones, would be pulled by 

the mandali. At times, the stones were brought from as far as a quarter of a mile away. Only the 

strongest men could pull the cart through the undulating fields of Meherabad. The soil had been 

recently plowed and, while going over the loose earth, the wheels of the cart would often get stuck. 

Barsoap was one of the men who would drag the chhakda; he brought humor to the backbreaking 

work, for he would huff and puff as he pulled it. 

When the Hindu mandali were singing bhajans in front of the Jhopdi on Sunday morning, 

11 May 1924, Baba interrupted them and abruptly asked, “Do you all use a lantern while going out 

at night?” Receiving a negative answer, he upbraided them: “What is the use of your bhajans when 

you do not follow my instructions? What do you expect to gain by singing devotional songs? 

Obedience to my orders is the only real bhajan. Only if you obey me will your bhajans have any 

meaning!” 

Baba asked the rest of the men whether they carried lanterns at night when they went 

outside to urinate. After those who said they had not been carrying lanterns received an upbraiding, 

all promised to follow his behests. At that time, there were numerous dens of cobras and adders 

hidden in the fields of Meherabad, and Baba often warned the mandali to be very careful about the 

deadly snakes. It was his strict order that everyone had to carry a lantern when going out in the 

dark. Padri was in charge of the medicines, and Baba instructed him: “If someone is bitten by a 

snake, tie a tight bandage around the portion above bite. The wound should be cut open and filled 

with potassium permanganate, then the victim should be sent to the Ahmednagar hospital with four 

of the mandali. If anyone is stung by a scorpion, Ardeshir should be consulted and he will treat the 

person.” 

For the past few days, ill-feelings for one another had been prevalent among the men. On 

the morning of 12 May, Baba called the mandali in front of his Jhopdi and rebuked them severely 

for their frequent quarrels. Baba was especially harsh in chastising Adi and Masaji. He concluded, 

“Each of you is my father!” (An idiomatic expression meaning Baba had to listen to and obey 

them.) 

He then bowed to each man and observed, “By the oath of my Master, I tell you this: Had 

he told me I was his father and saluted me — as I have just done to you — I would not have stayed 

with him for a moment longer and would have left him thinking I was not fit for his company. But 

you people lack even the courage to leave me!” The meeting ended, but only after many more 

razor-sharp arrows had flown. 

After lunch, Chowdhary, who had felt very disturbed about the Master’s remarks, decided 

to leave. Some of the mandali did their best to prevent him, but he was so upset that he would not 

listen. Gustadji informed Baba, and he again called the men to the Jhopdi. He sternly confronted 

Chowdhary: “Why did you ever agree to stay with me under all circumstances? Now you want to 

leave because of a few harsh words! What is the meaning of pulling on in any circumstance? With 

me you have to learn how to live and remain like dust!” 

But Chowdhary was stubborn and would not listen and soon after left for Poona. After 

Chowdhary’s sad departure, Baba asked the other men, “Who else wishes to leave me? If anyone 

wants to go, he can go right now!” But no one else was prepared to go. 

Baba warned them: “If you have your own spiritual welfare at heart, stick to me through 

all situations. I can never commit a mistake, because I am Truth personified! From Truth flows 

Truth! So do not try to gauge my actions and utterances with your intellect. You will never be able 

to fathom the depth of my actions and words with your mind.” 



Baba then unexpectedly broached the topic of returning to Persia. He said he would go 

there for a fortnight as soon as he ended his present seclusion in the Jhopdi. He added that if he 

journeyed to Persia, he would take Adi, Gustadji and two other men with him. 

Gulmai and Rustom arrived a short time later, and Baba informed them of his intention of 

driving to Persia in Rustom’s car. Rustom, however, was not enthusiastic about the idea of loaning 

his car for such a long trip, whereupon Baba showed his own displeasure at Rustom’s unwilling 

attitude. In the afternoon, while the mandali were repeating the seven names of God, Baba was in 

a very unpleasant mood and sent for Ramjoo. Baba told him to inquire of each man his opinion 

about the confrontation with Rustom. 

Ramjoo asked each: “Baba wishes to know whether you think it is still proper to reside 

here on Rustom’s property, when he refuses to lend his car for the journey to Persia?” When 

Ramjoo inquired, some agreed with Baba, while some did not. The matter ended without any 

definite resolve as to when Baba would leave Meherabad or where he would go if he did. 

On 13 May, the platform by the well was finished, and digging irrigation channels and 

paving the rough shahbad stones began. During the labor, Nervous got involved in a quarrel with 

one of the other men, and they were called to Baba’s Jhopdi, where Baba scolded them both for an 

hour. He was going to punish them by ordering them to sit at an isolated place and forbidding them 

to work. But, within minutes, he calmed down and gave them other duties. 

The next day, a feeble Muslim fakir wandered into Meherabad and was taken to Baba. 

After inquiry, Baba ordered that he be bathed, fed and clothed by Gustadji. After the old fakir had 

eaten, Gustadji asked him to rest by a shady tree where three other wanderers had been staying for 

the past few days. They were Hindus and were also being fed and looked after by the mandali, 

according to Baba’s wishes. 

The Hindus were an old man and his wife and another woman, named Jai, who was 

mentally unbalanced. With the old fakir joining them, the group was an odd mixture. In addition to 

these strangers, the number of children showing up from Arangaon Village continued increasing 

daily. They would come to Meherabad in the morning and evenings, and sing bhajans under Arjun’s 

tutelage. 

On Thursday, 15 May 1924, Baba emerged from his seven-day seclusion and broke his fast 

with a meal of rice and dal. The white ox, Sant, arrived the following day and was bathed and tied 

beside the horse, Sufi, in a portion of the Mess Quarters. Somehow the ox broke loose and again 

the men had to chase after an animal to retrieve it. The men had to be careful of the ox because 

Sant had a bad habit of kicking, but it was eventually caught with no harm to the men. 

Later that day, the Master again hinted at retiring into another seclusion. On Baba’s 

instructions, Padri fixed a screen door on the Jhopdi so that people could see him and have his 

darshan from outside. 

The very next day, Yeshwant Rao arrived from Sakori with some of his friends for Baba’s 

darshan. Yeshwant was a main inner link between Sakori and Meherabad, and would always bring 

messages to Baba from Upasni Maharaj and then convey Baba’s reply to Maharaj. Occasionally, 

during the 1920s, Gulmai and Adi would be sent to Sakori and would also act as messengers 

between the two Masters. 

Once during this period, Baba was in the mood to play a game of Hide-and-Seek. He 

informed the mandali that he would hide and send Masaji to inform them to begin looking for him. 

“I will stay in this area,“ he stated. “I won’t go to the village or up the hill.” 

Baba went to hide, and soon Masaji returned and told the mandali to begin their search. 

They looked for one hour without locating Baba. One of them said, “Baba must have gone to the 

village or up the hill, despite telling us that he would stay here. He often says one thing and does 

another.” 



When they finally gave up, Masaji led them to the Jhopdi, which was locked from outside. 

He unlatched the door, and Baba stepped out. “I told Masaji to lock me in,” Baba explained. “I was 

so close to you. Yet you saw the lock, used your minds, and looked elsewhere, instead of trusting 

my words.” 

Baba then said, “I am in you all — I am your very life. Seeking me outside − here and there 

− can never find me. So try to find me within. Seek me inside your own self where I am hiding.” 

After lunch, on the 17th of May, Nervous said, “Today is Zoroaster’s death anniversary.” 

Baba asked Nervous why he did not inform him of this earlier so that he could have arranged some 

program. The Parsi and Irani mandali were in favor of celebrating the day, but Baba said it was too 

late. 

At this, Adi critically remarked, “Had it been some Hindu holiday, you would have taken 

interest!” 

Baba was not pleased by the remark, but then changed his mind and consented to observe 

the day in a fitting manner. He explained to Adi, “I encourage the Hindus because they take great 

interest in their religious festivals and are more devotional than any other community.” 

Nervous was sent to Ahmednagar by bicycle to buy flowers and sweets. Baba and the Parsi 

and Irani mandali bathed and put on clean clothes. They then stood, in a reverent manner, before a 

burning fire and soon Nervous returned and joined them. After prayers were offered in the Master’s 

presence, sweets were distributed to all. Baba was very quiet during the prayers and prasad; he 

appeared in a solemn mood. 

In the evening Baba sang for some time, as Adi played the sitar. 

Religious differences between the Hindu mandali and the others persisted. The Hindus 

would not touch food cooked by others, yet Baba would side with them and encourage them to 

follow their religious beliefs and rituals. Baba wanted to free the Hindu mandali from these 

differences; but unless they were intoxicated by divine wine, it was no use trying to persuade them. 

So Baba would take interest in the Hindu festivals, and by his indifference to the Zoroastrian and 

Mohammedan festivals he would draw out deep inner thoughts of conflict and set fire to them, thus 

dissolving the differences. Gradually orthodox religious concepts were eradicated. All the mandali 

— whether Hindu, Muslim or Zoroastrian — found their true religion in the wine of the Master. 

But to create longing for wine there must be thirst. And thirst can only be created when 

unclean thoughts are brought to the surface and wiped away. So the seeming conflicts over food or 

holy days were constructive. By purposely creating such conflicts, the Master was enabling 

everyone to banish such unnecessary desires and thus become naked − so they might one day be 

able to don the robe of Truth. 

Sidhu Daulat Kamble, 23, a resident of Arangaon, was looking for work in Ahmednagar. 

Hearing that “a great man” had settled near his village, the young man came to Meherabad during 

May 1924 to have Meher Baba’s darshan. The Master was playing cricket with the men near the 

Post Office building, and Sidhu sat down to watch from across the road. Baba called him over and 

asked in a friendly manner, “What’s your name? Where do you live? What do you do?” 

Sidhu answered, “At present I am not doing anything; but I am looking for employment 

somewhere.” 

“How far have you studied?” 

“Through the third standard [grade] in a Marathi school.” 

“If I found you a job in Bombay, would you accept it?” 

“Absolutely.” 



Baba then offered Sidhu lunch, which he refused. Baba insisted he join them, whereupon 

he piled a plate with a huge amount of food for him. Sidhu was deeply touched by his kindness 

toward an apparent stranger. 

Baba soon arranged a job for Sidhu in Bombay, working in a theatrical company. Baba 

also ordered him not to come to see him for one year. While he was in Bombay, he was instructed 

to regularly visit Tipu Baba (a saint and the chargeman of Bombay). After one year passed, Baba 

instructed Sidhu to come back and live at Meherabad, where he and his wife would be provided 

for. 

Baba again retired to the Jhopdi for seclusion on Sunday, 18 May, fasting only on liquids. 

Meanwhile, he ordered all arrangements to begin for a grand celebration of Upasni Maharaj’s 

birthday on the 20th. 

Nervous was sent to Khushru Quarters for some work regarding the upcoming celebrations 

at Meherabad. While there, Khansaheb spoke rudely to him. Hearing of the incident, Baba was very 

angry and immediately sent for Adi. He told him, “I am most dissatisfied with your father. Any ill-

treatment and insult to my mandali is an insult to me! I am seriously thinking of leaving this place 

now.” 

Baba then insisted that Adi go ask his father why he had behaved as he did with Nervous. 

He also instructed Adi to tell his brother and his father not to come to Meherabad from that day on 

and added that Rustom was free to do as he pleased. 

After Adi left, Baba told the mandali to be prepared to proceed to Bombay and ordered 

Padri to remove the screen door from the Jhopdi. Before Adi could carry out his instructions, he 

returned saying he had met Rustom on the road coming to Meherabad, bringing fruit for prasad. 

Adi asked Baba whether Rustom could see him in private. Baba consented and had a long talk with 

Rustom. Afterward, the decision to leave Meherabad was canceled, for Rustom had promised that 

his father, despite his rude behavior, would now obey Baba in every way. 

Rustom had brought a dog for Baba; but since it was not completely white, it was returned. 

Sadhu had recently died, and Baba wanted a watchdog at Meherabad to take his place. 

Gulmai, Adi, Rustom and Sarosh were often the victims of Baba’s criticism, because 

among their large family all other relatives were coldly indifferent toward Meher Baba and did not 

believe him to be a God-conscious Master. Baba, however, was gradually drawing the entire Irani 

family toward him and wanted to impress upon those opposed to him that he did not need their 

property or anything else. By occupying their land, he was in fact putting them under a great 

obligation and doing them an inestimable honor that they could never repay. Amidst all the 

controversy in their family and hostility from the local Zoroastrian community, Rustom and Adi 

faithfully served Baba, leaving nothing undone in meeting the material necessities of all phases of 

life at Meherabad. 

 

On Monday, 19 May 1924, Mehera came to Meherabad with her mother Daulatmai and 

sister Freiny to participate in Upasni Maharaj’s birthday celebration. They were allotted the two 

rooms in the Bathroom Building. Dowla Masi and Naja had already arrived from Poona. Joining 

them was Jamshed’s wife, called Big Khorshed because she was several years older than Khorshed 

(Soonamasi’s daughter from Bombay), who also joined the group and was known as Small 

Khorshed. 

Nervous would fetch the women their water, but they would do their own cooking, cleaning 

and laundry. Dowla Masi, Naja and Big Khorshed would cook, while Mehera would wash the pots 

and clean the spices and vegetables. Daulatmai would share in the cooking, and Small Khorshed 

would help however she could. Memo also arrived with her daughter, Mani, who from childhood 

was being transformed, by Baba’s loving attention, into a real mani (pearl). 



Baba once sent word to Mehera to prepare a sago pudding for him, but she did not know 

how to make it. After consulting the ladies who were good cooks, she learned the recipe. However, 

there was no mortar and pestle to powder the nutmeg and cardamom for flavoring the sago powder. 

Nervous brought a grinding stone, and after Mehera rewashed it, she used it to powder the spices. 

Baba liked the preparation very much and praised her efforts. 

As mentioned, Mehera’s family was quite affluent and she had never done much menial 

work. In Sakori, Mehera had been ordered by Upasni Maharaj to do such work; and now, by Baba’s 

instruction in Meherabad, she was doing the same. From her first sight of Baba, Mehera was so 

absorbed in the Master’s divine beauty that she had no other desire except to please him. 

The atmosphere was most joyful on 20 May for the celebration of Upasni Maharaj’s 54th 

birthday. Flowers and festoons were hung all around the Jhopdi, and Meherabad was bustling as 

tongas continually arrived with people from different places. There were heaps of flowers, fruits 

and sweets, and people thoroughly enjoyed the happy and festive occasion. Baba had a private 

meeting with every person, including his brothers, Jamshed and Beheram. 

After lunch, people gathered on the verandah of the Jhopdi, while Baba remained inside 

the room behind the screen door. As a protection from the extreme heat, drapes were hung around 

the verandah. People from neighboring villages had also come for the birthday. Bhajans were sung 

for a long time and then a kirtan program was held. 

The main celebration was in the evening. Upasni Maharaj’s photograph was placed in a 

swing and swung in honor of Lord Krishna. It was then placed in a decorated palanquin to be taken 

in a procession. Suddenly a storm arose, cracking with thunder and lightning and swirling winds. 

A kirtan singer launched into his performance very loudly but no one could hear him over nature’s 

own salute to Upasni Maharaj! Heavy, unseasonable rain started and so the arti was quickly sung 

and prasad distributed. The palanquin procession was canceled, and Baba requested all to have their 

dinner. Afterward the weather cleared, and bhajans by the Hindu mandali were sung until midnight. 

 

For five days, Baba remained aloof inside the Jhopdi. When the Master came out, on 23 

May, he called all those who had dedicated their lives to him and impressed upon them to hold 

firmly to his feet. He made them swear an oath to always remain in his fold. 

Ghani and Abdul Tayab arrived from Lonavla in Abdul’s car, which Abdul placed at the 

Master’s disposal at Meherabad. Rustom came and requested that Baba allow Adi to attend their 

cousin Mota’s marriage that day and also asked that Adi be allowed to shave. (During this phase 

of ghamela yoga, the men mandali had grown beards and were not permitted to shave.) Baba 

reluctantly permitted Adi to shave and attend the wedding but was clearly not happy about it. 

Mehera and her mother had been permitted to attend Mota’s wedding also, but it proved 

an uncomfortable evening for them. When Mehera and Daulatmai had begun staying at Meherabad, 

Baba had told them, “If you wish to stay here, you must cover your heads with a mathu banu [white 

cloth] and wear long-sleeved blouses.” At the wedding, because of their austere dress they were 

ridiculed by the fashionable Parsis and Iranis attending the lavish ceremony. But, ignoring their 

derision, they faithfully obeyed Baba’s orders, not paying attention to what anyone said about their 

attire. 

After the wedding, they returned to Meherabad at 10:30 at night, whereupon Baba scolded 

Adi. He blamed Adi for breaking his order of not shaving and told him to go stay at his family’s 

house in Ahmednagar. After a while Baba rescinded the order, allowing Adi to remain in 

Meherabad. 

That same night of the wedding, Jalbhai and Padri had crept into the Mess Quarters to steal 

some of the mangoes which the visitors had brought. They knew Baba would distribute them among 

the Arangaon children and probably would not give the mandali any to eat. Meanwhile, Baba was 



in his Jhopdi; he sent Masaji to the bungalow, asking him to see if there was a lamp burning there. 

Masaji went and from a distance saw Jalbhai and Padri with a ladder removing the fruit from a 

basket hanging from the ceiling. Masaji quietly snuck up behind them and asked if he, too, could 

have some of the mangoes. Jalbhai and Padri were so startled that they ran away. Smiling, Masaji 

reported the humorous incident to Baba. 

The next morning, Baba called the two culprits and told them, “Remember, my eyes see 

all! I can see from here what is happening thousands of miles away! Nothing is hidden from my 

eyes!” 

For several days, Baba remained disturbed by Khansaheb’s attitude and, during the early 

morning of 24 May, he again mentioned his thoughts of leaving Meherabad. Gulmai and Rustom 

arrived; Baba promptly informed them of his intentions. The bitter repetition of Baba’s complaints 

against his father annoyed Rustom (who had “already been deluged with such messages from Baba 

since morning,” Ramjoo recorded). Unthinkingly, Rustom said something unpleasant. Baba 

became furious saying he would never return to Meherabad! He immediately sat in Abdul Tayab’s 

car accompanied by as many of the mandali as could squeeze inside. 

As the car was about to leave, Gulmai began weeping, and she and others beseeched Baba 

to forgive Rustom. Rustom also sought Baba’s pardon. But Baba did not get out of the car. It was 

a tense, serious situation that lasted for some time. Finally, after much discussion back and forth, 

very reluctantly Baba, though still upset, agreed to stay in Meherabad on the following three 

conditions: 

1. Adi should not stay with him. 

2. Rustom, Khansaheb and no one else from the Irani family should come to Meherabad. 

3. The Meherabad land should be legally transferred to either Adi or Gustadji’s name. 

Baba then got out of the car and said, “It is only because of Mother [Gulmai] that I have 

alighted.” 

Rustom went to Ahmednagar to consult his father about the transfer of the property and 

returned the next day with the news that he was not willing to transfer it — even to Adi’s name. He 

had declared, “Why should Baba consider me so untrustworthy as to ask me to transfer the place 

to Adi?” 

As expected, Baba did not like Khansaheb’s reply and again considered a plan of either 

going to Bombay or settling in some other place where a fruit orchard could be developed. Adi was 

irritated and exclaimed, “You are simply seeking excuses to leave this place on any pretext! If you 

think this property unfit, why did you select it as your permanent headquarters in the first place?” 

Gustadji could not tolerate Adi’s impertinence, and there was a sharp exchange between 

them. It became more heated and Baba tried to stop their quarreling, asking Adi to be quiet; but 

Adi was so angry he continued to quarrel, disregarding Baba’s request. At this point, Baba gave 

him a very hard slap, and Adi immediately stopped. Adi then wept, finally pleading, “Baba, do not 

leave here. Make Meherabad your headquarters and forgive our mistakes.” 

Baba again sent Rustom to Ahmednagar to talk with his father; Ramjoo followed after a 

while to help persuade Khansaheb. They both returned with a letter from Khansaheb in which he 

had written: “I am willing to do as Meher Baba requests regarding the property. I ask his forgiveness 

for some misunderstanding when I replied to his request the first time.” 

Age was touched by Khansaheb’s gesture and the amount of attention Baba was paying to 

this family. “Who knows what amount of love was flowing towards this family?” Age mused, and 

it pointed out, “But where love flows, side by side there is also the breeze of purity cleansing the 

field of love of all impurities, a divine wind that blows away lifetimes of collected refuse.” 



In view of Khansaheb’s letter and Adi’s tearful plea, it was resolved to remain permanently 

at Meherabad. 

 

To take a break from these recent painful, emotionally-exhausting episodes, an outing to 

the Ellora Caves was arranged. At 5:30 in the morning on 26 May 1924, Baba and thirteen of the 

mandali drove in two cars to Aurangabad and Daulatabad; the rest of the mandali stayed in 

Meherabad. They drove through Toka and then arrived in Aurangabad where they stayed at the 

train station rest house, since the dak bungalow was too expensive. For lunch, Baba and the men 

ate rice and dal. Baba then asked whether they wanted to see the Ellora Caves or return to 

Meherabad, for he was still depressed about the argument with Adi’s father, seemed uninterested 

in excursions and wanted to go back. As several of the mandali were eager to see the sculptured 

Hindu and Buddhist caves, Baba agreed to proceed to Daulatabad later in the evening. 

However, on the way, Abdul Tayab’s car broke down and Sarosh, who was driving Baba 

in the other car, tried to repair it. Baba then told Adi to drive, but he put the car into reverse and 

crashed into a tree, wrecking the back end of the car. Baba railed at him, “Why did you ignore my 

repeated shouts to stop? Never drive a car for the rest of your life!” It was past six at night and not 

advisable to go further. Another tire was punctured. They returned to the rest house and Baba was 

restless and irritable the whole night. 

The next morning at five o’clock, they departed for Meherabad. Tayab’s car caused more 

trouble and Padri was forced to fix twelve punctures before they reached the outskirts of Ghodegaon 

village. Baba reminded the mandali about lunch and sent Ghani and Sadashiv to the village. After 

a long time, they returned with only bhakri. Baba complained that no one remembered to bring his 

rice and dal, and that no one had asked whether he needed anything. “How selfish you all are!” he 

scolded them. “You don’t have the least thought for me! You only think of yourselves! 

While they were eating the bhakri, Baba suddenly became extremely ill at ease and ordered 

Sarosh to get in the car and drive. Hearing the car start, Sadashiv and Gustadji came running to take 

their seats. Tayab’s car was still not working and was left behind with the rest of the men. Baba 

complained again that he was hungry, so they stopped while rice and dal was procured from another 

village. But Baba did not touch it, insisting it was stale. For quite a while, he continued grumbling 

about not having fresh rice and dal. 

At the Imampur Ghat, Sarosh’s car stalled and they were forced to push it and then stopped 

at a dharamshala. There Gustadji cooked dal and rice, which Baba ate. After two hours, Tayab’s 

car appeared with only Rustom and Jalbhai in it. The tires were stuffed with blankets, a coat and 

even twigs, because the tubes would not stay inflated due to so many punctures. The remainder of 

the mandali were walking behind. Sarosh installed new tubes and they left soon after. 

This unpleasant outing taught those with Baba a lesson about submitting to his wish. 

Despite Baba’s wish to return to Meherabad immediately, they wanted to tour the Ellora Caves; 

hence, all the unforeseen car troubles. The next day, they reached Meherabad in the afternoon, 

exhausted and dirty. The men who had stayed behind at Meherabad had been envious of those who 

had gone − but only until they heard the report of the trip. 

The following day, Baba again did not seem to be in a good mood and kept repeating his 

desire to relocate somewhere else. He implied that he preferred Kashmir as the site for his new 

headquarters, and if they purchased a fruit orchard there, the men would have good occupations. 

Some liked the idea and some did not; Adi and Rustom were emphatic on remaining in Meherabad. 

Rustom had been complaining about Baba’s inexplicable ways for some time. Baba then 

told him, “It is better if you leave me and lead a family life.” He then asked the others, “Who else 

is depressed in my company?” 



Many raised their hands and complained that they had no enthusiasm left. Baba then sternly 

said, “Those who are tired of this life may now go away!” Not one man stirred. 

Baba again talked about Kashmir and praised its scenery, fruit, beautiful lakes, gardens and 

snow-covered mountains. Swami Vivekananda’s biography was brought and the portion about his 

tour in Kashmir was read aloud. After hearing it, many of the men changed their minds and were 

prepared to go there. 

But Baba later changed his opinion and hinted about moving to Quetta instead, which 

equally appealed to all. So, on 30 May, Rusi was telegraphed at Quetta: “Is there a bungalow and 

a fruit garden available for Baba and the mandali?” 

After consulting Ardeshir, Ghani, Padri, Rustom and Sarosh about preliminary 

arrangements to drive to Quetta by car (with the rest of the mandali following by train), Baba 

decided definitely to leave for Quetta. He deliberately teased Rustom by advising him to keep his 

car available and have it serviced, because the very next morning he might start on the long journey. 

Rustom was informed that Sarosh would drive his car to Quetta and then return it to Ahmednagar. 

When Sarosh showed up that afternoon the plan was changed, because Sarosh’s father was 

upset with him for previously going to Aurangabad without his permission. He forbade him to drive 

hundreds of miles to Quetta; therefore, the trip to Quetta by car was canceled. Baba discussed with 

the mandali the attitude of Sarosh’s father, saying, “Is it good to remain in Meherabad when 

Sarosh’s father behaves like this?” All indicated that it was not worthwhile to stay there any longer. 

(Although Meherabad was owned by Adi’s father, he and Sarosh’s father [his brother-in-law] were 

business partners.) Sarosh’s father’s outright antagonism toward Meher Baba convinced the 

mandali that it was right to depart. 

Among Adi’s immediate family, no one was opposed to Baba; although Khansaheb was 

not a devoted follower, he had respect for the Master. However, Sarosh was the only member of 

his family who revered Baba. And since they were a joint family — now living in the same premises 

at Khushru Quarters — Gulmai had to continually face unpleasant situations because of her ardent 

devotion to Meher Baba’s cause. 

It was finally resolved that Baba and a few men would proceed directly to Quetta by train. 

After arrangements were made, the rest of the mandali would join them in Quetta. Detailed 

instructions were given to Gustadji and Rustom about who were to follow. Baba also advised them 

about storing the belongings that were not to be taken with them, since Meherabad was to be 

completely shut down and vacated. 

Baba remarked, “We will never come back to Meherabad! So what is the point of leaving 

anything here?” 

Baba instructed Padri and Nervous to deliver the horse Sufi and the ox Sant to Upasni 

Maharaj at Sakori as an offering to his Master. He instructed Gustadji to bring Daulatmai, Mehera, 

and Naja to Quetta by train with the utmost care. 

 

Baba departed for Bombay on Monday, 2 June 1924 with Ardeshir, Ghani, Ramjoo and 

Vajifdar (who had been staying at Meherabad). They reached Manmad at 12:30 in the afternoon. 

The journey had been comfortable, since their compartment was not crowded. They had lunch and 

then transferred to the Bombay passenger train, unknowingly settling in a compartment meant for 

the military. At the Deolali railway station, Baba sent one of the men to bring tea and dispatched 

another to buy a newspaper. Within minutes, a railway official came and told them to vacate the 

compartment, which was to be detached there. It was not easy to move all their heavy luggage, 

especially when the other compartments were now overcrowded. Baba told Ramjoo to arrange 

accommodations in a second class compartment. He went to the booking clerk who explained that 

it was too late to purchase new tickets, since the train was about to depart. 



Ramjoo ran back and found Baba seated alone in a second class compartment with his 

luggage. Vajifdar, Ardeshir and Ghani were trying to transfer the remainder of the baggage to the 

compartment next to the engine. The whistle was blowing, and Ramjoo told Baba that the rest of 

the mandali had not yet boarded. Hearing this, Baba grabbed his luggage, and he and Ramjoo 

jumped down from the moving train. But as the train pulled away, Vajifdar, Ardeshir and Ghani 

were not seen on the platform and, after an inquiry, it was learned that they had boarded before the 

train had departed. 

Baba was somewhat upset by this and asked Ramjoo to rectify the situation. Meanwhile, 

he sat down and started reading the newspaper. Ramjoo (who had all the tickets with him) sent a 

telegram to the Igatpuri railway station. Baba asked Ramjoo to find out if a car was available to 

drive to Igatpuri. Ramjoo approached the stationmaster, who informed him a car could be hired in 

the town. But he then asked Ramjoo why he was in such a hurry to reach Igatpuri, explaining there 

was a train to Bombay at nine o’clock, and if he rented a car it would be very expensive. 

But Baba wished to leave at once, because he knew that if they didn’t a crowd, attracted 

magnetically to his divine persona, would soon gather around him, as it always did. People would 

question Baba and not leave him alone. He therefore did not want to remain any longer at Deolali 

and decided instead to depart for the village of Lahavit, located on the way to Igatpuri. 

Ramjoo quickly hired a tonga, and they left at 4:30 P.M. for Lahavit. After proceeding 

comfortably for a mile or two, the driver turned onto a dirt path through the farm fields. When 

reprimanded, the driver replied that this was the best way to Lahavit. Over rocky ground, through 

nallahs (water channels) and hills, the bumpy ride proved most unsettling. After an hour, the driver 

admitted he had missed the road and was lost. Instead of rebuking him, Baba surprisingly paid him 

more than his fare and in a cheerful mood got down from the tonga and took off for Lahavit on foot 

with Ramjoo. 

Baba, who was sharing in carrying the luggage, walked through the ploughed fields toward 

the railway tracks about half a mile away. Reaching the railway line, they walked along it toward 

the town of Lahavit. Ramjoo wanted to lessen Baba’s load and take a basket from him; but Baba 

did not give it to him, insisting he wished to share in the labor. Keeping the basket on his head, 

Baba continued walking. They arrived at Lahavit as the sun was setting. 

They stopped near an office by the train station, and Ramjoo went to see the stationmaster. 

The man, who was a devout Brahmin, at first hesitated to accommodate the strangers, but Ramjoo 

informed him of Meher Baba’s relationship with Sai Baba, and because of the man’s awareness of 

Sai Baba's divinity, he agreed. Immediately upon glancing at Baba, the Brahmin was greatly 

impressed and expressed a desire to serve food. Baba told Ramjoo that he would agree to accept 

the food on the condition that the man, in turn, accept whatever money was given to him. The 

stationmaster at first refused, but when Ramjoo explained that he should either accept the money 

as Meher Baba’s prasad or keep it aside and use it to aid someone poor, he agreed. He accepted ten 

rupees and, within a short time, brought them a fresh, tasty meal. The man was very happy to see 

them enjoy the food. 

Another employee at the railway station was a gifted bhajan singer and, with Baba’s 

consent, he performed with great devotion, singing before the Master and reciting poems for an 

hour. Soon all the station staff, including the low-caste Harijans, gathered and sat by Baba’s side 

listening to the music. 

Afterward, the stationmaster telephoned Igatpuri and found out that Ardeshir and Ghani 

were waiting there; meanwhile Vajifdar had left for Deolali on a mail train to meet them. Baba 

promptly had Vajifdar telegraphed not to stop there but to continue on to Lahavit instead. When 

Vajifdar arrived from Deolali on a passenger train, he accompanied Baba and Ramjoo to Igatpuri 

on the same train. 



After arriving in Bombay on 3 June, they resided at No. 6 Irani Mansion — the home of 

Kaikhushru Masa. Soonamasi and Khorshed attended to Baba’s wishes there and preparations for 

the journey to Quetta were speedily executed. 

Baba had specially gone to Lahavit to contact the Brahmin stationmaster, who was a very 

devout soul. At the time, Harijans were terribly harassed and looked down upon, and would never 

have thought of sitting with the higher caste Brahmins. In Lahavit, however, the different castes 

had assembled together for bhajans, and the stationmaster, finding Meher Baba so loving to the 

low-caste workers, was highly impressed. His devotion was profoundly deepened as he saw, in 

Baba’s presence, the light of God’s oneness in all. 

 

Meanwhile, Padri and Nervous took the horse Sufi and the ox Sant from Meherabad to the 

Ahmednagar train station, and put them on a freight train bound for Chitali. From Chitali, the two 

men led the horse and ox on a nine-mile walk in the heat of the day to Sakori. Having no money, 

they ate the bhakri and chutney which they had brought along. They had to be careful handling the 

animals, because Sufi was in the habit of biting and Sant was in the habit of kicking. Both animals 

became difficult to control. Sant kicked Nervous very hard. Nervous’ knee was hurt and he kept a 

cautious distance from the ox. After a while both animals also became reluctant to move, and Padri 

and Nervous had to pull them by their reins. Inwardly they kept calling out to Baba to help them. 

After some distance, they met up with a bullock cart on the road and fervently requested 

the driver to permit them to tie the animals behind his cart. He agreed and they successfully tied 

Sant, but Sufi kept nipping at them and could not be tied. The horse also could not be ridden, for it 

belonged to Mehera and Baba had forbidden anyone to ride Sufi. Padri was forced to struggle, 

pulling the horse by the reins the whole way to Sakori. 

After a most trying journey, they arrived in Sakori at night. Upasni Maharaj had already 

retired to his hut. Padri sent word to Maharaj through Yeshwant Rao that Meher Baba had sent the 

horse and ox as gifts for him, and had requested that Maharaj accept them. 

Maharaj, however, was in a fierce mood and sent word that they should immediately return 

with the animals. He shouted that he was unable to accept such gifts! 

Shocked by this stern reply, Padri and Nervous became anxious, wondering what to do 

with the animals. Where were they to go in the middle of the night? But Maharaj sent another 

message saying that they could rest overnight in Sakori and then return in the morning with the 

horse and ox. They spent a sleepless night camping with the animals, and in the morning they 

begged Maharaj to accept them as an offering from Meher Baba. 

Maharaj was standing at a distance and began cursing them: “Call the police at once! They 

have stolen these animals and brought them here! You sons of bitches had better leave here 

immediately or you will find yourselves locked up in jail!” 

Frightened, Padri and Nervous took the animals and hastily left Sakori. They reached 

Chitali hours later and fortunately found the same train carriage in which they had come. They 

returned to Ahmednagar and, after leaving the troublesome horse and ox in Sarosh’s charge at 

Khushru Quarters, they boarded a train for Bombay. 

In Bombay, Baba questioned the two men. Had they successfully delivered Sufi and Sant 

to Maharaj? Padri smiled, cursed and then told everything in detail, and Baba had a hearty laugh. 

One has only an inkling of the mystery behind the inner work between such Masters as 

Meher Baba and Upasni Maharaj. But it may be surmised, from outward appearances, that 

Maharaj’s refusal to accept Sufi was due to Mehera, who was to become a permanent member of 

Meher Baba’s women mandali. It had once been hinted that Mehera should permanently stay in 

Sakori; however, she was not destined to be with Upasni Maharaj. Her destiny was with her 

Beloved Meher Baba. 



Before departing Bombay, Baba instructed Ghani to return home to Lonavla, wait there, 

and come later to Quetta with the rest of the mandali after their living accommodations had been 

arranged. 

Baba then informed Soonamasi and Khorshed, “I will not be back for twelve years. You 

should stay here and remember me. This time I won’t be taking you with me to Quetta.” Khorshed 

wept at hearing this, but Baba did not change his mind. She then expressed her desire to move to 

Sakori and, despite his wish to the contrary, she was insistent. Baba did not take her to Quetta, 

perhaps to enable Khorshed to learn the importance of following his wishes at all times. 

 

Quetta Trip, 1924 

 



 

 

On 6 June 1924, Baba left Bombay for Quetta by the Gujarat Mail train, accompanied by 

Adi, Ardeshir and Ramjoo. From Hyderabad, this telegram was dispatched to Rusi: “Meherbaba 

and three reaching Quetta 9th. Arrange our undisturbed passing through Sibi. Inform none except 

Phirozshah. Avoid ceremonial reception. Keep matter strictly private!” 

The reason for keeping Baba’s visit quiet was that many would have demanded the 

Master’s darshan if his arrival were made known to the public. This would have interfered with his 

plans for seclusion. They reached Sibi on the morning of 9 June, and due to Rusi’s previous 

intimation to the police officials, there was no trouble in their crossing the frontier. (Persons 



crossing that part of the northwest frontier were usually questioned extensively by the British 

authorities, unless they had proper identification and sponsorship.) They arrived in Quetta at five 

in the afternoon and went to Rusi’s house, where the family’s lavish hospitality relieved the 

exhaustion of their journey. 

Unfortunately, the charming house they had selected for their permanent stay during their 

last visit to Quetta was no longer available. Baba was disappointed because he liked its lovely 

garden. Another problem was Quetta’s winter; its freezing temperatures and heavy snows were not 

comfortable for Baba’s mandali. Those who were used to more temperate weather could easily 

catch pneumonia. After discussing the matter, Baba decided to relocate to Sukkur. There was also 

a possibility that Munshiji might be transferred to the Sukkur Barrage Works.242 Baba told Ardeshir 

and Ramjoo to proceed to Sukkur and make all necessary inquiries to select a suitable place for 

them to stay. Phirozshah gave them a letter of recommendation to present to his friend Mobed, and 

both departed. 

Reaching Sukkur on 11 June, they inspected various fruit orchards and mailed daily reports 

to Baba. Ardeshir approved of one orchard on the banks of the Indus river; but Ramjoo wrote to 

Baba that the climate was so hot during the summer that it would not be advisable to think of living 

in Sukkur. Receiving no reply from Baba, they returned to Quetta on 14 June, but were informed 

that Baba had left for Sukkur with Phirozshah that same day. 

Baba returned to Quetta the following day and fiercely upbraided Ramjoo and Ardeshir. 

He had wired Ramjoo to await his arrival in Sukkur, but the telegram had not been delivered. Baba 

and Phirozshah discovered the unsent telegram under the stationmaster’s newspaper and brought it 

back with them. 

Baba then related that he had gone to the site which Ardeshir had selected in Sukkur and 

liked it so much he had bought it through Holaram and Rustomji, two residents of Sukkur who had 

become devoted to the Master’s cause. He also told them that he had contacted a mast at the tomb 

of the Muslim saint, Bachal Shah. He then indicated that, until a house could be built on the land, 

another bungalow should be rented in Sukkur, preferably near the site. Baba promptly sent Ramjoo 

back there for this purpose, with instructions to attend to the mast settled in Bachal Shah’s tomb 

and to visit Sadbella Island.243 Ramjoo was also told to inquire there about a house to buy for his 

family’s possible relocation. 

Ramjoo found a suitable bungalow in Sukkur and rented it for Baba and the mandali for 

six months. He then went to Bachal Shah’s tomb, which was situated near the purchased land, and 

paid his obeisance. However, he was unable to find the mast there, but encountered a mastani (a 

female mast) whose appearance resembled Babajan’s. The woman confronted Ramjoo and asked, 

“Who is your Pir [Master]?” 

“Shri Meher Baba,” Ramjoo replied. 

The mastani uttered, “Badshah, Shahenshah!” (King! Emperor!) and a few more strange 

sounds and then suddenly disappeared. The woman’s language was incomprehensible, but these 

two words Ramjoo clearly heard. Seemingly out of nowhere, the mast then appeared and Ramjoo 

handed him five rupees, saying the money was from Meher Baba. The mast looked very happy to 

receive the dakshina. 

 

When Ramjoo returned to Quetta the next day, plans for building a house in Sukkur were 

discussed, and it was decided that the mandali themselves should build the house and work in the 

orchard. Establishing a trust was proposed, with the provision that only those wholly and solely 

dedicated to Meher Baba would be allowed to take part in the project. During the discussion, 

 
242 Sukkur was Mehera’s birthplace. 
243 Sadbella Island contains a temple dedicated to a Hindu saint. 



someone mentioned the problem of Sukkur’s extreme heat, and those who had experienced its high 

temperature felt that the mandali could not tolerate it. Discussions of the pros and cons of moving 

to Sukkur went on for a week; finally the whole Sukkur plan was canceled. Instead, a visit to 

Karachi was suggested, and Ardeshir and Ramjoo were soon sent there, while Vajifdar remained 

with Baba in Quetta.244 In the meantime, a telegram had been sent to Ahmednagar informing 

Gustadji that his group should come to Sukkur with their belongings. Ramjoo and Ardeshir were 

instructed to store the mandali’s luggage in Sukkur and send it later to Quetta when they were 

settled. 

All the men gathered in Sukkur, and after leaving their luggage in the rented bungalow, 

traveled on the 30th of June to Quetta. There they occupied a two-story house adjacent to Rusi’s 

on Bruce Road that had been rented for Baba and his group. Everyone was in good health except 

for Nervous, who had contracted typhoid. Nervous was treated by a European doctor in Quetta, but 

his condition did not improve. As his condition gradually worsened, he was taken by stretcher to 

another bungalow in a better locality where it was quiet and peaceful, with hope that a change of 

scenery and the quietude would help him. Several of the mandali nursed him, and no expense was 

spared to assure his recovery. Baba visited him several times each day, keeping a careful eye on 

his treatment. 

At that time, Baba had been especially attentive to Rusi’s young daughters, Goher and 

Katie, with whom he would play games each day. Baba drew them both closer to him by telling 

them wonderful stories and making them laugh. These two girls were destined to be part of the 

Master’s circle. Soon after, the women’s group − consisting of Mehera, Daulatmai, Naja, Big 

Khorshed, Gulmai, and Vajifdar’s widowed sister-in-law Jerbai and her sister Hilla − arrived in 

Quetta accompanied by Gustadji, Rustom and Masaji. Once the women settled in, Baba was most 

particular that Mehera was happy and comfortable in the new environment. 

In Quetta, the Master himself would serve the meals to the men and women. Mehera was 

extremely shy and each day would be the last to come in line for food. On one occasion, Baba got 

so upset with her shyness that he threw her plate. Mehera was frightened, but he very lovingly said, 

“Do not be shy of me. Every day you are the last one to come for food. Why? Don’t do it again.” 

He would give Mehera extra pomegranates and grapes to eat. 

Gulmai would comb Baba’s hair, which had grown quite long. He would remark to Mehera 

how finely Gulmai combed his hair. Gulmai continued this duty as long as she was in Quetta. In 

her absence, Gustadji would attend to it. Later Mehera was given this special duty, which she 

continued until the end. 

One day Rusi arranged an outing for the men and women at a nearby mountain. Baba scaled 

it as nimbly as if he were a deer; but none of the mandali, despite their best efforts, could reach the 

top. Standing on the mountain, Baba appeared majestic, as if he were unveiling his blissful radiance 

to humanity and declaring that the goal of life was to always be happy! The rays of the sun kissed 

Baba's lovely feet in worship, and the breeze gently smoothed back his golden hair, revealing to 

the world a tiny bit of his divine image. 

“How beautiful he looks!” Age declared. 

Like the Indian red-legged partridge enamored by the moon, the mandali gazed at Baba in 

wonder and adoration from their positions below him. The wind of love blew through their hearts 

and their eyes were moist with joyous tears. The rays of his roving glance touched and pierced their 

hearts. All were wounded by the tender penetration of his sight. They were so attracted to him, they 

could not look away. His photograph was taken, but how could a camera capture divinity’s visage? 

His splendor was marvelous and only the pure of heart could see its haloed glow. 

 
244 At the time, Baily was in Karachi, where he had relatives. 



 

Meher Baba decided to travel to Karachi on 16 July 1924. Nervous remained in critical 

condition. Before leaving, Baba went to the Parsi cemetery with Phirozshah, selected the plot where 

Nervous was to be buried, and marked the spot with a stick.245 He gave Phirozshah Rs.2,500; 500 

for Nervous’ headstone and 2,000 for the Parsi Charitable Trust in Quetta. Baba then told the 

mandali, “Do not lose courage. Do not leave any stone unturned to bring Nervous around — even 

at the eleventh hour.” But later he admitted that the case was hopeless and indicated Nervous would 

soon die. He even told the mandali to go to a movie after Nervous’ burial to dissipate their 

inevitably gloomy mood − and perhaps in honor of Nervous’ unfulfilled dream of becoming a film 

actor. 

Baba left for Karachi that afternoon with a few of the mandali. When he arrived at Mach 

station, he received a telegram of Nervous’ demise. Nervous kept his promise of dedication to the 

last and died at a very young age. The Master reminded those with him that, in the past at Manzil-

e-Meem, he had predicted two or three members of his circle would have to die, and that Nervous 

was the first. 

They arrived in Karachi on 17 July. The following day, a large bungalow with a garden 

and a fountain was rented. Baba had a tour of the land that had been selected by Ardeshir and 

Ramjoo. Afterward they drove to Manghopir, eleven miles north of Karachi, where the remains of 

Pir Mangho, a famous 12th-century Sufi saint, are enshrined.246 Manghopir is also famed for its hot 

sulphur springs, and there were many lepers bathing, in the hope that the mineral waters would cure 

them. Further along the path were separate springs in which tourists were found bathing. 

On Sunday, 20 July, the rest of the mandali arrived from Quetta with their belongings. The 

luggage stored in Sukkur had been brought to Quetta and the owners of the bungalow and land in 

Sukkur were amply compensated and their properties were returned to them. 

In Karachi, a discussion ensued about future activities. Baba explained his new plan to the 

men: “Besides working in the orchard here, another project will have to be started. After all 

arrangements are made, a department will be opened where the poor and disabled will be fed and 

clothed. It will not be an asylum for the poor and helpless, but you will have to search throughout 

the city for such people and bring them here. The search should be very thorough and systematic, 

not careless or haphazard.” He surprisingly mentioned buying a car for this work. 

Baba continued, “Besides this work with the destitute, you will have to continuously repeat 

the name of God and can only speak to me if the matter relates to the work at hand.” 

None of the mandali was particularly enthusiastic about this new project. Finding them in 

a sullen mood on the next day, Baba stopped discussing the topic and informed those who had 

families that they were free to go home and lead a normal family life. However, within minutes of 

making this decision, he canceled the whole plan of settling in Karachi and decided instead to return 

to Bombay — from where those who wanted to could go home. 

Throughout his life, Meher Baba always kept the women of his group separate from the 

men mandali. No one except Gustadji could attend to the women and he, too, was not permitted to 

visit them except for specific work. The women were also instructed to repeat the name of God — 

Yezdan — and were given household duties to perform. Pilamai would come often to see the ladies, 

and Baba once took the women to visit her house. 

During the evening before leaving for Bombay, Baba gave every one of the men a bath by 

having them lean over a fountain and pouring water over their heads. The next morning, 21 July, 

 
245 Normally, Zoroastrians are taken to a Tower of Silence upon their death, but Quetta did not have one 

then. Five years later, on a trip to Quetta in 1929, Baba visited Nervous’ grave. 
246 Pir Mangho (or Mungho) was a disciple of the Perfect Master Baba Farid Shakkar Ganj. 



he quickly departed with some of the mandali, leaving instructions that the rest should follow to 

Bombay with the luggage. 

Arriving back in Bombay on Friday, 25 July 1924, they stayed at Kaikhushru Masa’s 

apartment at Irani Mansion. Soonamasi and especially Khorshed were happy he had returned. Baba 

had been gone for a month and a half − not twelve years, as he had told them he would be. By the 

end of July, those mandali with families had departed for their respective homes, and only six men 

remained with the Master. 

One day at Irani Mansion, Mehera and Khorshed decided to cook doodh pak with puris — 

a sweetened, thickened milk-based dessert with small, round, deep-fried wheat puris. The milk 

would not thicken, so Mehera added flour to it. When it was served to Baba, he inquired, “What is 

this? Who has cooked it?” Soonamasi replied that they were doodh-pak puris prepared by Mehera 

and Khorshed. Baba sent for them and asked, “Have you ever seen doodh pak puri in your life? 

Has your father ever tasted it? Is this doodh pak or gruel for a sick man? Do I look ill to you?” 

But the next day Baba told them to prepare potato patties and said that he would teach them 

how to make them. He cooked the potato dish in the kitchen, and also taught Mehera how to make 

patrel — a vegetable delicacy. Then he pointed to the hot stove, explaining: "As the fire burns in 

the stove, so should the fire of love burn in your heart!” 

During this period, Daulatmai contributed a large sum of money to the Master. Meher Baba 

instructed that a portion of it be kept aside for educational and social work in the names of Hazrat 

Babajan and Upasni Maharaj, and that part be kept for rendering technical training to the poorer 

Zoroastrians in Persia. Some of her gift was also used to render financial assistance to a few families 

of the mandali in the form of prasad from the Master. The sum meant for Persia was handed over 

to the editor of Kaiser-i-Hind (a Gujarati weekly newspaper) to be held in a trust. 

 

Within a few days, Baba decided to leave on an extensive tour throughout India for an 

indefinite period, and he said he would cover part of the distance on foot. Regarding his intentions, 

he made a strange statement: “I wish to take the darshan of 5,000 sadhus. Wherever I see sadhus, I 

will take their darshan.” 

He then instructed Daulatmai and Mehera, “Stay with Rustom and Freiny at Khushru 

Quarters until I return. Afterward, when permanent living arrangements are made, I will call you.” 

So both moved to Ahmednagar, and Naja returned home to Poona with her father Masaji and her 

aunt Dowla Masi. Her brother Pendu was still in Quetta since the middle of the Gujarat journey 

more than a year ago, and Baba had not called him back to join the mandali. 

Baba ordered Vajifdar to remain behind in Bombay. Behramji had recently returned from 

Persia, and Baba instructed him, Gustadji, Baily, and Padri to purchase the necessities for the 

journey, such as bedding rolls, clothes, shoes, et cetera — for once the journey started they would 

not be allowed to buy anything. Thus the load which they were to carry became heavy. Padri was 

appointed the unwelcome duty of manager, with instructions to look after all arrangements during 

their travel. He also kept a diary of the journey. On Friday, 1 August 1924, they began their tour 

and headed to Poona. 

After a brief rest in Poona it was proposed that they proceed to Raichur, and they departed 

around noon on 2 August. Bala Tambat, Ghani, Jalbhai, Masaji, Ramjoo, Rustom, Sadashiv and 

Vishnu were on the platform of the Poona railway station to bid them farewell. In the compartment 

were two sadhus begging for food. As soon as the train pulled out of Poona, Baba approached them. 

He fed the sadhus, gave them dakshina (a monetary offering) and bowed at their feet. 

After a while Baba asked Padri to inquire when the train would be arriving in Raichur. 
Informed that it would arrive at 4:00 A.M. the following morning, Baba unexpectedly decided to 



prolong their journey, saying that it was a very inconvenient hour and that they should continue to 

Madras. 

Padri bought tickets to Madras, which was reached at 9:30 P.M., 3 August. They stayed at 

the Shaikh Siddiqui choultry near the railway station.247 The next day, inquiries were made for 

travel to Porto Novo, but the area was heavily flooded by the monsoons and many had been 

rendered homeless. It was then that Baba’s statement before starting was remembered: “During this 

journey, I will serve the sufferers.” 

Roasted chickpeas, cheese and bread were bought as snacks during the train ride. Baba 

instructed Padri to keep plenty of change handy so that when Baba touched the feet of sadhus, they 

could be given a few coins as dakshina. 

Due to the flood damage, only one train was proceeding to Porto Novo and that, too, with 

much difficulty. There was a tremendous crowd pushing and shoving near the booking office, and 

ticket sales had stopped. Padri returned to where Baba was waiting, without tickets. Baba told him 

instead of buying the usual third class he should try to get second class tickets, but Padri pleaded 

that nothing was available due to the rush to board the only train for Porto Novo. Baba reproved 

Padri for not thinking of buying the tickets earlier. Baba expressed his unhappiness as they were 

forced by circumstances to return to the dharamshala. 

At the dharamshala, Baba made enigmatic remarks which he kept repeating during the 

entire journey: “I want to touch the feet of 5,000 sadhus, and I pray that they will abuse and insult 

me, which will tear to shreds my divine ego and crush my Baba-hood!” He then narrated stories 

about Lord Ram and Upasni Maharaj, both of whom were much maligned during their respective 

wanderings in India. 

It was resolved the following day to go to the Nilgiris Hills instead of Porto Novo. They 

left Madras for Ooty at 6:30 P.M. on 5 August. Their plan was to arrive the next day at 

Mettupalaiyam junction (which Baba would refer to as “Petroleum”) and change trains there. They 

stretched out in the compartment and promptly fell asleep. The next morning, although the train 

passed station after station, Mettupalaiyam was nowhere in sight. When they asked a fellow 

passenger about it, he looked at them with surprise and said that this compartment was not going 

to Mettupalaiyam. It had been detached in the middle of the night while they were asleep and had 

been linked to another train. 

So they got down at the next station and caught another train to Mettupalaiyam. Baba 

scolded Padri severely for his carelessness. (Padri later aptly described it as “being whipped by the 

lash of Baba’s words!”) Not only was Baba in an irritable mood, but he was also suffering 

indigestion and diarrhea. He had begun to pass watery stools as soon as they had left Madras, but, 

though his health suffered, he wanted to continue the journey. 

They left for Mettupalaiyam at 12:45 P.M. on 6 August. The tracks were now meter-gauge, 

and the train they boarded was a tiny mountain train with only first and third class compartments. 

It climbed the mountainous ascent very slowly, thus allowing them to view the picturesque scenery 

of the Nilgiris Mountains (which means the Blue Hills). Unfortunately, cold winds were blowing 

and all soon felt chilled. 

When they reached Ooty at 3:30 P.M., it was even colder and all were shivering and feeling 

stiff. Behramji and Padri went to the market to buy dal and vegetables, but could find neither, so a 

meal of bread and dry roasted chickpeas had to suffice. Baba had a fever and it was decided to 

return to Coonoor, stay there for the night, and the next day walk back to Mettupalaiyam. They left 

Ooty at 6:20 P.M., reaching Coonoor at 7:45 P.M.; but due to fog, it was pitch dark and there was 

only one kerosene lantern on the railway platform. There they ate dinner in a Hindu restaurant. 

 
247 A choultry is a resting place for visitors where rooms and food are provided by a charitable institution; 

similar to a dharamshala or serai. 



They spent the night in the railroad compartment, as the train was not going further. Due to his 

fever, Baba tossed fitfully throughout the night. 

Even though Baba was in poor health, the journey was not postponed. At 7:20 the next 

morning, they started on foot for “Petroleum,” 21 miles away. After descending several miles, they 

rested for a while near a small village, where the mandali made a meal of bread and cheese. Baba, 

feeling too ill to eat, acidly remarked, “Don’t you see, I am suffering? I have not eaten anything 

since yesterday. I had no sleep at all during the night. You men not only rested and refreshed 

yourselves but are now having your fill. Have some thought for me!” 

He then turned to Padri and said sharply, “Never become a Baba!” This remark and Baba’s 

others about crushing his own “Baba-hood” were aimed at Baily. It was a warning for the future, 

as we shall see. 
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After breakfast, they resumed their journey on foot. Baba’s fever worsened and he would 

stop frequently along the road. The area surrounding Coonoor is famous for its tea plantations 

which produce large quantities of excellent tea. It was curious that the mandali could not find tea 

served in any of the restaurants they tried. Only coffee was available, but Baba wanted tea, which 

proved impossible to procure. With his permission, the four men had a cup of coffee, though during 

the whole trek, Baba went without food and drink. 

On this tour Baba would distribute grams (chickpeas) to the children of the villages they 

passed along the way, and in this manner the grain stock they were carrying was depleted. They 

walked for sixteen miles and then traveled the remaining five miles from Kalla to Mettupalaiyam 

by train. From there they rode to Madras and arrived at 8:30 on the morning of Friday, 8 August, 

and stayed in a rest house. Baba’s fever still had not broken. 

As mentioned, Baba had been goading Baily all along the journey. When they reached 

Madras, Baily told Baba that he was unable to go any further. Baba frankly told him a few 

unwelcome truths about his argumentative nature and scornfully said he could go wherever he 

liked! Baily decided to return to Poona and left the next morning. The excess luggage and overcoats 

were sent back with him, thus relieving the group of carrying some of the cumbersome items. 

Before Baily’s departure, Baba remarked, “Not one of you has any feeling of love for me! 

I have had no sleep for the last four nights, while all of you have slept deeply — snoring away in 

your beddings. Every one of you is selfish; not one of you follows me literally — the way I want!” 

A new plan was then formulated. Baba proposed to go from Madras to Calcutta and then 

Hardwar, where Vajifdar was to meet them. From Hardwar they would go to Sakori, covering the 

distance of 1200 miles on foot. On the way, Baba said, they would visit places of pilgrimage such 

as Benares and Sarnath, and reach Sakori by the end of January 1925. 

New travel arrangements were immediately made, and Baba reiterated in the afternoon: “I 

want to shatter to smithereens my Baba-hood and my divine ego! What have you gained by being 

with me so long? I have journeyed this far to meet sadhus who will kick me, insult me, abuse me 

and spit on me! It is my heart’s desire that whenever and wherever I lay my head on the feet of a 

saint, he should kick me violently in the head! This is my longing, from the very depths of my 

heart. And I am going to bring about such a situation.” 

Baba then offered this prayer: “O God! I will improve if I am kicked. I will be benefited if 

my ego is destroyed and the mandali, too, will benefit by this. What have they gained by being with 

me during these last two years? At least, if my pride is crushed, they will gain something from 

that.” 

He told the three men, “It is you who have bestowed Baba-hood on me, and I now want to 

get rid of it because I have experienced that I myself have no ‘stuff’ in me. In this way, in the course 

of taking darshan of sadhus and saints, if I come across a Maha Purush [Perfect One] who 

humiliates, rebukes and abuses me, I will remain with him, follow him and never return. You, too, 

should do the same so that your life may be worthwhile; or else neither are we fakirs nor amirs 

[neither ascetics nor worldly men]. We are neither here nor there!” 

These seemingly strange remarks had a direct bearing on what was happening among the 

men. Baba was fed up with the fighting between Gustadji and Behramji, and his arrows were 

directed particularly toward them. Both men were stubborn and would constantly quarrel on the 

slightest pretext over the pettiest things. In their moments of anger, they would often disregard 

Baba’s orders. By criticizing himself and them, the Master was giving them a lesson in humility 

and self-effacement. 

Baba had decided that their next venture would be in Calcutta, and he led Padri, Gustadji 

and Behramji to the train station. Again there was a throng of people clamoring for tickets, but 



Padri shoved his way through and purchased four inter-class tickets. But when Padri presented 

them, he found Baba to be very annoyed at his having bought inter-class tickets, which were slightly 

more expensive than third class tickets but less than second class. Baba chastised him: “Why did 

you buy them? Why this extravagance? Is your father a raja [king]? Does this money belong to 

your father? Answer me!” 

Padri explained that there was such a swarm of people near the third class office that it was 

impossible to get tickets. They were lucky to have obtained these. But Baba reprimanded him, 

saying, “If you could not buy third class tickets, you should have come back and informed me.” 

Padri countered, “Had I done so, you would have surely told me to buy inter-class tickets. 

When we tried to go to Porto Novo, you told me to try for second and even first class ones.” 

“Because I said a thing once, does that mean a law has been laid down for all time? You 

are profoundly mistaken if you think so!” But later, as was expected, Padri was pardoned for his 

mistake. 

During this journey Baba wished to remain incognito. When they were about to board the 

compartment at eight in the morning on 9 August 1924, three Parsis arrived on the platform. Despite 

the Master’s strict order not to divulge his identity, Behramji, when questioned by the strangers, 

blurted out that he was traveling with Meher Baba. They then insisted on meeting the Master, and 

Baba politely expressed his happiness to have met them, although he was glaring at Behramji the 

whole time. 

Baba calmed down as they settled in the train, but he continued to recite his “prayer” to be 

kicked by sadhus and saints. Surprisingly, he said he felt hungry. The men were happy that Baba 

finally wanted to eat again, but the only food they had with them was leftover dal. Baba insisted 

that it be heated, but they had no stove. Padri solved the dilemma by taking the vessel to the 

engineer, who obliged him by placing the steel pot on a shovel and sticking it in among the burning 

coals used to fuel the train. Padri then brought the hot dal back to Baba, who ate it with delight and 

later complimented him on his thoughtfulness. 

They reached Howrah (a suburb of Calcutta), at five in the afternoon of 11 August and 

went to a Mughal hotel. It was so dirty that they immediately left for another hotel called the 

Punjabi Bengal. In the evening they went for a two-hour taxicab ride through Calcutta. 

The next day, inquiries were made about visiting Dakshineshwar and the temple where the 

Sadguru Ramakrishna Paramhansa once lived. On 12 August, they boated across the Hooghly River 

to visit the shrine. Near the bank of the river, they came across a blind beggar sitting in squalor. 

Baba and the men swept the filthy area, and then fed and comforted the destitute man. 

Belur Math, the temple and headquarters of the Ramakrishna Mission, is situated on the 

banks of the Hooghly River, not far from Dakshineshwar Village. The main temple is a beautiful 

structure, surrounded by twelve smaller ones. The shrine is a peaceful and quiet sanctuary, located 

at the edge of the teeming city’s slums. Baba and the men made obeisance in the room used by 

Ramakrishna for his Universal work. In another room, they viewed the statue of Kali, which 

Ramakrishna worshiped, and the relics associated with the Perfect Master’s life (such as his 

sandals).248 They also viewed the rooms used by Vivekananda and Ramakrishna’s other disciples. 

While returning, Baba noticed a humble Hindu temple and went inside. Here a sincere 

devotee had lovingly kept Ramakrishna’s large photograph in perfect condition. Baba greeted him, 

and after an inquiry, gave the man some advice about his meditations. 

They then returned to their hotel, and left Calcutta at 7:30 the same evening for the long 

journey to Hardwar, situated in the foothills of the Himalayas. They arrived two days later on 14 

August. 

 
248 Kali is the mother-goddess of the universe. 



The scapegoat for the Master’s abuses and teasing had been Baily. But since he had 

departed, Padri became Baba's target. At each station, Baba would tell Padri to get down and find 

out if there was anywhere to have tea or a meal. If he could not find any, he was to ask the 

stationmaster why there was not a restaurant. Even if there was a restaurant at the station, Baba 

would tell Padri to ask the stationmaster to explain why there was no restaurant car attached to the 

train. If they had just eaten lunch and had tea at the previous station, Baba would still insist that 

Padri make these awkward inquiries. 

Padri once became so annoyed, he thought: “To hell with this! I don’t want God or anything 

else! I’m leaving!” But all the money and tickets were with him — tied to a white belt around his 

waist — so he reasoned to himself that he could not just walk away. Sighing, he reluctantly returned 

to their compartment and faced Baba, who started goading him again. 

They arrived in Hardwar on a Thursday which was doubly auspicious, as it was the day of 

the guru and there was a full moon. They went to a Hindu dharamshala, but no rooms were 

available. They managed to persuade the manager to allow them to occupy a portion of the 

verandah. Keeping their luggage there, they went with Baba for a dip in the holy Ganges, where 

there was a great crowd of pilgrims on the steps leading to the river. But the water was so dirty that 

they returned without bathing. 

They hired a car to go to Rishikesh, located in the foothills of the Himalayas. The 

automobile was in a run-down condition and would not start. After a number of attempts, Baba 

became exasperated and hired another car. 

Rishikesh’s ancient name means the abode of sages (rishis). It has been a famous meeting 

place of sadhus, sanyasis and yogis since ancient times. Walking about the town, Baba encountered 

the pilgrims he desired and put his head on the feet of numerous sadhus, and even lepers. Later, in 

a private area, the Master talked with a genuine sadhu named Nepali Baba, who was outwardly and 

inwardly detached from the world. 

From Rishikesh they proceeded to Laxman Jhula (Laxman’s Swing), fourteen miles away. 

However, after a perilous drive across the suspension bridge, they turned back and reached Hardwar 

at one in the afternoon. In Hardwar, Baba decided that they should begin their foot journey to 

Sakori, and preparations were made. After fasting the whole day, the mandali had rice and dal in 

the late afternoon, but Baba still ate nothing. He had stomach pains and was feverish. Adi and 

Vajifdar were telegraphed messages; Vajifdar was instructed to meet them at the Laskar railway 

station. 

The dharamshala at Hardwar was very unclean, so Baba suggested camping near the train 

station. Gustadji and Behramji fell twice carrying the luggage on their heads. Baba also burdened 

himself with luggage and, despite his fasting and poor health, walked with rapid strides. They 

camped for the night in a field near the train station, but Baba was feeling so ill he could not sleep. 

The next morning at six o’clock, the men had tea and cake after washing. It was the first 

time during the journey that Baba had allowed the men to eat anything sweet; yet, Baba still ate 

nothing. At nine o’clock, they left Hardwar, walking rapidly to Laksar. Baba was forced to stop to 

relieve himself along the way, passing watery stools; but soon after he continued walking at a brisk 

pace. After hiking two miles, the mandali ate dal and bread at Jawalpuri, but Baba would not let 

them rest and they continued. The trip proved very taxing as they were carrying bedding rolls, 

clothes, lanterns, umbrellas and other paraphernalia, and the intense heat added to their discomfort. 

In addition, the men were becoming increasingly concerned about Baba’s health, which was not 

improving. 

After walking ten miles, they finally halted at the Pathri railway station. Some sadhus 

arrived on their way to Hardwar, and Baba bowed down to them and handed them a few coins as 

dakshina. One was chanting “Ram! Ram!” Baba later explained that he was not sincere because his 

mind was more engrossed in money and food than God. However, during this encounter, Baba 



strongly lectured the sadhu to continue the way of renunciation and tread the righteous path if he 

was determined to lead the life of a man of God. One of the sadhus was limping; a small stone had 

embedded itself in the heel of his foot. Padri extracted it, then cleaned and bandaged the man’s 

foot. Pedahs (sweets) were then distributed to all the sadhus. 

Early next morning, 16 August 1924, Baba felt very ill and had eight to ten loose bowel 

movements. He was also in an irritable mood, for he had had no sleep the previous night. Gustadji, 

Behramji, and Padri arose at five o’clock appearing fresh and ready to start. Baba became extremely 

vexed and expressed his anger: 

You are all self-servers and have no care for me! You have no real feelings for me in your hearts! Not one of 

you has any thought for me! In the evening I told you that I was suffering from dysentery as I had in Ajmer, but 

none of you paid any attention to me and fell asleep. While you snored soundly throughout the night, I did not 

sleep at all. I passed so many watery stools. No one kept awake with me or even awoke to help me. Has it been 

written in any book that you should go on sleeping and leave your companion alone to suffer? 

Then, about himself, Baba said: “I, too, am a self-server and, because of that, I am traveling 

all over India in search of sadhus who may crush my ego!” 

Padri lost his temper, claiming Baba was being extremely unfair. After allowing Padri to 

vent himself, Baba began leading the walk at 5:45 A.M. 

Near the fourth milestone, a long-haired itinerant, who seemed to be a Muslim, suddenly 

appeared out of nowhere. He amiably approached Baba and saluted him. Then he casually shook 

his hand and went on his way. The mandali were surprised at the stranger’s behavior. But he was 

not unknown to the Master. He was an agent, there for Baba’s inner spiritual work. Who except 

this medium knew what message had been received by simply shaking hands with Baba? 

After this momentary meeting, it soon began to rain and they found shelter in a deserted 

watchman’s cabin near the railway tracks. All except Baba had breakfast there, and they left as 

soon as the rain stopped. Having walked several miles, they came across a stream of crystal clear 

water. They refreshed themselves and rested there for some time. Baba had not eaten anything solid 

for the past several days. He was continually excreting a white glutinous matter, and he suffered 

recurring stomach pains and fever. 

Seeing some children grazing goats in the distance, Baba directed Padri to ask them if they 

had anything to eat. One lad replied he had some chapatis and hot chili chutney. Padri conveyed 

this to Baba who said to pay the boy one anna and bring the chutney. Padri was aghast and said, 

“Baba, you have dysentery. You're not going to eat chutney, are you? It will upset your stomach 

even more!” 

Baba replied, “What do you know? On the contrary, the chutney will eliminate my 

dysentery and cure me!” Reluctantly, Padri paid the boy, brought the chutney, and Baba ate it with 

a chapati from Gustadji. All gazed in disbelief while he appeared, for the first time in days, to be 

quite happy and satisfied. 

Age was astonished. “Can anyone imagine the mystery of the Avatar’s love and work? He 

ate after meeting with one of his spiritual agents — having done some work on the inner planes. 

And the simple shepherd boy did not have any notion of who Meher Baba was. What depth of love 

the Beloved possessed to accept the boy’s offering without his knowing to whom his humble food 

was given.” 

After eating the chutney, Baba sent word to the boy that it was delicious. He had broken 

his fast with the shepherd boy’s spontaneous sharing. Meanwhile, the boy had been intently staring 

at Baba, charmed by his animated features. 

Feeling refreshed, Baba continued on, leading the men to Laksar which they reached at one 

in the afternoon on 16 August. The men were exhausted from carrying their heavy loads on the 



nine-mile trek from Pathri. After washing at a public well, they ate lunch in a Hindu restaurant and 

rested through the afternoon in the waiting room at the railway station. 

In the evening Padri and Behramji went to look for a suitable lodge. They found a Hindu 

dharamshala, but the manager was suspicious and asked them, “To what community do you 

belong? You don’t look like Hindus.” 

Padri replied that they were Parsis. The manager was puzzled, inquiring, “Parsi? I have 

never heard of such a community. I am sorry, but we cannot accommodate you here.” Padri pleaded, 

explaining that they were, in fact, Zoroastrians. But the manager said, “Tell the truth, are you 

Hindus or Muslims?” 

“I am neither; I am a Zoroastrian!” Padri insisted. And to show the manager, he lifted his 

shirt and revealed his kusti (sacred thread) tied around his waist. The manager was worried that 

Padri might be a Muslim causing trouble; but persuaded that he was not, he allowed them to use 

the verandah of the dharamshala. 

When the man pulled out the guest register, Padri signed it as “Faredoon Naoroji Driver” 

and Behramji registered as “Beheram Faredoon Irani.” 

Since it is common in India to adopt one’s father’s name as one’s middle name, the 

manager again looked confused, pointed to Behramji, and asked Padri, “Are you his father?” 

Padri laughed and replied, “You can see I am much younger than he; how could I be his 

father?” 

Baba tried to relax on the verandah, but due to the stench of a nearby gutter, he decided not 

to stay at the dharamshala. Padri was sent to the train station to seek permission to sleep in the 

waiting room for two days. By chance there was a local Parsi at the station, and after Padri talked 

with the stationmaster, the stationmaster asked the Parsi for corroboration. 

Even though Padri again insisted that his party consisted of Zoroastrians from Bombay 

(even showing his kusti again), the man was not convinced and asked, “Why would Zoroastrians 

go to Hardwar? Every Bombay man is not a Parsi.” However, despite the suspicions of the Parsi, 

the stationmaster allowed them to use the waiting room. 

The next day, 17 August 1924, a telegram was sent to Sadashiv instructing him to meet 

them in Benares. Baba spent the rest of the day bowing to sadhus. Many were at the station, as 

Laksar is a major junction for people on pilgrimage to Hardwar. 

Vajifdar arrived at 4:00 A.M. the following morning with the latest news about matters in 

Bombay. Baba explained to him about the proposed foot journey to Sakori. Baba asked the four 

men whether they should proceed to Sakori by foot, searching for sadhus and saints on the way, or 

journey by train to different places of pilgrimage, and eventually return to Meherabad? Gustadji, 

Behramji, and Padri were eager to put an immediate end to the foot journey and continue touring 

by train. Unexpectedly, Baba also agreed to stop walking. With Vajifdar, they took a train from 

Laksar at 1:30 P.M. and reached Moradabad at six that evening. 

 

Arriving in Moradabad, Baba immediately set out in search of sadhus and found one in a 

temple near the river. The holy man must have been genuine, because not only did Baba bow to 

him, but the mandali did so as well. For the men to bow down was an unusual occurrence, and the 

sadhu applied ash to each man’s forehead, including Baba’s. 

While returning, Baba spotted a mast seated in filth under a neem tree. It was learned that 

this God-intoxicated man had been sitting in that spot for four years, and had never moved despite 

all types of weather conditions. He would excrete where he was sitting into his hand and throw the 
feces over his shoulder, wiping his hands on his straw mat. After discovering that the mast was 

extremely fond of kulfi (ice cream), Baba fed him a large amount. Baba paid a nearby restaurant 

owner five rupees to feed the mast kulfi whenever he wished more. 



Baba, with his companions, slept on the railway platform and departed for Bhopal the 

following day, Tuesday, 19 August. Baba’s health continued to be poor; he had many motions and 

vomited also. They changed trains at Lucknow, but Padri stayed in the train and continued to 

Benares to meet Sadashiv. He was directed to proceed with him to Baroda, where all would meet. 

Baba arrived in Bhopal on the afternoon of the 20th of August and there, too, he continued to search 

out and bow to sadhus. 

Adi arrived from Ahmednagar the next day and pleaded with Baba to end his wandering 

and come back to Meherabad. Baba did not give him a definite answer and left in the evening for 

Ratlam, allowing Adi to accompany them. Behramji was sent ahead to Baroda to make the 

necessary arrangements. On the train Baba’s health had suffered alarmingly, so they decided to rest 

in Baroda for a couple of days until he regained his strength. 

They reached Ratlam on the morning of 22 August. For some hours Baba walked about the 

city contacting and bowing to sadhus. Reaching Baroda at 8:00 P.M. in the evening, they 

rendezvoused with Padri, Sadashiv and Behramji. Baba then ordered Adi back to Ahmednagar. 

Behramji had arranged for their stay in the Gujarat Hindu Lodge, where Baba stated, “After 

journeying to Mount Abu, our tour will end and we will return to Meherabad and settle there.” The 

men were glad to hear this since they were exhausted after traveling continually for three weeks. 

One factor in Baba’s decision (although unmentioned) was that their money was almost all spent. 

There was an unexpected change the next day. Although it was quite hot, Baba and the 

men casually went about sightseeing in Baroda; they visited the Maharaj’s palace, the Baroda 

Museum and Art Gallery and other tourist sights of the town. 

Afterward Baba discussed a new plan with Sadashiv: “We will settle in the Sinhagad Fort 

area, near Poona. Sinhagad is an ideal place for the resident mandali to live. There we can lead a 

quiet, secluded life since it has a salubrious climate, with plenty of water. And, besides, it is in 

Babajan’s territory.” 

Instead of resting in Baroda as planned, Baba left two days later at 10:00 P.M. and arrived 

at Ujjain on 25 August at 1:00 P.M. After lunch, he set out in search of more sadhus and found 

many on the banks of the Sipra River; there were several lepers as well. Baba bowed to the sadhus, 

placing his forehead on their feet, and gave them money as his dakshina. 

A temple was located on the banks of the Sipra River, and Baba told Sadashiv to bathe first 

in the river, and then go to the temple and offer worship according to Hindu rites. Two strange 

sadhus were found in a hut next to the temple. One of them was a leper whose eyes were badly 

affected and whose fingers were almost completely wasted away. 

Baba approached them gently. He placed some coins on the ground before the sadhus, but 

when he bent over to place his head at their feet, the leprous sadhu withdrew his legs with a loud 

“HUMPH!” Instead of touching his feet, Baba folded his hands and reverently bowed his head to 

the man, then quietly left. 

This leprous sadhu knew who had come to bow to him. Baba later indicated that the sadhu 

was spiritually advanced. Before they left the river site, the sadhu began singing melodiously and 

beating a rhythm on his thighs, as if to convey his great joy at having had Baba’s darshan. 

Leaving Ujjain at 4:00 P.M., they arrived in Mortakka at 10:00 P.M. on 25 August. They 

slept on the station platform and the next morning rode in a bullock cart to Omkareshwar 

(Mandhata), a famous place of pilgrimage for Hindus, twelve miles away.249 Padri, too, was now 

suffering from dysentery and stayed behind in the town. Although Baba himself was still quite ill 

and feeling weak, he made the journey in the bullock cart suffering its jolts. 

 
249 Omkareshwar is where Upasni Maharaj had first developed breathing trouble from entering the initial 

stages of samadhi, which led him to seek help from Narayan Maharaj and Sai Baba. 



In Omkareshwar, Baba met a Bengali pundit (a Brahmin scholar or priest) named Nirmal 
Ananda Swami. The local people called him Mahatma, taking him to be a holy man. While Baba 

talked with him (in English), Sadashiv was instructed to take a bath in the sacred Narmada River. 

With the swami’s help, Baba found a number of other sadhus in the area to whom he could bow. 

They returned to Mortakka at 10:00 P.M. and immediately departed by train for Baroda. 

On 27 August 1924, at a wayside station, an elderly Muslim wanted to board their 

compartment. It was sundown and Padri tried to stop him, since Baba had said he wished to be 

alone. But the man caught a glimpse of Baba and insisted on having a closer look. Pointing to Baba, 

he started shouting, “Why are you preventing me from meeting that gentleman? I only want to 

shake hands with him. Why do you stop me?” 

He then got into the train and held out his hand to Baba, who extended his. After clutching 

hands, the Muslim was quite happy, and Baba spoke with him for a long time. During their 

conversation the man took out a chunk of opium, folded it in a chapati and swallowed it. When 

Baba casually asked about the Pavagarh Hills, the man praised the place vociferously and was 

humorous in his language and manner. The drug took effect, and in an expansive mood, he 

continued to sing the praises of Pavagarh: “It’s heaven, I tell you! A paradise on earth!” And to the 

surprise of the mandali, Baba appeared to take the man seriously and decided to go there instead of 

to Mount Abu. 

At eight that evening, Baba, Behramji, Padri, and Gustadji arrived in Baroda and stayed 

once again in the Gujarat Hindu Lodge. Sadashiv remained on the train and returned directly to 

Poona. The next afternoon at 4:00 P.M. they walked to Pavagarh and reached the foot of the 

mountain at nine that evening. 

They had to carry their baggage along the narrow jungle road, and Padri asked Gustadji to 

light a lantern to guide them, implying that Baba might trip and fall. But Gustadji insisted that the 

other travelers along the road were carrying lanterns and there was sufficient light and no need to 

waste kerosene. As they began to follow one man, he walked briskly ahead, leaving them stumbling 

in the dark. Padri fell down and injured his leg and later vented his anger at Gustadji. A Muslim 

police officer happened by and escorted them to a dharamshala where they rested for the night. As 

the place was situated in the middle of the jungle and was frequented by wild animals, the 

policeman strongly advised them to stay indoors and not venture out in the night. 

On 29 August they awoke at 6:00 A.M. and soon began climbing the steep mountain, whose 

summit was engulfed in a thick fog. Baba continued to suffer from dysentery and was passing a 

glutinous liquid; he had pains in his stomach, which only subsided a little whenever he stopped 

walking for a few minutes. Despite this condition, his pace up the formidable trail was the swiftest. 

They stopped twice along the way to have tea; in contrast to their climb through the Nilgiris Hills, 

excellent tea was available, but Baba had not allowed them to have any before they started. 

After climbing three miles, they reached the summit on which a Hindu temple had been 

dedicated to Kali. Thousands of people flocked there during the annual fair, but the daily number 

of pilgrims averaged only a few dozen. Baba and the mandali went inside the Kali temple and 

bowed to the shrine of the Divine Mother. 

Beyond the temple was the dargah of a Muslim saint named Sajjan Shah Wali. Baba again 

led the men inside and all bowed their heads on the saint’s tomb. 

They sat for a while viewing the ruins of the fort and enjoying the beautiful scenery of the 

hills and valley. While relaxing, Baba again brought up the subject of residing at Sinhagad near 

Poona and living in huts which they would construct. The mandali liked the idea more since the 

area was similar to Pavagarh. 

They descended the mountain at noon. After lunch, they returned to Baroda at 8:15 P.M., 

spending the night in the Gujarat Lodge. 



The following day, the Master again repeated his same enigmatic statement that he had 

done throughout the tour: “I am not a Baba!” 

Confronting the mandali, he cried out, “It is you who have bestowed Baba-hood upon me! 

Now sadhus and saints want to crush me!” 

By this time, Padri, Gustadji, and Behramji were fed up with hearing this baffling repetition 

and pleaded with Baba to cease such statements. In reply, Baba said, “I am serious, I have no stuff 

in me! And my Masters, Babajan and Maharaj, also have no stuff in them! Upasni Maharaj is not 

even a saint, let alone a Sadguru!” 

When one of the men asked why he uttered such strange statements about his Masters, 

Baba explained, “Divine Law compels me to say it, and Divine Law applies to you also. Whatever 

you do, you are obliged to do it according to Divine Law.” 

Baba’s remarks were mainly directed toward Padri, who was only 21 at the time. The 

reason Baba was constantly repeating this over and over again was that Padri’s mind had become 

disturbed, thinking: “What type of spirituality is this? What type of Masters are these who behave 

toward one another in a way in which even ordinary people would hesitate to act!” 

When Padri had delivered the horse Sufi and the ox Sant to Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, 

Maharaj had not only abused and cursed him terribly, but he also refused to accept the animals. 

This was inexplicable when it had been clearly explained that they had been sent by Meher Baba. 

Padri thought: “If Baba already knew what was going to happen, why did he send Nervous 

and me there in the first place? Why did Maharaj act so furiously?” Along the tour, the questions 

disturbing Padri’s mind were answered by Baba at different times without ever being voiced. Padri 

knew Baba’s remarks were directed at him and felt ashamed for doubting the wisdom of the 

Master’s orders, though he found no way to understand their full meaning. 

Despite their attempts to control their minds, the men still became fed up with Baba for 

repeating the same theme again and again. He would do so morning, noon, and night, until they 

could not tolerate hearing how saints and sadhus were out to destroy his Baba-hood. It would not 

be a matter of him saying he was “not a Baba” for a few minutes — the mandali were made to 

listen to the same haranguing monologue for hours, until they could stand it no longer and would 

plead with him to stop. 

At times the Master would curse them to arouse them out of their laxness. He also tried to 

create doubts in their minds by confronting them: “What do you know? You only say I am God in 

human form. Do you really believe I am God? What have you gained from me? Have you gained 

anything? Tell me what you are thinking! Speak up!” Thus the Master “hammered” away at his 

close disciples until they were thoroughly fed up. 

Baba changed their route again. Instead of Sakori, he headed toward Bombay. Adi was 

telegraphed in Ahmednagar and instructed to meet them there with Masaji. After spending ten days 

in the area, on 9 September the group left Baroda and arrived in Bombay. Baba and the men stayed 

with Kaikhushru Masa and Vajifdar’s families in Irani Mansion for a week; a permanent residence 

was still to be settled. 

After only a few days, Baba decided to visit Goa and other places in South India with some 

of the mandali. Padri was exhausted from their recent journey and entreated Baba to allow him to 

stay behind. Moreover, he was mentally fatigued from Baba’s constant goading. He pleaded with 

Baba not to take him. But Baba, pinching his throat in the Indian gesture of a promise, said, “Come 

along. I swear I won’t bother you anymore.” Padri did not believe him. 

Padri, one of the youngest mandali, was often caught between the quarrels of the older 

men, especially Gustadji and Behramji, who had been at loggerheads throughout the journey. This, 

along with Baba’s constant teasing, had caused too much emotional turmoil for him to endure any 

longer. Padri himself had a short temper and feared that he might become so enraged that he would 



say something disrespectful, for which he might have to repent for the rest of his life. Despite 

Baba’s promise, Padri did not go. Baba appointed Vajifdar manager in his place. 

 

On 14 September 1924, Baba left Bombay for Poona with Gustadji, Behramji, Masaji and 

Vajifdar. From Poona, they immediately departed for Panjim. During the train ride, Vajifdar fell ill 

with a fever, and by the time they reached Londa his condition had worsened. 

In Londa, on some pretext, Baba became angry with Vajifdar and ordered him to lie down 

on a bench on the station platform; Masaji was ordered to look after him, while Behramji was sent 

to bring fresh milk. Baba and Gustadji ate in a Hindu restaurant and brought food back for Behramji 

and Masaji. Vajifdar was given the milk and the journey resumed. Amazingly, by Baba’s venting 

his rage at him, Vajifdar’s condition steadily improved, and after a few hours he was completely 

well. All their luggage (except Baba’s bedroll) was sprayed with a disinfectant at Castle Rock 

station. 

Leaving the train at the port of Marmagao, they went by boat to Panjim and reached there 

after an hour and a half. They stayed in a large hotel owned by Christians. At Panjim and in the 

town of Old Goa, they saw various Portuguese churches and other Christian landmarks. The most 

important church they visited was the Basilica of Bom (Good) Jesus — which contains the body of 

Francis Xavier who is revered as a saint.250 The mummified body of the Jesuit priest and missionary 

has been preserved since the 16th century and is still displayed to the public once every few years. 

Goa is one of the few areas in India that is predominantly Christian, and this basilica is considered 

the most important place of Catholic pilgrimage in India. Baba made an extensive tour of the 

elaborate church, even climbing the dark spiral staircase of the disused bell tower. 

Perhaps Baba was able to complete his work early, because after staying in Goa for only 

three days, he decided to return to Bombay. In Bombay, he again stayed at Irani Mansion in Dadar. 

 

During the succeeding three months of September, October and November 1924, Baba was 

mostly at Meherabad, but he traveled back and forth between Bombay and Ahmednagar several 

times with one or two of the mandali. The purpose of his frequent trips was to establish a permanent 

place of residence for himself and the mandali. The plan to settle in Sinhagad had been abandoned. 

The Master began regularly visiting the family of Nusserwan Satha at their large joint-

family residence-cum-business complex in Ahmednagar, called Akbar Press — which housed a 

cotton mill and later a printing press. When Baba was staying at Meherabad, his mail would be 

addressed to Akbar Press, and Nusserwan would forward it by messenger to Meherabad. 

Sometimes Baba would go to the Satha home to eat lunch and relax, sitting under a shady tree in 

the compound, discussing matters with his mandali and Nusserwan. Nusserwan had one step-

brother Ardeshir, four brothers — Meherjee, Jemi, Homi, and Piloo;251 and four sisters — 

Banumasi Kerawala, Gaimai Jessawala, Gula Satha, and Shirin Damania. Gradually, by his 

frequent visits, all the members of this Parsi family were deeply drawn to him and accepted Meher 

Baba as their Spiritual Master. In the years that followed, his spiritual connection with the Satha 

and Jessawala families became very significant. 

Also, during this period, new contacts were established in Ahmednagar and Bombay; these 

newcomers were to prove useful in the Master’s work in the near future. Gangaram Pawar (who 

 

250 Francis Xavier (1506–1562) was a Catholic priest who helped found the Jesuits. Called the “Apostle to 

the Indies,” he spent eleven years as a missionary in southeast Asia and Japan, before settling in India. 

251 The brothers were known by all as: Meherjee Mama, Jemi Mama, Homi Mama and Piloo Mama. 



served Baba bhakri when he first visited Arangaon during 1923) became closely connected with 

the Master at this time. Gangaram was a carpenter and he would now spend his days at Meherabad 

doing repairs. A Christian, Pawar would occasionally read the Bible in Marathi to Baba. Because 

he was older than the other residents, he was nicknamed Ajoba, which means Grandfather. 252 

Maruti Patil, the headman of the village, also became closely associated with Baba. And 

because of these two men, all the villagers in Arangaon came to know of Meher Baba. 

One old connection outwardly severed at this time was with Homi Vajifdar, the cricketer. 

One of Vajifdar’s close friends had passed away, but before the man died Vajifdar had promised to 

look after his widow. Baba advised Vajifdar to join his mandali, but Vajifdar felt obligated to honor 

his promise to his friend. Baba then told him to go his own way. It would be seven long years before 

Vajifdar saw Baba again. 

Mehera and her mother Daulatmai were staying with Rustom and Freiny at Khushru 

Quarters in Ahmednagar, and Small Khorshed, too, was staying with them. At times Baba would 

call them to Meherabad to see him. Baba instructed the women to meditate and write the 

Zoroastrian name of God, Yezdan, over and over again for half an hour each day. They were then 

to cut the paper into small pieces and roll each piece bearing the name, Yezdan, into a tiny roll and 

save them all. Later he added that the small scrolls would eventually be immersed in the sea. 

In addition, Baba assigned the women the work of stitching clothes for the children and 

poor of Arangaon. One day at Meherabad he asked, “How many shirts have you sewn?” They 

replied that they had made about 50. “Is that all?” he inquired. “Can’t you do the work more 

quickly? By now you should have sewn at least 200!” They accepted this challenge and returned 

to Ahmednagar. 

After some time, Baba permitted Mehera, Daulatmai and Small Khorshed to move to 

Meherabad and they were accommodated in the Post Office. Dowla Masi, Naja and Big Khorshed 

joined them from Poona. Thus, these six women became the first women to stay permanently at 

Meherabad. The shirts they had stitched so lovingly were distributed by Baba to the poor of 

Arangaon. 

Once Baba called Mehera and told her, “From today you are my orderly.” Gustadji was 

instructed to give Baba’s trunk to her, in which all of his personal belongings were kept. Mehera 

was told to prepare and send Baba’s tea, wash his clothes and clean his plate and glass daily. 253 

Baba would come to the ladies’ verandah early in the morning. He would call out to Naja, 

“Eh Najru! It’s past six, time to awaken!” Naja would hurry out of bed and Baba, sitting on an 

empty tea crate, would melodiously sing, “I will always be the handmaid of my Master!” 

Singing this one line, Baba would sometimes dance a few steps — like Krishna with his 

gopis (women disciples). At other times, when he would sing Tukaram’s bhajans he would appear 

extraordinarily happy and radiant. However, when his mood would be spoiled by one of the ladies’ 

carelessness, his words were as if thunderbolts were crashing and the heavens were about to fall! 

Such moments would leave the women awestruck. 

 
252 Ajoba later kept a diary of activities at Meherabad. 

253 Mehera personally attended to Baba until the last and he did not assign this special duty to any other of 

the women mandali.  



During one occasion, Baba asked Mehera if she knew a song in English and, if so, to sing 

it. Mehera sang the song Swanee composed by George Gershwin, and Baba asked her to teach it to 

him. After Mehera repeated it, Baba sang the American tune quite beautifully.254 

 

On Monday, 17 November 1924, Baba retired to his Jhopdi at Meherabad at 6:15 P.M., and 

began observing silence for one week. He remained secluded in the Jhopdi with the door shut, while 

Padri kept watch on the verandah day and night. Occasionally Baba would eat (at times on alternate 

days, taking tea four times a day on the days he did not eat), but Padri had instructions to keep his 

eyes down and not look at his face while bringing his meal. 

Gustadji and Masaji were the only other men who were with Baba at this time. Most of the 

other mandali were either in Bombay, Lonavla or Poona. Behramji had been sent to Persia; and 

Baidul was still in Persia conducting a school, financed by Daulatmai, in Meher Baba’s name. 

During this one week of silence, Baba saw no one except Padri. Gustadji and Masaji were 

ordered to stay on the property, but to keep aloof from him. Rustom came daily from Ahmednagar 

with the newspaper and the mail.255 If the need arose, Baba wrote small notes giving instructions 

about daily activities in Gujarati to Padri and slipped them through the window. Padri would 

likewise write his replies and slip them inside. 

On Friday, 21 November 1924, Baba wrote to Padri (in Gujarati): 

Due to my weak health and great strain of the working since yesterday, a lot of vital fluid is flowing by and a 

great weakness has overcome me. Still there is nothing to worry about. On the seventh day, i.e., on Monday, 

we will know what the situation is regarding my health. 

If this condition continues, then perhaps the working will have to be discontinued. If my health does not give 

more trouble, then the cart [Universal work] will proceed further. This will happen according to the orders of 

the Old Ones [Perfect Masters]. It is to be seen also what explosive message arrives. 

If coming out [of seclusion] happens, I am thinking of going to Mahabaleshwar to improve my health. To eat 

once in two days is not difficult, but weakness is making the work difficult. Do not be frightened. After two or 

three days we will see. 

The next day, Baba wrote, “Because of fever, extreme weakness has set in.” 

During the first week of December 1924, after his one-week seclusion and silence, Baba 

left Meherabad for Bombay by train with Padri, Masaji, Gustadji, Mehera, Daulatmai, Naja and 

Small Khorshed. He again rented the quarters at the Bharucha Building, where he had stayed during 

January 1924, before his trip to Persia. 

Before the train left Ahmednagar station, Baba called Mehera to his compartment and told 
her to massage his feet. She began doing so, and he suddenly said to her, “If you press my feet like 

this every day, I will make you like Babajan!” But after this, during their stay in the Bharucha 

Building, there was no possibility of massaging Baba’s feet, since he would often be fasting in 

seclusion, and no one but Gustadji was allowed to go near him. 

During the month of December, Baba would occasionally eat in the Bharucha Building but 

for the most part remained on liquids, usually warm water mixed with sugar. During this period 

Baba also ordered Gustadji to fast for a week on only water. 

Naja, with Mehera’s help, cooked the meals in Bombay. (Khorshed was staying with her 

parents at Irani Mansion.) As they cooked, Gustadji occasionally went to the kitchen and 

expounded on the ways of the Master. Once, while Gustadji was relating an amusing anecdote, 

 
254 Swanee! How I love you! How I love you! /My dear old Swanee! /I would give the world to be /among 

the folks in D-I-X-I-E! /Even though my mammy's waiting for me/Praying for me down by the 

Swanee!/The folks up north will see me no more, /when I get to that Swanee shore. 

 
255 Vishnu visited for the day on 19 November 1924. 



Naja laughed loudly. Baba overheard her and angrily ordered Masaji to take his daughter back to 

Poona. They left immediately for the train station. 

After a short while, Baba ordered Mehera, too, to leave the house, and told Daulatmai to 

go upstairs to her room. Mehera was wearing an ordinary household sari and did not know where 

she was supposed to go; she also had orders not to let any man touch her, and on the sidewalk some 

pedestrians were jostling past each other on the street. However, Mehera left and began slowly 

walking along, not knowing where she was headed. In a short time, Baba came walking toward her 

with Gustadji. He walked past her to Burjor Dahiwala’s house next to Manzil-e-Meem, and Mehera 

followed them. Baba then instructed Gustadji to take Mehera back to their residence. 

Meanwhile, Naja and Masaji had missed the train to Poona and went to Dahiwala’s home 

also, where Baba encountered them. Embracing Naja, who was in tears, Baba explained to her that 

she was not to blame, that he was upset due to another reason. (Naja related that Baba also had 

tears in his eyes.) 

Baba led Naja and Masaji back to Bharucha Building, where he explained, “Why did I get 

upset with Naja? Because of my work, at that moment, it was absolutely necessary that you all not 

remain in the house. For this reason, I pretended to be upset and ordered all to leave.” Turning to 

Naja, he reassured her that she was not to blame and shouldn’t worry about disturbing him. 

The next day, Baba told Mehera, Naja and Daulatmai, “You should never leave me — even 

if I force you away. You should always hold on to me.” 

Throughout the 1920s, while traveling between Ahmednagar and Bombay, Baba would 

often stop in Poona to visit his family. While he was staying at Bharucha Building, also, he brought 

the group to Poona for a few days. During this period, he began calling his younger brother, Adi 

Junior, in order to distinguish between him and Adi K. Irani, whom he called Adi Senior. 

Adi Jr. had a mischievous, carefree side like his brothers Jamshed and Jalbhai. One day, 

while Baba was visiting the family, Adi pinched some chewing tobacco from Baba’s box, snuck 

away and chewed it; he promptly became dizzy and nauseated. Memo found out what he had done 

and told Baba. Baba gave him a hard slap and scolded, “Why did you snitch my tobacco?” 

Adi countered, “Why not? You chew tobacco!” 

“Don’t do as I do!” Baba warned him. “I can fast for months on end, can you? Do as I tell 

you to do! Don’t ever try to imitate me in any way!” 

Shortly thereafter, Baba gave his younger brother a pinch of tobacco. Adi expressed his 

confusion: “I don’t understand. You slapped me for chewing tobacco, and now you are giving it to 

me?” 

Baba said, “I am giving it to you, so now it is all right.” Then he winked and joked, “Just 

don’t tell Memo!” And this time Adi did not feel dizzy or ill. 

Adi Jr. was also spiritually inclined. Adi had met Upasni Maharaj in Sakori with his mother 

and admired the great yogi’s awesome personality. During this period, Adi was attending St. 

Vincent’s High School and became captivated with Hazrat Babajan. In fact, he was so fascinated 

with the ancient woman that, at this time, he had a higher regard for her than for his own brother. 

Unbeknown to his father or mother, almost every day on his way home from school Adi would stop 

by her seat under the neem tree in Char Bawdi. He would stand near her and gaze at her. Sometimes 

Babajan would beckon him to have a cup of tea with her, but she would not speak intelligibly 

around him and would not mention Merwan or ask Adi anything about himself. 

It was observed that the language Babajan uttered was something which was virtually 

incomprehensible. Her language was distinctly her own, for she would usually mutter something 

in different languages or enigmatic sounds which no one could follow. However, one day, for no 

apparent reason, she gazed deeply into Adi’s eyes and spoke in clear Persian: “Speak the truth, no 

matter how bitter it may be.” 



Adi was startled by her words. They made a great impact on him and he never forgot them. 

He never heard Babajan speak intelligibly again. 

 

While Baba was staying at the Bharucha Building, a devotee named Dhunjishaw would 

come daily with a large packet of incense sticks. He would light the entire packet and wave the 

sticks in front of Baba’s face in a gesture of reverence. This was annoying and troublesome for 

Baba, and the mandali told the man to stop doing it. But Dhunjishaw ignored them, saying, “You 

people don’t know who Baba is! If he wishes, he can turn the whole world upside down!” 

To avoid Dhunjishaw’s daily ritual, whenever anyone saw him coming, they would quickly 

warn Baba, who would lay down and pretend to be sleeping. The ploy worked for a while, but 

Dhunjishaw began waiting until Baba “woke” from his nap. 

Dina Talati, Soonamasi and Small Khorshed would often come to the Bharucha Building, 

and occasionally, Baba would let them accompany the other women on walks that he led throughout 

the city. At one point, he took them to Victoria Gardens every day for a week. He would move 

about rapidly, doing his inner work, telling the ladies to have a casual look around the gardens. One 

day he showed them the bench where, as Merwan, he used to sit during the period in 1916 of his 

coming down to normal human consciousness. It was the place where a Parsi had misconstrued his 

peculiar behavior and had slapped him for staring at his daughter. Baba narrated the incident to the 

women, laughing about how humorous it seemed now. 

It was also during this period at the end of 1924 that Framroze Dadachanji began visiting 

the Master regularly and established a close link. One evening Baba told Chanji to take the women 

to a movie at Madeleine Cinema, which Chanji owned. Daulatmai, Mehera and Naja were about to 

leave, dressed in their ordinary saris, when Baba told them, “Have you all turned into nuns? Do 

clothes have any connection with spirituality? No! Change your clothes and then let’s go!” The 

ladies were happy to put on their finest saris and go with Baba to the movies. However, after 

watching only half the film, Baba unexpectedly wanted to leave and they returned to the Bharucha 

Building. 

Chanji, as he was nicknamed, was ordered by Baba to sell his cinema and, after relieving 

himself of all worldly responsibilities and attachments, to come and stay permanently as one of the 

resident mandali. 

There were many ants in the Bharucha Building. Once Mehera made weak tea for Baba 

(without milk) and sent it to him. He found an ant on the cup and became annoyed, later explaining 

to her about being most particular when serving him. Mehera quickly learned how careful one 

should be when offering anything to the Master. 

On another occasion Baba suddenly felt hungry and Naja and Mehera hastened to prepare 

something for him to eat. That day many visitors had come to see the Master and he would ask 

each, “Have you had your food?” 

Each person would reply affirmatively. Baba would then state: “You are lucky to have 

eaten. Just look at my fate — I am hungry, but see how my women disciples care for me!” 

While Naja and Mehera hurried to cook his lunch, Baba would send messages to them 

saying, “Such-and-such has come and has eaten, but I am starving and no one cares about feeding 

me!” Baba kept sending them this message every other minute until the food was ready; hence, the 

women mandali, too, were not spared from Baba’s arrows. 

Baba again observed silence for a week in the Bharucha Building, ordering no one to enter 

his room. Gustadji was keeping watch and would hand him a glass of warm sugar water once every 

24 hours. 

Thus, Meher Baba had now kept silence four times — at Igatpuri (in October 1923), twice 

in the Jhopdi at Meherabad (during May and November 1924) and now in Bombay. 



One night in December, a qawaali program was being held outside the house; Baba listened 

to the singing the whole night from inside his room. Baba’s memory and vocal skill were so acute 

that the next day he sang the same qawaalis, in their entirety, to the women. Afterward, he declared 

in a melodious voice: "One should get so drowned in the love of the Divine Beloved that one is 

unaware of anything else./There is no rule underlying this Path except for the lover to consider the 

Divine Beloved’s pleasure as his own.” 

In December 1924, Baba traveled southward to Belgaum with only his uncle Masaji. After 

a seemingly aimless wandering through the town, they returned to Bombay. Baba’s travel was 

never without some spiritual purpose. At times he would travel hundreds of miles on a train, only 

to return from that very station to his place of starting — without ever leaving the station. At other 

times, he would achieve his spiritual work by simply setting foot in a particular place for a few 

minutes. His work on the inner planes was something quite distinct. 

The Universal work done on the inner planes was invisible and impossible to gauge on a 

physical level. For instance, a spiritual agent was appointed to look after the affairs of an entire 

city. Communicating with this agent and instructing him regarding the population of the city — 

whether visibly or invisibly done — obviated the necessity of the Master having to contact every 

person individually. Therefore, it was difficult to imagine the real purpose for Meher Baba’s travels 

and his constant sudden changes of plans. To understand the work of the Unlimited, one must 

become unlimited. 

On 11 January 1925, Baba wrote to Ghani: “Since the last nine days I am again sustaining 

on pure water, and though a bit weak am healthy and energetic, thank God.” 

After staying two months in the Bharucha Building, on 25 January, Baba returned to 

Meherabad with everyone, and an entirely new phase of Meher Baba’s activities began. 

 

 

5: THE SILENCE BEGINS 
As soon as Baba returned to Meherabad, he announced his intention to enter the Jhopdi for 

a few days, with Padri on watch outside. He wrote to Ramjoo and Ghani: 

Sorry I could not let you know earlier of Padri being unable to come to you; because I am entering the room 

tomorrow to remain locked there thru 1st February, God willing, and Padri will stay outside the room. 

Don’t lose heart in any matter but with a free mind and a brave heart go on with your work. I'll meet you chaps 

in February and talk over things, if I come out alive. − Merwan 

After his return to Ahmednagar, Baba began to refer to Meherabad as his permanent 

headquarters, where he would now hold public darshan. Many people of all castes and creeds began 

to come regularly for his darshan not only from Arangaon and Ahmednagar, but distant places as 

well. All the men mandali returned to live at Meherabad, including Pendu. The Arangaon children 

were especially happy for they had missed Baba. With his presence there, they were now assured 

of his entertaining company, as well as having good treats to eat. 

Once Baba asked the children, “Can you all come here tomorrow afternoon?” 

One replied, “We cannot come because we have to graze the goats. If we don’t, our parents 

will beat us.” 

Baba told them to tell their parents that he invited them to come if they permitted it. The 

next day, 30 children from Arangaon came to Meherabad and Baba bathed each one, dressed them 
in new clothes and gave them sweets. The poor villagers came to know of this and soon men, 

women and more children came and requested clothing. Baba told them to be patient. A short time 



passed, and one day he distributed clothes among all in the village and served a feast. After a while, 

as the number of children increased, it was proposed that a school be opened for them. 

In February 1925, Baba sent Daulatmai, Mehera and Naja to Sakori for a few days. When 

they arrived, Upasni Maharaj asked Mehera where she was now staying. Mehera replied, “With 

Meher Baba.” 

One of Upasni Maharaj’s main women disciples at the time, Durgabai Karmarkar, was very 

fond of Mehera and urged her to remain in Sakori. After some days passed, Baba sent Masaji to 

Sakori with a letter addressed to Mehera stating: “If you wish to stay in Sakori, you may. But I will 

be happy if you return to Meherabad.” 

When the three women told Maharaj of their decision to leave, he sharply said in the 

presence of others gathered there: “What is this? Has this lad Merwan now become a saint? What 

does he know of spirituality? What have you gained from his hands? If you wish to jump into the 

ditch, I won’t stop you! Leave me and go to him, if you insist!” 

But after a while, Maharaj called the three women back for a private meeting with him and 

then lovingly said, “You should leave here and go to Merwan. Stay with him. Merwan is mine and 

I am his. Hold firmly to his feet. After many years, the world will come to know who Merwan 

really is.” The next day, Daulatmai, Mehera and Naja returned to Meherabad accompanied by 

Masaji. 

 

Baba’s 31st birthday was celebrated on 18 February 1925, at Meherabad. A huge pavilion 

was erected over the Post Office verandah and elaborately decorated. Hundreds assembled for his 

darshan. His parents, Bobo and Memo, had arrived a few days before with his brothers, Beheram 

and Adi, and sister Mani. All of the Master’s close followers from Bombay, Poona, and 

Ahmednagar also arrived prior to the celebration. Mehera, Daulatmai, Naja, Dowla Masi, 

Jamshed’s wife Big Khorshed, Soonamasi, and Small Khorshed were already staying in the Post 

Office building, which was now established as the permanent residential quarters for the women 

mandali. 

For the men mandali, temporary quarters of tin sheds were improvised on the other side of 

the grounds. A storeroom was built on the Post Office verandah, and Gustadji was appointed to 

manage it. During this public celebration, a great feast was served in which hundreds of people 

happily participated. There was singing of bhajans and kirtans throughout the day and everyone 

had Baba’s darshan. The visitors departed within two days after the birthday, and the regime of 

work was resumed by the mandali. 

Once during the festivities, all the guests were seated on the verandah of the Post Office, 

the men on one side and the women on the other. Naja happened to smile slightly as she crossed 

the verandah to sit with the other women. Baba had been watching her and became furious. He 

called her and, slapping her soundly, he scolded, “Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Why are you 

laughing like a mad woman in front of everyone? I don’t like women laughing in front of men. 

Whatever they want to do outside is their business, but not in my presence.” 

Some of the women guests had been laughing among themselves, and they silently 

witnessed this scene. Thus Baba taught them a lesson they would never forget, although it meant 

inflicting an unjustified and humiliating punishment on young Naja. 

The Master always kept the men and women’s quarters separate in the ashram. He would 

retire inside his Jhopdi at lower Meherabad with the men sleeping nearby, while the women slept 

in the Post Office building across the road near the railroad tracks. He would visit the women daily 

and sit on an empty crate of Brooke Bond tea on the verandah of the Post Office, seldom ever going 

into their room. Surrounded by his women disciples, he would relax and sing bhajans with them or 



request that they tell him humorous stories. Gulmai’s daughters, Piroja and Dolly, would come to 

visit with their mother, and Dolly was later to join the women at Meherabad. 

An interesting incident once occurred between Mehera and Upasni Maharaj. Before 

Mehera settled in Meher Baba’s ashram, she had lived for some time in Maharaj’s ashram at Sakori. 

One day in 1922, a Brahmin woman visited Sakori and presented a plain gold ring to the Master. 

Maharaj did not want it and told the lady, “I wear only gunny sacks. No clothes adorn my body. 

How will this golden ring beautify me, an ugly old man?” However, the lady was so insistent that 

Maharaj told her to put it on his toe. 

Later, Upasni Maharaj’s devotees were sure the Master would give the ring to one of his 

women disciples, and each was naturally wishing she would be the recipient. As the ladies of the 

ashram took Maharaj’s darshan, hoping in their hearts the Master would present the ring to them, 

he gave the ring to Mehera, telling her, “Wear this ring and be careful not to lose it.” She wore it 

from that day on for the rest of her life. 

One day in 1925, accompanied by Gustadji, Baba came to the Post Office verandah and, 

taking his seat on the wooden tea crate, sent word to the women that whosoever possessed a ring 

should send it to him through Gustadji. Gustadji approached Mehera, but she was unable to remove 

the ring that Upasni Maharaj had given her from her finger. Big Khorshed was wearing a wedding 

ring, but she did not wish to part with it and refused to give it to Gustadji. With great difficulty 

Mehera was finally able to extract the ring and handed it to Gustadji. 

Soon after, Baba brought back the ring that Maharaj had given to Mehera and presented 

her with another heart-shaped gold ring, on which was engraved one word: MEHER. Baba put both 

rings around one of the fingers of her left hand and told her never to take them off. “The Pure One’s 

fate was sealed!” Age declared. “Meher was carved forever on Mehera’s heart.” 

Mehera was destined to become the Master’s chief woman disciple. One day on the Post 

Office verandah, Baba told her the story of Radha and Krishna and said, “As Krishna’s love was 

for Radha, so is my love for you. You love me as Radha loved Krishna.” A few days later, Baba 

declared before all the women mandali, “Mehera is my Radha. Her love is unique. She is most 

special to me.” 

Over the years, many times Baba referred to Mehera as “the purest soul in the universe” 

and the one who loved him most. As Baba said, Mehera’s unique position in his circle, is the same 

as Sita’s was to Lord Ram, as Radha’s was to Krishna, or as Mary Magdalene’s was to Jesus. 

All four sides of the Post Office were walled off by bamboo screens, making an improvised 

compound so the women could live in strict privacy. Not one of them was allowed to step out of 

this boundary, and no other men except Baba and Gustadji could enter the premises. 

During this period at Meherabad, Baba would for some days remain aloof from the public, 

fasting in seclusion. He would fast on either water or weak milkless tea. Meanwhile, the number of 

Arangaon children increased day by day, and a one-room school was started. Arrangements to 

provide a boarding house for students were also in progress at Meherabad. 

At this time, Dowla Masi had to leave for Poona because Baba’s elder brother, Jamshed, 

had fallen seriously ill. Dowla Masi had been overseeing the cooking, and Baba informed the other 

women: “If you are willing to cook for over 100 people every day then remain here; otherwise you 

should go away.” Except for Naja and Daulatmai, none of them knew how to cook. Mehera and 

Small Khorshed urged Naja to stay and offered to help her. Naja agreed to take over Dowla Masi’s 

responsibility, which pleased Baba. 

Only a few children from Arangaon were residing at Meherabad, but the number of men 

mandali living there had grown. The food would be cooked in enormous pots to handle the number 

of people. Baba forbade the waste of food; and if he found that there was any left over, Naja would 

be blamed. 



During this period, a Maratha woman named Walu Bhau Pawar, 25, was intensely drawn 

to the Master.256 Soon after meeting Meher Baba, she surrendered to his spiritual guidance, 

dedicating all her possessions and property to him. Walu resided in Arangaon, but she was allowed 

to come daily and be with the women mandali at the Post Office quarters. She was assigned the 

duty of baking bhakri and would also assist Mehera in attending to Baba’s personal needs. 

Also during 1925, a respectable Brahmin elder named Dnyaneshwar Ramchandra Shahane, 

who was a resident of Ahmednagar and owned land near Arangaon, often came to Meherabad for 

Baba’s darshan. His son Mohan was suffering from a disease which was not being cured despite 

the best possible medical treatment. One day Shahane beseeched the Master about his son’s 

affliction, and Baba advised him to keep his son at Meherabad where he would recover. 

Gradually Mohan did regain his health. After some time, Kaka Shahane, as he was called, 

moved to Meherabad with his entire family and all began living according to Baba’s instructions. 

They were accommodated in the Family Quarters, a bungalow rented by Baba on a piece of land 

near the village. Shahane became completely devoted to the Master and surrendered to Baba’s 

guidance for the rest of his life. Baba always cared for the whole family’s maintenance, which 

proved not insignificant since Shahane and his wife, Manutai, had four daughters and three sons. 

At Meherabad, in March 1925, two humble Hindu temples were constructed out of bamboo 

matting. One was meant for the low-caste Harijans and the other for the higher caste Brahmins. A 

man named Vishwanath was appointed as the high-caste priest. The simple temples had 

photographs of gurus and pictures of favorite Hindu devas (Ganesh, Dattatrey and Hanuman) hung 

on the walls. The photographs of the gurus included Babajan, Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj, and Meher 

Baba. The children of Arangaon would worship and sing bhajans in the Harijan temple. During 

Hindu festivals, both temples were decorated and the holy days were observed with great ceremony 

and devotion. 

Saturday, 21 March 1925, was the Persian New Year of Jamshed-e-Navroz (the day when 

the sun enters the vernal equinox). Many Zoroastrian devotees came to Meherabad and a grand 

feast was held. But, more importantly, that day marked the opening of Meher Charitable 

Dispensary and Hospital. These facilities were located in the Mess Quarters (later known as the 

Dharamshala) which the mandali had repaired in 1923 and again during the ghamela yoga phase in 

1924. 

As requested by the Master, Rustom and his father performed the opening ceremony of the 

dispensary and hospital — unlocking the door with a decorated key. The local villagers assembled 

and were informed that all persons suffering affliction — no matter of what religion, caste or creed 

— would be treated free of charge. Those who required hospitalization would be kept at 

Meherabad, and all arrangements would be provided for their food and clothing. 

Eye infections were rampant among the villagers, so Baba had a classified ad placed in the 

Times of India, advertising for an eye doctor to work at Meherabad. One doctor moved there, but 

did not stay long. Shortly afterward, a local eye doctor, Y. G. Karkal, was appointed to direct the 

hospital. He came with his wife and began living at Meherabad. A few of the mandali were selected 

as his assistants; they were to do any necessary work to keep the hospital functioning smoothly and 

the facilities immaculate. Padri became the dispensary’s compounder (pharmacist), and Pendu 

served as its supervisor.257 After the opening ceremony, Baba distributed sweets and told the 

villagers: “Take care of your health. Do not fall ill if you can avoid it. But if you do fall sick, don’t 

hesitate to come here for medicine and treatment.” 

 
256 Walu’s name is sometimes spelled as Valu. 
257 In those days pre-packaged, ready-to-use medicines were rare. A compounder was the person who 

prepared and dispensed medicines that the doctor had prescribed. 



From that day, a new era of increased activity dawned at Meherabad. In the beginning, 

patients numbered up to 40 persons every day, but the number eventually rose to almost 125. The 

number of patients staying in the hospital rose from 5 per day to 20. During the year and a half that 

the hospital operated, almost 7,500 patients would be treated or hospitalized and, in some cases, 

seemingly terminal diseases were miraculously cured. Even minor surgery was performed at 

Meherabad; a special room was built after a year for cataract operations, and several people who 

had lost their sight had it restored at Meherabad. 

The once-quiet atmosphere at Meherabad was rapidly changing. The number of Arangaon 

children was increasing and on 25 March 1925, the Hazrat Babajan School was opened for them, 

with classes up to the seventh standard (grade).258 In the beginning, Arjun was appointed the 

school’s director, and Vishnu became the teacher for the Harijan children. Joshi and Bapu Gahile 

taught the Brahmin and Maratha children’s classes. Besides teaching, Arjun and Vishnu were to 

look after the children’s food and health. At first the school was made of simple bamboo matting, 

but later it was expanded into a high school with walls of tin sheets. 

More teachers were employed as the necessity arose. The first teachers included Pandurang 

S. Deshmukh (Pandoba), Gaikwad, Jhagirdar, Yeshwant L. Mehendarge (Bhausaheb), Goma 

Ganesh Krishna Pathak, Rajoop and R. R. Shinde. Of Baba’s mandali, in addition to Vishnu and 

Arjun, Chanji was also ordered to serve as a teacher whenever he was at Meherabad.259 Eventually, 

there were almost 200 children in the school. And, after a while, a separate accommodation was 

made for a girls’ school, and Haridas Bua’s wife was appointed to teach them.260 

The original Hazrat Babajan School was located near the Post Office, where the women 

mandali were residing. Excellent primary instruction was offered and a boarding house for the 

children was also opened. The children who lived there were kept well-fed, well-clothed, well-

exercised and happy. Their books and writing materials were provided free of charge. 

Because of the prejudice prevailing at that time, arrangements were made for the Harijan 

children. They had to be taught in separate rooms and eat their meals separated from the Brahmin 

children. Baba, of course, did not approve of the social conditions and pressures that kept the 

Harijans ostracized from the rest of the children, though he complied with them. The children 

themselves were quite aware of caste distinction and would line up for meals according to strict 

social rank: The high-caste Brahmins were always first in line and the Harijan children were at the 

end. Even among the Harijans there were strict social delineations of who was socially higher. For 

example, a tailor’s son was considered higher than a butcher’s son and acted accordingly. But 

gradually, day by day, Baba unified them as the awareness of the equality of all was brought home 

to their parents. 

Facilities for every type of game and sport were provided, and Baba himself sometimes 

participated in their football (soccer) and cricket matches. Prizes were presented to the winners of 

athletic contests, and awards were given to the students who excelled on the regularly scheduled 

examinations. 

Baba had his eye on the conduct of the school, and also on the dispensary and hospital, and 

meeting his high standards was always a stressful task for the mandali. The Master would inevitably 

find some fault with Vishnu’s manner of performing his duties in the school, for instance, and 

would harshly scold him in front of his students. Pendu was found at fault for not keeping the 

hospital clean enough. 

 
258 Courses were taught in Marathi, but elementary English was also taught. 
259 Chanji had not yet completely wound up his business affairs in Bombay, and although he would visit 

frequently, it would be six months more before Chanji moved permanently to Meherabad. 
260 The girls’ school was later shifted to Arangaon. 



Each morning Baba would inspect the children to see that they were properly washed and 

dressed. As mentioned, the poorest among them were the Harijans. By circumstances and habit the 

Harijans were most unclean, and Baba would emphasize that they observe cleanliness by regularly 

washing with soap, changing into clean clothes and washing their hands before eating. Baba 

personally gave a bath to each of the students twice a week and would even help wash their clothes 

daily. The Harijan boys seldom had haircuts, so every few weeks Gustadji and Behramji became 

their barbers. 261 

When Baba was engaged in bathing the boys, if a stranger happened to come for his 

darshan, he would tell him to first lend a hand in the work. Some persons would readily comply, 

whereas others would hesitate even to touch these Harijans. Baba would then remark: “If you have 

come for the darshan of God, these Harijan children are my God. You are welcome at Meherabad 

if you are willing to serve them, else you should worship your own God in your house or temple. 

Here, the only God you will find are these children.” 

Although wonderstruck at the sagacity of Baba's words and inwardly wanting to help, most 

could not bring themselves to offer a kind hand, fearful of being ridiculed by society. Before 

departing, they would again ask for Baba’s darshan, and he would tell them: “Taking me as God, 

you have come for my darshan, but you are unable to serve those whom I serve. So why this 

hypocrisy of asking for darshan? Whomsoever your God may be, go to Him for his darshan! I am 

telling you, the only God here is these children whom I worship.” 

Outwardly the amount of work Meher Baba did for the upliftment of the downtrodden of 

India does not compare with the work done by other larger charitable institutions. But from the 

spiritual point of view, the outcome of his work with these impoverished children gradually 

manifested in the course of time until the Untouchables began to gain an equal footing in Indian 

society. Meher Baba’s work was totally distinct from the work of any social institution — there 

can never be a comparison between spiritual and material help. Baba’s efforts on behalf of the 

lower classes in India, whose plight was truly pitiable then, were beyond the domain of worldly 

persons and his results sure. 

Besides music and singing programs at Meherabad, Baba would occasionally send to 

Bombay for silent films, which Chanji and Naval would show on a wall at the Post Office building. 

Many villagers would attend the films, screened outdoors under the stars. For most, it was their 

first exposure to the cinema. In this way, besides providing a modern means of entertainment for 

the villagers, Baba used this medium to draw these simple folk toward him and give them the 

opportunity of his sahavas. 

During this period, on every religious holiday great crowds would assemble in Meherabad, 

giving it the appearance of a small township. Baba arranged for the children and adults to hear 

kirtans by D. M. Angal, a pleader (attorney) from Ahmednagar. Angal started visiting Meherabad 

every Sunday to recite poetry and stories of traditional lore from Hindu mythology, which delighted 

all. During Hindu celebrations also, Angal Pleader would be invited to entertain the crowd with his 

kirtan songs. 

One such festive holiday was Lord Ram’s birthday, which was celebrated in Meherabad 

on Thursday, 2 April 1925. Bhajan singing started at 9:00 A.M. and lasted until noon. Ram’s birth 

was then celebrated, after which Baba handed out the prasad of sweets. In the afternoon Dr. Abdur 

Rehman (Ghani’s brother from Lonavla) entertained everyone by singing qawaalis. 

The following day, a great feast was served to almost 5,000 people. Many from surrounding 

villages came for the feast. Wrestling matches were held in the afternoon and the winners were 

given bright-colored turbans as prizes. A silent film, Sant Tukaram, depicting the life of the Perfect 

Master Tukaram was shown at night. 

 
261 Behramji had returned from Persia some time before and rejoined the mandali at Meherabad. 



In Hinduism, Thursday is the traditional day for worshiping one’s guru. Every Thursday, 

a villager named Haribhau would sing hymns in praise of God. He was followed by a blind singer 

from Ahmednagar named Bhau Saheb Wanjari, who became a regular visitor of Meherabad. 

Wanjari would sing the bhajans at the top of his voice, with all his heart; hence, Baba would 

appreciate his efforts and always ask him to sing. 

Once Wanjari pleaded with Baba to give him sight for just half a minute, so that he could 

see his only son. To appease him, Baba promised, “Yes, I will let you see; just be patient and wait.” 

Although Wanjari never regained his sight, he lived a life of inner contentment under the Master’s 

guidance. 

Thus, through different mediums, Baba attracted many different types of people, gracing 

them with the opportunity of basking in the rays of his divine radiance. 

On 13 April Baba was about to proceed to Bombay. A villager from Walki, named Peeraji, 

came to Meherabad anxious and frightened. He had been bitten by a rabid dog. Baba canceled his 

trip and took the man to Dr. Karkal, telling him to provide Peeraji with the best treatment. Rustom 

was then sent to Walki to find out if anyone else had been bitten. Rustom found out that the dog 

had run away and no one else had been hurt. Baba lovingly consoled Peeraji, and the next day had 

him transferred to the Ahmednagar Civil Hospital. Baba made all arrangements for Peeraji’s care 

and told him not to be afraid, assuring him he would be well treated. After some time, Peeraji 

returned to his village hale and hearty. From such endearing incidents, the simple farming villagers 

came to love Meher Baba devotedly, knowing that they would be looked after by the Master. 

When the hospital first opened, Dr. Karkal could not understand why the Master suggested 

certain medicines for different patients. He would think Meher Baba’s prescriptions were quite 

inappropriate under the circumstances, for the Master would suggest peculiar medicines for certain 

types of illnesses. At times, Dr. Karkal became annoyed with the situation and would wonder, “Is 

Meher Baba the doctor here or am I?” But he was indeed astonished when he realized that all the 

patients who followed the Master’s method of treatment had recovered. Karkal slowly became 

convinced that their recovery was solely due to Meher Baba’s blessings. Thereafter, in serious 

cases, Karkal did not hesitate to consult the Master about what treatment to administer. When a 

patient survived a critical illness, a special celebration would be arranged in his or her honor, and 

Baba would compliment Karkal, Padri and Pendu. 

On 14 April 1925, Baba left for Bombay to purchase khaki material for the children’s 

school uniforms. Upon his return four days later, he immediately went to the hospital and spoke 

with every patient and worker. After careful inspection of the hospital and its management, he went 

to the school where he inquired about the children’s health, food, and studies. He then consulted 

with the mandali about any problems that might have arisen in his absence. Only after he attended 

to all these matters did Baba relax after the tiresome journey. Thus, the Master was mindful of 

every particular detail concerning life at Meherabad; he would not tolerate the slightest slothfulness 

or carelessness on any worker’s part. 

A local tailor named Waman Dani was hired to stitch the uniforms for the children. Baba 

insisted the tailor cut the cloth in his presence, making certain the man did a proper job. 

Because of his hurry to return to Meherabad, Baba did not go to see Munshiji in Bombay. 

When Munshiji learned that Baba had come to Bombay and left without seeing him, he became so 

disturbed that he stopped eating. News of his fast reached the Master five days later. Solely because 

of Munshiji’s situation, Baba once again left for Bombay; but before departing he asked the mandali 

what special things he could bring for them. Such simple acts of kindness toward his men and 

women disciples touched them deeply and kept them at his feet under all circumstances. 

Baba visited with Munshiji for two days and persuaded him to start eating again. When 

Baba returned to Meherabad, he was informed that a student was ill, and he promptly went to the 



hospital.262 After seeing the boy, he inspected matters at the school. Vishnu had asked him to bring 

samosas (vegetable turnovers) from Bombay, and Baba distributed them to all. Vishnu’s broad 

smile was evidence of his gratitude. 

 

For several days, the men mandali had been talking among themselves about Arjun; they 

had concluded that the Master loved Arjun more than any one of them. They had observed that 

when Baba ate his food he would always give leftovers to Arjun, and it was obvious that Baba had 

established some special bond with him. At the time, however, Baba did not mention anything 

particularly special about Arjun. 

Soon after, a situation arose which revealed how Baba felt about Arjun. One day, when 

Baba was inspecting the school, he suddenly turned to Vishnu and demanded, “Take that stick lying 

on the ground and strike me on the hand with it!” He held out his palm to Vishnu. 

Shocked, Vishnu replied, “If you order me to do such a thing, I will commit suicide!” 

Baba then said the same to Rustom, who replied, “I would prefer to leave Meherabad than 

to strike you.” 

Baba then called Arjun, who was standing nearby. In a most serious tone, Baba told Arjun 

to strike his hand. Arjun at once picked up the stick and struck Baba. 

Baba then explained, “This is love; he who values my word loves me the most!” Pointing 

to Vishnu and Rustom, he added, “You love your own feelings and personal fancies more than the 

worth of my words. This is the reason why I love Arjun more, and even he has only recently begun 

to understand the importance of carrying out my orders.” 

Sidhu Kamble returned to Meherabad after working for a year in Bombay, according to 

Baba's instructions. Upon his arrival, Baba asked him what he would do now. Sidhu replied, 

“Whatever you tell me to do.” 

Baba said, “I can use you here, but you must not ask me any questions and you cannot even 

ask for wages. You must leave your maintenance to my discretion. But as soon as you accept 

employment under me, you will have to do the work assigned to you.” Upon Sidhu’s full acceptance 

of these conditions, Baba asked, “Would you even work as a sweeper and clean the toilets?” Sidhu 

hesitated before answering, and Baba said, “Don’t worry. If you won’t do such work, I will do it.” 

The Master then walked to the hospital, and Sidhu followed him. Once inside, they found 

that a patient had soiled his bed and Baba began to clean it. Baba turned to Sidhu and said, “Don’t 

worry. If any patient makes a mess in his bed, I will clean it. You need not bother.” 

Sidhu felt ashamed of himself, realizing that if Meher Baba could do such lowly work he 

could do it also. After some time, the Master included Sidhu as a permanent member of the mandali 

and assigned him the duty of laundering the patients’ clothes and keeping the hospital immaculate. 

 

A young man of nineteen, named Sitaram Dattatrey Deshmukh, was a resident of Bhingar 

township on the outskirts of Ahmednagar. Chhagan, as he was called, was a frequent visitor to 

Sakori. One day he was informed that Maharaj’s chief disciple was a Zoroastrian — and that he 

was living at Arangaon Village near Ahmednagar. Chhagan was shocked by this information, since 

he was a strict Brahmin — absorbed in Vedantism. For quite some time, he was hesitant to visit 

this Irani guru. 

But ill fortune befell Chhagan and he was forced by circumstances to seek Meher Baba’s 

darshan. He took a tonga to Meherabad and was relieved when Baba greeted him warmly. Baba 

 
262 Who among the mandali accompanied Baba to Bombay at this time is not known. 



asked what he wanted. Chhagan narrated a woeful tale of material ruin: “My family’s financial 

condition has deteriorated badly. I wish it to be as it was before.” 

Baba said, “I know everything. Don’t worry. It will gradually be restored.” 

Soon after, Chhagan’s father, too, began coming to Meherabad. One day Baba asked 

Chhagan, “Would you work as a teacher in the school here?” 

Chhagan said, “I wish to serve you and will do whatever work I am given.” 

Baba then directed Chhagan to live at Meherabad, and with his father’s consent, he moved 

there. But this orthodox Brahmin, who was used to food being cooked in rich ghee, could not 

assimilate the simple meals of unseasoned dal and rice served at Meherabad. Obtaining Baba’s 

permission, he returned home after only a few days. However, Baba told him to send his father to 

him. When his father came to Meherabad, Baba informed him of certain matters, stating that his 

son had a deep, spiritual connection with him. 

When Chhagan’s father returned home, he sternly told his son that he must go back to 

Meher Baba! 

Chhagan replied, “I won’t go! I cannot eat the food there.” 

His father then disclosed, “I have promised Meher Baba I would send you. You will have 

to go.” Chhagan had no choice and reluctantly began staying at Meherabad, assisting Arjun and 

Vishnu as a teacher in the Hazrat Babajan School. 

One day Chhagan’s father went to see Upasni Maharaj, and Maharaj asked him about his 

son. He explained that Chhagan was now staying with Meher Baba at Arangaon. 

Hearing this, Maharaj exclaimed, “What the hell have you done? You, being a Brahmin, 

sending your son to an Irani who sits and eats with pariahs! Go bring him back immediately! If he 

refuses to come, tie him up and drag him home! You have no idea what you have done. You have 

spoiled your son’s religious purity!” 

Chhagan’s father was shocked and went to Meherabad, humbly informing Meher Baba of 

what Upasni Maharaj had declared and requesting that he allow Chhagan to return home. Baba 

replied, “What Maharaj says is true. He is your son, and if you want to take him, you may.” 

But Chhagan surprisingly intervened, telling his father, “When I left here, it was you who 

sent me back. You gave Meher Baba your promise, and I am here because of that promise. I cannot 

go back now! I won’t leave Meherabad!” 

Chhagan had had a small taste of the Wine flowing at Meherabad by then, and it was his 

thirst for more Wine that was speaking through his heart. In his longing to experience more of the 

Master’s Love and Truth, the desire for material wealth and rich food faded from his memory. 

In dismay, Chhagan’s father went back to Upasni Maharaj and told him everything. 

Maharaj consoled him: “If your son does not come, don’t worry. You didn’t know this, but I will 

tell you now that I, too, have mingled and lived among the outcasts. Who says religious purity is 

affected by their contact?” 

Much later, as Baba promised, Chhagan’s family regained their lost wealth, although by 

that time Chhagan had joined Meher Baba's mandali and was detached from such material desires. 

One day another Hindu, named Moreshwar Ramchandra Dhakephalkar, 24, went to 

Meherabad to observe the activities there. He was a friend of Pandoba, who was teaching in the 

school. Dhake, as he was called, was a teacher in Ahmednagar, and Pandoba had told Baba about 

him.263 Baba asked Dhake if he would work in the Hazrat Babajan School as a teacher. In reply, 

Dhake joked, “If you pay me Rs.300 per month and allow me to have the day off on all Hindu 

holidays. And if you do not abuse or beat me, for I am not interested in spiritual advancement.” 

 
263 Dhake is pronounced DA-kay. 



To Dhake’s amazement, Meher Baba accepted all these conditions. At the time, Dhake was 

only earning a salary of Rs.60 per month in Ahmednagar. Dhake then told Baba that he would come 

after a fortnight. 

Baba agreed and added, “What harm is there if you derive spiritual gain by serving here?” 

Dhake replied, “None, but I am not coming here for that.” He left Baba without even 

bowing or folding his hands in respect, thinking to himself, “How can an Irani be a saint? What can 

an Irani teach a Hindu? What does this Zoroastrian know of spirituality? No religion in the world 

can compare to Hinduism!” 

Dhake moved to Meherabad two weeks later. It was a Sunday and Baba reminded him, 

“Today is a holiday, so you should not start work until tomorrow.” 

Dhake was highly impressed and thought: “Meher Baba remembered our agreement. He is 

keeping his promise. My ideas about him were wrong.” Though appointed as a teacher, Dhake 

became a disciple as the desire to accept Meher Baba as his Master was awakened in his heart. 

On Sunday, 19 April 1925, another “new recruit,” B. S. Waman, joined the community. “I 

am tired of a worldly life,” Waman told Baba, “and wish to experience divinity.” Baba permitted 

him to stay at Meherabad and instructed him to fast on water for seven days and remain secluded 

in the school. Waman began the fast, but after four days his condition weakened and Baba canceled 

the order. Instead, he was appointed as a teacher, and Baba began calling him Kisan Master (as in 

schoolmaster). 

On the 19th, Baba arranged for Wamanrao Haridas Bua to perform a very interesting kirtan. 

After the singing program was over, the Master expressed his disappointment with the Arangaon 

villagers for not showing up in larger numbers. He was so upset by their indifference that he ordered 

the mandali to tear down their temple! This was done and only one wooden plank was left; however, 

Baba insisted that the temple priest do his puja (worship) ceremonies at that spot. 

Some time later, Maruti Patil entreated the Master to give darshan at Arangaon, to which 

he agreed. But when he arrived, some of his followers from the village were absent. Baba was so 

irate he sent everyone away without giving darshan to anyone. The next day, the Arangaon villagers 

pleaded for his darshan, but Baba conveyed the message that he would not allow them darshan 

unless they promised to present themselves at every occasion when bhajans and kirtans were 

performed at Meherabad. 

After some days, when the same thing happened again, Baba suddenly told the Harijan 

children to go home, ordering them never to come back! The children were frightened and did not 

know what to do; they stood crying and their parents were summoned to take them home. Baba 

sternly said, “Take your children back if you cannot spare time to attend the occasional singing 

programs here!’' 

He was upset, shouting, “Hurry up, take your children and get out of Meherabad! Never 

set foot here again!” Some parents began returning along the road toward the village with their 

children; but those who agreed to be present during the future bhajan and kirtan programs were 

forgiven, and their children were allowed to stay. 

Baba had a specific reason for behaving as he did. These illiterate villagers were in the 

habit of passing their time in an undesirable manner by drinking and gambling. To teach them a 

lesson and to compel them to become interested in spiritual matters, Baba had to resort to such 

extreme measures. He tried many different ways to make them receptive to his love. 

Each day, despite the illiteracy, poverty and vice in Arangaon, Meher Baba became a more 

integral part of the villagers’ lives, urging them to tread the righteous path toward God. He would 

intervene, help resolve their personal difficulties and quarrels, and give them employment and often 

financial aid. In other ways, too, he established himself as the authority of Truth to whom they 

could turn and in whom they could have trust in every matter. 



A typical example of the Master’s compassion is the story of a widow living in Arangaon. 

She had a feud with the village talati (government accountant), which resulted in litigation over 

unpaid taxes on her deceased husband’s farmland. Baba intervened and paid the talati Rs.50; in 

addition, he paid the widow Rs.15 for the legal expenses she had incurred. Through this unexpected 

loving gesture, the woman’s heart turned to him as her Lord, and her tears expressed the deep 

gratitude which she felt and remembered for the rest of her life. 

Another story is about the son of a poor cobbler. A few years before in 1922, when Baba 

was staying in the thatched hut on Fergusson Road in Poona, Gulmai presented him with a pair of 

sandals made by Kanhoba Rao Gadekar of Ahmednagar. For some unexplained reason, Baba was 

so careful about these seemingly ordinary leather sandals that the mandali wondered why he would 

always wear them. He refused to wear any other sandals during his first journeys throughout India. 

There was a spiritual mystery underlying Meher Baba’s fondness for this particular pair of 

chappals. The 21-year-old cobbler’s son, Ramchandra, came to Meherabad on 29 April 1925, for 

darshan. He was a student at Fergusson College in Poona. Baba received him warmly and urged 

him to stay at Meherabad. Baba also promised him the necessary funds to further his education. 

For a long time, Ramchandra had been suffering from acute stomach pains, which no 

medicine had alleviated. He had come to pay his respects to Meher Baba and also to consult with 

him about his ailment, which had troubled him for a long time. When he bowed down, the Master 

asked, “What do you want? Why have you really come to see me?” 

At that moment, Ramchandra was overcome by a divine desire that made him forget about 

his affliction. He spontaneously replied, “Baba, I want God-realization!” 

Hearing this, Baba smiled and touched his head, blessing him. Later Baba inquired about 

his health and advised a certain treatment. 

After some months, the stomach ailment disappeared and Ramchandra became a teacher 

in the Hazrat Babajan School. Later the entire Gadekar family came to live at Meherabad, in one 

of the small earthen rooms built behind the Mess Quarters. His father Kanhoba also served the 

Master by keeping those particular sandals repaired. 

Not only did the low cobbler caste of people come into Meher Baba’s contact through 

Ramchandra Gadekar, but also many others were affected; for wherever Ramchandra would go in 

future years, he would disseminate the Master’s message of Love and Truth to all he met. Thus, 

this ordinary pair of sandals was a precious inner link which connected the Gadekar family and 

many others to Meher Baba. 

 

Despite it being the height of summer, Baba complained of fever and pneumonia on 8 May 

1925. His brother Jamshed came to see him from Poona, but when Jamshed began arguing with 

him, Baba picked up a cane and struck him with it. Rustom and Gustadji also got into an argument, 

which prompted Baba to send all away from Meherabad. Things were back to normal by the 

following day, and a film titled Bhasmasur Mohini was shown.264 

On Sunday, 10 May 1925, Upasni Maharaj’s 55th birthday was observed at Meherabad as 

an occasion for great rejoicing. Preparations for the program had begun several days before. A 

pavilion was erected and beautifully decorated. Handbills had been widely distributed and 

announcements printed in various newspapers, inviting people of all castes and creeds to participate 

in the celebration. Flags were flying over the school, hospital and Baba’s Jhopdi; garlands and 

festoons hung on every doorway. In a temporary kitchen, a massive quantity of food was cooked 

in huge vessels. 

 
264 The 1913 silent film by Dadasaheb Phalke depicted a Hindu myth about the demon-king Bhasmasur and 

the God Vishnu in the form of a woman named Mohini. 



Baba’s seat was located in the Hazrat Babajan School, where he gave interviews to anyone 

who wished to meet him. The Master gave personal advice and spiritual instruction at each 

interview. For example, he instructed Mr. Ramdas, a Hindu from Bombay, to visit the saint Tipu 

Baba daily. Ramdas asked Baba the difference between a mast, a majzoob and a Perfect Master, 

and Baba gave an interesting explanation on the subject. 

That day, all began assembling in Meherabad at about eight o’clock in the morning. The 

mandali had been up for most of the night cooking and seeing to the arrangements. Baba began 

serving the feast as soon as people arrived. Hundreds of adults and children from different villages 

came to Meherabad dancing and singing joyously. Several thousand shared in the huge feast and 

participated in the celebration that lasted until five o’clock in the afternoon. 

Under a large mandap (canopy), the kirtan singer Haridas Bua sang about the lives of 

Krishna and Upasni Maharaj, dramatizing their life stories. Angal Pleader read from the Puranas 

before a large crowd.265 In front of Baba’s Jhopdi, bhajans were fervently performed by devotees. 

Programs of bhajans and kirtans were held at different places throughout the day, as people sat 

listening, blissfully absorbing the holy atmosphere of the Master’s splendor that radiated 

throughout Meherabad. 

The program before the Jhopdi was especially interesting, as two celebrated sadhus of the 

district, Balaram Bua and Lotangan Bua, were the principal singers. They were genuine holy men 

and were gifted with exceptional voices. Thirty to forty of their followers sat around them, playing 

finger-cymbals as the sadhus sang. When Baba arrived and took his seat, the tempo of their devotion 

intensified. Balaram could not control his joy and began dancing! After their bhajan was over, both 

sadhus laid their heads on the Master’s feet, and Baba himself garlanded them. 

Later, Abdur Rehman sang Persian ghazals before Baba. At the conclusion of the singing 

programs in the evening, Upasni Maharaj’s birth was celebrated according to the Hindu custom of 

worship. A group of Arangaon villagers formed themselves into a long procession. Shouldering an 

elaborately decorated palanquin with Baba’s photograph, they marched from Arangaon toward 

Meherabad. With a band of musicians playing and dancing, the parade moved in ecstatic waves. 

Fireworks were lit, colorfully exploding on the ground and in the sky. When the parade arrived at 

Meherabad, the air rang with cries of joy and praise. 

The birthday of the Master’s Master truly became a holy day. While attending to the 

minutest detail of the extensive celebration, Baba gave his darshan to thousands, talked to many of 

his followers, and moved from place to place with rapid strides — constantly keeping a watchful 

eye on all that was occurring. 

To end the festive day, a film portraying the life of the Hindu saint Sakhubai was shown. 

Baba was very fond of the life stories of saints and gurus, and urged children and adults to study 

their lives. The following story of Sakhubai should interest those who long to know the lives of 

real saints: 

Sakhu was her given name. From childhood, she was a devotee of Lord Krishna and spent her private hours 

alone in worship. Misfortune befell her; she was married to an unkind man who had no religious inclination. 

Her mother-in-law was a cruel woman who showed no fear of God. She harassed Sakhu terribly, scorned her 

devotions and kept her overworked maintaining the household. Sakhu’s duties became so many that she was 

hardly allowed time to eat and sleep. 

One day, after she had an inner experience, Sakhu escaped the house and left on pilgrimage to Pandharpur to 

have darshan of Vithal (Lord Krishna). A very large celebration was being held there, and pilgrims were 

praying for a manifestation of Krishna. It is legendary in India that when one’s love is true and devotion is 

pure, statues and pictures of the Lord and gods come alive. 

 
265 The Puranas are selections from the classical eighteen-volume Sanskrit epic Mahabharata describing 

the dynastic struggle and civil war in the kingdom of Kurukshetra during the time of Lord Krishna. 



Meanwhile, the mother-in-law had no idea that she had gone, for the Lord himself had taken the form of Sakhu 

and was doing all the household chores. When some people returned to the village from Pandharpur, they told 

the mother-in-law that they had seen Sakhu there. She could not believe them! She went to find Sakhu, but 

Krishna had disappeared — no one was in the house! 

The mother-in-law went in search of Sakhu. To her surprise, she found Sakhu in the festive procession. Upon 

inquiry, people informed her that it was true that Sakhu was returning from Pandharpur with them. The mother-

in-law then realized that the Lord himself had done all the work in the house while Sakhu was absent, and she 

repented. From that time on, Sakhu’s devotion was recognized as that of a saint. She was reverently called 

Sakhubai, and she led many Hindus into Krishna’s fold. 

Because of the schoolchildren, hospital patients and the large number of mandali members 

staying in Meherabad, Naja had to prepare enough food for 200 meals each day. Gulmai’s daughter 

Dolly was staying with the women and assisting Naja, but help from the other women was not 

always forthcoming, since they had their own duties. Once, when very tired, Naja thought: “Mehera 

is not given much work. Why does Baba make me work so hard?” Although Naja did not voice her 

thoughts, Baba one day called his cousin and explained to her: 

Have you ever heard the story of the two sisters Mary and Martha [of Bethany]? Both loved Jesus intensely. 

Once Martha was preparing food for Jesus, while Mary stayed sitting by his side, listening to him speak. 

Martha did not like cooking in the kitchen all day long, for she had no opportunity to be in Jesus’ company. 

One day she complained to Jesus about it, asking him to order Mary to help her. But Jesus said, “By sitting by 

my side, Mary is serving me as much as you are by cooking my food.” 

The sanskaras of everyone are different; hence, everyone’s duty is different. Mary was serving Jesus more by 

sitting beside him than Martha was by cooking his food. Continue doing your duty with love and don’t think 

about what others are doing. You have no idea how great your service is! It is truly great, and in the future you 

will realize it. 

Finally consoled, Naja had received her answer and from then on began doing her work 

with all her heart. 

 

A mentally troubled young woman, whose name was Dwarka, was kept in the Meherabad 

hospital. After staying only a few days, she became quite normal and rational. Baba was most 

attentive to her and gave Dwarka her medicine with his own hands. After she had completely 

regained her senses, she was about to leave to go home with her father when Baba warned him, 

“Don’t trouble her. If you hurt her in any way, remember that it will not be her that you are hurting, 

but me! Her suffering is my suffering; look after her well and be mindful of her health.” 

One day some of the mandali felt discouraged and began reflecting on their years with the 

Master. They concluded that they had gained nothing spiritual by being with him. On 12 May 1925, 

during the course of a conversation with the same men, Baba gave this unexpected discourse: 

You eat food to maintain your body and with the body you do different acts. The food in the stomach turns into 

fluid from which blood is made. You know this, but you have no idea or experience as to how it happens. 

Similarly, those connected with me are gaining spiritual advancement, but don’t see or have any idea about it. 

You, who are with me here, are completely unaware of the advancement, but it is definitely there. The closer a 

person is to a Perfect Master, the better it is for him; whether he is a member of the Master’s circle or not. 

On 15 May, the rice was found to be a bit undercooked, so Baba scolded Dolly: “If the 

children had eaten this improperly cooked rice, they would have fallen ill and their studies would 

have suffered. Do you have any love for these children? Are you trying to make them sick?” 

Dolly protested that the rice was not undercooked. At this, Baba gave her a hard slap and 

then slapped himself just as hard. Dolly did not feel disturbed about being slapped, but was shocked 

by Baba striking himself. Tears welled up in her eyes, but Baba embraced her and told her not to 

think about it. 

The Master continued to goad the mandali. Each day he inquired of the men as to how they 

liked the food, and daily they expressed some grievance. He was satisfied with their frankness and 



would call Naja and ask her, “Why was there more salt in the vegetable at lunch? The men were 

complaining to me about this.” 

Naja sharply answered that they were mistaken, that there was the same amount as usual. 

In this way, dissension was created between Naja and the men mandali. Even Pendu, her own 

brother, did not refrain from criticizing his sister’s cooking. Only Gustadji took her side during 

such an argument. 

Baba would purposely create such discord to find out if there were any undisclosed feelings 

about how different people felt about each other. He wanted all to be honest and to tell the truth 

openly in front of each other, without partiality. After several arguments, Baba separated the 

kitchens of the men and women mandali and established a separate kitchen for the schoolchildren. 

When Baba and the mandali first moved to Meherabad, they ate rice and dal twice a day. 

After a while, lunch consisted of rice and dal and for dinner bread and a vegetable dish. After the 

separation of kitchens, the meals for the men were rice and dal in the afternoons, and milkless tea 

and bhakri in the evenings. 

Mehera always took extra care when preparing Baba’s meals and tea, and her 

thoughtfulness when serving the Master was admirable. For example, aluminum glasses were 

ordinarily used by the mandali for their tea, and Baba used an aluminum mug (which he also used 

for bathing). When it was filled with tea, the mug would get so hot that Mehera would keep it in a 

pail of cold water before serving, so it would not burn Baba’s lips. 

During May 1925, several lepers were collected and a separate compound for them was 

established at Meherabad. The “Leper Ashram” was supervised by a woman named Parvati, a leper 

herself. The first day Parvati arrived, she was tenderly received by Baba, who compassionately 

made all the necessary arrangements for her lodging and food. She became the Master’s trusted 

assistant − and spy, for if any leper disobeyed his instructions, she would go straight to Baba and 

report it. The other lepers would complain to Baba, “We aren’t afraid of you, but we are terrified 

of Parvati!” 

Once Baba was upset with one of the women mandali. He ordered Parvati to strike her with 

a sandal, and she immediately did so. The woman mandali was not upset. On the contrary, she 

spoke admirably of how Parvati had carried out the Master’s order without the least hesitation, and 

complimented her obedience. 

On 21 May, after Ajoba read out a few pages from the Bible, Baba commented, “Whatever 

Christ says is quite correct. The time of his reappearance is very near at hand. Then you will know 

who I am and what connection I have with Christ.” 

The following day, Baba went to Visapur for a picnic with the schoolchildren and their 

teachers. To remain inconspicuous and avoid giving darshan, he wore the English dress of trousers, 

a shirt, shoes and socks, and a large felt hat. Baba had become quite well known in the area and he 

preferred to travel incognito whenever he went away from Meherabad. He would disguise himself 

so that people would not recognize him, at times even wearing dark sunglasses. He would also 

instruct the mandali to keep his identity secret and not address him as Baba. 

They reached Visapur railway station, where Baba distributed snacks to the children and 

then to the teachers and mandali. They then went to see the large lake and reservoir which was 

under construction by the prisoners of the Visapur Jail. Watching the hard labors of the convicts, 

the Master remarked: “These poor creatures are suffering untold hardships and privations just 

because they have broken the law of the land and of society. But what must be the fate of those 

who defy the laws of God and Nature? The best way to save oneself from breaking Divine Law is 

to surrender completely to a Sadguru and follow his instructions to the letter.” The group was 

greatly affected by his compassion even for hardened criminals. 



During this period, Ramjoo and Ghani were not living at Meherabad, but in Lonavla, 

according to Baba's instructions. Ramjoo had recently started a business − the Meher Rice & Flour 

Mill − in Talegaon (near Lonavla), and he invited Baba to come and officially inaugurate the 

enterprise. Baba informed him and Ghani that he would come on 23 May; however, from Visapur, 

Baba had the boys taken back to Meherabad and he left for Talegaon, arriving on the night of 22 

May. It was late, so instead of going to Ramjoo’s home, Baba and the mandali slept on the train 

station platform. At six o’clock in the morning, they went to Ramjoo’s home. Ramjoo was surprised 

to see Baba so early, since no train was scheduled to arrive at that hour. Baba explained to him that 

they had spent the night sleeping on the platform because he did not wish to disturb him. Ramjoo 

was taken aback by this statement. He became anxious because Baba had arrived so much sooner 

than expected and there was no breakfast ready. Ghani had gone to Lonavla for fresh bread. 

Baba said, “I have not come here to feast. I have come here to taste the bread made from 

the flour of Meher Flour Mill.” Ramjoo was relieved to hear this, and wheat from the mills was 

used to prepare fresh chapatis for the group’s breakfast. The whole day was spent leisurely, like a 

holiday, and Abdur Rehman entertained the Master with ghazals. Baba returned to Meherabad the 

next day after meeting with Ramjoo, Ghani and their families. 

One morning in May, Baba sent Behramji a message saying he should level the ground in 

front of the school and, with the help of the schoolboys, spread muroom (crushed earth) over it. 

Behramji was shaving at the time and sent word that he would do the job as soon as he was finished. 

Baba became infuriated with this casual reply and did the work with the students’ assistance. He 

also smeared cowdung on top of the surface.266 In a serious mood, he then discoursed on the 

importance of carrying out the behests of the guru, and said that under no circumstances should his 

words be disobeyed. It was obvious that many of his remarks were directed at Behramji. 

On 25 May 1925, Ajoba arrived late for lunch, and Baba told him, “With folded hands, I 

request you to always be on time for meals here. Even if your work remains incomplete, let it wait. 

Punctuality in all things must be strictly observed at Meherabad; be regular in every way.” 

On the evening of the 28th, after a heavy rain and a wind storm, Baba wished to see the 

schoolchildren. The mandali said they would bring them to him. Baba agreed, but cautioned that 

they should not be exposed to the cool air, nor should a drop of rain fall on them. In order to protect 

the children, the mandali held large carpets over their heads and marched them under cover. Baba 

was pleased and he gave each child a quinine tablet and sent them home for the night. The mandali, 

too, were shivering, so Baba had a kettle of hot tea prepared and served, warning each one to protect 

his throat and chest from the cool weather. 

Arangaon was an impoverished village at the time; employment was scarce and villagers 

often had to resort to taking loans from moneylenders. Once a villager ran off from home without 

repaying a loan of Rs.20 to a Harijan. Out of revenge, the Harijan assaulted the wife of the man 

who had taken the loan. When Baba found out about the incident, he sent for both. He scolded and 

slapped the Harijan for raising his hand to a woman. Baba instructed the woman to repay the man 

at seven rupees per month for three months, and he accepted the agreement. The woman did so and 

thus freed herself of her husband’s debt. 

A regular report was submitted to Baba by the teachers concerning tardiness, lack of 

attention, quarreling and improper behavior among certain students. On 29 May, there was a bitter 

squabble among some of the boys, and Baba appointed Ghani (who was visiting) as judge to try 

the case. Ghani handled it like a serious trial. Depositions were taken, witnesses were called to state 

evidence, and those students found guilty were given a warning as punishment. As this courtroom 

drama unfolded before Baba, the mandali were delighted with the humor of the scene. The students 

 
266 Cowdung is a commonly used floor coating among the villagers as it has antiseptic properties. 



were also well impressed and, through this amusing enactment, they were shown how to improve 

their behavior. 

On 1 June 1925, Jhagirdar Master, one of the schoolteachers, invited the Master and the 

mandali to his house for tea. There, Baba explained: 

God can be seen. No matter what religion or faith a person may adhere to, once the veil of illusion is lifted by 

the guru he sees God. The only difference lies in the means adopted to remove the veil. 

It is important not only that one obeys a guru’s orders but how one obeys. A guru may tell you to do anything. 

And after doing it, he may blame you for it! He may scold you, asking why you did that. However, you should 

not reply that you did it according to his order; on the contrary, you should humbly say it was your mistake and 

ask his forgiveness. 

 

On 2 June, Baba led the students of the Hazrat Babajan School to his Jhopdi. In simple 

Marathi, using many examples, the Master discoursed to them on different spiritual topics. He then 

presented some useful gifts to those children who had passed their annual exams. 

Later that same day, the Master explained to the mandali about higher and lower spirits: 

Higher spirits are actually agents of God — with powers and certain duties. They have physical forms in order 

to work in the world according to the directives issued by the Perfect Masters. 

Lower spirits are those beings without physical forms whose sanskaras remain to be wiped out. They cannot 

progress after death until their unfinished sanskaras are worked out; as a consequence, they wander about on 

the lower astral plane. For this reason, they are a source of harassment to living people. Suppose a man is 

destined to have a life-span of 40 years, but he commits suicide when he is 30. Consequently, for the remaining 

ten-year period of unexpressed sanskaras, his spirit inhabits the lower planes and, at times, is seen by some 

people as a spirit or ghost. 

To hold séances or to talk with the dead [who have committed suicide] is laughable, because such spirits are 

always among us on this living plane. There are advanced yogis and munis who converse with these ghosts as 

well as with the spirits of the higher planes. These advanced souls communicate without using a medium; they 

live on both levels. 

On 3 June, while comparing yogis to Sadgurus, Baba made the following prophetic 

remarks: 

Some yogis in India can turn iron into gold, but it is useless because it serves no purpose. Even these powerful 

yogis have to pass through ages of cycles of births and deaths to attain the state of a Sadguru. The powers of 

the Sadguru are unlimited, yet he rarely uses them. The Sadguru can even bring entire new worlds into being 

— so great are his powers! Compared with that, what is turning iron into gold? 

The Perfect Masters and other spiritual authorities are now working on a terrible problem. The world is 

threatened with a war of great magnitude — a war never before seen or known of in the past — in which every 

nation on earth will be involved. The struggle will be for gold. But the final large-scale struggle will bring a 

good result. 

A great Prophet will come forward with his divine message. Then, hundreds of thousands of people will throw 

themselves at his feet, listen to him and study his teachings. The time will come, mark my words. 

During this time at Meherabad, Pendu was working as a nurse and supervisor in the 

hospital, and Padri was dispensing the medicines for the doctor. Both were fully occupied in these 

labors. Baba would be very exacting when he observed their work and would daily find some fault 

with them. On 3 June, both of them became exasperated with his criticisms. Baba listened to them 

and then advised them: 

Be like a football, which never cries out or complains when kicked. Its fortune is to receive kicks, and the force 

and height of its kicks are its beauty. You, too, should try to reach the level of accepting and remaining humble 

and unaffected by kicks [criticisms]. My kicks will raise you up high, higher, infinitely higher and beyond! The 

greater the force of the kick to the football, the higher it flies. Similarly, you will also rise high above the 

world. 



Baba then instructed Padri, “Continue giving medicines to the sufferers, and I will go on 

blessing you.” From that day on, Padri’s treatment carried with it Baba’s blessings.267 

 

At this time, Baba intimated to both the men and women mandali that, from 15 June, he 

would keep silence and communicate with them only by written notes and through gestures. The 

Master made detailed inquiries about the dispensary, the hospital, its patients, the school, the 

children and each of the mandali, cautioning all to be particular in discharging their respective 

duties. 

On 4 June 1925, he declared: “I will observe silence for one year. I will not speak to anyone. 

But all should hold fast to my feet. Those who stick with me until the end will be greatly benefited 

and highly rewarded.” 

To elucidate this point, Baba cited instances of well-known devotees and disciples who 

never quit or forsook their Masters, even under the most adverse conditions and circumstances. He 

narrated the following story to illustrate his point: 

A sadhu once took it upon himself to train a certain man in spirituality; but after years of labor he found no 

change in the individual. He then began instructing an animal which he found even more hopeless. But instead 

of returning to a human, he began “educating” a tree. This too resulted in failure. His last attempt was to teach 

a stone. But a stone is, after all, only a stone — whether it is a rock high in the Himalayas or a precious 

diamond on one’s finger. And as much as he tried, the sadhu failed to bring about any change in the 

consciousness of the stone. 

As a last resort, the sadhu picked up the stone and smashed it down on his own head, breaking his skull and 

killing himself! But by this action, the stone instantly gained Knowledge [Realization]! 

Baba ended by saying, “If you wish to stick to your Master, then become like a stone. And 

remain like that with the Master.” 

Baba departed for Bombay the same day. He returned to Meherabad after one week, 

bringing more cloth which was to be used to make exercise uniforms for the schoolchildren. 

On 13 June, an event took place at Meherabad which caused Baba to postpone his silence. 

Many birds had built their nests in the Post Office building and there were also termites in the roof. 

Gulmai was standing on a table cleaning the ceiling with a broom and, while extending, she fell 

down and severely sprained her ankle. Baba himself applied compresses to her swollen leg and 

changed the bandage daily. Afterward, he declared that he was postponing his silence until Gulmai 

was well enough to walk. 

On Thursday, 18 June 1925, Baba again mentioned his upcoming silence: “Within a few 

days, I will begin keeping silence. All of you remember to hold fast to me — no matter what.” 

On Thursdays, Baba and the mandali had begun visiting Kaka Shahane’s house, the Family 

Quarters, in Arangaon, for afternoon tea. Here the men would enjoy fine tea with milk, for a change, 

and snacks. While having tea at the Shahane’s on 18 June, Baba remarked: “One should think twice 

before inviting a fakir to his home. A Perfect Fakir [Perfect Master] would never harm his 

followers, but it is difficult to satisfy an advanced soul. Once a fakir is invited, nothing should be 

refused to him. So it is better to leave him alone. Let him stay where he is.” To illustrate this point, 

Baba told this tale: 

Once a man invited a fakir, as well as hundreds of other guests, to his home. But the fakir arrived much earlier 

than the appointed time and demanded his meal. Food was brought for him, but he kept asking for more and 

more, and soon all the vessels were emptied. The host was experienced with holy men and knew he had made a 

mistake in inviting the fakir — but to refuse him more food would have been a greater mistake. So the food he 

had prepared for the other 500 guests was given to the fakir. Finally the fakir left contented, and blessed the 

 
267 Some years later, Padri began treating patients with homeopathic remedies and was successful frequently 

in curing seemingly incurable cases.  



host for his gesture. However, the host regretted having called such a personality to his house and running the 

risk of being cursed. 

Baba went to Poona by the evening train with Jamshed and a few others. 

An Englishman named Louis Nelmes had met Baba in Poona during December 1923 and 

had requested to stay at his ashram. Baba told Nelmes that he would be sent for at the opportune 

time. On Friday, 19 June 1925, Baba held darshan in Poona, and Nelmes again came to meet him. 

During this occasion, Nelmes reiterated his desire to stay with Baba, and this time Baba agreed. 

Baba and the men returned to Meherabad late the same night, and Nelmes came the following 

morning. He was the first Christian to join Baba’s mandali. 

Nelmes, 29, was born and grew up in Bombay. He was from an upstanding family. His 

father was a British police inspector and had met and married his English wife (a nurse) in Bombay. 

They had five children and Louis was the youngest. Nelmes was working as a measurer at the 

Bombay Chamber of Commerce when he married Ellen Nolan in Bombay in 1919.268 They resided 

in Byculla and had two children. Nelmes was extraordinarily good-natured and had a great love for 

spirituality. As a young man, before ever seeing Baba or hearing his name, he had had a vision of 

the Master once while in a cathedral. While praying, he looked up at Jesus Christ’s picture and saw 

Meher Baba’s face before him. After meeting Baba for the first time at Sadashiv’s house in Poona, 

Nelmes vividly recalled the vision which he had experienced years before. 

Upon his arrival at Meherabad, Nelmes lived with the mandali and mingled with them quite 

naturally. Pendu was especially fond of him. Although British in his habits, Nelmes would eat the 

same food the mandali ate and was always prepared to do any work. Against the mandali’s advice, 

he would insist on doing the heavy work of carrying water from the well, balancing the containers 

over his shoulders on a long bamboo pole. In those days, the mandali had blankets made of two 

gunny sacks sewn together like a sleeping bag, and each had only this covering at night. Nelmes, 

too, accepted this meager protection and did not wish for anything more. He was enthusiastic about 

the ascetic austerity and easily became vegetarian, eating bhakri and drinking milkless tea like the 

other mandali. 

At times, Vishwanath, the Hindu priest, would be lax in performing his puja at the fixed 

morning and evening times of worship at the temple. On 20 June, he was sternly reprimanded by 

Baba to be careful to strictly observe the schedule that Baba had fixed. The Master then gave the 

priest a brief but poignant explanation: 

Although the face may be handsome and beautiful above, there is always that dirty rectum below. But one has 

to tolerate both good and bad, because both are part of the same body. The same is the case with me: I have to 

care for all types of people because all belong to me. It has been well said by a poet: ‘You are the cow; You are 

the butcher; You are the grocer; and You are the eater.’ 

If there is a boil festering on our arm, we have to make an incision to heal it. But we won’t cut off our whole 

arm to remove the boil; nor do we allow the boil to become infected. We make a small cut in our arm although, 

for a time, the boil forms part of our flesh. Understand that I have therefore reprimanded you for your own 

good. 

Maruti Patil, the village headman, invited Baba and the mandali to come to his house in 

Arangaon for lunch on Sunday, 21 June 1925. He had made separate arrangements for them inside 

and had spread a carpet in his yard for the lower caste Harijans of the village. But when Baba 

arrived, he sat with the Harijans outside and ate his food with them, sternly remarking: “Who is an 

outcast? He who has no love for God in his heart!” 

After the meal, the Harijans requested that Baba visit their dharamshala, which was being 

repaired. They informed him that, due to insufficient funds, they could not finish the repair work, 

 
268 A measurer was an official who verified weights and measurements of cargo for customs’ purposes. 



and Baba promised to help them. To their happy surprise, he graciously visited not only the 

dharamshala but he went to the house of each one of the Untouchables as well. 

On occasion, Baba would walk to Arangaon, and the villagers were greatly impressed when 

he visited their poor homes. The parents of some of the Harijan schoolchildren were so extremely 

impoverished that the Master arranged to provide grain for them each month. 

On 23 June, two students began fighting and one struck the other with a chalk slate, 

bloodying his nose. Both were brought to Baba, who heard their grievances. Witnesses claimed 

that one lad was at fault. Baba then asked the mandali and children what punishment should be 

given to the culprit. It was suggested that he should either be made to stand for an hour in front of 

the school or he should be scolded by the Master. 

After hearing their suggestions, Baba asked the boy if he was guilty. He nodded yes. Baba 

asked, “What punishment should be given to you?” The scared boy remained quiet, so Baba ordered 

him to touch the feet of every student. Baba warned him that he would be dismissed from the school 

if he repeated his actions. 

Late that night, a boy named Raghunath Bhau Goswamy, who was suffering from typhoid, 

expired. Baba had often visited the hospital to comfort the youth, and he had told his parents, “If 

Raghunath dies here at my ashram, he will attain freedom. In spite of his external suffering, 

internally he is quite peaceful and contented.” Pendu and Dr. Karkal had also nursed him 

conscientiously. 

The boy was cremated the next day, and Baba and the mandali attended the service. 

Afterwards, Padri and Pendu thoroughly disinfected the dispensary and hospital, under Baba’s 

supervision. 

On 25 June, games and contests were held in the morning and again in the late afternoon, 

and Rustom was appointed as Sports Director and referee. The events included a sack race, donkey 

racing, high jump, cycle racing and tug-of-war. Baba also participated in the fun by riding a bucking 

donkey and was the first to reach the winning post. The tug-of-war contest, which was played 

between the Arangaon Harijan children and the Maratha villagers, provided amusement to all. 

Two days later, Rustom and Arjun distributed prizes to the winners and to the boys who 

passed their exams. The Master’s gaadi (divan) was brought to a room in the school that had been 

decorated with flowers. The ceremonies began with a short speech by Vishnu, followed by the 

ghazal singing of Abdur Rehman. Rustom handed out the awards. He first presented the prize for 

winning the donkey race by garlanding Baba as the winner. 

During that race a very funny incident had occurred: Gustadji had fallen off the donkey he 

was riding. But, when he remounted the animal, it refused to budge. Quite upset by the donkey’s 

stubbornness, Gustadji swore at it, but it still would not move. His abuse of “the stubborn ass” made 

many laugh uproariously. 

Baba, in turn, gave a prize to Rustom for winning the long-distance race. Rustom then 

handed out the rest of the prizes, and the function ended with the serving of tea and sweets. 

On Friday, 26 June 1925, Baba declared that he would observe silence from the 10th of 

July. A sign about his statement was painted and erected at the entrance to Meherabad. Notices 

were printed and mailed announcing that Meher Baba would not speak with anyone for one year. 

It was also intimated through the notices that, from the 1st of July, the Master would not give 

darshan to any outsiders for a few weeks. Baba wanted to have sufficient time to give final 

instructions to the men and women at Meherabad about their stay and duties. 

During a discussion of the upcoming year of silence, one person expressed the concern that 

Baba, on becoming upset with any person, might let a few words slip from his mouth. It was even 

suggested that Baba tie a handkerchief around his mouth to prevent this. But Baba assured everyone 



present that once he started to keep silence he would not lose control of his temper or utter a word 

thereafter. 

Baba concluded the meeting by singing the lines: 

As soon as I became conscious of Shyam Sunder [the beauty of Krishna] 

A mustard seed blossomed before my eyes. 

O its yellow flowers! What I saw is indescribable! 

Its seed moved the mountain when it flowered before my eyes. 

Afterward, Baba explained the poem: “The blossoming of the mustard seed represents 

God-realization; the seed, itself, represents the soul. Hence, when the seed moved the mountain, I 

became divinely conscious, and simultaneously the soul engulfed the mountain of my ego. The 

beauty of the Lord is ineffable; yet, it is seen — it is experienced.” 

During 1925, Jagannath Gangaram Jakkal, 36, whom everyone called Anna (elder brother), 

joined the mandali. Anna was originally from Sholapur, where his family owned a printing press 

and published a newspaper, but they also had property in Ahmednagar. Anna’s duty was to do the 

marketing for the Meherabad community, riding back and forth each day on his bicycle to 

Ahmednagar. On 28 June, he had not returned from the market by midnight. Concerned, Baba and 

the mandali set out to look for him, and on the way Maruti Patil found a notebook which belonged 

to Anna. 

It turned out that thieves had surrounded Anna on his way back to Meherabad and robbed 

him of everything he had bought. He had been severely beaten and had returned to his house in 

Ahmednagar. When Baba and the men reached Anna’s home, they found him lying in bed with 

bandages wrapped around his head. Baba asked, “What happened?” 

In a daze, Anna stammered, “Baba, 104 ... 104!” 

Baba repeated the question two or three times, but the only thing Anna would say was, 

“Baba! 104!” What Anna meant was that his temperature was 104 degrees. Baba called for a doctor 

and arranged for his treatment. After he recovered, Baba would recount with humor Anna’s feverish 

utterances and subsequently nicknamed him Anna 104. 

 

Although it had been announced by mail that no outsiders should come to Meherabad after 

1 July, a group of Parsi politicians came to see Meher Baba on Thursday, 2 July. After discussing 

with them the political and spiritual situation of India, the Master discoursed about the mind and 

body. This was to be his last recorded verbal discourse: 

Human excrement is totally useless; only swine eat it. Similarly, when the flesh is cut from a carcass, only 

bones remain and these are thrown to the dogs. Man’s mind is like flesh, and his body is like the bones. 

A person eats flesh [meat] and digests it, which means he uses it. But the bones are inedible and of no use; so he 

gives them to dogs, who can chew and utilize them. A human being must care for his mind, which is like the 

meat. He should use his mind by training it to flow into the proper channels. 

A person has to let go of his physical body sometime, for it cannot be preserved. To illustrate this: suppose 

one’s finger is chopped off or a leg is crippled, he should not worry or weep over it because he knows that his 

whole physical body has to be discarded one day. But a human being should be most careful about his mind, 

which is of the utmost use to him. The mind should be directed toward proper spheres; it should be kept in 

check and utilized. 

If this body, which a person has to discard one day, is used for anything, it should be used in the service of three 

causes: God, the Master and our fellowman. The body may become weary and worn-out — it may bring one 

suffering — but so what? Man, as a physical being, is destined to suffer. So long as the body is vibrant, active 

and under one’s control, man can be said to have used it for a good cause by directing his energies in any good 

or noble work. 

On 4 July 1925, handmills for grinding grain were obtained and fixed in a separate room, 

and the men began grinding their own millet for the bhakris that were served for their evening meal. 



Baba named the following men to work the mills at fixed times each morning, from 7:00 to 9:00 

A.M.: Arjun, Bapu Brahmin, Bapu Gahile, Behramji, Maruti Patil, Mohan Shahane (Kaka’s son), 

Nelmes, Eruchshaw Irani (a young man from Bombay), Vishnu, and Rustom. Baba fixed his own 

time for working at the mill and began doing it, at first for one hour and then for two hours each 

morning. 

One day, when Baba was grinding the handmill, a man came for his darshan. Baba told 

him, “I am grinding jowar [millet], and if you want my darshan, you will have to share in my work.” 

Taken aback, the man replied, “Great One, I have come for your darshan, not for grinding 

grain.” 

Baba smilingly retorted, “What is the use of having the darshan of a simple grinder of 

grain? I grind completely those who come for my darshan. Without such grinding, how can you 

expect to have darshan? You are not in the least willing to do as I say, so how can I give you 

darshan?” 

The man did not follow the meaning of his words and said, “Now that I have seen you, 

Baba, I will take your leave. Namaskar [Farewell]!” 

“All right, take darshan!” Baba said. The man put his head on the Master’s feet and went 

away. Afterward, Baba told the mandali, “That man has bowed to his desires and expectations, not 

to me! Had he carried out my wish today, I would have given him my real darshan! I was in that 

mood and he would have assuredly derived great benefit had he listened to me.” 

On 8 July, Baba convened a meeting of the men, and for an hour instructed each person 

about their duties during the coming year of silence. A few close ones, like Chanji, Naval, and 

Barsoap, had come from Bombay to consult with him regarding certain work. 

On 9 July, final decisions were made in all matters. Besides verbal directions, general 

instructions were written down and posted at the Hazrat Babajan School. Behramji was appointed 

the head superintendent and Rustom was named vice-superintendent; together they were to 

supervise the management of Meherabad. Arjun was made the school superintendent and was also 

given the duty of improving the students’ conduct in class. Gustadji was placed in charge of the 

storerooms that supplied food and other essentials for the Meherabad populace. Padri’s duty was 

to supervise the work in the hospital and dispensary. 

Only these five men were allowed to speak to Meher Baba at a specified time each day in 

regard to their assigned duties; all others were prohibited from talking to him. The Master had said 

that the other mandali could speak to him only when he expressed a desire, through gestures or in 

writing, to communicate with them. He was to work the flour mill two hours daily, and those who 

were doing this work with him were also not allowed to speak with him. 

Later, in the afternoon, the Master met with the parents of the children at the Hazrat 

Babajan School and explained about his upcoming year of silence. Baba impressed upon them the 

spiritual significance of allowing their children to remain in the school during this period. They, in 

turn, promised not to remove their children from the school during the next year under any 

circumstances. 

Baba then gathered the men mandali and spoke to them at length about the future. They 

listened attentively, since these would be his last utterances for one year. They knew that this would 

be the last opportunity to hear the Master’s voice again for a long time. Baba’s last verbal discussion 

with his mandali covered three topics. First, Baba’s general advice to all was, “You have to live for 

others and use your bodies for the benefit of others.” 



Then he explained that one reason for him no longer speaking concerned Babajan: “I must 

keep silence for some excessive spiritual work that will result when Babajan drops her body in the 

near future.”269 

Lastly, he explained that his self-imposed silence also related to the future of the world: 

“There will be religious, communal hostilities, riots, worldwide wars, and natural disasters. These 

events will cause the shedding of blood of millions of people throughout the world in general and 

throughout India in particular. But, thereafter, peace and brotherhood will come back into the 

world.” 

Baba turned to Gulmai, one of the few women present, and added, “There will be another 

world war; it will be much more destructive and extensive than the one before. Rivers of blood will 

flow! I will dip my kerchief in that river of blood and tie it around my head! Not until the world 

cries out for God will I give up my silence!” 

The teacher Pandoba then pleaded with Baba that, if he became silent, people would no 

longer have the opportunity to hear what he had to declare, and the world will be deprived of his 

teachings. Baba replied, “I have come not to teach, but to awaken.” 

These were to be his last words to anyone outside of his circle, and they contained the 

essence of Meher Baba’s divine mission in the world. 

 

During the evening of 9 July, Baba walked to the women’s quarters at the Post Office 

building to convey his final instructions to them: “Now listen to my last words, because from 

tomorrow I will keep silence for one year. Attend to your duties with love and fulfill them with all 

your heart. Cook for the children at the school as if they were your own. 

“I have much work to do for the world. When my work is done, I shall speak.” 

Baba left them at eight o’clock in the evening and, accompanied by Masaji, went to visit 

the mandali’s quarters. He told them, “I am going to be silent from tomorrow for one year. All of 

you take care of everything at Meherabad as usual. And take care of your health. 

“Whenever you go out during the night, always carry a lantern with you. Always beware 

of snakes! I will save you from every calamity under the sun, but I won’t help you if you are bitten 

by a snake. So be careful! 

“Keep on doing your work. I have given you all of your duties. Continue doing them — 

every one of you. There will be no hitch in the work; although I will be silent, everything at 

Meherabad will run smoothly. You don’t have to worry. I have my own reasons for keeping silence. 

I must do it. 

“Stick to your jobs and do as I instruct you. Don’t deviate from the work and don’t worry 

about it. If you obey me, nothing will be difficult.” 

It was 8:30 when he concluded: “I am going to the Jhopdi now. All of you go to bed.” 

There were about 20 men around him. A few men made some comments, and within a few minutes 

the group dispersed. 

The men began unrolling their bedding, and Padri went to urinate. He had only gone a few 

steps when he spotted a three-foot long cobra. Lifting his lantern, he shouted, “Snake! Snake!” 

The other men came running with the bamboo staffs, which were kept for such incidents. 

There was shouting and the whacking of staffs as the snake was being killed. 

 
269 On 13 July 1925, a letter was received from Ramjoo in Poona stating that a tonga in which Babajan was 

riding had been stopped by the police and then released. Babajan had remarked, "We would like to go for 

an outing. I am making inquiries.” Why the police stopped the tonga is not known. 

 



Baba heard the commotion and came out of his room. “What is all the noise about?” he 

asked. 

“Baba, we have killed a snake!” 

“Who saw it?” 

“I did,” Padri reported. 

“Were you carrying a lantern?” Padri nodded yes, and Baba was pleased that he had done 

so. Padri then handed him a staff, and Baba crushed the head of the cobra. 

He ordered Padri to wash his hands several times after burying the snake. Then he repeated: 

“I am warning you all again. Be careful of snakes! Always carry a lantern and take care. Now I 

want everyone to go to sleep.” 

Meher Baba then walked over to the women’s quarters and spoke with them briefly: “How 

fortunate you are that you have heard my voice so many times today! This incident with the snake 

took place to allow you to hear me speak for the final time.” He then departed and retired for the 

night, as Masaji kept watch. 

 

Meher Baba came out of his Jhopdi as usual at five o’clock on the morning of Friday, 10 

July 1925. After a bath he went to the mandali’s quarters. Everyone thought that Baba would not 

make his usual inquiries, but to their surprise, the Master questioned the mandali, the teachers and 

children about their health, sleep and the food for the day — all in writing. Thus from that day 

onward, in spite of his silence, Meher Baba was found to be quite alert to and mindful of all matters, 

especially regarding the duties of the two superintendents of the property, Behramji and Rustom. 

From that day on for several months, Baba had a new companion; constantly with him was 

a young boy named Bal to whom he had taken a liking. Bal, an Arangaon Village boy, would 

accompany the Master around Meherabad with a pencil and paper, or chalk and slate so that Baba 

could convey whatever he wished. 

Baba’s nature was so outgoing and voluble that he often spontaneously broke out into song 

or poetry. Hence, many of the mandali doubted he would be able to keep silence for a full year. But 

as the days passed, they were greatly impressed to observe that the Master never once spoke and 

remained silent in all circumstances, showing that he was in perfect control of himself. Although 

he would still participate in the bhajan programs, Baba’s beautiful voice no longer was heard. Yet 

his hands would play a drum or finger-cymbals as accompaniment to the singers. 

If Baba were to get angry at any of the mandali for their negligence, he would take his slate 

and whack it on their biceps or thigh, and they dared not say a word of protest or question why. 

There were three slates and one day, in a moment of irritation, Baba flung all three at someone! 

Eruchshaw, who was Baba’s orderly at the time, took the major share of the sudden raps. 

Meher Baba had observed silence four times before, but the silence of 10 July 1925 was to 

last until the end. He never uttered another word for the rest of his life. 

Although Baba was observing silence, it did not seem to those around him that he was 

silent at all, nor did it interfere with his work. On the contrary, there was an increased intensity in 

Baba’s daily activities at Meherabad. Baba became even more dynamic in his everyday routine in 

the ashram. He would keep those around him fully concentrated on him by writing his instructions, 

wishes and discourses swiftly and emphatically across the slate. 

The mandali were kept busy sweeping and cleaning Baba's Jhopdi, and supervising the 

functioning of the school and hospital. They were responsible for the care of the children, as well, 

bathing them and even washing their clothes, because the Hindu dhobi (laundryman) refused to 

wash the clothes of even the children of Untouchables. 



Baba gave the mandali new instructions daily, pointing out and correcting their mistakes, 

thus training them in a strict manner for his own special work as his circle members and closest 

disciples. During the day he was busy grinding grain and overseeing all the activities at Meherabad. 

The Master gave individual attention to every child in the school, and on occasion he would praise, 

embrace, or even scold a child to correct him or urge him to study. 

Witnessing this divine drama of God living as man, Age felt blessed. The tears and 

confusion of Age began to vanish as mankind’s suffering found solace in the God-Man’s 

compassion. Now recognized by many people as the great saint, Shri Sadguru Meher Baba − 

unending love poured out of his being. The Avatar diffused the rays of his light and by his light, 

his silence began speaking. The hearts of his lovers were awakened by the echo of his silence, 

enabling them to hear more of the Beloved’s Song. 

 

On the 13th of July, three days after his silence began, Baba commenced a new activity. 

He announced that he was writing a book. After his morning bath at 5:00 A.M., he would write in 

the Jhopdi from about six o’clock until 8:30 when he would leave the room for his other duties. He 

was to write the book (mostly in English, with a few Gujarati and Persian phrases) at various places 

in Meherabad, completing it several months later. At times Baba suffered with high fever, but he 

was quite diligent about his writing, as he was in all his activities. 

On one occasion, he urged the mandali: “For a year or two, exert yourselves to the utmost. 

The fruit of benediction is awaiting the result of your labor of love.” 

Another day, Baba rhymed in English on his slate: 

It is most difficult to keep my mind, 

Not to talk through the tongue. 

I want to speak, speak, speak, 

And yet I remain dumb. 

During the afternoon of Thursday, 16 July, Baba composed this short poem: 

The beggar without his hut; 

The king without his palace! 

Today, mark it, I have neither one of these to face. 

Now, tell me, what should I do in this case? 

At the time of the Poona Hut, Baba had spoken of the Maratha king, Shivaji, and hinted 

that Shivaji was one of his minor incarnations. He repeated something similar at 5:30 P.M. at Kaka 

Shahane’s that day, when he wrote on his slate and swore it was true: “Although European 

historians paint Shivaji in a different light, there was no warrior so brave, so sincere, so clever, so 

gentle, or so pure. He was a perfect devotee and a true disciple of his Spiritual Master, Swami 

Ramdas. It is the same Shivaji that is now present in this form to perform a great part in the 

tremendous spiritual outburst that is meant to occur in the near future.” 

Then Baba remarked, “I was present at the time of Jesus, too, but that is another matter. It 

is a secret, but a part of it I have thus revealed.” 

In reference to Shivaji, Arjun asked, “Are the men of that time present here?” 

Baba nodded and then asking for the slate, he wrote: “Although many were with him, about 

24 played a key role at that time. Ten out of these 24 will once again, within two years, be the 

instruments of great spiritual workings in the world. Afzal Khan, who was killed by Shivaji, will 

assume the lion’s share of the work. One foreigner at that time played a key role, too, and he 

likewise will be one of the most prominent members of Shivaji’s circle. Shivaji has now realized 

Truth, and through him at the appointed time in the near future, these companions will also realize 

they played a powerful part in the scheme. " 



Baba concluded, “Don’t think about it. Let it go, it is all a mystery. But the knowers will 

know within two years from this date.” 

The next day, Baba wrote another cryptic remark: “The secret will be out in the year 1927 

when, at a touch, again the blind will be given sight and the dead will be raised with a breath.” 

Closely inspecting the drinking water one day, Baba found mosquito larvae floating inside. 

He was annoyed by this lack of care and ordered the earthen pots to be thoroughly cleaned every 

day and filled only after the water was filtered through a cloth. He also directed that the pots should 

be kept covered at all times. He again warned the mandali to look after their health and take 

immediate treatment at the slightest complaint. Serious cases were to be sent to the Civil Hospital 

in Ahmednagar. 

On 22 July, Baba explained about divine sight: 

Suppose 25,000 people are sitting here and all have the same sight and the same object to look at — a ball. Now 

take the sight to be God’s, which means that the Seer through 25,000 pairs of eyes is one. Put before every pair 

of eyes different colored glasses, and in front of all these glasses put a ball. The sight out of every eye is one, 

and the ball that all see is also one. But those with red-colored glasses see the ball as red; those with yellow 

glasses see it as yellow; those with white glasses see it as white. And in this way, everyone sees a different 

colored ball. 

The sight is one and the ball is one, but to 25,000 people the ball has a variety of colors. This varying 

experience is because of the different glasses. All these different colors are different minds and the different 

glasses are different bodies. Through the medium of various colors and glasses, the Seer sees the ball. Thus 

there is the Seer (God), the color (mind) and the glasses (bodies). God is only one. The ball (illusion) is also 

only one, but God experiences this illusion through all the various minds and in a variety of ways. 

You know that all thoughts are different, feelings are different, and experiences of misery and happiness are 

different. The reason for it is that all have different minds. Although the thoughts, experiences, minds and 

bodies of all are different, the One having this experience is one as is the ball (illusion) through which the One 

God experiences Himself in various ways through innumerable bodies and minds. That which He sees is not 

the color nor the glasses; it is through the colors and glasses that the Seer sees the ball. God, who is 

experiencing all this, is not the mind, but He sees illusion through the medium of minds and bodies. 

The next day, Baba visited Shahane’s house and explained about freedom, writing out this 

story: 

A parrot was free from birth and could fly from one tree to another. It could eat the fruit it fancied, and after 

eating in Ahmednagar, it would fly as far as Bombay to let loose its droppings. Although free from birth, it had 

no idea what freedom was. It always asked, “What is freedom?” and cried out, “Free me! Free me!” 

Pointing to his brother Beheram, Baba continued: 

A philosopher such as Beheram told it, “Brother, you are already free.” But the parrot had no idea of its 

freedom and so Beheram said, “All right, I will show you what freedom is. First, come to me and submit 

yourself to my care.” 

The parrot was intelligent, so it flew to Beheram and said, “I am now in your hands. You can wring my neck or 

you can give me the experience of freedom.” 

However, Beheram put the bird in a cage. In a few days the parrot found it could not fly or eat the fruit it liked, 

nor could it sit in its favorite tree. It was shut up — locked in a cage. The parrot thought, “I used to be free.” At 

that moment it had the experience of freedom which it had lacked before. It knew freedom only when it had 

become imprisoned. 

In a similar manner, every soul is God and free, but since one was free from the very beginning one has no idea 

of the soul’s freedom. To have it, one should allow oneself to be caught by a Sadguru. One should give one’s 

neck into the Sadguru’s hands so that he may keep one locked up — under his orders and discipline — and 

give the experience of the soul’s real freedom. 

That morning, Baba had become annoyed with his young attendant, Bal, and appointed 

Louis Nelmes to take his place for the day. This was a ruse on the Master’s part. Nelmes’ health 
had weakened during the month he had been staying at Meherabad, because of the austere diet. In 

addition, for the past several days, Nelmes had been suffering from a septic wound on his leg and 



had been receiving treatment in the hospital. During the next three days, Nelmes’ condition 

worsened. 

Baba himself complained of a backache and had a high fever. On the night of 26 July, 

Nelmes, too, had a high fever. When Baba observed him, he remarked, “Nelmes will be free of all 

pain by tomorrow morning.” Pendu and Padri nursed him the whole night, but Nelmes expired the 

next morning and, true to Baba’s words, was relieved of all suffering. 

Baba had become so annoyed with Bal and chose Nelmes to serve in his place so that 

Nelmes would have the opportunity to be by Baba’s side continually near the end of his life. As 

Age noted, “The Master is God and eternal love in human form. Can anyone fathom the depth of 

his compassion?” 

After the police and the civil surgeon were summoned, Rustom brought a coffin and 

Nelmes’ body was taken in a truck to the Christian cemetery near Bhingar, where his final rites 

were performed. A few of the men mandali attended the funeral.270 

Meanwhile, Baba fasted the whole day and did not even drink water; he attended to his 

usual chores, which included cleaning the Jhopdi and sweeping it and the verandah. When the 

mandali returned in the evening, Baba remarked, “Although Nelmes has left his physical body, his 

mind is still alive. Very soon this mind will take another suitable gross form, and he will definitely 

come in my contact again.” 

 

The following is a wonderful example of one of the ways that Meher Baba works. It 

illustrates how the Master would sometimes encourage the very thing he wished to do away with. 

In such a way, he made the mandali experience for themselves the uselessness of certain religious 

habits and customs, causing them to automatically cease their former ways. 

People make a fanfare of holidays in the name of religion, but they forget its essence. To 

do away with such outward display, in the early days at Meherabad, Baba encouraged the Hindus 

among his mandali to observe their religious days with much pomp and enthusiasm. This naturally 

disturbed the Muslim and Zoroastrian mandali. Baba wished to create a situation whereby the 

mandali themselves would distinguish between the real and the artificial — the spiritual and the 

ceremonial. 

On Wednesday, 29 July 1925, Baba instructed Arjun to arrange for a seven-day celebration 

of Lord Krishna’s birthday. That morning Rustom secretly called a meeting between the Parsi and 

Irani mandali, who complained that Baba was siding with the Hindus in celebrating their religious 

festivals while he usually canceled their own Zoroastrian holidays. Baba was very upset when he 

found out about the meeting and called all the men before him. Chastising them severely, he wrote 

on his slate: 

The first thing is that you should not have thought of holding a meeting without me. It was not my order. The 

second thing is that it was my order to celebrate the festival for a week. No one pays any attention to my 

orders. Why didn’t you think of it in that way? Celebrating the festival has importance only because of my 

order, not because it is a Hindu or any other religious festival. 

When you begin quarreling over, “Why celebrate their festival and not ours,” it is better that I retire to the 

mountains to rest, rather than stay among such narrow-minded, duality-conscious persons! You all may have 

outwardly given up shariat to a certain extent, but not inwardly. Had I known that you, members of my 

mandali, only wanted to follow the shariat, I would have allowed you to observe your religious festivals. I had 

thought that your intellects had overcome this childish attitude. My God! 

I was arranging these celebrations for the benefit of the children who are here, as most of them are Hindus. I 

thought it would be enjoyable for them to rejoice, dance and sing bhajans. I thought that for them we should 

have this observance of outward religious display, but you men, you should have the gnosis — divine 

 
270 The official cause of death was listed as “blood poisoning.” Nelmes was buried in an unmarked grave; 

no stone was placed on his grave. It was simply numbered H.H.6 in the cemetery’s record. 



knowledge and inner experience. That is why I give you discourses full of inner secrets. But it is good that you 

have shown me where I was wrong. I intended outward rejoicing for them and God-realization for you, but you 

complain, “Why theirs and not ours?” Do they ever question why you, and not they, are being made worthy of 

my blessing? For them it was bones; for you it was flesh. But now you have opened my eyes. From now on I 

will stop all outward celebrations and also stop giving discourses. Do you agree? You say that everyone should 

be on equal footing. All right. For them, no festivals; for you, no God-realization! How do you like that 

equality? 

If you are convinced that I know more than you, why try to teach me? What right had Rustom to call a meeting 

to protest my order? Think about this for a minute: I order you to do something, and after meeting together, you 

pass your order and send a message to me through Behram[ji] claiming I should cancel my order. Is this 

proper? Wanting to do things according to your will and not mine is the way of the world. But it is not your 

fault. Very, very few surrender. 

I wanted outward entertainment for the children and Self-Realization for you. Christ did the same thing. To the 

masses he declared that God was above — in heaven. To his outer circle Christ declared that he was God, but 

to his inner circle he disclosed that they were God. 

Each man asked for Baba’s forgiveness. It was natural for the mandali to feel as they did; 

but as a result of Baba’s work, he freed his close ones from the sanskaric impressions of 

mechanically observing religious holidays. He made them keenly aware that they had to sever all 

bindings — religious and communal. They were being freed to worship the only One, and 

worshiping Him means burning in fire! He is light, and His real worship means to become ash. 

Baba was awakening the desire for this type of worship in the mandali through the medium 

of these conflicts among themselves. By creating particular situations, Baba gradually awakened 

the awareness of worshiping only him and following his orders. The Master embraced the religion 

of love, and through his nazar (gaze), the desire to embrace it, too, was automatically born in the 

mandali. 

Arjun was granted a four-day leave and left Meherabad for Poona on the afternoon of 30 

July. The next day, Baba’s maternal uncle Faredoon Masa visited Meherabad from his home in 

Loni, a few hours from Poona.271 

 

A wandering fakir from Ajmer showed up to take the Master’s darshan on Sunday, 1 

August 1925. Baba instructed him to observe a complete fast every Sunday, to offer namaz five 

times a day and to repeat Allah 5,001 times each day. But the fakir quietly left Meherabad the 

following day without informing anyone. Wherever he had gone before, the fakir was well fed, 

respected, and given money. But in Meherabad he found the regime of fasting and the repetition of 

God’s name too strict. It turned out that the man had become a fakir not to be rid of desires but to 

fulfill them. 

On 3 August, two goats wandered away from Arangaon and were hit by a passing freight 

train. Baba sent the mandali to investigate the matter and they returned with one of the goats whose 

legs had been broken. It was immediately taken to the Meherabad hospital for treatment. The other 

goat was dead, and the village Harijans had carted it off with the intention of butchering it and 

eating the mutton. Finding out about this, Baba immediately went to Arangaon with a few of the 

men and prevailed upon the Harijans to bury the carcass. He made them promise never to eat such 

dead animals again. Baba then invited the villagers to Meherabad and fed them to their hearts’ 

content. 

In the ashram, the men and women mandali were permitted to eat only vegetarian food. 

Eggs were not allowed and even biscuits or cookies baked with eggs were forbidden. This 

restriction was to continue for almost 25 years. 272 

 
271 Dowla Masi and Faredoon Masa had opened a country liquor store in Loni. 
272 The food restraint was gradually relaxed after 1949, and those who were non-vegetarians were allowed 

to eat meat at times.  



Every evening from the 5th of August, bhajans were sung by Bhikolya, a singer from Poona 

who had sung at Meherabad a year earlier. During the program on the 7th, it began raining heavily. 

Not finding Behramji among the gathering, Baba asked where he was. On the pretext of going to 

look for him, Baba began running about in the pouring rain without even taking an umbrella. Baba 

found Behramji and Ajoba taking shelter by the bathrooms near the well and brought them back 

with him. All three were soaking wet and had to change their clothes. Baba gave both men quinine 

tablets, and after putting on Rustom’s overcoat, he returned to his seat. 

The singing resumed. Rustom was not present for the program, but Baba suddenly leaned 

over with a concerned look and gestured to Gulmai about her son, “Rustom has fallen.” He 

continued listening to the music and Gulmai paid no special attention to his remark. She did not 

know that Rustom had left Ahmednagar to attend to some work in another town. 

The next day, Rustom arrived at Meherabad and declared that his life had been saved by 

Baba’s grace. The previous evening, as he and a group of persons were returning to Ahmednagar 

in a truck, they were caught in the rainstorm. Rustom was driving. Nearing what he thought was a 

shallow stream, he decided to drive through it. In the middle, however, the truck got stuck in a deep 

hole filled with sand. Rustom jumped down to determine the exact depth of the stream and he was 

almost overwhelmed by the force of the strong current. Standing in the rushing water, he was losing 

his balance when he caught hold of the mudguard and cried out to Baba for strength. With the help 

of the other passengers, he was pulled back into the truck. After some time, another truck appeared. 

With some difficulty, they boarded it and reached home, leaving the stranded truck in the flooded 

stream. 

Rustom would have been carried away by the rushing waters had he not caught hold of the 

mudguard. It was later discovered that this incident happened at the same time when Baba was 

walking about in the rain looking for Behramji. 

Krishna’s birthday was celebrated at Meherabad on Tuesday, 11 August. Baba and the 

mandali personally bathed the schoolboys. Bhikolya entertained all with a bhajan program at 8:00 

P.M., followed by a kirtan. The actual “birth ceremonies” were done at midnight, after which 

pedahs were distributed and coffee was served to the mandali. 

During this period, a rumor was circulating that Vishnu was guilty of contact with a maid 

servant, and the Meherabad court was convened to sit in judgment. The case was tried as in a regular 

court and the mandali, acting as judges, noted every detail. The evidence revealed that except for 

handing the woman a letter, Vishnu was innocent of any misconduct, but even this brief, casual 

encounter was an infringement of Baba’s orders. Uncertain, Vishnu asked Baba if it were actually 

a breach of his order and Baba replied that it was. As a punishment, he directed Vishnu not to bow 

before him for eleven months, but Baba later pardoned him. 

During a discussion about the marriage of two of the Arangaon students, Baba gave a brief 

discourse: 

If one has good moral conduct and leads a pure life without marrying, it is best because marriage at times 

creates impediments in one’s spiritual life. But the bond of marriage is preferable to leading an immoral, 

promiscuous lifestyle with its terrible consequences. The bond of marriage should be such that the partners in 

life never involve themselves with any other man or woman. 

One day Baba informed his close ones that he would be fasting from the 1st of September. 

He also began spending more time alone in his Jhopdi, where he was writing his book. Besides the 

mornings, on some days Baba worked on the book from early in the afternoon until 5:00 P.M., but 

he did not stop his other daily activities of grinding grain and inspecting the hospital and schools. 

 

On Monday, 17 August 1925, one of Meher Baba’s five Masters, Tajuddin Baba, dropped 

his physical form in Nagpur. A great crowd of over 30,000 people marched through the city in the 



funeral procession. It was a few days before the Meherabad community were able to confirm the 

Master’s passing through the newspapers. 

On 22 August, in Tajuddin’s honor, Baba asked everyone to fast for 24 hours. They were 

to bathe first and then gather together in the school. When all had assembled at noon, Baba, finding 

those who chewed tobacco a bit out of sorts, gave them a little to enjoy, and to those who smoked, 

he gave beedies or cheroots (hand-rolled Indian cigarettes). But he instructed, as part of the general 

day-long fast, “Until sundown, no one should think of either tobacco or cigarettes.” Gramophone 

records were played, and Angal Pleader expounded on passages from the Puranas and the life and 

teachings of Tajuddin Baba. 

At six o’clock in the evening, Baba personally garlanded Tajuddin’s photograph and then 

the photos of his other Masters, and then the mandali and everyone else paid their respects to the 

departed Perfect Master. Jalebis were distributed and all broke their fast with the sweets. 

“O Tajuddin Baba,” Age cried, “we bow to your love for Merwan! You knew he was the 

Heavenly Rose and gave him your crown.” 

 

It is a legend among Hindus, Tibetans and Muslims that Jesus lived and died in India. In 

the course of talking with the mandali at 9:45 P.M. on Sunday, 23 August, Baba confirmed this: 

There is one secret about Jesus which the Christians do not know. When Jesus was crucified, he did not die; he 

entered the state of nirvikalp samadhi [the “I Am God” state without bodily consciousness]. On the third day, 

he again became conscious of his body and he traveled secretly in disguise eastward [with some apostles] to 

India. This was called Jesus’ “resurrection.” 

After reaching India, he traveled farther east to Rangoon in Burma where he remained for some time. He then 

went north to Kashmir where he settled. When his work was finished on earth, he dropped his body and entered 

nirvikalp samadhi. He was buried in Kashmir. 

Saints in India have verified these facts about Jesus’ travels. Mankind will soon become aware of them. 273 

The following day, a young Hindu about 20 years old appeared at Meherabad in a peculiar 

condition. He did not speak, but only smiled. He was very thin, and Baba kept him in the hospital. 

Later, Baba clarified: “He is not mad, but he is a spiritually advanced person on the first plane of 

consciousness.” He became the first mast (God-intoxicated individual) to reside in the Meherabad 

ashram, where he remained until his death in 1933. 

Baba named him Mastan, and Gustadji and Sidhu were given the duty of looking after him. 

The young mast had strange habits. If he were given a blanket as a covering, he would unravel it 

thread by thread and then tie the threads into bundles. If he were given a ball, he would bounce it 

for hours until it was taken away from him. Whatever he started doing, he would not stop until he 

was compelled to do so. The tavern of the Saki is invisible to the world, yet it is always known to 

those who long to drink his wine. Meherabad Tavern became a refuge for the God-intoxicated. 

A large wooden sign with MEHERABAD painted on it was erected on the property as a 

landmark to visitors and the villagers passing by. After the sign was posted, Baba ordered 

Eruchshaw to bathe the destitute wayfarers who came to Meherabad, explaining to him, “The work 

in Meherabad is of cleaning dirt. To make this known you should bathe the needy outwardly while 

I bathe them inwardly. Now that the sign has been erected, people should know what is going on 

here. By your bathing the poor, they will come to know that the work here is of cleaning away all 

refuse.” 

Eruchshaw was given towels and soap, and began giving baths to many poor pilgrims. 

Baba would invariably find some fault in his work and would seldom be pleased with Eruchshaw. 

 
273 In India and Tibet, Jesus’ legendary name is Isa Asaf. It is also recorded in the Koran (passage 4:157) 
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At times a speck or specks of soap would remain unwashed on the person, or the person’s body 

would not be thoroughly dried. 

One day Eruchshaw bathed a man and wiped his body carefully with a towel. This time he 

was sure that nothing was amiss for Baba to find fault with. He proudly took the man to Baba who 

examined him. However, Baba found a few drops of water behind the man’s ear that had not been 

dried and immediately called Eruchshaw’s attention to it. Eruchshaw was dumbfounded. Those 

destitute persons who had been given baths were amazed, because they had never had such 

thorough baths in their lives. Baba’s punctiliousness represented his inner cleansing. And 

outwardly, though Eruchshaw tried to be meticulous, he could never please or completely satisfy 

Baba. 

During this period, Baba found out from the schoolchildren that some were eating non-

vegetarian food at home. He was upset as this indicated that the children’s behavior had not changed 

in the least, even after six months of his teaching and advice. He directed that Arjun stop feeding 

the offending children and that, henceforth, they should be given nothing except clothes and books. 

They were also forbidden to take part in bhajans or in bowing down to Baba. 

The children from the other neighboring villages were allowed to continue eating at 

Meherabad, but the nearby Arangaon children were sent home for their meals. After the latter 

returned from lunch, Baba inquired about their food. Some had eaten only bhakri and chutney, 

while others had eaten eggs and dried fish. Baba remarked, “I was about to serve a big feast today, 

but you made me so unhappy, I canceled it.” However, those who had only eaten bread and chutney 

were given food, and the rest were sent home in the evening. 

The parents of these children approached Baba later that evening, seeking his forgiveness 

and entreating him to continue giving food to their children. Baba asked them to swear that they 

would never serve dried fish, eggs or meat in their houses without his prior permission. The 

majority took the oath and Baba was satisfied that most cooperated with him. In a special function 

a few days later, he gave the parents of every child new clothes − saris for the women and dhotis 

for the men. 

It so happened that news was brought to Baba that a lewd play was about to be staged in 

Arangaon. Baba went there with the mandali and explained to the villagers how the morality of 

women and children suffered due to such performances. To compensate them for money they had 

spent on props for the show, Baba paid the participants Rs.10 each, and in addition gave them Rs.30 

to enable them to erect a structure with a tin roof where they could sit and sing bhajans. 

One evening Ram Bhiwa, a young Hindu of 22, came to Meherabad seeking admission to 

the school. He said, “I would like to be able to learn enough so that I can read the Rameshwari [life 

of Ram], but my father does not send me to school and tells me to work in the fields instead. He 

says that I am too old for school.” Bhiwa had left home with a few coins and only a few roasted 

chickpeas in his pocket. He had intended to go on pilgrimage to Pandharpur, but it was his great 

fortune to come face to face with Pandhari (Lord God) himself. 

Baba kept Bhiwa at Meherabad and renamed him Bholaram, because of his innocent 

nature.274 After the evening meal, Baba, communicating by gestures, began teaching Bholaram the 

alphabet in Marathi. Baba emphasized to him that he was the first boy at Meherabad to be 

personally tutored by him. Baba assured him that, whether Bholaram remained with him or not, he 

would continue making progress in his education, in spite of his age. 

 

The number of disciples and workers at Meherabad was rapidly increasing. During the 

previous few months, the number of men mandali had increased so much that a new residence was 

built for them. It was a 30-foot square shed-like building, constructed of tin sheets. In a row of its 
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long hall, Baba allotted a place to each for bedding and trunks, leaving a space in the center where 

his seat was placed. Baba named the new building Makan-e-Khas — House of the Chosen Ones. 

On Friday, 4 September 1925, the building was ready for occupancy and a housewarming was held 

where all were served tea and bhujias. 

Makan-e-Khas was built opposite the Post Office building, next to the temporary quarters 

occupied by the teachers, Dr. Karkal, and a few members of the mandali with their families. The 

Post Office verandah, where some of the mandali had been sleeping, was extended and turned into 

a storeroom for supplies. Gustadji was the storekeeper and resided in the storeroom. Kaka Shahane 

and his wife Manutai and their children lived in the Family Quarters in Arangaon. Ramjoo and 

Ghani, who lived near Lonavla, were frequent visitors. Adi Sr. stayed in Khushru Quarters for some 

time and would come almost every day with his mother, Gulmai. Rustom and Freiny were also 

living at Khushru Quarters at the time, as Freiny was expecting their second child. 

There were two men in Arangaon who worked extracting peanut and safflower cooking 

oils. Once these two villagers came to Baba with the complaint that their relatives were refusing to 

take part in a wedding feast at their house, because, according to Baba’s orders, no mutton was to 

be served. Baba sent Rustom to explain the purpose of this order to the relatives, but they were 

adamant. Finally, Baba had to personally intercede. Only after his intervention did the relatives 

accept his instructions and participate in the feast of vegetarian food. 

Holidays of every religion − such as Moharrum and Id of the Muslims; Dassera, Diwali, 

and Ganpati of the Hindus; Christmas and Easter of the Christians; and Papeti of the Parsis − were 

celebrated by the Meherabad community, during which time the schools and dispensary would be 

closed. Zoroaster’s birthday was celebrated on 14 September. Baba wrote on the slate, “Zoroaster 

was a great Spiritual Master, like Muhammad and Christ.” 

That evening, Baba became angry with Behramji, who he said was disturbing him by 

speaking in a loud voice, while Baba was trying to converse with Yeshwant Rao and Sadashiv Patil, 

who had come. Suddenly, Baba turned towards Behramji and struck him once with his bare hand. 

In spite of Behramji being a stout, muscular fellow, he fell down. Then Baba’s mood changed. He 

had a gramophone record played and explained, “Zoroaster was born at the very moment that I 

struck Behramji.” 

Many people from distant places throughout India would come to Meherabad for Baba’s 

darshan. Thursdays and Sundays turned into regular festive occasions as throngs of people arrived. 

Although the gatherings were splendid, Baba, in order to accommodate the crowds and offer them 

adequate facilities, suggested that a dharamshala be built near the well. It was erected and named 

Shri Upasni Serai (Inn). Pilgrims could spend the night there, receive meals and have their general 

health attended to when needed. 

The Upasni Serai was inaugurated on Sunday, 20 September, and Baba directed Waman, 

the tailor, to deliver the opening address. When he stood up to speak, he was so nervous that he 

began sweating profusely. Despite much coaxing, Waman could not utter anything distinctly and 

began stammering. Finally, he haltingly spoke out one line congratulating Baba for opening the 

dharamshala. Everyone cheered and enjoyed the amusing incident. Afterward, according to Baba’s 

instructions, Vishnu explained in Marathi the object and purpose of the wayfarer’s inn, and all were 

given sweets as prasad. 

 

During this period, Baba’s school chum Khodu came to reside at Meherabad. Khodu was 

the close friend who had accompanied Merwan to Shirdi to meet Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj in 

1915, and he would recount this story to the other men. He was put in charge of the water supply 

and with the help of two servants, Khodu would distribute water to the Meherabad residents for 

drinking, cooking and washing. By then, he and his wife, Najamai, fully accepted Baba as their 



Master, and Baba would call their infant son, Dinshaw, his “first disciple.” On 28 September, Baba 

nicknamed Khodu Sailor because of his water duty, and that became his name thereafter. 

Baba was in a good mood and gave others nicknames, as well. Masaji was given the name 

Major. Eruchshaw was religious-minded and strictly observed the tenets of his faith, reciting the 

Zoroastrian prayers and wrapping the sacred thread around his waist. Because of Eruchshaw’s 

devout nature, Baba renamed him Peshotan, which was later shortened to Pesu (or Pesi) by the 

mandali. 275 

30 September 1925 was a day of celebration in Meherabad. A second son, whom Baba 

named Feram (Falu), had been born to Rustom and Freiny the previous day. Rustom purchased 

many treats and a few people came to celebrate the occasion. During a music performance, a 

Muslim began dancing and striking himself on the ground as if overcome with divine intoxication. 

Some spectators were highly impressed, thinking he was a fervent lover of God who was indifferent 

to bodily injury. 

When the singing was over and all had departed, Baba complained of unbearable pain in 

his body. Twenty of the mandali began vigorously massaging him, but the pain did not subside. 

Baba bitterly remarked, “I am suffering because of that Muslim’s prancing and jumping!” 

Pesu naïvely replied, “What a frenzy of love overcame that man!” 

Baba snapped, “It was not love, but a sham! Posing is the greatest sin, and God never 

forgives it. God is afraid of hypocrites and keeps Himself at a distance from them.” 

Pesu was surprised and asked, “Then what is love?” 

“Fire in the oven!” answered Baba. “He who loves does not know that he loves! I have 

warned you to be natural and not pretentious. God cannot be fooled; He knows what you are! So 

what is the use of pretending to be what you are not?” 

 

On Thursday, 1 October 1925, Baba became very displeased with Arjun and declared that 

he would not set foot in the school until the negligence prevailing there stopped. At two in the 

afternoon, Baba convened a meeting at which he stated, “We should either carry on with all these 

departments of the school, hospital, dispensary, and dharamshala in the proper way or else they 

should be abolished. Despite my repeated warnings, I find abounding negligence which pains me 

deeply.” 

Before coming to a final decision, all went to Shahane’s house for their usual Thursday tea. 

After a game of atya-patya, Baba retired to his Jhopdi at 10:15 for the night. 

Some of the laddoos Rustom had purchased in honor of the birth of his son still remained. 

Behramji distributed two of these sweets to each of the mandali, though Baba had instructed that 

only one be given. While the mandali were enjoying this sweet, they noticed Baba leave his Jhopdi 

and begin walking toward Ahmednagar. The Jhopdi was a considerable distance from the mandali’s 

quarters and it was pitch dark outside. Baba was striding swiftly down the road, and the men ran 

after him. With hand signs, Baba gestured for them to go back. They stopped but watched alertly 

to see where Baba would go. Baba went some distance further across nallahs (riverbeds) and fields, 

and returned to his hut by a circuitous route to avoid the mandali, who were gathered on the main 

road. 

The next morning, Baba was in a pleasant mood and inquired about each man’s health. 

However, during his inquiry, he came to know that each of the mandali had eaten two laddoos the 

previous night. He was very annoyed and wrote: “All of you should now completely stop the work 

at Meherabad. What is the worth of your work when you have no value for my words? You work 
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like mules the whole day, but if the work is not done according to my wish, it is meaningless. There 

are many in the world who also labor hard. But to do as I say is quite a different thing.” 

Showing his disappointment, Baba again started walking toward Ahmednagar, but after 

going a short distance he sat down under a neem tree. When the mandali approached him, he 

ordered them to go back, threatening to stone them if they came any closer! 

Silence reigned in Meherabad as all work ceased. At three in the afternoon, Baba sent word 

through Behramji for all to resume their work, though he remained seated under the tree. Soon 

Baba sent another message that all should continue doing their duties in his absence, as he would 

be leaving by himself for an unknown destination that evening. 

Hearing this, the mandali gathered together and decided to approach Baba and attempt to 

rectify the situation. The mandali, teachers, and schoolchildren had been awaiting the Master’s 

presence since early morning and had gone without food or water. They all walked to Baba and 

entreated him to return. Baba gestured, “When you break my order and eat two laddoos instead of 

one, how can I trust you? If you fail to follow such a simple instruction, what is the point of your 

staying with me?” 

They beseeched him for his forgiveness and he finally granted it. An inner peace stilled the 

air. The students ran for their musical instruments and serenaded Baba back to Meherabad amidst 

happy laughter. A serious situation turned into a joyful one and yet all were taught a lesson in 

obedience which they would not forget. 

This is an example of the lengths the Master would go to in order to drive home his message 

to the mandali. Baba remained seated under the tree all day without eating or drinking simply to 

teach the men to obey him in the smallest matter. What compassion he has! 

 

Baba received news on 7 October that the Harijans of Arangaon had eaten the flesh of a 

dead bullock. He immediately closed the school and sent the Arangaon Harijan students home. In 

the afternoon Baba was informed that the parents of the children who had previously taken the oath 

had not eaten the flesh. So the children were called back and Baba walked to Arangaon. There he 

jotted down the names of those who had consumed the meat. The following day, all the villagers 

whose names Baba had noted came to him. They promised Baba again never to touch the flesh of 

dead animals and further promised to bury any carcasses they found beyond the village limits. To 

make up for the income they would lose by burying these animals instead of skinning them, Baba 

promised to pay each one Rs.5 for every dead animal’s skin. Had Baba not insisted upon burying 

the animals, the Harijans could not have resisted the temptation of eating the flesh after skinning 

them. 

The Master had ordered Ajoba to construct a large teakwood table, 153/4 feet long, 53/4 feet 

wide and 41/4 feet high. Attached underneath it, he was to build a small cabin of the same width, 

but only 8 feet long and 3 feet high. The Table Cabin was built in such a way that there was just 

enough room inside for a person to sit. It was first kept near the Post Office building, but on 4 

October, it was moved under the neem tree opposite the Jhopdi. Baba’s gaadi was placed alongside 

the cabin, under the overhanging top. The hand grinding mill was affixed beside the table, where 

Baba, along with his brother Jalbhai, would grind grain each day. 

Baba had been writing his book in the Jhopdi since mid-July. Although he wrote in the 

mornings after his supervisory duties were over, he would sometimes retire to the Jhopdi and 

continue his writing during the day, with the door closed. Baba did not reveal what he was writing 

in his book or allow anyone to read its contents at that time. 

On Sunday, 11 October 1925, after Angal Pleader’s usual Puranic recitation in the morning, 

Baba and the mandali were treated to tea and sweets in the afternoon in the village, and then 

participated in the annual dinner held in honor of the saint Buaji Bua’s death anniversary. When 



Baba returned from Arangaon, he left the Jhopdi and began spending the night in “the cupboard” 

of the Table Cabin. From that day on, he wrote continually inside that cramped space. 

When Baba moved into the Table Cabin he began fasting, declaring that he would remain 

only on water and weak tea without milk for an indefinite period. He forbade all to come near his 

new abode and said he would no longer be able to spare time for sports or games. 

On 16 October, a list of 40 to 50 mandali members was drawn up, and Baba ordered them 

to fast for 24 hours on water and weak tea. 

Diwali, the festival of lights, was celebrated the next day. In the morning Baba distributed 

sweets to the students and mandali, thus breaking their fast with this prasad. Baba gave the children 

fireworks (sparklers and firecrackers) which Gulmai had brought. 

While the Master wore a thin sadra, the women and the men mandali gave him a ceremonial 

bath, each one pouring a small container of warm water over him. 276 Those who had come for 

Baba’s darshan also had the rare privilege of washing his feet, and a considerable amount of money 

was spent on perfumes and fragrant soaps. A band played as each one bathed Baba’s feet. Although 

the ceremonial bath was a joy for those pouring the water, it was an agony for Baba who 

nevertheless underwent the ordeal to please his lovers. After the bath, puja and arti ceremonies 

were performed and selections of the Puranas were read. 

After six days of fasting on liquids, Baba ate a little food and explained the purpose of his 

fast. He revealed that it was necessary for special spiritual work and aided him in “inverse 

breathing,” which he described as “breathing in the opposite way in which normal human beings 

usually breathe.” 

That afternoon, the mandali were divided into three groups. The first was told to fast for 

three months on water and weak tea; the second to fast for 24 hours every Thursday and Sunday; 

and the third to fast only once a week on Thursdays. 

During the two-day Diwali program, one evening Baba unexpectedly wanted to hear 

lectures instead of bhajan singing and selected seventeen men to give speeches. Several did not 

know what to expound upon. They stood before the large audience with blank, embarrassed looks 

on their faces. Others spoke at length about nonsensical matters. Two hours of lectures were 

enjoyed while Baba kept score, giving each speaker a certain amount of points. 

Visitors during Diwali included Sadashiv and Baily. Memo had also been to see Baba 

recently. 

For the past nine months, since returning to Meherabad in January from Bombay, Baba 

had not shaved. But on 21 October 1925, the barber at Manzil-e-Meem, Gangaram, came from 

Bombay for Baba’s darshan and was allowed to shave him. 

The former laundryman at Manzil-e-Meem, Kashinath, came the same day. He had broken 

the Master’s orders years before, and Baba had warned him that he would contract leprosy if he did 

not confess his sin. When he arrived at Meherabad, the mandali were horrified when they saw that 

he was, in fact, now a leper. All his fingers had fallen off and his face was disfigured. Kashinath 

begged Baba’s forgiveness for not obeying him even after his warning. Baba indicated that he 

forgave him. Sobbing, Kashinath pleaded to be cured of the disease. Baba consoled him, “I have 

forgiven you. After my forgiveness, this disease is now a blessing for you. Bear the suffering and 

you will be blessed.” 

Kashinath was permitted to remain at Meherabad, and he lived there for many years until 

he died. He was given food twice a day, but the mandali were ordered not to speak with him except 

when absolutely necessary. Baba, too, for the most part ignored him. When Baba was in a good 
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mood, in response to Kashinath's salutations directed toward him, Baba would on rare occasions 

lift his hands in greeting. 

Baba, on the other hand, greatly loved Bahadur, the low-caste sweeper from Poona, whom 

Baba had once ordered to smear human waste on his body. During Baba’s stay in the Poona Hut in 

1922, Bahadur would compose ghazals and bhajans and sing them to Baba, and when he visited 

Meherabad he continued to sing before the Master. Baba would openly show his love for him, make 

him sit by his side, and then ask, “Have you composed something new? Sing it to me. Sing!” and 

Bahadur would very happily launch into his latest composition. 

 

Late at night on 22 October 1925, Gustadji blew his whistle, signaling danger. The men 

immediately ran out of their quarters carrying sticks in their hands. When they inquired what was 

the problem, Gustadji explained, “It was nothing serious. Apparently a rat ran over one of the 

women as she slept, and she started shrieking. Hearing her, I blew the whistle!” All the men laughed 

as the seriousness of the incident dissolved into a joke. 

Different men would keep watch each night during this period, and Gulabsha, who had 

come to stay at Meherabad, was put in charge of this duty. Chhagan would help. Once Chhagan 

fell asleep while on duty at night, and Gulabsha was very upset with him. Sarcastically, he advised, 

“If you feel sleepy, why don’t you apply chili powder to your eyes?” Chhagan took him seriously 

and the next night, to avoid falling asleep, he sprinkled a little chili powder in his eyes and soon 

began crying aloud in pain. Hearing Chhagan in pain, Baba himself washed his eyes with cool 

water, but the burning and swelling did not cease for several days. 

After fasting for six days, Baba began eating very small quantities of food on occasion, but 

on other days he ate nothing. But, as Ajoba noted in his diary: “Baba was marked to be as fresh and 

active as ever.” In the morning he would remain aloof from others, preoccupied with writing his 

book inside the Table Cabin. At night, when everyone was asleep, he would continue writing on 

the verandah of the Hazrat Babajan School, using a kerosene lantern on a small portable desk.277 

Any of the mandali who rose in the middle of the night to urinate would see Baba sitting alone by 

the school absorbed with this work. 

During this period, a newspaper publisher and his wealthy friend came for Baba’s darshan. 

The friend was so impressed with the work being done at Meherabad that he offered financial 

assistance to Baba to support his activities. Declining his offer, Baba wrote on his slate, “I am a 

fakir, so what have I to do with money? God is enough for us!” Baba made it clear that he would 

not accept any contribution from him. 

 

On Hindu holidays, Arjun would fix a bathing schedule for Baba, and hundreds of people 

would each reverently pour a pot of warm water over Baba’s body to sanctify the occasion. October 

31st was the day of the full moon, and Arjun arranged a ceremonial bath for Baba. Baba smiled and 

patiently endured it. But after it was over, Baba warned Arjun, “Don’t force me to go through this 

bathing ceremony again and again. I have had a cough and cold since the last bath." 

Rustom, Freiny and their two children had been living at Khushru Quarters with Rustom’s 

parents, but they moved into a renovated portion of the Family Quarters. On Sunday, 8 November, 

Baba and the mandali went there for a “housewarming” party. 

Although it was the monsoon season, there had been a severe shortage of rain thus far. In 

early November 1925, villagers from neighboring areas approached Baba with a request for rain, 
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as there was a scarcity of drinking water and a danger that their rabi (autumn) crops might fail due 

to the prolonged drought. Baba advised them to be patient. 

On the night of 10 November, after a day of exhausting activity, Baba was in the midst of 

a discussion with the mandali near the Table Cabin when the villagers returned. Again they 

beseeched him for rain, and after Upasni Maharaj’s arti was sung, Baba ordered a pit to be dug and 

a dhuni (sacred fire) to be lit. The fire was started at eleven that night. Afterward, Baba informed 

the villagers, “God has heard your prayers. Now go straight home.” Although there had been no 

clouds in the sky prior to the lighting of the dhuni, an hour later a heavy rain fell. The showers 

lasted for fifteen hours and the villagers’ crops were saved. 

The next day Baba asked each of the mandali to compose a poem about the dhuni. The 

school was closed for the afternoon and the poems of all were read aloud. Rustom won first prize; 

Padri, second; Pandoba, one of the teachers at the school, third; and Kisan Master, also a 

schoolteacher, won fourth. Jalbhai too wrote a good poem and was complimented. It was 

entertaining to hear these rhymes, each man dramatically reading his poem as if he were a great 

poet. Each would explain his poem’s meaning; however, except for Rustom’s and Padri’s 

compositions, none had any deep meaning! 

Padri composed this poem which Baba liked: 

 

O Sadguru Meher Baba, only you are our support; 

Master of both worlds, powerful Savior of us all! 

 

In the year 1925 of this 20th century 

You declared the evils of the world will be destroyed. 

 

The date was the tenth day 

Of the eleventh month of 1925. 

 

At 10:30 P.M. you called your lovers near 

And announced that the dhuni was to be lighted. 

 

All arrangements were made and we proceeded to your Jhopdi; 

We lit the dhuni, the companion of all rishis and munis. 

 

My mind was full of thoughts, 

But I could understand nothing 

 

Except that to save us from the rounds of births and deaths 

During which we suffered greatly and were beaten by Nature, 

 

Our powerful Sadguru came into our lives to rescue our souls, 

And the dhuni was meant to burn up all our sins. 

 

The Beloved had the dhuni ignited 

Because of the burden of our acts. 

 

O Dhuni, you carry a much deeper meaning 

Which I am incapable of comprehending! 

 

Sailor penned this short rhyme: 

Ladies and Gentlemen, listen carefully to what I say — 

Last night we lit the dhuni and afterward a heavy rain fell. 

 

All saliks love to light the dhuni; it is their habit. 

It is quite difficult to explain; it is all your glory! 

 



Now with your permission I take your leave; I am unable to describe anymore. 

Sailor says this is the first time in his life he has ever composed a poem! 

 

Baba immediately composed these lines about the dhuni in Gujarati, with a few Hindi 

stanzas included: 

My pen has not the strength to sing your praise. 

At the first glow of your flame there was rain! 

How marvelous is your gift! 

To cool your radiant blaze, God Himself, in honor of you, 

Showered rain for hours on end. 

May you come to the rescue of thousands. 

May you receive the blessings of the poor. 

To those who pray to you, may you give protection. 

 

You have the attributes of a wali. 

He who loses himself in you becomes like you. 

Wonderful is your effect; wonderful is your play! 

Wonderful is your nature! 

Yours is the gift which nurtures or destroys. 

The seed you fructify, while the tree you uproot — 

Both are your blessings. 

One who uses you with care can cook hundreds of dishes. 

But to the ignorant who treat you carelessly 

You are a calamity. 

You are like the wali, full of virtues as well as faults. 

You make one swim and another drown — such is your nature! 

 

The whole region of Ahmednagar was without water. 

But at the perfect time you rewarded the labor of the farmer. 

In the form of fire you were hot. 

By becoming water you were cool. 

As those near you were warmed by your flame 

So also was the world made happy by your light. 

 

When you have surrendered to Baba, let your lips be sealed. 

Brave are those who serve at the feet of the Sadguru. 

Limitless is your greatness, O Dhuni! 

Only rishis and munis can fathom you. 

You made Beheram sleep and the sky weep. 

Your warmth melted the heavens, wetting my sadra. 

You are the real servant of the Sadguru. 

Stay near him always! 

 

Difficult was it to live in the heat of the famine 

And it made you sweat. 

You are the true slave of the Master, 

A fiery rod in my cool hands! 

After this reading was over, Masaji narrated what had happened to him the previous night. 

He was on watch with Baba and was sitting by him near the dhuni before the rain started. He felt 

drowsy and dozed off for a moment; meanwhile his scarf fell into the dhuni’s flames. Baba clapped 

loudly a few times and Masaji awakened to find his scarf on fire. He yanked it out of the dhuni and 

extinguished the flames. Baba then forbade him to sit near the dhuni and warned him to stay awake 

while on nightwatch. 

From the time the Master occupied the thatched hut in Poona, he would always have a 
watchman near him during the night, and he continued this practice throughout his life. In Poona, 

during 1922, Baily and Arjun would be on watch; in 1923 at Manzil-e-Meem in Bombay, Ghani 



and Pendu were assigned this duty; and during this period at Meherabad, it was usually Masaji or 

Padri who were the watchmen. 

Baba would sit inside the small Table Cabin to write his book, but when meetings were 

held with the mandali, he would go to Makan-e-Khas or to the school verandah. From Monday, 16 

November 1925, a new seat for receiving people was selected according to his orders; it was 

between the Table Cabin and the dhuni, where Baba would sit after he finished writing. 

Baba informed the mandali of his new schedule starting from the 18th of November: 

From 8:00 A.M. to 12:00 noon — Writing of the future book in the cupboard of the table. During these hours, 

all are forbidden to approach the neem tree by the side of the Table Cabin. 

From 12:00 noon to 4:00 P.M. — Inspecting of different departments, inquiries and advice. All connected with 

the relative departments should be frank with Baba about their difficulties. 

From 4:00 P.M. to 12:00 midnight — Giving darshan to outsiders while sitting at the new seat near the dhuni; 

gramophone playing after the evening bhajans. 

Baba said that he would suspend his writing work on Thursday and Sundays, due to the 

increased number of visitors on those days. He again cautioned the mandali not to leave him under 

any circumstance. He further indicated that even if he were to remain near the dhuni for the whole 

day, they should continue doing their work as usual. Baba warned them openly, “That terrible time 

may soon come when I remain in one place, and most of you will become restless to leave me. 

Although I will tell you to stay and prevail upon you by emphasizing the importance of your being 

with me − even pleading with you − most of you will leave me. Do not let this dishearten you. 

Continue to repeat my name sincerely to yourself and try your best to stick to me, come what may. 

Do your utmost not to let go of your hold on my feet, and I will see to the rest.” 

The next day Baba ordered Behramji and Rustom to go on a partial fast from the 20th 

onward — not eating or drinking anything during the day, but eating as much as they liked at night. 

They were permitted to drink a cup and a half of milk at 11:30 A.M., but then nothing was to be 

ingested until their evening meal, not even water. (They were told to stop fasting nine days later, 

on the 29th of November.) 

On Sunday, 22 November 1925, a great crowd gathered at Meherabad for the Master’s 

darshan. As mentioned, every Thursday and Sunday there was a mass darshan, and flower and tea 

stalls would be set up by the side of the road to cater to the crowds. 

On this day, Ramjoo, Ghani, Sadashiv and Sayyed Saheb arrived. Sayyed had brought an 

unknown qawaal with him, but when the man was before Baba, he professed his inability to sing. 

Nevertheless, he had the nerve to request in broken English that Baba gift him “the box,” meaning 

the harmonium inside the wooden box, which had been given to him to play. Sayyed was upset 

with the rogue, for he had paid his full fee and brought him all the way to Meherabad from Nasik 

solely to entertain Baba. Sayyed expressed his disappointment, but Baba prevented him from 

scolding the fellow and promised the man he would be given “the box.” Later, Baba remarked to 

the mandali, “By powdering a piece of coal, its color is not changed. In the same way, whether a 

man be good or bad, his nature never changes.” 

The darshan program ended at 8:30 that evening. Since there was no means of public 

transportation available, people shouldered their belongings and started walking to the train station. 

A harmonium was presented to the so-called qawaali singer, and he again demonstrated his 

impunity by asking Baba for a coolie to carry it. Baba provided two of the mandali, first ordering 

them to secretly remove the harmonium from the box. The mandali lifted the empty box, groaning 

loudly and pretending it was heavy. They walked five miles to the railway station carrying the box 

and placed it in the train compartment. When the man was settled in the train and opened the case, 

he was shocked to find it empty. He had asked for a harmonium box and he got it! 



A few days later, Baba presented a blind singer from Ahmednagar named Sawlaram with 

the expensive harmonium as his prasad. 

November 26th was Padri’s birthday and Baba garlanded and kissed him. The next day, a 

well-known singer named Pyaroo Qawaal performed in the hospital premises. Baba loved qawaali 

music, and Pyaroo Qawaal had an exceptional voice and put his heart into his singing. The mandali 

declared that it was the best qawaali they had ever heard. Many from Ahmednagar and other places 

came to hear the performance. 

The number of people coming for the Master’s darshan increased to such an extent that 

seating at the programs became a problem. In response, Baba selected a spot near the Post Office 

and gave instructions to erect a large hall, 96 feet long and 66 feet wide. Named after his Master, 

Sai Baba, it was called Sai Darbar (Sai’s Court). Baba laid the foundation for it on Sunday, 29 

November, in the presence of hundreds who had come for his darshan. 

Built under Ajoba’s supervision, Sai Darbar was made of bamboo matting and corrugated 

iron sheets. At one end a stage was constructed for performances. The large building was completed 

a month later, and Baba began giving darshan inside it during large functions and celebrations. 

Later, the last part of his book was written in Sai Darbar. 

By this time there were 500 people living at Meherabad, and a new kitchen was built in 

order to accommodate their meals. It was officially opened with an inauguration ceremony on 30 

November, when Baba himself lit the hearths for the first time, followed by Zoroastrian prayers by 

Pesu. During the function, Sawlaram sang bhajans and gramophone records were played, while 

sweets and tea were served. Food was prepared separately for the Hindus. They were so strict that 

no one of another caste or religion was even allowed to touch their drinking water. 

On 9 December 1925, it was reported in the newspaper that Mahatma Gandhi was in search 

of a guru. This prompted Baba to remark, “Gandhi is already greatly prepared for a divine 

upliftment without being conscious of it. After two or three more births, he will become a Sadguru.” 

The mandali were encouraged when Baba further remarked about them, “But you [lot] are 

far better off than Gandhi. You have already come across a guru, whereas he is still searching for 

one to whom he can surrender his body and soul.” 

Baba was making similar promises to others in the mandali. In a handwritten letter to 

Ramjoo on 11 December, Baba said: “I love you as my own Self. Not a second are you out of my 

mental sphere. Nowadays the explanations bewilder the mandali here. Yes, one day you two chaps 

[Ramjoo and Ghani] will see actual[ly], so don’t fret. Remember me.” 

Barsoap came to Meherabad for a few days, and Sadashiv arrived on the 11th and left the 

same evening.278 Before going, Sadashiv, the mandali and Baba walked up Meherabad Hill to have 

a picnic supper near the Water Tank. (Although Baba had been fasting recently.) As the amount of 

vegetables was insufficient, Baba became very upset and later berated Naja, who had done the 

cooking. He then directed Parvati (the guardian of the leper ashram at Meherabad) to cane Naja 

with a bamboo as a further punishment. Behramji, too, was blamed and taken to task for his 

“indifference” to his duty. 

Two tea stalls, made of bamboo and gunny sacks, were built to serve the increasing crowds 

coming to Meherabad every day. Sitaram Bua of Arangaon managed one of the stalls, which also 

sold coconuts, incense, camphor, and dry snacks of parched rice and chickpea grams. Rambhau 

Mali operated a flower stall for people wishing to purchase garlands. 

One day Baba visited Sitaram’s café to inaugurate it and asked the mandali to have tea. But 

there were so many people in Baba’s party and so many already seated in the café that all of the 

mandali could not be served. So Baba went to the other teashop, managed by another villager, 

 
278 Barsoap rejoined those staying at Meherabad as a resident in the first months of 1926. 



where the rest of the mandali were given one cup each served in chipped cups and saucers. Despite 

the impoverished state of the humble stalls, Baba, in good humor, regally christened them the Raj 

Mahal and Taj Mahal hotels [cafés]. 

As mentioned earlier, when the new kitchen was opened at Meherabad, Baba lit one of the 

hearths to celebrate the occasion. But there was a deeper significance to this action than was 

apparent at the time. Pandoba was a Brahmin and for several days he had been asking for Baba’s 

permission to eat with people of the other castes. Baba would always advise him to act in 

accordance with the tenets of his religion, which specified not mixing with others who were not 

Brahmins. On 12 December, Pandoba again asked for Baba’s consent, which was given this time. 

Baba informed him, “I myself have shouldered your responsibility.” Pandoba was the first among 

the Hindus to abandon the strict orthodoxy of religion and fully embrace the oneness Baba had 

been emphasizing. 

On 14 December 1925, Baba commented on the recent announcement, given in the 

newspapers, by Dr. Annie Besant, the head of the Theosophical Society, of the coming of a “New 

World Teacher,” similar to Christ, in the form of her young protégé, J. Krishnamurti. 279 

It is all humbug. The Theosophists, including Mrs. Besant and Krishnamurti, do not have even a whiff of the 

Truth. They say that the spirit of the World Teacher will manifest itself through the medium of this boy in the 

world, and that the chief “wire-puller” of this show is supposed to be somewhere in the Himalayas. There is 

nothing but dust and stones in those mountains. Real teachers like Buddha, Krishna, Christ, and Zoroaster 

never kept themselves perched on heights or lost in jungles. They mixed freely with those for whose upliftment 

they worked. In spite of their unthinkable and unimaginable states of exaltation, they brought themselves down 

to the lowest levels of their surroundings and students. 

Similarly, not a single Spiritual Master of the world who appeared under whatever external label ever required a 

“vehicle” save his own physical body. If this “vehicle” of the coming “World Teacher” dies within a year, let 

us see how Mrs. Besant takes it. 

Baba concluded by stating, “Really speaking, this false note [Krishnamurti] is also not 

without meaning. On the contrary, it is the result of my own multifarious working and it is clearing 

away the path for my own manifestation.” 

Continuing the theme, the next day, while discussing false mahatmas and saints, Baba 

pointed out in a warning tone: 

Those who pretend to be divine personages or Spiritual Masters and who have an eye on the riches and women 

of others should be cut to pieces! There is no sin in doing it. On the contrary, by such an act, many devoted, 

innocent souls would be saved from their clutches. 

Baba mentioned Gandhi again: 

Gandhi is the best man among the millions of non-Realized souls in the world. In spite of so many people 

calling him a “mahatma,” he unreservedly admits himself to be far from the Goal, and according to his recent 

writings thinks of completely surrendering to someone who is One with the Truth. Realization of Truth is a 

very difficult achievement. 

On the 17 of December, at 11:30 A.M. at their weekly Thursday tea at the Family Quarters, 

Baba warned the mandali: 

Beware of anger! The anger of a Sadguru is beneficial to those connected with him and to others, but an 

ordinary man hurts himself greatly through anger. Treat all who come for my darshan, no matter what caste or 

 
279 The Theosophical Society was founded in New York City in 1875 by Madame Blavatsky as a "universal 

brotherhood" dedicated to studying ancient and modern religions, as well as the “latent psychic powers” in 

humanity. After traveling extensively, in India, Tibet and Egypt, Blavatsky claimed direct guidance from 

ascended Indian and Tibetan adepts and Spiritual Masters who gave her the keys to her Theosophical 

teachings. She published many works synthesizing esoteric and Eastern teachings. The Theosophical 

Society is credited as being the organization most responsible for popularizing Eastern thought among 

spiritual seekers in both Europe and America.  



temperament, with due consideration. Don’t hurt the feelings of anyone. If someone speaks angrily with you, 

be humble with him and reply even more politely. If humility does not affect him, if that person persists in 

disobeying some request, then you should fall at his feet. 

In short, whenever you feel anger, try to curb it. I am teaching you true asceticism. Listen to what I say; 

otherwise, please yourself. 

Later the same day, on hypocrisy, Baba stated: 

One should either be a crow or a swan, but not a heron, which is white on the outside but black on the inside. 

Also, always keep aloof from the riches and women of other men. Expect anything from me except these; 

otherwise, the ceaseless chain of births and deaths will keep you enslaved continuously! 

On the 19th, hinting about his real state, Baba revealed: 

My real form is indescribable! When I speak, a few will experience it internally, from within. At that time, my 

outward form will resemble the forms of Christ, Muhammad, Buddha, Krishna, Ram, and Zoroaster. They all 

looked like me, with the same hair and a similar face. 

You do not have the slightest idea of how I suffer in my physical form. Even on an empty stomach, I remain 

active throughout the day, moving about here and there, besides working on the book for three to four hours at 

a stretch, which makes my back ache. Yet I have nothing left to achieve for myself. My aim is achieved! My 

present suffering, fasts, and seclusions are for the benefit of others. The majority of you know this to be true, as 

you have personally experienced and witnessed it. 

Baba asked the mandali to keep awake until midnight on 24 December, Christmas Eve. 

The time was spent in an entertaining way, with each one delivering a speech about Jesus. The last 

speaker was Ajoba who dramatically entered the gathering dressed in a long white robe and 

carrying an eight-foot wooden cross. He delivered a stirring speech about Christ’s life and 

crucifixion, and a few boys from Ahmednagar sang Christian hymns afterward. 

A complete holiday was observed in honor of Christmas on 25 December 1925. In Makan-

e-Khas, Baba distributed prasad of sweets, tea, and bhujia to the mandali, teachers, students, 

hospital patients, and pilgrims. Atya-patya was played until 11:00 A.M. and other games were 

played in the afternoon. Later in the evening, from 8:00 to 10:00 P.M., a kirtan singer performed. 

To manage the growing estate at Meherabad, a committee was formed along the lines of 

the Gutta in Manzil-e-Meem. It was named the Circle Committee and the chairman, vice chairman 

and secretary were Rustom, Behramji, and Vishnu, respectively. Among the committee members 

were Anna 104, Arjun, Gulabsha, Kisan, Jalbhai, Kaka Shahane, Maruti Patil, Masaji, Dattatrey A. 

Nisal (a teacher), Padri, Pandoba, Pendu and Pesu. Abdullah Karim was made a peon and Tyebali 

was appointed an orderly.280 Rules were made for the committee to abide by. 

Baba’s personal inspection of all departments at Meherabad continued. For example, it was 

wintertime, and Baba made sure that each and every patient and guest staying at the dharamshala 

had enough blankets. Any child in the school who needed them was given socks and warm clothing. 

One of Rustom and Behramji’s duties was to meet each person before he or she took Baba’s 

darshan. They were to ascertain the reason the person had come — whether for material help, the 

cure of some disease, or for answers to spiritual questions. There was such a demand for darshan 

that if each person had been allowed to speak with the Master, there would not have been time for 

Baba to meet everyone. Hence, Rustom or Behramji would first question each one. 

To the general public, the mandali would refer to Meher Baba as Shri (His Holiness), a 

common term of respect in India for gurus and saints. The mandali would ask the visitors, “Why 

have you come? Do you wish to ask Shri anything?” When the person approached Baba, Rustom 

or Behramji would inform Baba of the person’s purpose or reason for seeing the Master. This 

 
280 Tyebali was a follower from Poona or Lonavla, who was living at Meherabad.  



manner of introduction disclosed everything that was troubling the person and quickly brought 

whatever he or she was thinking out into the open. 

 

During this period, Baba sometimes visited Nusserwan Satha’s residence at Akbar Press in 

Ahmednagar. Nusserwan’s sister, Gaimai, 25, lived in Nagpur with her husband but she would 

come regularly to Ahmednagar with her children during their Christmas and summer vacations. 

It was during the Christmas holidays in 1925 that Gaimai had her first opportunity to meet 

Meher Baba. Her brothers and her daughter Manu, who was staying at Akbar Press, had written to 

her about Baba, and, being spiritually inclined, Gai longed for Baba’s darshan. 

Gaimai arrived in Ahmednagar with her other children, and shortly after, the whole Satha 

family rode to Meherabad in victorias. Baba was sitting under the tree by the Table Cabin at the 

time and saw the group approaching. It was evident to Gaimai from her first glance that Meher 

Baba was functioning at a higher level of existence. In the Master’s Universal mind, he scans the 

whole world with his divine eye from a single vantage point. 

From his very first contact with the Satha family, Baba had been waiting to forge this inner 

link with the Jessawala family. Thinking that Baba would be displeased to see the horse straining 

with so many passengers, Gaimai told her nine-year-old son Eruch to jump down from the victoria. 

As Eruch did so, he slipped and fell, grazing his elbow, which began bleeding. He followed the 

carriage on foot. As he approached, Baba asked him about his injury. Baba applied ash from the 

dhuni to his elbow and wrapped it with his own handkerchief. He patted Eruch on the head, kissed 

him, and held him in his lap, his tender kindness capturing Eruch’s heart forever. Eruch was 

destined to become one of the Master’s most trusted companions. He would visit Baba 

occasionally, and joined him permanently twelve years later in 1938. 

On one occasion, turning to the Satha sisters, Baba gave a rose to Banumasi to eat as prasad. 

He asked Gulamasi, “How many brothers do you have?” When she replied that she had five, Baba 

remarked, “I am your sixth brother.” 

Meherjee Mama Satha asked Baba how he could recognize a saint. Baba wrote on his slate, 

“To recognize a saint, you must first be a saint!” 

 

Baba’s two younger brothers, Beheram, seventeen, and Adi, eleven, had also come to 

Meherabad during their school break, and they returned to Poona with Vishnu’s mother Kakubai 

on the evening of 4 January 1926. 

On 7 January, Baba gave this message to the mandali about service to destitute people: 

To help the poor, the needy and suffering people is service. Such persons give us the opportunity to serve them 

and we should be thankful to them. While performing such service, we should not have the least thought of the 

self; only then can it be called real service. If you think you are obliging those whom you serve, then it is not 

service, but an act done with an ulterior selfish motive. 

If someone abuses us or insults us and becomes the cause of our suffering, or if we are harassed in any way, we 

should bow down to such a person instead of reacting angrily with him, because he is the means of wiping out 

our sanskaras. This is what Jesus meant when he said that if someone strikes you on the right cheek, offer him 

your left. 

An example of the mandali’s selfless service was found in the case of a Harijan boy named 

Kashinath. He was admitted to the Meherabad hospital with a high fever and a very serious case of 

pneumonia. Baba sat by his side the whole first night he was there, 7 January, and sent for the boy’s 

parents from Dewalgaon village. Before retiring for the night, Baba stated, “I am the Ocean, and 

human beings are like bubbles in the water. When the bubble bursts, it disappears, merging back 

into the Ocean.” 



The parents arrived the next day and were naturally worried about their son’s condition, 

but Baba assured them that the boy would be all right. One of the mandali was sent to Ahmednagar 

to bring ice to apply to the boy’s forehead. Others were assigned the duty of remaining by the boy’s 

bedside day and night. Baba would go to the hospital frequently to check on Kashinath, giving Dr. 

Karkal certain instructions about his care. Karkal diagnosed no real hope for the boy’s survival and 

depended entirely on Baba’s guidance. As Baba instructed them, Padri, Pendu, and Karkal did their 

best to treat the boy, and due to their efforts, Kashinath gradually recovered. Baba was very pleased 

and rewarded Karkal with a silver vase, and Padri and Pendu with woolen scarves. Sweets were 

distributed, and it was a day of rejoicing at Meherabad. 

 

A former attorney from Pathardi had devoted himself to certain practices and had become 

a yogi. On Saturday, 9 January 1926, he came to Meherabad for Baba’s darshan. He wished to 

question the Master about spirituality, and Baba agreed to answer all his questions. The yogi said 

he preferred to write out his questions to ensure privacy as many were present. Baba agreed. The 

yogi was given a slate and began writing. Simultaneously, Baba too started writing, sitting opposite 

him. After finishing, the yogi handed his slate to Baba, and Baba handed his slate to him. Upon 

reading Baba’s slate, the yogi was dumbfounded. On it, he found written all the answers to his 

questions! He was highly impressed by Baba’s omniscience. 

After he left, Baba remarked, “This is the first time I had the whim to read and express a 

visitor’s thoughts, although I frequently do so in the case of the mandali, as you all know.” 

Sometime earlier, Mohan Shahane had written an arti for Baba in Marathi, which was being 

sung at all the gatherings. The mandali, however, wished to have an arti composed in Gujarati, and 

so Baba told them to write one, but none of the songs satisfied Baba. 

Finally, on 11 January 1926, Baba wrote his own arti called Bujaave Naar which later 

became known as the Gujarati arti: 281 

O God, command that the fire of ignorance be extinguished! 

Bestow upon Your lovers the light of faith for which they long. 

O Master Meher Baba! We lay our heads at Your feet. 

O Meher Baba! You are the One who knows the original state of God. 

 

You are the Lord of Truth! You are the lover and Beloved in one. 

You are the torrent of Infinite Knowledge and the Ocean of Oneness. 

O Beloved, bestow upon us seekers the knowledge of Ezad. 

For You, Paramatma, are omniscient, Divine Knowledge Itself! 

 

Intoxicate us by making us drink from the cup of love divine. 

O Saki, promise us a cup of wine! We offer our lives in sacrifice to you. 

Our ship founders in mid-ocean; only if you steer can we remain afloat. 

O Meher Baba! You are our captain and protector! 

Some of Baba’s early devotees visited Meherabad on Thursday, 14 January, including 

Sadashiv, Ramjoo and Babu Cyclewalla. 

From time to time, rumors would spread about the Master. On 23 January, Angal Pleader, 

Bhau Saheb Wanjari and a few devotees from Ahmednagar came to Meherabad, having heard a 

rumor that Meher Baba had died or been killed. Hearing their concern, Baba remarked, “Even if 

the heavens and earth should come together for that purpose, I am not going to give up my body 

for the next 26 years. After that, whether I drop my body or not will depend upon my wish. But I 

shall not keep a connection with this body after I am 90 at the most.” 

Once, when Bobo was bedridden and all of Baba’s brothers were staying with Baba, a man 
knocked on their door late at night and informed Baba’s mother and father that Baba had been 

 
281 Although this Gujarati arti was composed in 1926, it was not sung often at that time. 



arrested and would shortly be sent to prison. Hearing this, Memo left Poona immediately by train 

and arrived in Meherabad that very night. Bobo, too, spent a sleepless night, chanting the name of 

Yezdan. When Memo found her beloved son safe and in good health, she sent a telegram to 

Sheriarji. 

Memo had to face fierce opposition from the Irani and Parsi communities of Poona, who 

would constantly harass her about her son. They claimed that Merwan had gone mad and had 

become a false saint, deceiving people. They spread vicious rumors about Baba to torment Memo, 

but because of her strong character, she never once faltered or bowed before such opposition. 

 

Three years previous, Baba had visited a young man named Mulog who lived in Kirkee, a 

suburb of Poona. This man became a partner in four of the toddyshops which Bobo owned. 282 Bobo 

was a guileless person and fully trusted Mulog, whereas Shireenmai possessed a keen, intuitive 

intelligence and was not as easily fooled. One day Mulog called Bobo to his house and told him, 

“You are old. Why don’t you allow me to look after the toddyshops? Wouldn’t this be better for 

you? But if you agree, you must give your consent in writing, assigning responsibility to me. I have 

also purchased some additional acres of [toddy] trees and the deed requires your signature.” Bobo 

was ready to stop working by this time. Mulog brought a stamp paper which he told Bobo to sign. 

The details in the contract were blank, but Mulog said he would fill in all that was required after 

consulting an attorney. Trusting him, Bobo did as he was asked. 

Mulog proved to be a treacherous fellow and completed the document with false 

statements. After some time, he claimed to have become the owner of all four toddyshops and 

produced the signed contract to prove it. The case was taken to court and dragged on for several 

years. Memo was overwrought and consulted an attorney. He would tell Memo what to say in court 

and she, in turn, would make Bobo memorize the attorney’s advice. The attorney told Bobo to tell 

the court simply that the signature on the contract was not his, but he refused to lie. Eventually the 

case was lost, and except for their house and a little money, Meher Baba’s parents were defrauded 

of the business they rightfully owned. 

Bobo tried to console Memo by saying, “We have lost nothing, but look at the suffering 

ahead of him and what he will have to pay in lives to come. Mulog will have to repay the debt in 

his future births.” 

Memo sardonically replied, “But I won't be there to see it!” 

Although Memo had bitterly recriminated, and everyone felt sorry for Bobo, Bobo, as 

always, was resigned to the will of God. He was not a vengeful man and his sympathies until the 

end were with the young man. Through a friend, he sent this message to Mulog: 

I forgive you fully for what you have done. If there ever comes a time when you wish to ask my forgiveness, I 

may be dead because I am already an old man. So remember, there will be no reason for you to ask my 

forgiveness as today I have completely forgiven you. It is now a matter between yourself and God. 283 

 

On Thursday, 28 January 1926, Hazrat Babajan’s birthday was celebrated. Plans were 

already being made to celebrate Baba’s birthday in a few weeks. 

Most of the mandali at this time were young men, and Baba spent two hours that day 

explaining to them about the enormous increase in sanskaras acquired through immoral acts. 

Someone asked about nocturnal emissions, and Baba explained that such binding sanskaras were 

 
282 Sheriar had at one time owned as many as fifteen toddyshops in Poona. 
283 More than 30 years later, near the end of his life in 1960, Mulog repented for defrauding Baba’s father, 

and sent his wife to Guruprasad to beg Baba’s forgiveness. 



not acquired while dreaming. But even that was the result of impure thoughts during the day, Baba 

stated. He continued: 

Hence, bad thoughts should not be entertained. The mind must be kept engaged in service to others done with 

love and devotion. The spending of sanskaras in this way is beneficial, not by indulging in impure actions. Rain 

does a lot of good, but it should rain in the right way. Otherwise, untimely showers (like what we had earlier 

today), instead of bringing about prosperity, cause damage to crops and even to human life through floods. 

On 3 February, a mechanical pump was installed on the well so that water would be 

provided more easily. Baba had instructed Ajoba and the mason that it must be completed that day 

under any circumstances. “Either fix it today or throw it away!” Baba said. The old hand pump was 

to be repositioned, but the mason did not want to work extra hours and left for Ahmednagar. When 

Baba came to know of this, he completed the work himself with the help of the men, and the new 

pump was installed by nine o’clock that night. 

Chanji had been a frequent visitor to Meherabad, commuting from his home in Bombay 

during the process of selling his cinema. From 9 February, Chanji began living at Meherabad as a 

permanent member of the mandali and continued working as a teacher in the school. Under Chanji’s 

direction, Vishnu rehearsed the mandali for a play about Shivaji for Baba’s birthday. 

“The Master had said that he had once been Shivaji and led his followers in war,” Age 

observed. “Now he was fighting another war, but it was a battle against ignorance and the forces 

of maya prevalent in the world.” 

The next day Memo, with her sons Beheram and Adi, and small daughter Mani, arrived in 

advance for Baba’s birthday celebration. The pace of the activities at Meherabad noticeably 

quickened in the excitement of the upcoming event. Ajoba noted in his diary: 

Although Baba has been taking food very scarcely and irregularly of late … day-by-day, the steadily increasing 

inhabitants and the consequent arrangements in the colony, besides the large number of visitors that come 

daily, Baba’s field of activity has increased beyond description. His inspections and inquiries are never for the 

sake of formality. Seldom an irregularity or change in any matter or person, however imperceptible it might be, 

misses his vigilance and watch. 

Amidst all the hustle-bustle that is going on for the great day [his birthday], including the arrival of numerous 

guests from out-stations for the occasion, Baba did not miss going to the hospital, dharamshala, and the asylum 

for the blind, and inquiring of each and every inmate of these institutions about their health and requirement … 

Similarly the mandali and the inmates of the ladies’ quarters received Baba’s due attention. 

On 13 February, Baba gave instructions for a small box-like cabin (six feet by five feet by 

five-and-a-half feet) to be built on the stage of the Sai Darbar, indicating that it must be completed 

by the time of the birthday celebration. When it was still not finished by 17 February, Baba sat with 

Ajoba until midnight to make sure the work was completed. 

With festoons, potted palms, flowers and garlands, all structures such as the Jhopdi, the 

Table Cabin, the dhuni, Upasni Serai, Sai Darbar and the Water Tank on Meherabad Hill were 

beautifully decorated for Baba’s 32nd birthday. Hundreds had already come the day before from 

different places. Beginning early in the morning of Thursday, 18 February 1926, thousands more, 

who traveled by bus, truck, car, tonga, and bullock cart, arrived forming a sea of humanity at 

Meherabad. Traffic on the Dhond road was continuous throughout the day, ferrying visitors back 

and forth to Ahmednagar. The arrangements concerning food and lodging for the guests, which 

Baba had insisted the mandali take care of several days before, were found to be inadequate. 

At eight o’clock that morning, the women mandali gave a ceremonial bath to the Master 

and the men did the same afterward, in the Bathroom Building. All were allowed to pour a small 

pot of warm water over him and thus thousands of liters of water were showered upon him, and a 

great number of people touched his delicate flower-like body. A village band of drums and flutes 

and a band from Ahmednagar played spirited music as the bath was given. By this time, the 

gathering was so large that, when the bath was being given, the mandali found it difficult to control 

the crowd. The mandali surrounded Baba on all sides, encircling him with a cordon of hands, and 



tried to prevent a stampede. The ceremonial bath was stopped after one hour, which disappointed 

many who had not had their turn. Still surrounded by the mandali, Baba was taken to Sai Darbar 

where he sat inside the box-like cabin. The rays of his divine Sun shone everywhere, beautifying 

the area and illuminating the hearts and minds of those present. 

Angal Pleader read from the Puranas and gave a short but beautiful speech on Baba’s life 

and mission. Ceremonial red powder was thrown in the air, and Baba was covered with heaps of 

flowers. Garlands, piled one on top of the other, encircled his body and throne. Afterward, Baba’s 

arti was sung, and thousands were served at a feast prepared by Bapu Brahmin. 

After the feast, thousands bowed to Baba as he gave darshan for hours. At six o’clock, a 

long procession was formed at Sai Darbar which extended to the reservoir on top of Meherabad 

Hill. Baba was taken slowly up the hill in a palanquin to the rousing accompaniment of music. Near 

the Water Tank, the women, led by Gulmai, performed Baba’s arti and worship ceremonies again. 

While returning, Baba walked with all to Arangaon Village. Being Thursday, he visited the 

Family Quarters, where his arti was sung once more by the Shahanes. He then returned to Sai 

Darbar and sat in the small cabin where darshan was given until midnight. Perhaps 20,000 people 

had Baba’s darshan that day. Fireworks decorated the sky that night, and their echoes seemed to 

reflect the bursting of each lover’s heart. “Meherabad looked more joyful than heaven,” Age 

declared. “And the angels wept in envy, for in heaven the river of love does not flow.” 

Baba then retired inside the Table Cabin near the dhuni. People continued to stream into 

Meherabad and slept overnight in Sai Darbar. No sooner did Baba come out of the Table Cabin 

early the next morning than a crowd rushed before him, beseeching him for darshan. For nearly six 

hours, without taking a break, Baba continued giving darshan. Everyone was given a free Marathi 

booklet titled Sat Samagam (Face-to-Face with the Truth), written by one of the teachers, Goma 

Ganesh. This was the first booklet in Marathi published about Meher Baba and his activities at 

Meherabad. 

Baba’s father Bobo and brother Jamshed had also come for the birthday celebration, but 

they left soon after it was over. From 19 February, Baba began taking his seat every day in the box-

like cabin in Sai Darbar and all public functions were now held there. Yeshwant Rao from Sakori 

came to see Baba on the 23rd. 

On 25 February, a play called Shah Shivaji (Emperor Shivaji) was staged. Directed by 

Chanji, it was performed very well by the mandali. Sai Darbar was turned into a theater with a stage 

and floodlights. 

The superintendent of the Meherabad community, Baba’s old acquaintance Behramji, 

although virtually uneducated, was in the habit of speaking to others in legal terms. He would refer 

to civil laws and different rules on the slightest pretext, often arguing his view as if he were 

presenting a case before a jury. Baba nicknamed him Barrister, which all the other men thought 

was quite appropriate. 

After his birthday celebration, Baba had permitted Jamshed and his wife Khorshed to stay 

for a few days with his maternal aunt Dowla Masi and her husband Faredoon Masa at their house 

in the village of Loni.284 On the way they had paid their respects to Babajan in Poona. At midnight 

on 26 February, Jamshed suddenly felt a pain in his chest. Without disclosing how ill he felt, he 

bowed to his foster parents and said, “Forgive me for any sins I have committed against you.” Then 

he added, “Never forget that Baba is God.” 

He fervently urged Khorshed, “Never leave Baba under any circumstances.” He then went 

to bed. Just before dawn on 27 February, Jamshed succumbed to a heart attack and, with his last 

 
284 Mani was also staying with Dowla Masi and Faredoon Masa at the time. 



breath, called out Baba’s name loudly three times, “BABA! BABA! BABA!” Memo was informed 

and a taxi was sent to bring his body to Poona. Jamshed was only 33 years old. 

Bobo sent a telegram informing Baba of his brother’s death. It was received in the afternoon 

while Baba was playing cricket with the schoolboys. He gathered the mandali at the Makan, and 

had the telegram read out. The men were shocked and felt very upset about Jamshed’s sudden 

death, but Baba looked unaffected and remarked, “I often told Jamshed not to leave Meherabad, 

but he persisted and now he has really left!" 

Baba then asked the mandali, “Do you feel bad about his death?” Jamshed had been a 

constant visitor to the mandali and being Baba’s elder brother was considered a favorite. To their 

affirmative reply, Baba remarked, “All this grief is false; it is meaningless; it is hypocrisy! It is not 

genuine and, in fact, is selfish.” 

One of the mandali said, “But from the worldly point of view, everyone feels sorry when 

someone dies.” 

“But why?” asked Baba. “That is where the mistake is made. Death is false!” 

Someone said, “But he was your brother … Is he not dead?” 

“He was indeed my brother, but he is not dead. On the contrary, he is at peace, resting 

within me. Hence, I don’t feel sad at all over his death.” 

Another mandali asked, “But how are we worldly people to know and appreciate this fact?” 

“By believing those who know the secrets of life and death.” Baba replied. 

Because of Jamshed’s demise, Baba explained at length about death and dying: 

All say that by submitting to death, my brother Jamshed has left this world, and that is quite true. But all this 

hustle and bustle and noise of the world is momentary, and when the show is over one has to depart. Believe 

me, Jamshed is not dead; his body has died. Everyone thinks he is dead, but I say he has taken birth! The joy 

expressed by people at the birth of a child should be expressed when a person breathes his last — instead of all 

the show of sorrow, grief and sympathy. This is sheer ignorance and those who understand the secret of birth 

and death feel sorry at this hypocritical pretense. 

If you had divine sight, you would be fully convinced and see for yourself that after the dropping of the physical 

body, the soul, which is always immortal, is always there. And death does not make the slightest difference in 

this, as you believe. 

Everyone is feeling that Jamshed left this world in the prime of life. But one has to go sooner or later, and no 

one but God knows the exact right moment. How can you say he was young? He was thousands of years old, 

and God knows how many [more] births he will take on this earth! Whatever you saw before your eyes was 

only the gross form of Jamshed, and its absence makes you weep with sorrow for him. If you wish me to be a 

partner in your dense ignorance — forget it! 

Death is common to all. It is a necessary step forward toward Real Life [eternal, Infinite Existence]. The soul 

merely changes into a new abode; thus, dying is nothing more than changing your coat. Jamshed has changed it 

after experiencing life in it on this plane. It is like an actor who plays different parts in different dramas, or 

changes costumes in the same play behind the curtain and then reappears on stage in a different garb. Or it can 

be compared with sleep. The difference between death and sleep is that after the former state, one awakens in a 

new body, while in the latter state, one becomes conscious of the same body. Worldly-minded people do not go 

into hysterics and become upset when a person goes to sleep at night, simply because they expect to see him 

awaken alive again the next morning. Then why not exercise the same indifference when he sleeps the sleep of 

death, since he or she is bound to awaken alive sooner or later in a new body? 

You at times travel in a train and other passengers, without a care in the world, depart at different stations such 

as Lonavla, Kalyan and Dadar, all according to their tickets. In the same way, Jamshed was traveling and when 

he reached his destination, according to his ticket, he departed from the train [left his body]. His station was 

nearby. But according to you, he has passed away in his youth. The trains go on running day and night and 

numberless passengers travel in them and depart at different stations according to their tickets. How many are 

you going to weep over? 

The reason most people are not indifferent is that, through their defective mortal eyes, they cannot discern the 

still-existing subtle form of their beloved or friend, after the so-called death, and consequently they are 

unaware of its spiritual existence. Thus it is the selfishness of not being able to satisfy their minds in the 



absence of the sight of their dear ones that makes people weep and wail and not so much the death itself. After 

the death of a person, a hue and cry is raised from all sides: “My beloved father or mother is dead! … The 

source of my life is gone! … The light of my eyes is dimmed! … Where is my sweetheart? … My support has 

disappeared.” Such exclamations are commonly heard in the house of death. But in spite of a great display of 

grief and pain, my and mine remain uppermost rather than consideration for the welfare of the one who has 

actually passed away. 

The sword of death has been swinging freely since the beginning of man’s history. Every day I see hundreds 

and thousands of my brothers dying without feeling anything for it, and similarly, Jamshed’s death is no 

exception to this. All admit that death is unavoidable — the necessary end for all — and though the fact is 

universally acknowledged and experienced, at the time of its happening, people immediately start crying. It is 

either madness or unsoundness of the mind! Nothing lasts, everything is indefinite in this world except the 

jivatma [individual soul], who is subject to births and deaths. Even Perfect Masters and Avatars leave this 

world when their duty is over, so what to say of ordinary souls? This come-and-go game, the alternating 

experiences of life and gathering and spending of sanskaras, is really quite difficult to understand. 

Most people generally do not believe in the principle of karma and are firmly convinced that there is no other 

body. The very thought of reincarnation, of another body makes them shudder and shake. They say that once 

one is dead, he is dead and there is no rebirth in the same way that dry wood does not turn green again. 

But really speaking, poor Jamshed is not dead. It will be a pleasant surprise if Jamshed is really dead; but he is 

not. If he were really dead, all should rejoice over it, since it would mean Real Life for him. Unless we really 

die [the ego is annihilated], we cannot realize divinity. So all this expressing of sorrow and regret is bunkum. 

Although you find me moving about amongst you, playing with you, and in fact, doing all that a supposedly 

living man does, I am really dead! I am truly and really dead, though I seem alive and active to you. If you die 

once, truly, there will be no more life and death for you since you become one with God. Because I am dead I 

am alive! As Kabir says: 

        Everyone says, “I am dying,” but none of them die. 

        Only he who is dead before dying has not to die again. 

These are the words of Kabir. Die such a death that you will not have to die again. Die, all of you, in the real 

sense of the word so that you may live ever after. The stopping of breath and the absence of pulse are not real 

dying. It is no use letting your earthly body die; all your desires and longings should die. That is, seek out the 

death of maya first and become sanskara-less. Then alone will you have died the real death and have been born 

into eternity. 

An earthly being who realizes God can be said to have earned real birth. All the wise ones, holy ones, sufis, 

saints, pirs and prophets, by surrendering every worldly thing to God, have reached the Goal — Union with 

God. So do such acts that will earn you freedom from the recurring rounds of births and deaths.285 

When you understand this, what is the use of sorrow and weeping? If you have love for the dead, it should be 

selfless. The dead do not want your expressions of sadness. Manifest such love for them that they would be 

pleased and at peace. If you want the consciousness of their souls to progress, express selfless love. Do not 

make them unhappy by your weeping and wailings. 

Jamshed was my brother, but I am Jam Sheth [Master of Death]. The same death has brought Jamshed to his 

Master. Jamshed is near Jam Sheth! So give up this worthless conduct and be absorbed in your duties. Do not 

have the idea that because Jamshed is dead the world is dead. 

He who is convinced that after death there is birth again never worries or sorrows. What is the use of sorrowing 

over dried-up crops in the field? By dying before death [annihilating the mind] you will gain both worlds. 

Otherwise, it is a never-ending cycle of taking birth and dying. There is no escape. 

 
285 Once Baba composed these couplets in Hindi along the same theme: 

How did we die before our death? 

How can we know these many secrets? 

Those who cling to the Master's footsteps, 

How can they continue if they don’t find Him? 

 

Hindi: ham maut ke āge mar gaye kaise/ ye sab rāz ko jāne kaise/ kadam pe laṭke murshad ke jo/ jo rahe 

bin pāne kaise. 

 



It is a matter of luck. What can we do when our last day dawns? It is not in our hands, so what can be done? We 

all have to go one day. So what is the sense of weeping? One can do nothing except submit to God’s will. 

One of the men wanted to know what the simplest and easiest way to emancipation and 

immortality. Baba replied: 

The easiest way to immortality is contact with a Spiritual Master, and the simplest requirement is intense 

longing for realizing God. For this, persistent effort is needed. All other paths are quite long and full of 

difficulties. Service is said to be the highest religion, yet hundreds of thousands of births and deaths do not 

bring you any nearer to salvation. Therefore, the simplest and easiest way is to keep the company of saints and 

the contact of a Perfect Master. Any service rendered under their orders gives you inner freedom, after which 

there is nothing further to be gained. Unless you have that deep feeling for God-realization, such tasks appear 

to be quite impossible and most difficult. But once you have that eager longing, despite all your weaknesses, 

this enormous and impossible task will become possible. 

Any small vessel attached to a big steamer will go miles with it in storm or stress. If that small vessel were to 

sail alone, it would take years to reach the Goal; not only that, but it might be caught in a storm of rough seas 

and actually sink. In the same way, the worldly-minded ignorantly want to bring about changes in world affairs 

and direct their activities accordingly. It would be like trying to sail the seven seas in a small vessel in very 

stormy weather, facing the imminent danger of being swept away. Only the Masters of Truth can make you 

cross over to the other side. Their help is the greatest boon for small crafts to quickly reach the Goal. For this 

reason, to stop the universe from going astray and to put it on the right path, the Masters take birth on this 

planet. They teach you and guide you, and it is for you to cooperate with them. 

After these discourses, the mandali felt much relieved and realized that there was no cause 

for grief over Jamshed since he was not really dead. Baba called for laddoos to be distributed to 

everyone. 

He then sent certain close ones, his brother Jalbhai, uncle Masaji, cousin Pendu and old 

friend Behramji, in a car to Poona to be present at Jamshed’s last rites. After they left, Baba went 

on his usual rounds of inspection. There was a tea party later in the day and tennis was played in 

Sai Darbar.286 

Behramji, Jalbhai, and Pendu returned to Meherabad late that same night after attending 

Jamshed’s last rites held at the Parsi Tower of Silence according to Zoroastrian custom. Masaji 

stayed in Poona to be present at the other funeral ceremonies. 

Memo came to Meherabad a few days later. She was disturbed, for she had found it 

shocking when she heard that Baba had distributed sweets to all when Jamshed died, and asked in 

a critical tone, “Merog, did you have to distribute sweets when your brother died? Do you know 

how disrespectful it looks and what some people in Poona are saying about you? Your brother dies 

and you distribute laddoos!” 

Baba calmed her with this reply: “Mother, if you could see Jamshed as I see him, you 

would not only have distributed laddoos but pedahs [a more expensive sweet]!”287 

Baba also explained to Ghani (in a letter dated 13 March): “As regards the death of 

Jamshed, you know me better than one to feel for such matters. Thousands and thousands of such 

brothers of mine daily die and are born, and in my sight none dies and takes birth. That day I was 

in the jolliest mood and mind. The jolliness was not feigned.” 

A short time after Jamshed’s death, his wife Khorshed began staying with the women 

mandali at Meherabad. She had lost both her parents, and her maternal aunt was trying to persuade 

her to marry again. Baba intervened and gave her shelter in the ashram. 

 
286 Other days, Baba played cricket with the mandali in Sai Darbar. 
287 In 1956, Baba revealed: “My brother Jamshed loved me very much. He was mad with love for me. Once 

he was so full of love for me that he could not contain himself. The vein here [on his head] snapped and he 

dropped his body, but just before dying he shouted out loudly: BABA! He has come to me. He is now with 

me eternally.” 

 



Khorshed and Jamshed had had no children except one baby boy who had died at birth. 

Another of Baba’s followers, Behramji’s uncle, Jamboo Mama, shared a similar fate. He and his 

wife had lost an infant son. Jamboo Mama himself died after a brief illness, at a relatively young 

age. Baily was present at his funeral and reported that there was a large turnout because Jamboo 

Mama was a beloved figure in the community: “Jamboo Mama was loved and admired by everyone 

— whether rich or poor − of all castes and communities. To find such a brave, sympathetic, 

enthusiastic, jolly-natured person, who was merciful like a parent to the needy and the poor, is very 

rare.” 

On 4 March Baba made these remarks: 

Animals have instinct and humans have intellect, but those drawn to me are drawn by inspiration. They smell 

the fragrance of my taffy shop [love] and are attracted to it. 

If you snap your connection with the world, you become free of all worries. However, if you maintain any deep 

connection, worries will surmount you. Bindings are like hair: The more you allow the hair to grow, the more 

you have to clean it, oil it and comb it. Similarly, worldly involvements are always full of unnecessary 

problems and difficulties and are the cause of continuous anxieties. 

On Sunday, 21 March 1926, a holiday was declared, celebrating the Persian New Year of 

Jamshed-e-Navroz. Baba distributed jalebis at six in the morning as prasad. Seated in the cabin in 

Sai Darbar, the women mandali went first for Baba’s darshan, followed by the men. A photograph 

was taken of Baba with the mandali, then another with all who had come and a third of Baba alone. 

After lunch, Baba took all to Kaka Shahane’s for tea, where he gave a discourse. Later in the 

afternoon, Pyaroo Qawaal arrived and sang at the hospital for three hours until 6:30 P.M. He stayed 

at Meherabad for a few days and gave several performances. Before he left, in appreciation of his 

efforts, Baba presented him and his tabla player with silk handkerchiefs. 

Another group who sang bhajans was one who had sung for Baba at Manzil-e-Meem. They 

had been to Akolner for a performance and heard that Meher Baba was now residing in the vicinity. 

During this period, in addition to the Circle Committee, a School Committee was 

established, the majority of the members being the students themselves. Proposals for improving 

the school were regularly forwarded from this committee to the Circle Committee for review. 

At Shahane’s residence, the Family Quarters, on 25 March, Baba gave the following 

discourse on intelligence: 

Intelligence when it is not thinking is unconsciousness and may be likened to sound sleep. Thinking and 

imagination are latent in intelligence. When intelligence thinks of Itself, it realizes Its Self and is God. When it 

thinks about imagination, it is the world, mind, body, and ignorance. 

For example, take a gramophone record. When it is not being played, it is in a state similar to sound sleep, like 

unconscious intelligence (when it is not thinking); but when the phonograph needle is put on the record, it 

starts to play. This is like the thinking of imagination that is latent in intelligence and becomes manifest while 

the mind is thinking. 

Take as another example an ocean to represent intelligence, which is calm at first. But when the wind blows 

(the desire of intelligence to know Itself), there is movement in the still waters, (intelligence begins to think), 

forming innumerable waves, and the result is an uncountable number of bubbles. When intelligence starts 

thinking, it creates waves (universes), which form bubbles (different worlds). 

The ocean (intelligence) is there in the bubbles (imagination), but in a limited form. So when we think, 

intelligence is there, but in a limited form. It knows that “I am this body.” 

Baba then put some water in a big pot and turned a cup upside down in it. He continued: 

Although the same water is in the cup as in the pot, its quantity is limited. Similarly, the ocean is in the bubble; 

intelligence is in imagination, but limited. 

When a few outside visitors came in the evening, Baba explained to them: 



The whole world is enmeshed in the grip of lust for women and wealth, while the real aim of life is to achieve 

the Truth. Unless God is realized, the purpose of acquiring a human body is frustrated, and the real object of 

life remains unfulfilled. 

But Realization is impossible until intelligence is purified and freed of imagination. This can only be achieved 

by keeping the company of saints. For this reason, intimate contact with a Master is essential for Realization. 

But such Real Heroes [Perfect Ones] are very, very rare, while the world abounds with fakes and hypocrites 

who pose as divine guides. How can one who has not had the Experience of Truth guide others toward it? 

After fasting for several days, Baba ate a little food at 11:30 A.M. on Friday, 26 March. 

Two days later, a debating society for the students was formed and a reorganization of the fourteen 

members of the Circle Committee occurred. 

For four months — from 11 November 1925 to 28 March 1926 — Baba’s seat during the 

night had been inside the Table Cabin, but from 29 March, Baba began staying in the box-like cabin 

in Sai Darbar. He continued writing his book there and would leave only at noon for his daily round 

of inspections, and return there at 6:00 P.M. 

Although Baba did not reveal what he was writing in his book, he would on occasion make 
spontaneous remarks regarding spirituality or esoteric points. On Tuesday, 30 March, during one 

of his inspection tours, he revealed to the mandali: 

Sanskaras assume different colors according to the language one uses when discussing a subject. For instance, 

three brothers once saw their mother on the road. One called her “Mother,” another addressed her as “Wife of 

my father,” and the third said, “Woman who has physical relations with my father!” What all three meant was 

the word mother, but their ways of expressing it were vastly different. And so, one’s choice of words brings 

about different color sanskaras and different reactions. 

Later the same day, while explaining about the beginning of creation, Baba remarked, 

“Creation came out of Nothing. And though it is nothing, it is something; but ultimately there is 

Everything. When one says that it is nothing, the nothingness of this nothing has being!” 

During this period, Gulabsha was troubled by doubts about Baba’s divinity. When Baba 

found out, he sent for Gulabsha on 31 March and corrected him, “It is not right for you to stay with 

me when you doubt me.” Baba then asked, “Do you believe in the divinity of Khwaja Saheb 

Chishti?” Gulabsha replied that he did. Baba directed him to go to Khwaja Saheb’s shrine at Ajmer 

and gave him funds for traveling, declaring, “There you will come to know who I really am.” 

Gulabsha left, but in Ajmer, while he was separated from Baba, he could think of no one 

else. He became dissatisfied with himself at Chishti’s shrine and was restless to return to 

Meherabad. Later, when he returned, he told Baba, “I now fully believe that you are God. There is 

no room left in my heart for any doubt.” 

For exercise, the schoolchildren were being taught marching drills during this period, but 

a false rumor spread throughout the villages that this was being done in order to prepare them for 

enlistment in the army. On Saturday, 3 April 1926, the frightened Mahar parents came to take their 

children home. Although the matter was explained to them, their doubts persisted. Baba inquired, 

“After all this time, how can you think such things? Everything here is being done for your 

children’s benefit. I provide everything freely — education, food, clothes — and still you have 

doubts?” 

Baba, therefore, sent away the 44 lower caste Mahar children, allowing the 40 higher caste 

Maratha children to remain. In the evening the Mahar parents again came to Baba and beseeched 

him to forgive them for doubting him. Baba agreed to forgive on two conditions: first, they should 

give in writing that they would freely allow their children to stay with him; and second, because of 

their distrust, they should fast for three days. They consented and their children were taken back 

into the school. 

The poverty of the Mahars was acute and their hygienic conditions terrible. Baba had such 

great concern for the Harijan children in the school, that those who had to return home every day 



after classes were given freshly boiled water in bottles. This prevented the danger of their drinking 

impure water at home and spoiling their health. 

Three days passed and Baba walked to Arangaon and personally accompanied the villagers 

who had been fasting to Meherabad, where they were fed to their full satisfaction. The next day, 

they were given tea in the afternoon, and in the evening all the Harijans were invited to a generous 

feast. 

Several days passed without a disturbing incident. In a good mood, on 20 April 1926, Baba 

composed this riddle and challenged the mandali to guess the answer: 

It is a star with two mouths, a star like Shyam. 

There is air above, all good below. 

He is exceptional; he killed himself! Whose beloved is he? 

He who explains the meaning of this will be like Alexander and Dara!288 

None of the mandali could solve the riddle, and Baba did not divulge its meaning. 

On 22 April, Baba explained to the mandali: 

Remember the story about the parrot who was free from the beginning, but did not know what freedom meant? 

It was put into a cage and inside there learned what the meaning of freedom was. When it was released, it fully 

realized its freedom and enjoyed it. Its freedom was taken away; it was put into a cage simply to make it 

conscious and give it the knowledge and experience of what was freedom. In the end, it came to know what 

freedom really meant and hence know itself. 

In the same way, our body is like a cage and our spirit is like the parrot. If I were to tell you that you are Ishwar 

[God], you would not believe it, because your ridiculous idea of God is of some old man with a white beard, 

watching you from an armchair in heaven!289 You say to yourselves, “How can I, a lowly human, be God 

Himself?” You are afraid of the very idea that you are God! But it is a fact. It is your ignorance of that 

knowledge — the false impression of the mind that you are men — which prevents you from experiencing that 

you are God. 

For example, you can see things when awake, but in sleep you do not see although you still have eyes. Because 

you cannot see during sleep, does it mean you do not have eyes? No! The fact that you have eyes remains the 

same throughout — during wakefulness as well as during sleep — but this difference of seeing during 

wakefulness and not seeing during sleep is a difference in the state of the mind functioning. 

Suppose you have a crore [ten million] of rupees. However, you do not carry all of it in your pocket. That does 

not mean that you do not own the money and are penniless. So I want you to know that every one of you is 

God, but you just do not know it! 

A week later, on 29 April 1926, Baba used the simile of a cup and saucer to explain that 

the body was only a means to liberation: 

Indeed, be well off in the world with your family, and do your duties towards your family sincerely. But do not 

harbor the ambition and desire to earn more for the satisfaction of the wants of these five senses of the body. 

Earn as much as would be quite sufficient for the maintenance of your family, and strive and strain your body 

and work hard toward that aim. But do not make yourself a slave to your bodily passions by earning more than 

is sufficient and by wasting your surplus income on such self-indulgent pleasures. Remember, this body is to be 

given up and shed. It is only given to you as a medium for you to know the Self, i.e., for Self Realization. 

The use of a cup and saucer is for drinking tea (or water, or milk); that is, the cup and saucer are a means for 

drinking tea. The moment the tea is drunk and emptied into your stomach, those means [the cup and saucer] are 
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to be put aside. In the same way, once you get Realization, this body, which is only a means towards that aim, 

is to be given up. For what is the use of it then [after Realization]? 

On 30 April, a group of Hindu pilgrims passed by Meherabad chanting loudly, “Tukaram 

... Tukaram ... Tukaram.” They were on pilgrimage to Pandharpur. Hearing their chant, Baba 

remarked, “Even if those people were to dance and sing bhajans for 100 years, it would have no 

value. What is essential is deep devotion, without which all else is worthless. Tukaram comes out 

of their mouths, but he is not in their hearts.” 

Baba nevertheless directed the mandali to feed the pilgrims. Without informing Naja, 

Sailor gave them some of the food cooked for the students, and what remained for the children was 

later discovered to be insufficient. Baba was furious and called Naja, lashing out at her for her 

negligence. Naja was quite perplexed and explained that she had cooked the same amount of food 

that she normally prepared. She could not understand how it was too little. Annoyed, Baba shoved 

Naja in the presence of others. 

Sailor then appeared and explained that it was his fault, that he had given some of the food 

to the pilgrims. At this, Baba’s anger turned on Sailor and he dictated, “Why for God’s sake did 

you not tell Naja to cook more food, you Irani idiot?” Sailor meekly apologized for having forgotten 

to inform her. Baba ordered the mandali to tie Sailor to a pillar and not give him food or water for 

three days. It appeared to be a dreadful punishment because it was the middle of summer and 

scorchingly hot. Accordingly he was tied up, but Baba himself set him free after an hour or so and 

comforted him by giving him sweets. Baba and the mandali’s food was given to the children, and 

some additional amount was hurriedly prepared. 

Later, Gustadji commented that Naja was chastised unnecessarily. Baba did not appreciate 

his remark and explained, “I chastise no one! What appears to be punishment is really prasad. Naja 

received my prasad today. Were it not so, Sailor would not have told the truth.”290 

For nearly five weeks, from 29 March to 2 May 1926, Baba stayed at night in the box-

cabin in Sai Darbar. From there he wished to shift to the west room in the abandoned stone Water 

Tank on Meherabad Hill. This tank was a water reservoir dating back to the days of the British 

army during the First World War. Baba explained in detail about his intended stay there, and on 

the evening of Monday, 3 May, the mandali and schoolchildren followed Baba up the hill in a 

procession. Bhajans were sung and sweets were distributed by Baba. 

Then everyone returned to lower Meherabad, except for Jalbhai and the boy, Bal, who both 

remained with Baba for nightwatch. In the quiet solitary atmosphere, Baba continued writing his 

book in the Water Tank, while Jalbhai and Bal took turns keeping watch outside. 

For seven days Baba did not leave the tank, but thereafter he resumed his daily rounds of 

inspection at lower Meherabad. From morning until noon, he would write his mysterious book in 

the tank and again retire there in the evening to work on it. Regarding the contents of the book, he 

revealed almost nothing except that it contained “spiritual secrets.” 

During this stay in the tank, Baba remained unshaven. As there was no door to the west 

room of the reservoir, Baba had to enter by climbing an iron ladder to reach a small window 

opening, seven feet from the ground. 

On 14 May, Baba revealed to the mandali: 

Before the veil was torn asunder and I became God-conscious, I experienced the greatest [electric-like] shock 

that created for some time severe, violent vibrations, which are indescribable. This was followed by intense 

darkness and finally there was Light. The greatest imagination fails to conceive of the idea of this Effulgence, 
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before which the light of the worldly sun is like a shadow of a drop of the infinite Ocean of dazzling Light. 

Similarly, the darkness I experienced cannot be described. 

The world experiences darkness and light, but what I am talking about bears no similarity to these. Very few 

persons can see the Real Darkness and the Real Light. In the same way, very few experience real pain and 

misery which begins with the longing to experience God and the intense suffering at separation from Him. 

Worldly pain and unhappiness are nothing but the outcome of mental weakness. In fact, no one in the world 

really suffers except those who thirst to have sight of the Divine Beloved. They feel like a fish flopping about 

out of water. 

On Sunday, 16 May 1926, as he did each and every Sunday, Angal Pleader visited 

Meherabad and read from the Puranas to Baba, the mandali and the boys. Angal mentioned that 

when he had recently gone to Kedgaon, met Narayan Maharaj, and told him that he was devoted to 

Meher Baba, Narayan remarked, “I and he are One. By serving him, you are serving me. He is a 

Sat Purush [Perfect One]. He has been to me in the past.” 

When people who were in contact with Meher Baba would visit Upasni Maharaj, Narayan 

Maharaj and Hazrat Babajan and hear such expressions from these three Perfect Masters, their faith 

in Meher Baba would deepen. To some, Upasni Maharaj would even state emphatically, “What is 

there left in me? What is left here? Go to Meher Baba!” At various times, all three Masters would 

advise people who came to them to approach Meher Baba and follow him. 

In the 1920s, Meher Baba never publicly declared himself to be the Avatar, but his Masters, 

Hazrat Babajan and Upasni Maharaj, did reveal this to their devotees who informed others. 

A few weeks later, Baba explained: 

Some Masters are known to the public and some are unknown. But that makes no difference in their duties and 

workings. These go on as usual. This question of publicity depends generally on the circumstances during the 

Master’s lifetime. Take the instance of, Babajan, Upasni Maharaj and myself. There is a big difference: 

Babajan has no publicity given to her through books; Maharaj had none until the publication of his biography; 

while I have had publicity from the very first year of my public appearance at Meherabad. 

Every Master has at least one Master. In my case, I had two [principal ones] — one a Mohammedan and the 

other a Hindu. 

Now the reason why I had two gurus. I was born in an Irani [Zoroastrian] family. This taking birth in a certain 

family and community, etc is due to previous sanskaras. The sanskaras of a Zoroastrian are equal to those of a 

Hindu plus those of a Mohammedan. (Maharaj has also said so and we shall see why.) 

For instance, a Hindu who believes in the existence of only one God, in spite of so many deva-devis and other 

higher powers mentioned in Hindu Shastras and scriptures — if he is not Realized in that birth, his next birth 

will be in a Mohammedan family, as Mohammedans staunchly believe in the existence of one God and His 

Prophet. 

Then again, a Hindu who is fond of eating meat, and argues the doctrines of Hindu scriptures in that connection 

— Why should meat be prohibited and vegetarian food forced upon Hindus? — and begins to partake of non-

vegetarian food and spend time outside his community, he too will collect those sanskaras, which will give him 

birth in a Mohammedan family in his next life. 

Now let us see how the sanskaras of a Zoroastrian are equal to those of a Hindu and a Mohammedan. 

Zoroastrians believe, respect and pay reverence to fire and the sun, both of which are also considered sacred 

elements amongst Hindus — hence Hindu sanskaras. But in spite of the Zoroastrian’s belief, honor and 

reverence for the elements of Nature, a Zoroastrian is a staunch believer in the existence of one Ahuramazda as 

the Creator of all universes — just the same as held by Mohammedans — hence Mohammedan sanskaras. 

Therefore, a Zoroastrian has the sanskaras of both a Hindu and a Mohammedan. 

It means that, at this time, it was necessary that the Master should be manifested in this Zoroastrian form, whose 

sanskaras are a mixture of Mohammedan and Hindu ones. And to “drive away” both types sanskaras, two 

Masters were required — one a Hindu and the other a Mohammedan.  

 

On 17 May, Baba came down from the hill at ten o’clock and convened a meeting of the 

mandali. A few days earlier, Pendu has stormed away from Meherabad over some dispute, and 



taken a long time to be persuaded to return. At the meeting, Baba “dwelt at great lengths, impressing 

upon all the sacredness of their cause, the need for steadfastness and vigilance in duty, and personal 

control over desires and emotions.”291 Baba stated: 

I am not going to leave Meherabad without making the circle realized,. But do not compel me to do so earlier 

by inattention and lethargy towards my instructions. I request you all with folded hands and fall at your feet not 

to leave me and go away till I speak. Even if I scold you or show displeasure and disgust, don’t stop doing your 

duties under any circumstances. 

Beware of lustful thoughts and actions and impulses of temper and anger. Follow my advice; it is for your own 

good. The contact of a saint, the service of humanity, and the repetition of God’s name, these three combined is 

the highest possible yoga and religious practice. If this much is done, every religion is observed completely. 

While serving the various sufferers and disabled people in the dharamshala and hospital, consider every one of 

them to be myself. Serve them with all your heart and you will be serving me. 

One day Baba warned the young men mandali to be especially careful of lustful actions, 

telling them that if someone becomes too lustful, “his lustful sanskaras of this birth give him the 

form of a cock in his next birth. That form is full of lust. It is a fact. Be full of lust and you are sure 

to fall down and take the form of a cock!”292 

In the afternoon Baba remarked, “Hafiz’s Divan is the best book in the world, as its poetry 

produces a feeling which ultimately leads to inspiration!” 

Baba returned to the hill at eight o’clock with a few of the mandali. At times, instead of 

walking, Baba rode around Meherabad in the small bullock cart, known as a chhakda. Baba 

humorously christened it the Punjab Mail, after a train in India. 

On 18 May, Baba instructed Vishnu to tell Chanji to tutor the hospital compounder’s son 

for two hours. Vishnu did accordingly and thought he had fulfilled Baba’s order. In the evening 

Baba asked him, “Did you carry out my instructions?” 

Confident, Vishnu replied that he had done so. But on inquiry, Baba learned that Chanji 

had tutored the boy for only one hour. Baba then scolded Vishnu, “You made a grave mistake in 

following my order.” 

Vishnu protested that it was not in fact his mistake but Chanji’s. This upset Baba and he 

ordered Kisan to strike him (Baba) with a cane three times for Vishnu’s error. The Master’s order 

had to be obeyed, and though Kisan was hesitant, he struck Baba’s outstretched palms with the 

cane three times. 

Meanwhile, Vishnu stood speechless. He was aghast by what he witnessed. It became too 

much for him to endure and he ran away, wandering about, and weeping like someone gone mad. 

He could not control his emotions. Baba and Arjun ran after him, and it took them a long time to 

catch him and bring him back. Baba consoled Vishnu until he calmed down. 

During this period at Meherabad, none of the mandali was chastised or beaten by Baba as 

much as Vishnu. Although Vishnu was a teacher, Baba would punish and humiliate him before his 

students. Even when another teacher was at fault, Vishnu would be the target of Baba’s criticism. 

The Meherabad school had two types of teachers. Those who had surrendered to Meher 

Baba and were part of the Master’s circle did not receive any payment. The others were those who 

received a salary and taught because it was their job. However, because of Baba’s presence, they, 

too, began loving him and in the end became his disciples. If one of his teachers were absent, Baba 
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himself would take the class and teach the boys. On occasion, he also supervised the examinations 

of the boys. 

On the night of 18 May, Baba asked the mandali, “Do I need anything?” 

Some replied, “No, you don’t. Everything is contained in you.” Others did not know what 

to say. 

Baba explained, “If I need anything, if I want anything, and if I require anything, then it is 

only love and nothing else!” 

The next day, Baba asked Chhagan a question. But when Chhagan failed to give an 

immediate reply, Baba actually fell at his feet remarking, “Henceforth, don’t do any work. Simply 

eat, drink, and loll about the place.” 

Like Vishnu the day before, for a few moments Chhagan was taken aback and stunned that 

the Master would bow at his feet. He, too, ran off toward the surrounding fields. Baba directed the 

mandali to bring him back. All shouted at Chhagan to stop, that it was Baba’s orders that he return, 

but Chhagan did not even turn around. In fact, Chhagan had run so fast that they had lost sight of 

him. The mandali searched, but they were unable to find him. Baba himself then set out in a small 

horse-drawn tonga to look for him. The tonga was not able to traverse the rough terrain of 

Meherabad easily. So after some time, the horse was detached from the tonga, and Baba directed 

Rustom to go on horseback in search of Chhagan. 

After much difficulty, Chhagan was found three or four miles away. He was brought before 

Baba, who explained certain matters to him and he was pacified, thus bringing the situation back 

to normal. Everyone, including Chhagan, was exhausted from the chase, so Baba directed the men 

to relax for the rest of the day. In the evening Baba played cricket with the mandali, and then went 

for a spin in a large motor vehicle to Shindewadi with a dozen of the men. 

While explaining about sanskaras, Baba stated: 

By keeping company with a God-realized being, a person’s worldly sanskaras get burned up through the 

Master’s spiritual heat. That is why those near a Sadguru derive great spiritual benefit, and the merit of those 

who serve the Master is indeed immense. 

But their contact can only be formed if you have good sanskaras and deep devotion — the preparedness of past 

lives. Whatever we are, it is because of our sanskaras. When we are completely free from the bindings of 

sanskaras, we realize God. 

Take the example of a ball of twine with many knots in it. The twine itself is in illusion because it finds itself 

bound by knots. The knots are the sanskaras and the twine is the soul. Because the soul is unconscious of its 

own Self as God, its attention remains focused on the knots. To be freed from its knots, it must be taken hold of 

at both ends and twisted in the opposite direction — then all the knots will automatically come undone. The 

instant the twine is free of knots, it becomes conscious of the reality that it is twine (soul) and not knots 

(sanskaras), which had formed a snare of the body and mind. At first the soul had no real knowledge of its 

freedom, but now it knows itself. 

Who is it who can twist the twine in the opposite direction and make it free of knots? It is the Sadguru. If one 

were to exert force and try to pull the knots apart, there would be the risk that the twine would break. To come 

down after realizing God the twine must be preserved intact. Otherwise, the abrupt and haphazard breaking of 

the threads here and there — to clear its intermingling — would render the person unconscious after 

Realization and he would be a majzoob [conscious of God but unconscious of the world]. 

So it is best to surrender yourself to a Perfect Master, who then takes upon himself the responsibility of 

eradicating your sanskaras and emancipating you. Once you surrender to him, it becomes his duty to lead you 

toward Knowledge and God-realization. 

One of the mandali then asked, “But why don’t you do something tangible for us?” 

Baba replied: 

My working for you is always there, and the easiest way to reach the Truth is to surrender to a Perfect Master 

by breaking off all connections with the world. As Jesus said, “and follow me.” The Master’s working to 



detach those in his contact from worldly entanglements is always happening. His inner, secret work is 

incomparable to the work he does openly. 

Explaining about miracles, Baba pointed out: 

It is child’s play for a Sadguru to make the dead come alive, and it is of no importance to him as he has to work 

for the whole universe. He works only at the proper time for the good of the world. A rupee coin is shown to a 

feverish child and he is told that if he takes quinine, the rupee will be his. Succumbing to the temptation, the 

child takes the quinine. But as soon as he reaches for the rupee, it is snatched away. The reason for this is that 

the rupee was only a means to make the child take the medicine so that his fever would lessen. In the same 

way, performance of miracles is necessary to attract the worldly-minded toward Truth; they are done only for 

the benefit of the world. 

If I were to ask Henry Ford to come over here and do what I tell him to do, would he do it?293 Never! But if I 

were to make a 1,000-year-old corpse come alive before his eyes, he would jump at the chance to stay here and 

wash my clothes! 

The blessing, sight, word and image of a Sadguru are very weighty, so what can we say about his actual contact 

and company? He is the luckiest person who has the chance of sitting beside him, talking with him and 

listening to his discourses. It is such an important thing that you will never fully understand it. Though, in 

comparison with the world, you find yourselves in a difficult situation, this is still the only definite and easy 

way; it is the way by which the Sadguru takes you toward emancipation and frees you from the net of maya. 

You take food with your mouth, digest it and pass the excrement through your rectum. You know this. But does 

a stone know what is a mouth and what is a rectum? You would never try to eat with your rectum; it would be 

despicable to try to do such a thing. In the same way, the Sadguru knows perfectly the path by which to take 

you toward God-realization. So he knows what sort of “food” you should eat, when to give it and where to give 

it. You, yourself, do not have the slightest idea about this kind of thing, and in this respect you are no better 

than stones! 

Once you catch hold of the Sadguru’s feet, you must try your hardest to hold on to them and not let them slip 

from your grasp. Only then are you safe. 

God is in the right hand of the Sadguru; maya is in the left. God-realization is in his right foot, and miracles [in 

illusion] are in the left foot. If his right heel is pressed down, the Om Point is directly affected. If a Sadguru 

places his right hand on the head of someone, intending to bestow on him God-realization, that person receives 

it instantly. 

At Shahane’s house the following day, 20 May, Baba further explained to the mandali 

about the external signs of a Sadguru’s internal work: 

When a Sadguru’s right hand and right foot are active, it signifies spiritual help for the person concerned to aid 

him in realizing God. Similarly, his left hand and left foot denote material happiness or miracles. For those who 

have faith in a Sadguru, miracles happen automatically through the medium of maya. But the circle members 

should not hope for such miracles, because the Sadguru himself is working for them. 

Later, at 8:30 P.M. on his way up the hill, Baba stopped by Gustadji’s “summer 

quarters.”294 Baba explained about the spiritual planes and heavens: 

The spiritual planes and heavens are quite different. The planes have no colors, but the heavens, or skies, have 

the following colors: the first sky is blue, the second is yellow, the third is red, the fourth is white, the fifth is 

black, the sixth is green, and the seventh is colorless. In fact, the seventh plane and the seventh heaven are one 

and the same. 

Yogis, masts, walis and pirs traverse and pass through the skies, but one who is destined to become a Sadguru 

or Qutub advances through the planes. Their passage through the planes lies in “darkness,” meaning that those 

who travel through the planes have no consciousness of their advancement. Those who pass through the skies 

do so in “light” and are conscious of their progress, experiencing the wonderful experiences and awesome 

powers of their progress as they go. But the planes are much higher compared to the skies. Those on particular 

planes can, if they wish go into the corresponding skies. For example, a fifth-plane pilgrim [a wali] can enter 

the fifth sky. But those yogis or masts in the skies cannot go onto the planes. 
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294 Gustadji was sleeping outside probably, due to the heat, perhaps on the Post Office verandah. 



But you all have nothing to do with this. Just remember that God is the sum total, the essence, of each and 

everything. 

On the afternoon of 22 May, a dust storm swept through Meherabad. The strong winds 

rattled the doors and windows and blew dust and debris everywhere. The mandali were afraid that 

the tin roofs of the temporary structures would be blown off in the fierce whirlwinds. No one had 

ever seen a storm like this. Eventually, some tin sheets were torn off the roofs and flung some 

distance away. Amidst all the uproar and din of the winds, Baba called for the gramophone. 

Surprisingly, as the first record was being played, the gale subsided! 

At 4:30 P.M. on Sunday, 23 May 1926, Baba left in a bus with fourteen of the mandali to 

attend the wedding in Rahuri of a relative of one of his Ahmednagar Brahmin devotees, S. N. 

Nagarkar. Baba instructed the men to fast and explained, “You will have lots of laddoos to eat in 

Rahuri, so it is better if you do not eat anything before we reach there.” 

On the way, though, Baba changed his mind and asked the bus to be halted by Dehre village 

where he sent Arjun to beg for some food. Arjun tried, but failed to obtain anything substantial 

except chapatis. However, one poor Christian brought rice and dal. Baba ate a little and handed the 

rest back to the man to finish. 

They then went to the shop of a Marwari who gave them some achar (pickle). The mandali 

ate the achar with the chapatis Arjun had obtained while begging. Teasing them, Baba remarked, 

“Don’t eat much. Remember we have to do justice to the laddoos at the wedding feast.” 

They arrived in Rahuri at the time of the marriage and Baba was received with due 

reverence. But when the wedding was over, no laddoos were offered though Baba was reverently 

garlanded and each of the mandali was presented with a bouquet of flowers before departing. 

The group went back to the bus and Baba exclaimed to Dhake, “Where are the laddoos?” 

The men all laughed and Dhake told Baba he would arrange for their food. His relative, Dr. D. W. 

Chobhe, lived in Rahuri and he went to him, asking him to prepare supper for the group in one 

hour. The doctor agreed most willingly. They went to his residence and the mandali not only had 

very tasty food, but laddoos as well. It seemed that Baba had actually come to Rahuri only to meet 

this devout soul, Dr. Chobhe, who received him so lovingly. 

 

Gulmai’s husband Khansaheb was not particularly drawn to Meher Baba, but he did not 

prevent his wife and children from being dedicated to the Master. But his brother-in-law, Sarosh’s 

father Elder Kaikhushru, although initially cordial, became adamantly opposed to Baba, 

believing that Baba’s contact had brought nothing but trouble to his family. If Sarosh went to visit 

Baba, his father would become extremely annoyed, and so Sarosh had to keep his visits secret 

during this period. 

However, Sarosh’s father came to know of his visits through a man who spied for him who 

was working at Meherabad. At the time, no one knew who carried information to Elder Kaikhushru, 

but on Baba’s hint they questioned a local villager named Jamadar and he admitted the truth. 295 

Baba allowed Jamadar, 39, to stay on the property and hired him as a chowkidar (night watchman). 

In this way, his association with Sarosh’s father came to an end. Jamadar proved so faithful a 

worker that he served at Meherabad from 1925 onward for nearly 45 years and his wife was later 

appointed to help the women mandali. 

During 1922 in Poona, Baba had told Sarosh that he would make him a king. After leaving 

Manzil-e-Meem, Baba advised him to open an automobile shop in Ahmednagar. Sarosh’s business 

prospered. He became quite influential and was elected mayor of Ahmednagar more than once. But 
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no matter how influential he became, Sarosh remained faithful to Baba his whole life and held 

nothing back in serving him. 

One day a bearded Muslim man dressed as a fakir came from Ahmednagar. He had been 

pretending to be an advanced soul and said to Baba, “If you are pleased to allow Khansaheb to give 

me an automobile, I will tell you of a cure for your leper patients at Meherabad.” 

The hypocrite saint was taken to task for his effrontery. Baba wrote on the slate, “I am an 

all-round doctor — a doctor of all diseases. I prescribe whatever medicine a patient needs. I am 

treating lepers most successfully, but how can you understand this?” 

“When you treat them, why don’t they get well?” asked the fakir. 

“How can you know if they become well or not? Within their ugly, distorted bodies, light 

shines! You cannot see that light; you only see the cages of their unsightly bodies.” 

The charlatan arrogantly insisted that Baba order his devotees to give him a car. Baba 

strongly rebuked him, gesturing for him to leave. 

Soon after, Baba himself went to Ahmednagar and met Cawasji (a devotee of Baba’s) at 

Khansaheb’s garage, Sarosh Motor Works. The naïve man had been greatly impressed by the fakir, 

and Baba sternly warned him about such scoundrels. 

Staying and working at Meherabad, Dr. Karkal was deeply impressed with Baba’s acts of 

compassion and became very drawn to the Master. He worked selflessly in treating patients at the 

hospital and those afflicted with eye ailments, which were frequently found among the schoolboys 

and the other dispensary clients. 

Once an old man with cataracts came to Meherabad. Karkal informed Baba that he could 

perform the operation to remove them if surgical equipment were ordered. Baba agreed to supply 

the equipment. Meanwhile, the patient stayed at Meherabad and was fed well to strengthen him for 

the operation. The surgical supplies arrived and a separate eye hospital was opened on 25 May at 

Meherabad. Padri and Pendu were the doctor’s assistants. 

When the cataracts were removed, the old man’s sight was restored and the first thing he 

asked was, “Who is Meher Baba?” On being told, he ran and fell at Baba’s feet, weeping in 

gratitude. In the evenings, he would sit by the Mess Quarters with Pendu and Padri who, to test his 

newly restored sight, would ask him how many bullock carts there were on the road, or how many 

railroad cars on a passing train. With happiness, the old man answered their questions correctly. He 

did not wait at Meherabad until glasses could be made, but soon left, happily saying, “I can see 

now. I can see!” 

Many people took advantage of the medical facilities offered at Meherabad and several had 

their eyesight restored, thanks to Meher Baba’s generosity. 

On 22 and 27 May 1926, Baba explained: 

If someone were to ask me who is greater Tukaram or Ishwar [God], Zoroaster or Ahuramazda, Jesus or God 

the Father, I would answer emphatically that Tukaram, Zoroaster, and Jesus are greater. In fact, they are the 

Greatest of the Great because by being a Sadguru or the Avatar they render infinite service to the universe and 

suffer infinitely by taking upon themselves the burden of the world’s infinite amount of sanskaras, which God 

does not do since he is not conscious of the world. Undoubtedly, a conscious divine person such as Tukaram or 

Zoroaster, compared to the unconscious [of the world], formless Ishwar or Ahuramazda, is definitely greater! 

Zoroaster was actually God in human form. In order to work in creation, he had to come down as man among 

illiterate, fanatical, and hot-tempered humanity. Had Zoroaster told them to worship him, they would have 

denounced, harassed, and murdered him. They would have thought him an enormous egotist and absolutely 

crazy. So he taught them to pray to formless God. But in reality, by worshiping formless God, they were 

worshiping him; and consequently they gained the impression that Ahuramazda was greater than Zoroaster. 

Likewise, Jesus did not only claim that “I and my father are one” but he also held out the possibilities of that 

blessed Union for all who could do away with lust, avarice, and anger. And he also advised meditation upon 

the Almighty with love. 



Baba then used the simile of studying at different levels of education to illustrate the 

different “routes to the Truth”: 

The foremost and highest object in life is personally serving a Sadguru and complete surrenderance to him. 

There is nothing like it for one’s divine upliftment! The second is constant meditation on the divine name. The 

third is selfless service, and the fourth is the offering of worship [prayer]. 

Serving a Sadguru and following his orders to the letter in all matters is like taking a course for a master’s 

degree. 

The constant repetition of the Almighty’s name, done with love, is like studying for a bachelor’s degree. Once 

one attains the bachelor’s degree, it does not take much time to attain the master’s degree. 

Performing selfless service to humanity without the least selfish motive is like obtaining a high school diploma. 

And offering prayers, observing rituals and ceremonies — the dry drills of religious injunctions or shariat − is 

like learning the alphabet. 

On the 22nd, Baba also explained to the mandali: 

For those who have a Sadguru or guru — they have only to surrender to him heart and soul, and to obey and 

carry out his orders to the letter! That’s all for them. Although that, too, is difficult, because such people are 

generally in a very awkward situation. On the one hand, worldly, material attachments attract them, and on the 

other, the guru draws them towards himself. Their state is like that of the man who has two wives. Of course, 

eventually it is the Sadguru who prevails, who pulls them out of the clutches of maya, and who frees them. 

In spite of that, the powers of maya are no less formidable. Indeed, her allurements are tremendous and very 

hard to overcome. Despite all my explanations and warnings, if a beautiful lady happens to come here suddenly 

and stands at the door, you all will surely gape at her. This is forgivable at present because you are under 

maya’s control. You all have bodies and are attracted by maya … But I tell you, try your best to get free of the 

bindings and clutches of maya. 

Suppose there is a person without any teeth. If sweet sugar cane is brought to him, what would he do? Although 

he cannot enjoy the pleasure of chewing and eating the sugar cane, he would at least wish to taste it, and would 

say with all sincerity in his heart, “Would to God I had teeth!” In just the same way, an old man, though unable 

to enjoy, would at least be attracted by a beauty standing near him, and would say, “Would to God I were 

young!” This, too, is becoming entrapped in the attractions of maya. 

And how can one be freed from maya’s clutches? Only by the grace of a Sadguru. If one surrenders to and 

serves the Sadguru with all his heart and soul, the Sadguru will burn up and destroy all one’s maya in a 

moment — in as much time as it takes to light and burn a match. The Sadguru has such great powers! But one 

must be prepared for and deserving of this grace! Otherwise, you may continue in your rounds of births and 

deaths for ages, and there would be no whiff or breeze of Truth for you! Not only will the Sadguru destroy all 

maya in you, but he will free you from these ceaseless rounds of births and deaths and will enable you to see 

God in an instant, with a tap on the head! What idea have you of the powers of a Sadguru? None at all! Your 

hands are now tied by the clutches of maya, and these hands must be released. 

If one who is tied presents himself before another whose hands are also tied like his own, he would never be 

freed. But if he presents himself before the One who is already free, the one in bondage would be freed 

immediately. 

A swine lives mostly on narka [refuse]. Even if you throw the best of foodstuffs or something invaluable before 

it, it would still prefer filth and refuse first. Only after eating these, would it think of partaking of anything else. 

In other words, it would prefer the best last. Even if you throw pearls before it, it would still say, “Let me eat 

the refuse first, and then I will see to these pearls.” Here, the “pearls” represent the path of Realization. Your 

human state is like that of the swine, who prefer refuse to pearls. In spite of my showing you the “pearls” of the 

path of Realization, you are still attracted and drawn toward the narka of maya. For whom are these pearls 

meant and destined? For the Royal Geese! 

You are all advancing in the direct line! Realization shall be given to those who deserve it and to whom it is due 

to be given! If there is the Guru’s grace, this Realization is the work of a moment — a tap on the head — and 

Ah! Bliss, Eternal Bliss! Even if I explain it to you for ages you would never even get an idea of that Bliss. It 

can’t be understood without Experience. 

Giving other examples to the mandali, Baba continued to write on his slate: 



Take this Makan we are sitting in as the house of God-realization. There are so many boxes, vessels, lanterns, 

and other things in it. Now, suppose you have not seen any of these things and do not know anything about 

them. How could you get an idea of what they are? There are two ways, either by explanation or by seeing 

them — that is, by experience. The way of description, definition, or explanation is very difficult and lengthy. 

But suppose you were brought blindfolded into the house, and once inside your blindfold was removed. Then 

you would see the things for yourself and would know exactly what the house contained. 

Take another example. Say you were to blindfold an illiterate villager of Arangaon and take him to New York 

City. When you remove the blindfold, he will be amazed at the things he sees — things he never dreamed 

existed. Carriages, motorcars, trams, trains, and all such humdrum of city life would make him stare blankly all 

round in amazement! Explaining these things to him in Arangaon would have been futile even if you had tried 

to explain them to him for years and years, because he could not have understood. But by seeing New York for 

himself, he knows all about it in no time. In the same way, even if I died explaining all things to you, you 

would still be where you are today. But experience will give you the knowledge. 

God-realization is possible; however, your eyes are blindfolded and you have no idea of what it means. For, 

although I sincerely offer you the priceless “pearls” of Sat-Marga [the path of Truth], you go and dip your 

mouths in the narka. So, the duty of the Sadguru is, first of all, to relieve and free you from the venomous 

clutches of maya, and then to give you the Experience. 

Leave everything — meditation, spiritual exercises, the repetition of God’s name — everything which is a 

burden to you. These practices will only confuse you more. What is the use of even going to a majzoob when 

he is immersed in eternal bliss and unconscious of the world and its affairs? Nothing is obtainable without the 

grace of a Sadguru. 

Once you have surrendered yourself to a Sadguru, he has to do his duty toward you. He cannot escape that. 

Thereafter, it is only your unbounded love and unswerving faith that is required, and these will encourage him 

in his duties toward you. So, take your guru to be your God, and with all love and faith, surrender to him and 

serve him! Then you will be saved! What you now need is love and faith. 

On Saturday, 29 May 1926, Upasni Maharaj’s 56th birthday was celebrated with great 

reverence. The school was closed for three days, and almost 4,000 people were fed in Maharaj’s 

honor. Baba was bathed, and he distributed sweets as prasad. Angal Pleader read selections from 

the Puranas as usual and Sawlaram sang bhajans. In the evening a palanquin procession slowly 

made its way up Meherabad Hill and fireworks were lit. 

The next day a sports competition was held for the schoolchildren. And on the following 

day, a debate between the students took place under the presiding guidance of Mohan Shahane. 

On 30 May, Baba scolded one of the mandali, but the man spoke back to him instead of 

keeping quiet. This caused Baba to explain to all the mandali: 

Why do you get angry so often? You frequently break my orders. Then if I have anything to say about it, you 

get annoyed. Thereby your attitude adds to my burden. One’s degree of connection with a Perfect Master in 

past lives makes one eligible for the Master’s circle, whether he is willing or unwilling to obey. But to ease the 

Master’s burden, one should follow his orders. By your wrong attitude, you add to the Master’s troubles. 

Suppose I want two of you to journey with me. One is unwilling and does not budge an inch. The other 

willingly goes. Both must be taken at the same time to the same place. Whereas one can be taken easily, the 

other must be taken with difficulty. At times it comes to this: for my work, the one resisting has to be 

shouldered and taken forcibly by me! 

While shaving you, the barber moves your head from side to side, which you permit because you need a good 

shave. Similarly, if you want God, you should surrender body and soul to the Perfect Master and carry out 

every word of his. 

The waters of a river are for the use of the populace. The containers the people bring to fill with water are large 

or small according to their needs. In the same way, the Sadgurus have come down to this world for the sake of 

duty and only to give, in true charity, from the vast and inexhaustible store of unbounded Bliss, Knowledge, 

and Experience they are Master of. They are the storehouses of Knowledge and unlimited blessings. Those who 

have merit can come to them and take as much as their containers can contain. 



Ramchandra Gadekar, who was staying in Meherabad at the time, had recently taken his 

college exams. On 31 May, Baba informed him, “You have failed in your exam!” The young man 

was crestfallen and tears welled up in his eyes. To console him, Baba called for sweets and 

distributing them among all, declared, “This is to celebrate Gadekar’s failure in his exams!” But 

moments later, news was brought from Ahmednagar that Gadekar had actually passed his tests. 

Gadekar’s unhappiness turned into a smile of relief. 

At tea time in the girls’ school later that day, Baba explained the meaning behind the Indian 

custom of offering a coconut to saints and holy personalities: 

The coconut can be divided into four parts, three outer coverings and the water inside. Each represents 

something different. The outermost fibrous hair symbolizes the gross body. The hard husk or shell symbolizes 

the subtle body. The kernel or white portion inside symbolizes the mind. The water inside symbolizes God-

realization. 

There are four steps in taking the water out of the coconut. The first is to remove the fibers; the second is to 

crack the shell; the third is to open the kernel; and the fourth is to extract the water. When opening a coconut, 

people usually resort to such ordinary, slow, successive actions. But at the time of ceremonial and sacred 

occasions when the water is sprinkled in worship, the whole coconut is smashed to pieces in one stroke against 

a wall or the floor. 

Each of the four steps has a spiritual significance. The act of taking the fibers off the coconut can be compared 

to the act of discarding the body and its gross sanskaras. However, with the elimination of the gross body, the 

subtle body becomes active. The subtle body is like the hard coconut shell that is then smashed. 

With the removal of the gross and subtle bodies (the fibers and the shell), the mind (the kernel) is left. Finally, 

with the annihilation of the mind, God (the water) is found. 

Removing every coconut fiber is like obliterating or removing the individual qualities of maya one by one. But 

even after removing all the fibers, eliminating the whole body and the gross sanskaras, maya remains in the 

form of the subtle body (the shell) and the mental body (the kernel). 

Even after smashing the shell (effacing the subtle body), the kernel remains (the mind continues to experience 

creation). By removing the kernel, only the water — God-realization — remains. 

To attain God-realization, successive elimination of the three coverings — gross, subtle, and mental bodies — 

is necessary, which means total annihilation of all three types of sanskaras. This successive termination takes 

place gradually in the ordinary course of involution, over not just centuries, but generations and ages. 

Only the Sadguru has the power to make a person God-realized all at once, within the twinkling of an eye. Only 

he can smash the whole coconut at one stroke and annihilate maya and the mind. So the offering of a coconut 

signifies the absolute surrender of body and soul by the one who offers. Let all who offer these realize this 

significance and surrender themselves heart and soul to their saint or Sadguru. 

Continuing, Baba repeated what he had said earlier about sahavas with a Master: 

According to the sages, there are three different roads to Realization. The first road, which is the shortest, 

quickest, and the easiest, is through the contact of a Sadguru, which means keeping the company, or sahavas, 

of such a Master, obeying him, and serving him. This may be compared to a special express train which carries 

you straight to your destination. 

The second road, which is to be undertaken in the absence of a Sadguru or Spiritual Guide and which is easier 

than the alternatives, is to take any name of God with all love and wholeheartedness and to do jana seva 

[service to humanity] selflessly to the best of one’s ability. This can be compared to a journey by passenger 

train which halts at almost every station. 

The third road, which, like the second, is to be undertaken in the absence of a Sadguru or a Spiritual Guide but 

which is much longer and harder, is to observe strictly all the rules and regulations of the shariat [laws of 

religion]. It means performing all the rites and ceremonies of one’s religion, wholeheartedly and sincerely 

rather than mechanically. This may be compared to a goods [freight] trains chugging along very slowly. 

The Avatars and Perfect Masters carry their special disciples with them by express trains and thus give them 

Realization and free them from the ceaseless rounds of births and deaths. This good fortune is reserved for the 

very few of the inner circle. To those individuals who are inclined toward following bhakti and seva marga 

[devotion and service], the Masters have shown the path of selfless service and repetition of God’s name. And 



for the world at large, they have pointed to the path of observing rituals and ceremonies. But all these religious 

customs and rituals given by the Masters are full of deep meaning. The Hindus’ tal-bhajan [singing of bhajans 

to the accompaniment of ringing bells] and the namaz [prayers] of the Muslims are nothing but methods that do 

away with sanskaras, the greatest obstacle in the path of God-realization. 

For example, take the kusti or sacred thread of the Zoroastrians. The three knots of this sacred thread signify the 

three basic principles of Zoroastrians: good thoughts, good words, and good deeds. Now what is the deep 

significance of jerking or shaking the kusti before it is worn each day? It symbolizes the throwing off of the 

dust [sanskaras] collected on the thread since the previous day. But the kusti must be done sincerely and 

wholeheartedly. Otherwise, thousands of kustis done out of sheer habit with prayers murmured mechanically 

are of absolutely no avail. Similarly, the Hindus’ bhajan singing and the Muslims’ namaz are a means to focus 

the mind on one object — God. They were given by the sages with the express purpose of diverting our minds 

from the worries of the world and concentrating our minds on our one Lord. 

You can keep on jumping here and there, uttering “Tukaram, Tukaram” for a thousand years, and it will all be 

of no use. For it is not the chanting or the ringing of the tal-bhajan that the devas or gods or saints require. It is 

your bhakti [devotion], your love, that is needed, not mere mechanical murmuring with your mind and the heart 

running continually towards worldly ideals. 

On the afternoon of Thursday, 3 June 1926, something happened which upset Baba and he 

threatened to leave Meherabad by himself. Later in the evening, he explained to the mandali: 

Listen to me and remember this much: I do not feel bad about someone who is dying or who even dies, but if 

you disobey me, it pains me greatly. I was fed up this afternoon and I said I wanted to leave. You looked 

serious and kept quiet. I said what I did because of your negligence. It is not possible for a Sadguru or the 

Avatar to give up the physical body until he has completed the work of preparing his circle. 

My mood was spoiled this afternoon, but I could not say it was because of you. I have told you before that my 

being out of sorts or fed up is because of outside reasons. For example, consider a one-eyed fellow. He is 

looking at something with one eye and you think he is staring at you. It is the same in my case. I am occupied 

with my work and my outward behavior is so peculiar that you do not understand it. 

What do you know of the powers of the Acharyas [Perfect Masters] who, for the sake of duty to humanity, 

come down from their highest state of Infinitude to this lower plane and undergo unimaginable suffering? You 

have no idea what terrible bliss it is! 

Baba then advised the mandali: 

A stone remains unmoved under any circumstances; you may kick it, spit on it or worship it, but all these things 

have no effect upon it. As long as you do not disregard your likes and dislikes, and as long as you do not 

become indifferent to being kicked, spat upon, slandered and ridiculed, you cannot hope for God-realization. 

You have to burn up your ego. You have to become dust! Only the contact of a Sadguru can bring this about. 

Consider a man who is well perfumed. If he comes and sits among a crowd of people, his presence makes the 

surroundings fragrant. Similarly, if someone passes gas, the place smells foul and people turn their noses. For 

that reason, you should keep the company of saints, whose godly atmosphere is beneficial to you. If you merge 

yourselves in the filth of the world, it will adversely affect your spiritual health. 

On the 5th, Baba urged the mandali never to fear illusion and gave them this simile: 

Take, for example, a movie in which the villain harasses and oppresses a poor innocent child or woman. What 

great anxiety is caused when the same poor creature is tied down to be either burnt up in a fire or to crushed 

under a motorcar or a railway train. How eager all feel that a brave hero may turn up and save the unfortunate 

creature in the nick of time. If the victim overcomes his dilemma, the spectators feel happy; but if the villain 

gets the upper hand, they feel miserable. In short, you feel in accordance with what happens in the picture on 

the screen! But the moment the show is over, you realize, “Oh! It was merely a film — a picture on the 

screen!” — and the feelings that surged within you while watching it were without any basis. It was a mere 

drama, a creation of imagination or bhas, in which you were absorbed. 

In just this very way, think of this our life and universe. We are all acting our parts on the stage of this world, 

and only when the play of life finishes do we realize that this was all a dream. It is a mere movie which has no 

substance to it for it is false — made-up. All that you see about you is absolutely nothing. Everything is false 

— an illusion, a play, a film, a mirage! Therefore, I repeatedly emphasize to one and all, do not be attracted by 



maya. Take the name of God, and seek and surrender to those who have become one with God, that they may 

safely advise and guide you aright! 

Although Gadekar had passed his exams, he was worried about his further studies. On the 

night of 5 June, Baba advised Gadekar, “Due to worry, this universe came into being. And now 

man is unable to realize his own Real Self due to engaging his mind in worry. I advise you to be at 

peace and remain quiet in the face of any agitation, any worry and any calamity. Do not allow such 

thoughts to enter your mind, but push them toward me, saying, ‘Go to Baba!’ If you follow my 

advice, things will turn out fine.” 

On 9 June, Baba remarked to the mandali: 

The number of my devotees is great, but the number of my disciples is much less. The devotee seeks the 

pleasure of his own devotion, while the disciple’s only duty is to obey the commands of the Master, which is 

much more difficult. Devotees select their own Master and surrender to him. A Master selects his own 

disciples. Therefore, many can become devotees, but only a very few can become disciples. 

When Baba and the mandali would go to Kaka Shahane’s home in the Arangaon Family 

Quarters every Thursday, they would be served milk tea and bhujias. On Thursday, 10 June 1926, 

Baba remarked, “Kaka’s bhujias are delicious and we feel happy to eat them, but the real pleasure 

lies in eating those bhujias made from the flour of sanskaras and fried in the oil of devotion on the 

fire of love.” 

The main topic of discussion at the Shahane’s that afternoon was the purpose of religion. 

Baba stated: “The real meaning of religion is to know God, to see God, and to become one with 

God. Everything else about religion is an exercise in rites and rituals.” 

As Ajoba noted in his diary of daily activities, “Baba discoursed upon spiritual subjects for 

hours together, holding the mandali spellbound with interest and attention.”296 

Baba then asked everyone to sing, pointing first to Kaka Shahane who was taken by 

surprise and became nervous. However, all were happily amused to hear the song he stammered 

through. 

A circus came to Ahmednagar and its prize wrestler, Ramamurty, came to Meherabad on 

the 10th for Baba’s darshan. Afterward, Baba consented to let the mandali go see the circus, but 

Adi Sr. was not able to arrange a bus. Baba later remarked, “It is for the best. This whole worldly 

existence is like a circus. If anyone wants to see it in its true form, he would not bother to see this 

so-called circus. He would find the world a circus!” 

But the mandali did not have to forgo an entertaining evening altogether. Baba called them 

at 8:30 P.M. and ordered each of them to deliver a lecture in whichever language they knew the 

least! The hilarious results of twisted and mangled sentences on top of each other’s discomfort and 

embarrassment as each struggled to say something delighted all. Baba then departed for the hill. 

Two days later, Baba explained to the mandali: 

You should realize that the combined happiness and misery of the gross, subtle and mental worlds is only equal 

to the shadow of a drop of the infinite ocean of bliss! O what supreme bliss! What an inexhaustible treasure of 

God’s beauty! 

For the last few months, Babajan has been saying, “My seven months and thirteen days are over!” How deep 

must be the meaning of that! Perhaps it means that as a child takes nine months to be born, a month and 

seventeen days are left to complete some of her most important work. 

In reference to Naval’s recent visit to Babajan, the Master continued: 

Naval went to Babajan and told her that he had come from me, whereupon Babajan replied, “He is my 

shopkeeper.” This means that Babajan is the source of all the spiritual force working at present, and I am her 

sole agent whose “warehouse” is full of untold treasures. She then composed and recited this rhyme: 

 
296 Chanji was keeping a separate diary of Baba’s discourses and explanations. 



My shop is not located in any building or world; 

My world consists of only Yezdan or Merwan!297 

Dr. Karkal invited Baba, the mandali, and boys for tea on Saturday, 12 June 1926, but Baba 

arrived suddenly at his residence at nine o’clock, before everything was ready. Baba did not wish 

to wait and distributed whatever treats had already been prepared. Tea was hurriedly made, which 

Baba served to everyone. He remarked to Karkal, “See how speedily everything is over.” 

Dr. Karkal replied, “Baba, you hold the key.” 

In response, Baba observed: 

The key to the world is only one, but it is in the hands of the five Perfect Masters. For example, a safe has only 

one key and no other key can unlock it. The five Perfect Masters control the safe [the world]. One Master is the 

keeper of the key, without which the safe cannot be opened. The second guards the safe which cannot be 

opened without his prior consent. The third is the one who alone has the authority to use the key to unlock the 

safe. The fourth is the one who has the right to distribute the riches in the safe. And the fifth Master is the one 

who has the power to authorize the distribution. Thus there is only one key to the world, equally shared among 

the five Masters. 

The five Perfect Masters, plus the 51 other God-realized souls [majzoobs and Jivanmuktas] control the key. 

These 51 are members of the parliament of the five Perfect Masters. Fifty-one plus five equals 56; this number 

56 never changes. Each of the Perfect Masters has a circle and each circle consists of twelve members. In this 

way does the game of the world go on and on. All this I am telling you is a secret.298 

Baba went to the circus late that afternoon with ten of the mandali. But after going all the 

way to Ahmednagar and watching the performances for only fifteen minutes, Baba stood up and 

said it was time to leave. 

Baba did something similar the next day, Sunday, 13 June, when they went to see a play. 

The Bombay Parsi Theatrical Company had come to Ahmednagar to perform the play Bhakta 
Surdas.299 Baba went with everyone from Meherabad, a group of 150 people, including the 

schoolchildren, to see a special performance of the play. Baba’s maternal uncle, Rustom Mama, 

was an actor in the company. After the first act, however, Baba left his seat and went outside. 

Throughout the rest of the play, he paced back and forth outside and in the wings of the theater, 

talking through signs and on the slate with different ones. At 5:30, all returned to Meherabad in 

batches. Baba later asked about the story of the play, which Chanji narrated to him in detail in 

Gujarati. Baba remarked that the drama was good in that it conveyed the truth that when lust 

disappears, God appears. He rhymed, "When lust has left, God is met.” 

At the play, someone offered the mandali paan which they ate. When Baba found out, he 

was displeased and reprimanded them, “As long as you are with me, do not eat any food or anything 

 
297 Meri dookan, jeedhar na makan, na jahan/Magar jahan, fakt Yezdan ya Merwan! 
298 A Jivanmukta is a soul who is liberated (attained mukti) but still incarnate; a seventh-plane God-realized 

soul who is without duty to the universe. He bestows the grace of Realization upon one other person before 

he dies. There are three majzoobs alive at any period of time, and there are 48 such Jivanmuktas (or 

Shivatmas), along with the five Sadgurus or Qutubs, thus always making a total of 56 God-realized souls on 

earth at all times. When a Perfect Master drops the body either he bestows Realization upon one of his 

chief disciples and transforms him into a Perfect Master, or one of the majzoobs or Jivanmuktas takes his 

place as a living Perfect Master in control of the affairs of the universe. 
299 Surdas (1478–1563) was the noted blind bard and devotee of Krishna. Surdas often saw Krishna sitting 

before him as a cowherd boy, listening to Surdas’ hymns of praise. Once Krishna appeared and told him, 

“Surdas, if you are keen to see the world, I shall restore your sight this very moment.” Surdas replied, 

“Those who are endowed with eyes are really blind when they do not gaze upon your beautiful form. 

Having ears, they are nevertheless deaf when they do not choose to listen to the music of your melodious 

song. Having in their hands the power to attain the Divine, they drown themselves in the ocean of 

sanskaras. Hence, I have no need for such hearts, such eyes or ears. Give me the ears, O Lord, that will 

listen to your song, eyes that will see your beautiful form, and a heart in which you alone are installed.” 



else offered to you outside. Those who consume such edibles take in from the giver many sanskaras 

which add to their own sanskaras.” 

Zoroaster’s death anniversary was observed on 16 June. Baba stated, “I will fast until the 

end of February 1927, because I want to breathe conversely to give the finishing touches to the 

preparation of the circle. This ‘contrary’ breathing is necessary to wipe out the remaining sanskaras 

of the circle, which become prarabdha sanskaras.” 

The next day, a sadhu came to Baba expressing his desire to see God. Baba asked him to 

observe silence for one year and to take food once every 24 hours. The sadhu agreed to this, but on 

the very first day he started complaining about the fast. Baba admonished him, “God is not some 

cheap fruit to be had for the asking! Superhuman patience and suffering are required to attain Him.” 

The sadhu was then fed at Shahane’s house and sent to meet Narayan Maharaj at his ashram in 

Kedgaon. 

 

Satya Mang, a notorious criminal of Ahmednagar District, happened to come to Meherabad 

with his gang for Baba’s darshan. He had come hoping that with the Master’s blessing, his chosen 

profession would continue to be lucrative and that he would not be apprehended. 

When he arrived, Baba was talking with about 50 of the mandali at the Makan. Baba was 

informed of a group’s arrival. No one had any idea who the men really were. Satya Mang and his 

accomplices sat on the ground before Baba after first prostrating themselves at Baba’s feet. Baba 

suddenly became very serious and remained quiet for a few minutes. He then asked, “Where do 

you come from and where are you going?” Satya Mang answered, but did not disclose his identity. 

Baba looked directly at him and gestured, “You should be wearing bangles!” 

Satya Mang did not follow the meaning of this and asked the mandali what Baba had said. 

Baba again repeated, “You should put bangles around your wrists! Why aren’t you wearing them?” 

When one of the mandali explained, Satya Mang asked, “Why? What have I done?” 

“You are a coward!” Baba exclaimed. 

“What do you mean?” Satya Mang demanded. 

“A hefty man like you can extract water from stone [meaning that he could work hard and 

earn an honest livelihood]. But instead, you are a dacoit [thief] and rob people. Your very name 

strikes terror in the hearts of women and children who are unable to sleep when they think of you.” 

Until then, the mandali did not know who this man was, but after hearing Baba, they felt 

sure that this must be the infamous Satya Mang whom the police had been unable to catch despite 

their best efforts. 

Baba continued, “You support yourself on illegal gains. Aren’t you ashamed to grow a 

mustache? You are not a man — you are a woman!” 

Satya Mang replied, “I inherited my profession. If I do not pursue it, how am I to maintain 

myself and my family?” 

“Can’t you find another occupation other than robbing people? What are the rest of the 

people in the world doing? Do you mean to say that everyone in the world lives on stolen property?” 

To make such statements to this dangerous criminal was unheard of, for even the police 

were terrified of Satya Mang and his gang. But this wolf became like a lamb before Meher Baba 

and humbly asked, “Maharaj, show me what I am to do. I am ready to give up this way of life if I 

find some employment to maintain my family.” 

Baba replied, “That can be arranged immediately, but how can you stop stealing? Every 

cell of your body contains its germs!” 

“No, Maharaj, I swear I will turn my face from such a life if provision is made for my 

children. Once that is done, I will never rob again.” 



Baba then asked seriously, “Do you know before whom you are swearing? Do you have 

any idea to whom you are giving this promise? If you break your promise to God, your life will be 

ruined. God knows everything. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Maharaj, I understand. I will never repeat my past actions. I will never break my 

promise!” 

At this, Baba stretched out his hand and gestured, “Give me your promise!” Immediately 

Satya Mang came forward and touched Baba’s palm with his own. Baba then warned, “If you go 

back on your word to me, you will become completely paralyzed. Remember this.” 

Baba then arranged for the maintenance of his family and instructed Satya Mang to come 

to Meherabad once a week. From that day on, the threat of robbery disappeared from Ahmednagar 

District and people were greatly impressed by this “miraculous occurrence.” Everyone was amazed 

at Baba’s intervention. For a robber like Satya Mang, who had successfully eluded the police for 

years, to submit to a Spiritual Master and surrender to him was something unheard of. 

Satya Mang held to his promise and remained faithful for some time, but soon his hands 

began itching with the desire for stealing. He stealthily entered a house one night to rob it, and was 

about to steal a few valuable articles when he saw Meher Baba standing in front of him! Frightened, 

he recalled Baba’s words: “God is ever-present. He sees everything. Nothing is hidden from Him!” 

Suddenly everything became dark as if he had gone blind. Satya Mang grew pale and closed 

his eyes. When he opened them, Baba had disappeared. Leaving the stolen goods behind, he 

hastened to Meherabad to find Baba, and when he saw Baba, tears streamed down his cheeks as he 

confessed, “Maharaj, please forgive me this once. I have gone back on my word.” 

Feigning ignorance, Baba asked, “What are you talking about? What happened?” 

Satya Mang cried out, “You know everything. Forgive me!” and he fell at Baba’s feet. 

Baba pardoned him because of his sincere repentance and warned, “Never do it again. 

Paramatma knows everything and sees all.” 

Thereafter, Satya Mang never committed a crime or theft again and the police even availed 

themselves of his help in tracking down other criminals. Satya Mang made it a practice to be present 

at Meherabad every Thursday and take part in the gatherings there. 

Faith in Meher Baba’s divinity was born in him and he changed completely. At one word 

from Baba, he was ready to sacrifice his life. On one occasion, he begged the Master for the chance 

to serve him. Baba replied, “When the appropriate time comes, I will surely give you the 

opportunity to serve me.” 

Boman B. Irani was married to Baily’s sister, Tehmina. Bomanji became a disciple of 

Meher Baba, and he, his wife and their two daughters had been staying at Meherabad since 1925. 

A few years later, when Baba went to Persia in 1929, the Bomanji family was left alone in 

Meherabad. Bomanji became friendly with Satya Mang who helped the family a great deal. Satya 

Mang also kept watch for some years at Meherabad. 

 

At this time, Baba began fasting, eating only one meal a day at three o’clock. To enable 

the mandali to share in his fast, which he had indicated would last until February 1927, Baba 

ordered them to start a rotating fast. Each man was to fast one after the other. They were to begin 

at 8:00 P.M. on 19 June 1926 and continue until 3:00 P.M. of the following day and rotate in turns 

for nineteen hours each day. Mohan was appointed as the “Fast Manager” to schedule the rotation 

to make certain that the mandali took their proper turns during the six months. 



June 21st was the Muslim holiday of Bakri-Id, celebrated in memory of Abraham’s 

offering of his son Isaac as a sacrifice to God.300 The holiday was observed at Meherabad, and two 

of the Muslim mandali, Karim and Barsoap, were made to stand up and explain the significance of 

the holiday as best they could. Remarking about the Muslim custom of slaughtering a goat on this 

day, Baba conveyed, “They feel that if the Prophet killed a goat on this day, they should do it, too. 

They should try to kill their minds instead of goats! What is the use of slaughtering defenseless 

animals?” 

Baba added, “If I ordered the mandali to wear hats and not to go out in the sun bare-headed, 

after some years it will be considered a religious practice to always wear a hat in the sun.” 

In the beginning, the holidays of every religion were strictly observed at Meherabad. But 

gradually, as each of the mandali began to understand things more clearly, these festival days were 

ignored. During these early years, however, Baba would explain to the mandali the significance of 

their holidays and thus gave them a real understanding of their true spiritual meaning. Only after 

basking in the wine of love did all come to know that love is the only real religion, whose practice 

consists in remaining bowed at Baba’s feet. 

On one occasion, reflecting on his sense of humor, Baba related: 

Ajoba is very old. He has a family and children, and is spending his sanskaras in this life. Suppose in his next 

birth he reincarnates as a female child. (God forbid!) I see this old man now and I also see him as he will be in 

his next birth — and that makes me laugh! Am I not justified in being humorous? Everything I see, I see as a 

dream! But in spite of that, I feel bothered about it all because I have to work for others to make them see it as 

a dream. 

Upasni Maharaj was a woman in his previous birth and he will never take birth again. God-realization is usually 

obtained while living in human form as with the human form comes authority. But there is a special authority 

that comes with the male human form. A Perfect Master has a circle of twelve men and two female 

appendages. Of the fourteen people, all the members of the circle are males, except the two women who play 

the roles of spiritual mother and sister. 

Babajan is a Qutub, one of the five Sadgurus of this age. From the 56 God-realized people, one woman 

becomes a Perfect Master and another is also perfect [a Jivanmukta or majzoob]. That woman is presently in 

Tibet. She has a group of disciples, but usually stays in the mountains and very, very few ever see her. The 

remaining 54 God-realized beings are men. The number of God-realized souls on earth is eternally fixed at 56 

and is never altered [except during Avataric ages when God directly descends as a man]. 

On 22 June 1926, Baba revealed: 

A Sadguru is like an ocean, a limitless stretch of water. Empty your mind of all mayavic desires and the waters 

of the ocean will find a way in — the waters of Knowledge, Power and Bliss. 

The Jivanmuktas, majzoobs and other spiritual beings in the hierarchy are the pipelines for the waters of 

Realization. They distribute the ocean’s waters to deserving candidates who are prepared and who are being 

prepared. 

Continuing the simile of water, Baba stated: 

In gaseous form, water evaporates and forms clouds. Now you cannot use this gas or vapor in clouds for railway 

engines or any other steam-driven conveyance. For that you have to pump water from the ocean, river or some 

subsidiary; then you fill the tanks of the engine and produce steam to work it. 

These clouds of condensed vapor may be compared to majzoobs, the steam being formed and used for work in 

the world by Sadgurus. And you, the bhaktas [lovers], are the water which must be heated, boiled and 

transformed into steam. In other words, the essence must be prepared to change its very form. On the other 

hand, ice and snow are like worldly people who have no inclination toward spirituality — they are so cold! 

Two days later, while explaining about God-realized majzoobs, Baba disclosed: 

 
300 Some theorize that Abraham was, in fact, Zoroaster (i.e., the same historical figure memorialized in two 

different traditions). 



Majzoobs are absorbed in their ecstasy and appear insane to the world. They are like a runaway carriage; its 

horses are galloping off without the driver. The carriage is the majzoob himself; the horses are the faint residue 

impressions of his mind — gross, subtle, and mental; and the driver is the intellect and ego. The majzoob does 

not have any sanskaric ego-mind and hence his “carriage” is “driverless.” 

For some days, there had been much discussion about the Theosophical Society, headed 

by Annie Besant, and about Krishnamurti, who was being promoted by her as the “New World 

Teacher.” On 26 June, Baba remarked to some Theosophist visitors, who had come for darshan, 

“Be always in search of Truth — real Truth — wherever it is found without any caste distinction 

or prejudice. Control your passions, renounce maya and create a longing to see the Almighty.” 

After they left, Baba commented about Theosophy: 

A time will come when the world will bow to those on whom my nazar will fall. 

They came here [for darshan] and that is good for them. But Krishnamurti, a New World Teacher? God forbid! 

Compare Ramakrishna [of Calcutta] with Krishnamurti. Krishnamurti is living in all majesty and splendor, 

pomp and power, and moving about England in aristocratic, fashionable circles, playing tennis and golf, 

leading a most comfortable life. He does not have the slightest idea — not even a wisp — of the Real Truth. 

So it is also with these fussy, showy Theosophists. Their greatness lies only in editorship — writing and 

speaking with high-sounding words about planes, powers, colors, society, creed — in a superficial knowledge 

of the shadow of Truth, and in behaving and making others believe in the greatness of themselves and none 

other. Truth is far, far beyond this. 

[Baba quoted a couplet from Hafiz and explained its meaning:] If you desire to aspire for Realization, you 

should hold your very life in the palm of your hand, ready to give it up at any moment! Then alone will you be 

deemed worthy and be able to see the gates of Truth. 

The topic then turned to the American Christian Mission and the Salvation Army — two 

organizations which were doing their utmost to convert people to Christianity, declaring it to be the 

only sure road to salvation. Baba asked, “Why all this? Why shake the faith of people of other 

religions and induce them to give up their own religion? Is religion the Truth or even a way to the 

Truth?” He then elucidated: 

Truth has nothing in the least to do with religion. It is far, far beyond the limited and bare dictates and doctrines 

of a religion. Truth is bare and simple in its requirement that you give up maya — particularly lust, anger and 

greed. Anybody can aspire and attain to the Truth. There are no caste distinctions or prejudices there. 

Muslims say that Realization can only be obtained through the Mohammedan religion [Islam], and they bring 

forth the silly arguments of shariat, insisting on circumcision and so forth. How ridiculous! Do any of you 

know why Muslims practice circumcision? Their great Prophet Muhammad propagated the divine doctrine of 

“cutting their mind, maya and sanskaras,” that is, keeping their minds, which are ever wandering in worldly 

maya, in check. He told them to be aloof and away from the clutches of maya and to destroy their sanskaras as 

much as possible. But since they were unable to grasp the deep meaning of this divine doctrine given by their 

Prophet, they or some fine theologians invented and preached “cutting of the [fore]skin” and so forth. And the 

people blindly accepted and followed these doctrines as if they had been given by their own Prophet, and they 

lay particular stress on the same. How ridiculously reverse from the real and original doctrine taught by their 

great Prophet! 

The same is true in every religion — the Parsis and their kusti, the Christians and their baptism. So also, the 

Christian philosophy espoused by the present-day so-called “ministers,” to the effect that “salvation” can be 

had only by accepting the faith of Christ and by undergoing baptism, that all non-believers in Christianity are 

“heathens,” and so on. What is the meaning of all these practices in the sacred name of religion? 

If it is not a sin to make others doubtful of their religion, it is surely a great weakness, or rather cowardice. What 

earthly benefit is there in increasing the number of people who believe in a particular faith and boasting before 

the world that their faith has so many thousands or even lakhs of followers? Is the merit of a religion to be 

measured by a count of numbers of its believers and followers? 

If you give the poor, needy, destitute, and illiterate teeming millions of India the little inducement of some good 

food, clothing, and money, they would agree to accept and embrace any creed! And then they would leave it 

again and accept another creed if some better inducement is offered them from another faith! What’s great in 

all of this? Nothing! 



Continuing, Baba advised: 

I say, therefore: Will [control] your mind; lead a pure, clean, and virtuous life; remove low desires; follow One 

who has realized God; and then you are saved. “Following” in this sense does not mean giving up your own 

creed or religion. The mind is to be renounced! 

If you try to set green grass on fire, it will not burn. But if you set a match to a haystack, it will immediately 

catch fire and burn to ash. The haystack symbolizes the accumulation of sanskaras. In order for green grass to 

dry, it has to be kept near a fire. This means that in order to destroy one’s sanskaras, a person should stay with 

a Sadguru in whom the divine knowledge is always burning. In his contact and company, sanskaras accumulate 

but also dry. Finally, with the flame of his grace, he sets fire to and uproots all one’s sanskaras. Even red 

sanskaras of lust and anger, which are the fastest growing and most deeply rooted, are nothing to worry about if 

you have contact with a Sadguru. 

What a time [Kali Yuga] we live in! Such barbarous, brutal bloodshed for religion on one side, and then the 

“forced Avatar” [Krishnamurti] and associated prejudices on the other! See the horror done in the name of 

religion. Look at the recent riots in Delhi born out of ignorance and cruelty occurring between Hindus and 

Muslims over such childish and trivial causes, all for the sake of religion. At the same time, many false 

prophets have appeared and hypocrisy is rampant. People nowadays want religious doctrines to suit their own 

tastes and ideas of life, and the crafty leaders who observe all this and preach accordingly find thousands of 

followers, while the real workers and sincere believers in Truth and “religion” in the real sense of the word 

have a hard time impressing their high ideals on the minds of their listeners and turning them towards the same. 

Such is the 20th century, with all its so-called “civilization,” its daily advances and inventions in the sciences. 

Baba mentioned Aurobindo Ghose, saying he was an example of an educated, well-read 

person who was on the Path.301 

On 28 June 1926, a Hindu devotee came to see Baba. Usually Baba would permit the man 

darshan, answer his questions, and give him some instructions. But that day, Baba refused to see 

him. It turned out that the person had come to speak to Baba about some financial matter. The 

man’s nature was good, Baba explained, “When he first came to Meherabad I asked him which he 

preferred, God or the world? He answered God, so by coming to ask for my help to solve his 

financial difficulties, he was shirking from his word. Since he is sincere of heart, to prevent him 

from doing so, I refused to see him.” 

The man also wanted to marry and was anxious to have the Master’s encouragement. But 

Baba did not approve, explaining, “For you, marriage would be a great stumbling block in the path 

to God-realization. But for you to have connection with a woman outside of marriage would be the 

worst thing imaginable; yet, even marriage will turn out to be a hindrance and a barrier in the Path.” 

Baba did not encourage him to marry as he had hoped. On other occasions, however, Baba 

would recommend that certain persons marry. 

Baba spoke about marriage on the 28th: 

The fact is that if one is not lucky enough to get Realization, or has not surrendered to a Sadguru, or has not 

married by a special order of his Master, then [ordinary] marriage is nothing but the greatest possible check in 

his path, let alone [sex] outside of marriage. Renunciation means this maya: To do nothing without the order of 

a Sadguru. “No man who has a woman as his wife, will ever perfect be,” and yet Masters and Sadgurus have 

been married. But for the ordinary human beings, the greatest hindrance is this marriage. 

But this luck [Realization after marriage like Upasni Maharaj] is also the outcome of the previous preparation. 

If Maharaj had not married, he would have had to take birth again, because a Sadguru is to be free of all 

sanskaras before Realization. 

Later, while explaining about the inevitable Realization of his circle, Baba stated: 

 
301 Aurobindo Ghose (1872–1950) contributed to the spread of Eastern religious thought in Europe and 

America with his prolific writings, which were influenced by Western humanistic philosophy due to the 

university education he received in England. Baba revealed that Aurobindo was on the sixth plane. 



If I wished, I could give Realization to the members of my circle immediately. But giving this experience 

abruptly does not enable them to come down for duty. And then who would do it? Suppose you give 

Realization to your hand and then, mystified, it stops working as before. What would do its work? This is why 

Sadgurus always prepare their circle members gradually and what is being done is unknown to them — taking 

them up for Realization. 

While Baba was discoursing on the 29th, someone asked, “Why are there 56 Realized souls 

in the world in every age?” 

Baba replied: 

The number 56 denotes perfection. This number appears to be perfect to those who manage these spiritual 

workings, as one Supreme Being alone cannot manage the whole affair single-handedly. He requires 

assistance, and the number of assistants is fixed at 56. 

For instance, a toddyshop-keeper needs several helpers — one to prepare the toddy, another to serve it, another 

to collect payment, et cetera. But if there is no shop, what is the use of helpers? In the same way, when there is 

no universe — as is the case for the majzoobs, who are realized but have no consciousness of the world and its 

affairs — for them, there is no work. 

To return to the question: The universe must be maintained, and to carry out the affairs of the universe in an 

orderly manner 56 God-realized persons are required. The number is fixed at 56 because a number less than 

that cannot do all the work and the different duties. Suppose a man has lost one of his eyes. Although he can 

still see with the other eye, he sees with difficulty. Therefore, two eyes are given to each human being to enable 

him to see perfectly. In just the same way, two ears, one nose, two hands, and two feet are provided. In short, 

everything in nature goes on according to rules and regulations and principles laid down by the “Experienced” 

or Realized Sages, and nothing is haphazard. 

All these explanations are beyond comprehension by your intellect. Such understanding is virtually useless, 

unless one has the real Experience of Realization. However much you may exert your brains, in the end it is all 

like the caterwauling and barking of cats and dogs, until such time as you experience the wind of Reality. 

The Knowledge and Experience of a Sadguru cannot be grasped through the intellect because it is altogether 

beyond the intellect. As Hafiz says: 

This Knowledge is never grasped by the intellect’s noose; 

Untie the noose and you will obtain it. 

On 30 June, explaining to the mandali about maya, Baba expounded: 

God as Ishwar uses maya and her attributes to conduct the affairs of the universe, whereas Paramatma is far, far 

beyond Ishwar and uses only dnyan [divine knowledge]— that all-pervading Power, that Source from which all 

other powers emanate. The Sadguru uses maya to make others free from maya. 

Suppose Arjun is Paramatma and his cane is God. And suppose you wrap a seven-colored string (maya) around 

this cane. The string has only touched the cane (God) and not Arjun (Paramatma), who remains aloof. 

Using another example from Angal Pleader’s kirtan the previous Sunday, Baba continued: 

Suppose you come along and mistake a string for a snake. This mistake creates maya. But, if you see that the 

string is only a string and nothing else, is maya gone? No, because the accompanying suppositions and fears — 

“What sort of a serpent is it? How long? Will it bite?” — these are maya. In the end, when it is found that it is 

only a string, you laugh at your false presupposition because your fears are gone — the illusion is removed. In 

the same way, when one attains Realization, he laughs at these false notions of maya — the world and all its 

connections — for he knows that they are totally false and not real. 

If any desire, passion, or anger enters your head, take it that it is maya, the source of all worries, troubles, and 

anxieties. The moment it enters your brain, throw it out! Don’t let it in at all! If a mad dog happens to enter 

your room, you would stand up and shout to drive it away. If, on the other hand, you give it milk and bread, it 

will linger there and will not go away. Similarly, maya is like a mad dog. Drive it away as soon and as forcibly 

as you would drive away a rabid dog! Only then will you be saved from maya’s clutches! 

Continuing, Baba explained: 



People say that God created maya, but that is not so. For example, take the hair on the head. The hair is maya 

and the head is God, the Creator. Although the hair grows on the head, the head does not know how, why and 

where it comes from. Then how can it be said that the head created hair, or God created maya? But in a way, 

the very creation of maya itself is dependent on God. 

Maya is sheer illusion — the force of imagination. Where there is lust, there is maya. Where there is anger, 

there is maya. Where there is greed, there is maya. He who renounces maya finds everything! Do not be a slave 

to maya. Subjugate maya and you will see God in all His perfection. 

But it is next to impossible to realize God. One must die to gain this state, not by drowning or committing 

suicide, but by renouncing maya and freeing oneself from its deluding allurements. And this maya is so 

tyrannical and powerful that even the best of persons succumb to its lures. The real heroes who eat her up are 

very rare. So hold tightly to my feet to ease your way or else you will not get even a whiff of Reality and your 

strenuous efforts to reach the Goal age after age will not bring you any nearer to it. 

When someone mentioned doing yoga, Baba remarked: 

For you, no yoga and no bhoga [worldly enjoyment]! All at once − quite in the dark and completely unknown to 

you − you are being taken UP! 

What the Sadguru does for the members of his circle is to weaken and “clear away” their intellects and egos 

gradually, establishing a permanence to their eventual annihilation. He allows the minds of his circle members 

to remain because the Sadguru’s working is continuously going on “behind” their minds, though he keeps them 

in the dark. 

Baba then distinguished between maya and sanskaras: 

Suppose you are assailed by anger, lust, and greed or any undesirable emotion or feeling. This is maya’s work. 

But suppose you feel hungry, thirsty, or sleepy, which is due to sanskaras. If you eat, drink, and sleep, it 

doesn’t matter because these are essential to life. But anger, lust, and greed are to be driven away the moment 

they enter your mind. Say, “Maya, get out! I don’t want you!” 

During this explanation, Shankarnath entered.302 Baba joked, “Shankar, turn into kankar 

[stone] so that you may remain unaffected by the wiles of that witch Maya!” 

Baba then added, “A stone may be worshiped with flowers or it may be smeared with 

refuse, but it remains unaffected. Remember, the real yogi is he whom nothing of the world can 

touch; he remains unconcerned and unaffected in all surroundings and circumstances.” 

 

1 July 1926, was a Thursday and as usual the floor of the mandali’s quarters was smeared 

with fresh cowdung. One year had almost passed since the Master had begun his silence and the 

mandali had hopes that Baba would start speaking again that day, but instead he indicated that he 

would observe silence until February 1927. 

In explaining the difference between the state of a majzoob, Perfect Master, and an ordinary 

man, Baba gave this simile: 

For example, there is a man sailing in a boat on the ocean. He is enjoying the sea breezes and being out on the 

water. But if the man himself turns into the ocean, what is the use of the boat? When the man was without 

knowledge of the ocean and its greatness, it was necessary for him to use the boat as a means of enjoying the 

pleasures of boating. But what care does he have for the boat when he himself becomes the ocean? This is the 

state of a majzoob, who does not care for the boat [body], which now drifts here and there at the mercy of the 

waters. 

The Sadguru, however, does care and make use of the boat. He can move and carry it whenever and wherever 

he likes, by catching hold of it from the bottom from under the water. Whereas, mankind is drifting here and 

there, without advancing at all towards the Goal. Such is the difference between the states of a majzoob, 

Sadguru, and an ordinary human being. But this difference, though apparently quite trivial, is actually 

tremendous, beyond imagination. 

 
302 Shankarnath was a Harijan from Ahmednagar who had moved to Meherabad. 



The highest state of Knowledge, Bliss, and Power being a state beyond imagination is a fact more emphatic, 

impressive, and real than the fact of your speaking with and hearing me now, and more true than your own 

existence at this very moment here with me. A thousand times more true is that fact of Realization than the 

apparent fact of your present life and existence which you believe to be true. This is a hard for you human 

beings to accept, but to us who experience the Reality, all of this is a mere dream. And this fact is so vividly 

perfect, that he who has actually become one with God and experienced Him cannot describe the experience 

with this mouth. Words are too poor a means to give a description of this highest state. But consider the powers 

of one able to give this Knowledge, Bliss, and Power to others! Apart from this, what would you think when 

we Perfect Ones say that we can actually play with these — the highest Knowledge, Bliss, and Power that are 

the attributes of Perfection or Truth? Otherwise, how do you think we would be able to give experience of 

these to others? 

How can your limited mind grasp and understand all this, for this is beyond the capability and powers of the 

intellect. So how can we explain that Truth? How can we explain it to your intellect which is limited and able 

to receive knowledge only up to a certain point? The Sadguru must take your intellect out of its present limited 

state and make it Unlimited. In short, he must give you a personal experience of Realization, and then you 

would understand it at once. 

I am Prabhu [the Lord]. I am all Knowledge-Power-Bliss. You see me, talk with me and touch me, but I dwell 

in Infinity. My state is indescribable. 

Later Baba discoursed about different states of bliss: 

If the bliss of the God-realized soul is compared to a human body, then the enjoyment of yogis is like the 

shadow of that body; and the pleasure which a worldly man enjoys is like seeing the shadow in a reflection in a 

pool of water. Thus ordinary people cannot even imagine what real bliss is! 

The majzoobs have mind and body, but no intellect and ego, so they enjoy Supreme Bliss completely. In yogis, 

besides the mind and body, there are intellect and ego so they do not enjoy perfect bliss. That is why I say that 

ordinary men have not the foggiest idea what bliss really is. They cannot imagine it. 

Then, at eight o’clock, Baba went up the hill to the Water Tank, but returned shortly 

carrying his bedding. From that night on, he began resting on a raised platform in front of the cabin 

in Sai Darbar. Baba’s stay in the tank had lasted for almost two months, from 3 May to 30 June. 

Now he began his second stay in Sai Darbar, where he continued writing his mysterious book which 

he indicated was still incomplete. 

Gustadji was in charge of the storeroom located on the Post Office verandah. When Naja, 

Masaji, the cook Chowdhary, or the women from the Family Quarters required items, they would 

write their requests on a piece of paper and send it to Gustadji. After he initialed it, the list would 

be sent to Baba to scrutinize. Baba would initial it and return it to Gustadji who would then issue 

the items. In this manner a rigid check was placed on all the supplies that were issued from the 

storeroom at Meherabad. 

During this period, Baba would personally look after the health of the women mandali. 

Relaxing on the verandah of the women’s quarters at the Post Office, he would inquire about each 

one’s welfare. According to his order when he was in seclusion, the women were to inform him 

about their health through written notes. Once Khorshed sent a note to Baba that she had a severe 

headache. Baba sent one in return instructing her to take a quinine tablet immediately and one when 

she went to sleep. This remedy proved effective. 

Throughout his life, Baba always had a soft spot for animals and did not like to see them 

suffer. On 7 July 1926, he saw a gypsy on the road leading a donkey that had a wound on its hind 

leg. Baba at once stopped what he was doing and went to meet the gypsy. After petting the animal, 

he persuaded the man to let him take it to the hospital. Baba personally cleaned the wound and 

applied the medicine and bandaged the donkey’s leg. 

In addition to the manual labor of grinding millet and wheat for half an hour a day, for the 

past few months Baba was also washing the clothes of five boys every afternoon. But on the 7th, 



finding the men mandali grinding the grain carelessly and not following the regular schedule, Baba 

stopped them from this work. But he continued doing it. 

On the same day, Baba distributed prasad in honor of Gulmai and Narayan Maharaj’s 

birthday. A group from Andhra Pradesh in southern India came for the Master’s darshan and sang 

a song in Telugu to him. Baba directed Gopal Swamy (one of the Meherabad residents) to sing with 

them since he also spoke Telugu. Afterward, Baba explained some of Kabir’s famous couplets: 

One God adorning King Dasarath’s house = Body = jivatma = Paramatma as the embodied individual soul. 

One God beating in every heart = Mind = Ishwar = Paramatma the Creator. 

One God pervading the entire universe = Spirit = Shiva = Paramatma conscious of the Real Self. 

One God beyond the three worlds = Self = Paratpar unconscious of Himself in the Beyond, Beyond state. 

To know Himself, God became the individual soul; but he thereby became bound by karma or actions. No one 

escapes from the results of actions. But actions should be done in such a way as to balance ordinary sanskaras 

by their opposites or “reverse” sanskaras. 

Devotion, giving of alms, prayer, bhajan, kirtan, and repetition of God’s name create such sanskaras that burn 

away ordinary sanskaras. But penance, fasts, and yogic practices create still more bondage. A real fast means to 

starve the mind, not the body. 

The meaning of being God-realized is to experience the sound sleep state in the awake state. The best way to 

create these opposite sanskaras is to surrender to a Perfect Master, to remain in his company, and to fully carry 

out his behests to the letter. 

Touching again on the topic of yoga, Baba explained about the samadhi state of yogis: 

Samadhi gained by yogic practices does in a way enable one to travel the Path more easily. For example, you 

walk [advance] and then rest [as in sound sleep]. This rest gives you energy to proceed further. That’s all and 

nothing more. In short. although the samadhi state allows one to rest, it is not the only essential for 

advancement. There are better, easier, and quicker means, such as the sahavas of a Master. 

 

On Saturday, 10 July 1926, the first anniversary of Baba’s silence was observed. The 

school and dispensary were closed, and the mandali fasted with Baba for 24 hours. Meanwhile, 

from nine to ten in the morning, Baba sat near the dhuni. Two or three of the mandali reported that 

they had dreamt about Babajan’s demise. 

Baba explained in response: “From today, Babajan has ceased all her spiritual activities 

and duties, which have been transferred to others. Within 10 or 20 days or at the most 200 days, 

she will give up her body. After that, for two or three years, there will be great upheavals, chaos, 

and confusion in the world, and after that there will be a period of peace and spiritual advancement. 

Soon, there will be a change in my lifestyle, as well.” 

At three in the afternoon, the men’s fast was broken at Shahane’s house. Shortly afterward 

Sadashiv M. Borker, 52, of Ahmednagar arrived for Baba’s darshan with boys from Anath Ashram, 

an orphanage he had founded and managed. 

After becoming silent, there was a marked increase in the number of discourses given by 

Meher Baba and also in the intensity of his daily activities and physical labors. Baba’s activities at 

the time consisted of grinding millet, bathing the children and washing their clothes, finishing the 

writing of his book, rendering service to the poor and afflicted, hearing the complaints of the lower 

class villagers and aiding them in their difficulties, overseeing all the arrangements in Meherabad, 

paying particular attention to and overseeing the mandali, giving darshan to thousands and advising 

them about their problems, and attending to daily correspondence. 

Not only were all these tasks time-consuming, but accomplishing them in total silence was 

truly remarkable. Although Meher Baba expressed anger and forgiveness, displeasure and 
happiness, seriousness and humor, he showed perfect control and never let a word escape. He would 



wholeheartedly participate in all games, but even at the height of excitement he never uttered a 

sound. 

That afternoon at Shahane’s home, when Baba was giving out prasad, Waman Keshav 

Subnis, one of the residents of Meherabad, was somehow overlooked. Later at the time of the 

bhajan singing in the evening, Baba was observed to be looking at him in a peculiar way. And 

before retiring for the night, Subnis somehow missed offering Baba obeisance. 

At ten o’clock that night, he suddenly became hysterical. He cried out, “Sadguru Meher 

Baba Maharaj ki jai!” and repeated, “Baba! Baba! Baba!” and began slapping his face. 

The mandali tried to restrain him but pushing them aside, he kept slapping himself and 

shouting loudly for Baba! He wept, voicing complaints about being deprived of Baba’s prasad and 

darshan before going to sleep. He remained in this frenzied state until midnight when he finally 

calmed down and became quiet. 

The next day, 11 July, the Master announced a new routine for himself and the mandali for 

the next seven months, from 12 July 1926 to 7 February 1927. It was as follows: 

* Baba will stop taking solid food once every 24 hours from 13 July, remaining only on milk, tea, or dal. 

* Each of the mandali who are sharing in his fast should also remain on liquids. 

* He will not take part in any sports. 

* Baba will not give discourses. 

* For inspections, Baba will come to Meherabad once or twice a week and for the most part will stay in a fixed 

place in seclusion. 

Accordingly, Baba began his fast the following day and during most of the day stayed alone 

near the Table Cabin by the dhuni. 

During darshan on Wednesday, 14 July, a seeker arrived and entreated Baba for God-

realization. Baba ordered him to sit in a small hut opposite Baba’s Table under a neem tree for one 

year and to eat only once every 24 hours. The man agreed to Baba’s instructions. But while he was 

sitting before Baba, scarcely fifteen minutes having passed, Baba asked him, “What are you 

thinking?” 

He replied, “I would like to go stay in Shirdi instead.” Baba gave him permission and he 

promptly left. 

In the Makan on 16 July, Rustom asked about the circle and Baba explained about the 

periodic coming of the Avatar and their circles: 

“Every Master has to perfect his circle, whose members are those who have a very long past connection with 

him and who flock around him in the age when he is to give them Realization. Those who drink the real juice 

[Knowledge] are very few and only one out of crores becomes a Master.” 

“Then, why strive for such a rare chance?” Rustom asked. “It is like winning a lottery. There is hardly a 

chance.” 

“Because with me the result is sure, though slow,” Baba replied. “You do get what you strive for. In the end, it 

is the ultimate aim and object of one and all to find Truth.” 

“Then, if it is sure to come to all, why strive for it? It will come of itself,” Rustom said. 

“Your striving and struggling bring you nearer and nearer to the Goal. Even though you fail 99 times, if the last 

100th effort brings you to the point of receiving the Master’s grace, your labor is amply justified. For from the 

moment of finding a Guru, you have been pushed continually towards the Goal by the secret working and 

powers of the Guru. 

“For example, look at the rays of the sun penetrating through the roof of the Makan. Compared to the space of 

the room, which is dark, the cracks themselves are very small and the rays they allow inside are few. Such is 

the condition of people in the universe. Most of them are utterly ignorant of divine knowledge; only a few have 



received some of the light from a Realized One. They are like the rays, but these rays are not the Sun, which is 

Real Knowledge.” 

On the night of 19 July, a man was returning to Ahmednagar after having taken Baba’s 

darshan. About a mile from Meherabad, he heard cries coming from a ditch by the road. 

Approaching nearer to investigate, he saw three bodies in the darkness. Frightened, he ran back to 

Meherabad at 9:00 P.M. and returned with some of the mandali and Maruti Patil (the village 

headman) in Rustom’s car. 

The mandali found the three persons covered with blood, the apparent victims of a robbery. 

One was dead and the other two were on the verge of dying, moaning in pain. Rustom rushed to 

the railway station to inform the police and after returning, directed the two wounded men to be 

taken to the hospital at Meherabad, in spite of the opposition of the other mandali, who were 

concerned about possible legal implications. Rustom took full responsibility for the action and 

brought the bleeding men to Meherabad. Not only did the mandali severely rebuke him, but when 

he arrived at Meherabad, Baba also disapproved of his action as he did not wish to be involved in 

any way with the police. 

“Rustom’s actions are like hiring a burning bungalow!” Baba fumed. 

Later the police arrived, the situation was explained to them and they commended 

Rustom’s humanitarian gesture. The next morning, both victims were transferred to a hospital in 

Ahmednagar where they eventually recovered. Afterward, Baba praised Rustom’s determination 

in the face of so much opposition. 

It was decided, in view of the coming holidays, that a police guard should be posted near 

the scene of the crime (a notorious spot where muggers were known to hide). Some of the mandali 

were also appointed as night watchmen. While discussing the murder, the subject turned to death 

and Baba made these comments: 

Why should we Sadgurus feel for the shocking wounds and mutilations that are horrible to look at? Do you feel 

anything while killing an ant, gnat, or mosquito? Not a bit! Do you feel bad when a hen’s neck is being cruelly 

wrung by a butcher? No. Then why fear and shiver at this human murder — the wounds, blood and pain? The 

ant, fly, hen and goat all have lives as humans have. Why feel for one and not the other? 

Just as you consider the lives of these animals quite insignificant as compared to human beings, so do the 

Sadgurus consider human deaths trivial and insignificant. For them, the whole world is a small thing, just a 

point. Then why worry for a man being dead? Besides, to Sadgurus the dropping of the body is no death at all. 

It is simply dropping one form and taking another. The body is a coat covering the soul. Lakhs and lakhs of 

such bodies fall daily and the same number take bodies again simultaneously. The Sadgurus are really dead to 

illusion and so are really living in eternity. So what is this dropping of human bodies and changing coats to 

them? 

The mind must die, not the body. The body may die a thousand deaths; the atma [soul] is there, alive. It never 

dies. Even when body and mind both are dead in the Realization state, the atma is there living forever. 

The body lives, works and suffers for the mind, and the mind lives for the soul. For example, take the cloth to 

be the body, the body to be the mind and the mind to be the soul. Now suppose a young, well-dressed maiden 

comes and stands before you. As long as the clothes cover all parts of her body, the mind pays no special 

attention to her and is checked. But suppose a small part of her clothing flutters in the wind, uncovering her 

legs for a moment; it immediately affects the mind and several undesirable ideas begin to surge in it. Now what 

did this? The cloth — the body. Similarly, as cloth is to the body, so the body is to the mind; that is, the mind is 

affected by the body, as the body is affected by the cloth. 

 

July 21st and 22nd were two Hindu religious festivals. To celebrate these holy days, Baba 

was taken in a procession to the shrine of the saint Buaji Bua at the temple in Arangaon. That night 

at Meherabad, 700 people were fed until 1:00 A.M. 

On the 23rd, Baba stopped his fast on liquids only, stating, “I will eat one meal every 24 

hours and drink water and tea between 3:00 to 8:00 P.M.” 



Baba’s lighting the hearth to inaugurate the new kitchen the previous December began to 

have its effect on the Hindu mandali. A meeting was called that night to discuss a proposal that all 

the men should eat the same type of food and sit together during meals as a group instead of 

separately. The orthodox Hindus and the progressive Muslim and Zoroastrian mandali became 

locked in forceful arguments. 

To end the arguing, Baba decided that the separate cooking and meals should be continued. 

He stated: 

To me all religions are equal and the wrangles over religious dogmas and practices are mere exercises in 

futility. All religious customs are mere drill and routine. Still the religious feelings of each other should be 

scrupulously respected, and under no circumstances should the susceptibilities of anyone be injured. On the 

contrary, a staunch follower of any religious practices should be encouraged and accorded all facilities. 

Baba ended the discussion, calling it a Garudi meeting.303 His decision satisfied the Hindus. 

The lamp of awareness was still not lit in their hearts, though the Master was trying to light it. 

In view of the recent events, the mandali were on edge and especially alert during the night. 

Near midnight on 23 July, Barsoap heard something moving near the hospital and whistled his 

danger signal. The mandali awoke from sleep and ran outside with sticks in their hands. Baba, too, 

had woken up and seen what was causing the noise. Deciding to play a joke on the mandali, he 

warned them, “Be careful, a thief is on that side; I just heard his voice.” The group cautiously went 

to the place where Baba pointed. There they found two horses grazing. Like the incident of Gustadji 

blowing his whistle because of a rat, the “thief” was hunted and found. 

On Sunday, 25 July 1926, Guru Purnima, the full moon day, was observed. Baba 

admonished the mandali: “Like innocent children, lay your head on the feet of your Master and 

take an oath that none of you will leave me until I break my silence.” 

That night, Baba played the dholak for half an hour accompanied by fervent chanting of 

“Vithal” (the Marathi name of God). To those singing, Baba remarked, “Unless you are wholly and 

solely Vithal’s and cry out to Him as a child cries out to its mother, Vithal is not likely to hear you. 

Remember this or otherwise your crying will only be an exercise for your vocal chords.” 

A local devotee, Raya Maroti Sakhare (a mandapwalla, one who erects canopies) gave a 

special party to all the Meherabad residents at 4:00 P.M. on the 26th. All gathered at the Sai Darbar 

where tea was served and Baba distributed sev, bhujia and jalebis. Before doing so, he first struck 

a match and threw it into his spittoon. 

On the evening of 27 July, the Master’s discourse was about the spiritual duty of a Sadguru 

in relation to maya: 

After his Realization of God, solely for the sake of fulfilling his duty to the universe, the Sadguru comes back. 

This is due to maya, though he is totally free of maya. He has to work in maya to make others like him, and 

that is why, in a sense, he is dependent on maya. 

For example, when you drink tea you use a cup and saucer. But as soon as the tea is finished, you set aside the 

cup and saucer; meaning one has to resort to certain means to do or experience something. Once the work is 

done, the means are not necessary. 

In exactly the same way, this human body, which is deemed an indispensable means for the attainment of 

Perfection and the Realization of God, is to be set aside and given up after that Realization and that attainment 

of Perfection, as it is then not at all necessary. Similarly, only when there is a need to make others as perfect as 

they are themselves, do the Realized Ones — the Sadgurus, Avatars, and Chargemen — have to assume human 

form for the sake of this duty. As soon as their duty is over, they give up the body. 

On Thursday, 5 August 1926, while holding a discussion with Nusserwan Satha and 

Vyankatesh Sridhar “Kaka” Chinchorkar (devotees from Ahmednagar), the Master explained to 

 
303 Garudi means one who removes the poisonous effects of a snakebite by incantation.  



them about desires and spiritual independence versus political independence. Baba ended by 

emphasizing: 

Real bhakti [devotion] means “to die a thousand times a day.” Thus a poet has said, “If you have the longing to 

receive the wound of an arrow, then first create a heart that would venture on such a dangerous game, that 

would bear its hardships, and that is bold enough to endure its sufferings.” 

This quotation expresses not only the literal and outer meaning that one should “create a heart,” but also the 

inner sense, that the sufferings of the wound should be borne without anyone else knowing it; quietly, without 

the slightest murmur or sign of pain. There should be absolutely no outward show even though one may be 

suffering from deadly wounds and cut into pieces from inside! 

Ah — what burning! What love, what desire! The terrible heat of the sun is as nothing compared to that burning 

sensation! All these burnings and other such ordeals are on the part of the independent seeker of Truth, who has 

not found a Guru or a Guide. Those who have found a Sadguru, however, have nothing to do except dedicate 

themselves to him with complete blind submission. Even if the orders of the Master seem incomprehensible or 

even repellent, you have to carry them out with bowed heads. Do as the Sadguru tells you to do, even if his 

instructions are against your will or beyond your understanding. This is the easiest way to God. For, if one at 

all desires to reach this Goal of Truth, one must burn and consume oneself in that desire, without any other 

consideration of mind, body, or soul: and this is most difficult. You are lucky to have found such a Sadguru in 

me. 

On 7 August, the topic of conversation turned to the Master’s very distinct hand movements 

which he had begun making in July. In the beginning of his silence, Baba would write on the ground 

with his forefinger. Then it became Baba’s characteristic to repeat a certain movement of his hand 

in the air, even while giving a bath to the schoolboys, reading, conversing or listening to someone. 

At such moments, he would appear unaware of his surroundings. It looked as if he were weaving 

invisible patterns in the air. Also during this period in 1926, Baba’s moods were considerably 

calmer and milder in temperament compared to his former fieriness in Manzil-e-Meem, when he 

was “a living fire” and would often slap or beat the mandali if they disobeyed him. 

That night at the dhuni, Baba discussed the current wanderings of Upasni Maharaj and 

Hazrat Babajan: 

While I was traveling all over India and Persia, Maharaj kept himself at Sakori. But now that I am staying in 

Meherabad, Maharaj is traveling from one place to another. 

Babajan is the doyen of Sadgurus. And as in the case of important dignitaries being received by the nobility and 

higher echelon of society, Babajan was always accorded the highest honors while wandering from place to 

place. The highest persons from among the spiritual hierarchy used to present themselves at such times. As in 

the worldly way, when she was about to move out of her headquarters, “spiritual wires” used to hum, inviting 

all the top members of the spiritual hierarchy to be in her presence when she came to their town or city. It is 

said that Tajuddin Baba, who generally would move about naked, once put on a dhoti when he went to pay his 

respects to Babajan. 304 

Nusserwan would come for Baba’s darshan every Sunday. On 8 August, he came as usual 

to Meherabad, but his bicycle broke down. Baba and four of the mandali accompanied him on foot 

to the railway station, and returned to Meherabad at 9:30 that night in a tonga. The Master’s love 

and kindness filled Nusserwan’s heart, and the entire Satha family worshiped Baba as God-

incarnate. 

Baba became a frequent visitor to the Satha residence, Akbar Press, and Nusserwan’s 

brothers, Piloo Mama, Meherjee Mama and Jemi Mama used to come to Meherabad with their 

sister Gulamasi. One afternoon when Gulamasi came to see Baba, he was busy grinding grain. Baba 

beckoned to her to help him grind and she immediately complied. While the flour was being ground, 

 
304 Hazrat Babajan was referred to as the “doyen of Masters.” In this sense, she was the eldest Master, or 

the senior member of the spiritual hierarchy. 



a terrific whirlwind swept through Meherabad, tearing the tin roofs off the buildings and sending 

them flying. A dust storm followed. 

It was evening and the winds were still swirling. Gulamasi began wondering how she 

would be able to return to Ahmednagar. Baba looked at her and picking up a metal pot beside him, 

flung it forcefully away. Immediately the storm subsided and the weather became normal! 

Gulamasi was amazed, and when she returned to Ahmednagar, she reported this incident to her 

brothers, revealing the Master’s power over nature. 

 

Kaikhushru Afseri had first met Baba in Bombay during 1924 and wished to stay 

permanently with him. A year later, Baba called him to Meherabad and he began living with the 

mandali. He was doing night duty at the hospital, and he was also given permission to write 

something about Baba in Persian.305 

At this time, Meherabad was infested with snakes and scorpions. One day an unusually 

long snake was killed near the Post Office, and Baba came to see it. Afseri picked up the dead snake 

to show it to Baba, but Baba gestured to him to discard it and then ordered him to wash his hands 

24 times. 

Watchdogs were necessary to guard the property. During this period, Baba expressed the 

need for a new watchdog. Madhav Rao (a Meherabad resident) brought his uncle’s dog to 

Meherabad. But after a few days, Baba ordered Anna 104 to return it to its owner in Ahmednagar. 

The mandali were in favor of keeping the dog, but they remained quiet, respecting Baba’s wish. 

When Anna took the dog back, the reason behind Baba’s sending it away was made known. 

Madhav’s aunt told Anna that she missed the dog and hadn’t been in favor of it being taken to 

Meherabad in the first place. Her husband had even written Madhav and Baba about it, but Madhav 

had felt embarrassed and did not show the letters to Baba. 

Age commented, “A God-conscious Master possesses a Universal mind. What difference 

did it make whether Baba read the letters or not? No matter ever remained hidden from him. He 

knew every moment what every person in the world was doing and thinking, and also what each 

one would do or think after thousands of years. Meher Baba’s every act was an expression of 

infinite kindness.” 

On Tuesday, 10 August 1926, the Parsi New Year was celebrated. All the mandali 

awakened early and bathed at five o’clock. The women mandali gave Baba a ceremonial bath. 

Afterwards, Baba applied attar [scented oil] to each of the men, and they had milk tea and grapes 

for breakfast. Cricket matches were held throughout the day. 

Two days later, Arjun, the director of the school, fell ill and was unable to work. So for 

some days, Baba assumed Arjun’s duties and looked after the children’s meals, bathed them, and 

did their laundry. 

Zoroaster’s birthday was celebrated on 15 August 1926. Baba sometimes explained about 

the past Avatars to the mandali. On the 16th, he revealed about Prophet Muhammad: 

Infidels knocked out the teeth of Prophet Muhammad and he did not let out even a single sigh! As Masters, our 

ways are quite opposite to the ways of the world. We outwardly harass those who love us, and we do nothing to 

those who despise us. We nourish our enemies and kill our friends! Muhammad was one of us and his teeth 

were broken by stones. Look at what happened to Jesus — he was crucified. We crush the eyeballs of our 

lovers underneath our heels and ignore our foes. We mercilessly tyrannize our lovers and even murder them. 

But no one has the right or the daring to ask us why we do it. 

[When one is in contact with a Sadguru], yoga is meaningless and totally useless. What is the use of fasting for 

even 100 years to attain God? What is the use of dying a physical death for God? Just remember my one 

instruction: Remain bowed — submit to my wish. You have to become like the dust beneath my feet. 

 
305 Afseri had been a gold medalist university student in Persian in Iran, before migrating to India.  



Do not desire occult powers; they are obstacles on the Path. Take a spider, for instance. It is all right as long as 

it remains still, but the moment it starts weaving a web, it gets so entrapped it cannot free itself. The more it 

tries, the more entangled it becomes in its own web. 

The following day, a neatly dressed yogi, who spoke English, arrived at Meherabad. He 

bowed to Baba and prayed for his divine help. Baba directed him to stay at Meherabad and then 

quoted this strange couplet in Gujarati: "Matla, ghatla, ghotla, satla/ Watla, chotla, aur potla.” 

Baba’s remark implied that for begging purposes, a yogi should not possess anything more 

than a cloth bag and a staff. He should not accumulate things, should avoid all comfort and should 

not wear long hair for the sake of show. He should be attached to nothing and follow the precept: 

“The wandering yogi, the flowing water.” 

However, after only eleven days, the yogi wished to leave Meherabad. On Baba’s inquiring 

the reason, the person replied that the food there was not good. Disappointed by his attitude, Baba 

allowed him to depart. Watching him go, Baba remarked regretfully, “Came for God, left for 

bread.” 

 

Ghani and Ramjoo had arrived in Meherabad on the 17th, and at half past nine at night on 

19 August, a heated discussion on religion and Baba’s explanations about the path to God took 

place between Sayyed Saheb, Ramjoo and Ghani at the school building. Baba happened to come 

by in the middle of their debate and found them arguing. Sayyed Saheb claimed that when he read 

the Koran or the Hindu scriptures, he found them similar to the explanations given by Baba, while 

Ramjoo argued that they were not similar at all. Unable to determine who was right, they appealed 

to Baba. Baba said: 

My explanations are quite, quite different from the scriptures of any religion and they have nothing to do with 

the shariat aspect of religions. If we find any illumination anywhere in scriptures, it is in the Hindu Shastras 

and Vedanta. But they too are only a shadow of my explanations. 

None of the great Masters in the past has given such explanations as I have. They were great Masters, great 

Avatars, and they realized so many souls. However, what they gave or left to the world was only shariat — 

sweet syrup. They only gave internal knowledge [gnosis] to their close disciples who were very, very few. 

What they said and what was written down into books was only the knowledge and rules of rituals and 

ceremonies, appealing to the ordinary minds of the time. (The only grave error that the mass of humanity 

commits is that they take the shariat as the goal of Realization, instead of the way to it.) 

While what I give is the explanation of the Knowledge that is beyond the scope of the ordinary intellect to grasp 

and understand. Even though these explanations are mere shadows of the Real Knowledge, they are beyond 

mind to follow. What I explain is a subject beyond the comprehension of the mind and [it is given] only to 

those who are prepared to digest it, not to everybody. For all can neither grasp it nor tolerate it nor even bear to 

hear it. 

For example, I say you all are God. Whereas Islam, and all other religions, claim you are servants of God. I say 

Muhammad was fully-conscious God incarnate, but the Mohammedans say he was only “sent” as a Messenger. 

The same is the case with Zoroaster and Christ. I say that all your clapping, bhajan singing, tying the Parsi kusti 

and praying namaz are merely drills. Only take one name of God; give up anger, lust and greed. This is all that 

is necessary. But the orthodox section of any religion would blow out my brains if they heard me uttering such 

words! And I pity them all. Why? Because they are so narrow-minded, so shallow in their vision, and because 

they do not wish nor try to come out of this state-of-mind. 

I say to you: Do not be cowards like them, fearing hell and the anger of God for accepting these truths which 

are real Truth. The very foundation of all my explanations is sanskaras, which no religion has explained. I have 

put it so clearly and logically. Nowhere are sanskaras explained so elaborately or so eloquently. 

Ghani and Ramjoo left for their homes in Lonavla on 21 August. 

That same evening at seven o’clock, Baba was sitting in the Makan in a very pleasant and 

expansive mood. From among those sitting around him, his eyes fell on Gopal Swamy. Gopal 

Swamy had come to stay at Meherabad in January 1926 and had agreed to follow Baba’s orders for 



one year. Under Baba’s direction he was observing silence for certain hours each day, and was also 

instructed to repeat God’s name while sitting under a tree by the road. 

Baba asked him, “Tell me what you most desire?” 

Gopal said, “Nothing.” 

Baba pressed him, “Go on, ask me. Ask for anything. Tell me your desires now and I will 

grant them!” Gopal kept quiet and only smiled at Baba. 

“Speak out,” gestured Baba. “Empty your head and heart before me! Now is the time. I, of 

my own accord and will, am asking you to have your desires fulfilled. Now is the time when I am 

in that mood.” 

The other mandali too began encouraging Gopal to speak up. Gopal finally let out one 

word: “Mukti [liberation]!” 

Baba smiled and gestured, “Granted!” Then Baba remarked to the mandali, “Gopal is a 

very good and sincere devotee. He is the only determined and staunch keeper of my orders. Out of 

the many [yogis, sadhus, fakirs and ascetics] who have come seeking spiritual advancement, he is 

the only one who has survived and not run away on one pretext or another. He obeys me without 

question and willingly accepts whatever food is offered to him.” 

Baba continued, “I will fulfill your wish and in this birth.” Testing him, Baba asked, “But 

suppose I were to give you the form of a donkey, a leper or a cripple in the next?” 

Gopal humbly replied, “As you wish, Baba, if it would be your pleasure.” 

Baba then asked Shivnath Vibhuti Gademali, a short, bearded swami who was also staying 

at Meherabad and following similar instructions, to tell how he happened to come to Meherabad. 

He related that while he was visiting the tomb of a saint in Gangapur, he had a dream in which he 

heard a voice urging him, “Go towards Dhond and your work will be done.” The next morning as 

he started for Dhond and passed through Arangaon, he decided to have Meher Baba’s darshan. 

From that day on Vibhuti remained at Meherabad. 

Gopal Swamy then related how he had first come to Meherabad. He had previously visited 

Upasni Maharaj at Sakori and Narayan Maharaj at Kedgaon. Once while he was in Dhond, someone 

told him that another Sadguru lived at Arangaon. He began walking there and along the way felt 

very thirsty. He saw an old villager drawing water from a well and approached him. The old man 

talked with him at length. When he found out that he was in search of a Master, he offered Gopal 

a cactus fruit, saying, “This is the food which Sadgurus eat. Gopal unhesitatingly ate the peculiar 

fruit, whereupon the man said, “Go to Arangaon and nowhere else. He is there. Go to him and your 

desire will be fulfilled. The Master who will guide you and give you what you want is in Arangaon.” 

Gopal followed the man’s advice and met Meher Baba the next day. 

Hearing this story, Baba remarked, “Do you know who that old man was? It was me in 

disguise!” 

The next morning, finding out that one of the boys had disappeared from the school, Baba 

called the men mandali to him at eight o’clock and asked them why the boy had left. Baba held the 

director, Arjun, the monitors, and the teachers responsible, maintaining that due to their 

carelessness the boy had run away. As a novel punishment, Baba ordered them to keep bitter 

quinine powder in their mouths without swallowing or spitting it out. When they were unable to 

bear the horrible taste any longer, Baba allowed them to spit it out and gave them a sweet to get rid 

of the taste. 

A week before, a letter from Babu Cyclewalla was read out, in which he described 

something that had happened to Memo. She, Dowla Masi and Sheriar’s sister Piroja had paid their 
respects to Babajan and were returning when they saw Baba seated in a victoria. They watched as 

he got down and went towards a dark lane, despite Memo’s calls for him to stop. “All the ladies 

swear that they saw Baba clearly,” Babu wrote. Baba was, of course, at Meherabad at the time. 



Baba made no comment about the incident, but the mandali were convinced it was something 

supernatural. 

Baba also made no comment when a second letter was received that his maternal 

grandmother, Golandoon, had died suddenly, and that his mother was ill. Masaji was sent to 

Poona.306 When he returned to Meherabad on 23 August, he narrated this story. Memo had gone to 

Hazrat Babajan with a garland of flowers one night. She wanted to put it around Babajan’s neck, 

but when she stood before the ancient woman, Babajan asked her to garland herself with it. Memo 

hesitated. But persuaded by those present, she garlanded herself and then immediately took off the 

garland and gave it to Babajan. Merwan’s photograph was kept nearby. Babajan placed the garland 

of flowers around it and, resting her hand on the photograph, began to weep. She told Memo, “My 

son will shake the whole world!” And she added, “You are in for a surprise today.” 

When Memo returned home, she heard her daughter Mani cry out. When she went to her, 

Mani exclaimed, “Look, a string is wrapped around my leg and won’t come off! It moves!” To her 

horror, Memo saw a small snake wrapped around Mani’s leg. It quickly disappeared, and she later 

explained to Mani that it was not “a string” but a snake. 

Meher Baba’s Masters would openly express their love and affection for him. During this 

period, news continued to come from Poona that Babajan would bow her head on Baba’s 

photograph and shed tears. 

From Sakori stories were told that Upasni Maharaj was telling his followers: “There is 

nothing here. Go to Merwan in Arangaon.” In a similar manner, devotees who took Narayan 

Maharaj’s darshan would be sent to Meherabad, which showed that Narayan was also publicly 

acknowledging Meher Baba’s divinity and was frequently remembering him these days. 

Once during this time, Narayan Maharaj came to Meherabad. Narayan would often travel 

on tour throughout India, and as he was in the train going from Kedgaon en route to the north, the 

train was about to pass through Ahmednagar when it suddenly came to a halt. Narayan asked those 

circle members traveling with him what had happened. They did not know; a signal might be down 

or there might be an obstruction on the tracks. “No!” Narayan said. “This is Meher Baba’s ashram. 

Go look.” And to their amazement, when his disciples opened the door and looked out, there was 

Meher Baba standing under a tree with his hands folded. Lined up by the railway tracks were many 

of Baba’s mandali, also standing with folded hands. 

Narayan was informed that Meher Baba was nearby and he came out of his compartment 

and stood at the door of the train, silently looking at Baba. The mandali stepped forward to bow to 

Maharaj, and a few of Maharaj’s mandali got off the train and bowed to Baba. After a few minutes, 

Narayan signaled to Baba, “Should I go?” And Baba waved back for him to leave. It was as if the 

whole incident was prearranged. As soon as Narayan settled in his compartment, the train started 

up again. Narayan’s disciples reported that no obstruction was found, and the conductors and 

engineer were wondering why the train had come to a sudden halt. Narayan only smiled. 

It was later noticed that whenever Narayan Maharaj passed through Ahmednagar by train, 

it would invariably stop near Arangaon for an unscheduled brief halt, and Narayan would ask his 

disciples if they were at Arangaon. To their surprise, they would see Meherabad Hill out of the 

window. After a few moments, the train would mysteriously start up again. 

 

On Sunday, 29 August 1926, Baba and the mandali went to Bhisti Bagh, a garden in 

Ahmednagar.307 They then visited a center for destitute persons, where they had tea. One blind boy, 

 
306 On 29 August 1926, when Shireenmai’s condition had still not improved, Baba revealed that it was a 

characteristic of Sadgurus, “to give everything to the world, but nothing to their own family members.” 
307 Bhisti Bagh, located in the Lal Taki area of Ahmednagar, is now called Machi Bagh. 



who regularly came to Meherabad for Baba’s darshan, was living at the center, and Baba promised 

to restore his sight when Baba started speaking again. 

A tailor named Murlidhar from Lonavla had recently begun staying at Meherabad. On the 

29th, there was a dispute between him and Behramji, who thought Murlidhar was doing his work 

improperly. Behramji was so upset that he ordered Murlidhar to leave. Murlidhar went and sat 

under a tree until the afternoon, but eventually he went to Baba to complain about Behramji. 

Baba remarked to the other mandali present, “Both are guilty. By stopping his sewing work 

and leaving the shop, Murlidhar broke my order, as I had told him to stitch the clothes. Despite 

Behramji’s threat, he should not have stopped working. Of course, it would have been different if 

Behramji had thrown him out of the shop!” Baba then warned Behramji not to dismiss anyone from 

work without his consent, reminding him to report any breach of his orders directly to him. 

On 31 August, Krishna’s birthday was celebrated with a procession from the village at 

10:00 A.M. and prasad distribution and dances by the boys at Sai Darbar. At 2:00 P.M., during a 

private meeting with a few of the mandali at the school, Baba declared that he intended to 

discontinue his one-meal-a-day fast, informing the mandali that he would remain on either tea, 

milk, or coffee only. Baba explained that in the last stages of this fast he would remain only on 

water. He remarked, “At the end of this fast in February, I will be like a corpse for 70 hours. And 

when I rise again, I will make others rise with me. In fact, I am a corpse. But for the benefit of those 

in my circle, my body will really be like a cadaver for 70 hours in February.” 

In conclusion, Baba wrote on the slate: “How very fortunate are the circle members that 

they will get Realization in an instant at that time!” 

Before starting the fast, Baba also conveyed that he would not give discourses to the 

mandali or participate in any games with the children. But after three days, he resumed giving 

discourses and took part in the sports activities as usual. 

On Wednesday, 1 September 1926, Baba informed the mandali, “From tomorrow, I will 

stop eating solid food for five or six months. So, with your own hands, cook various dishes for me 

today since this will be my last meal before I break my fast.” The cooks prepared a delicious meal 

for Baba, which was ready by noon. Baba tasted each dish and then distributed the food to the 

mandali. He began fasting the next day, taking only a small amount of weak tea. 

Because of the large number of residents and the large daily milk requirement, several cows 

and buffalos were kept at Meherabad and a milkman employed.308 But the milkman was ignorant 

of a Master’s ways and kept disobeying Baba’s order not to leave the property. He continually 

broke Baba’s order, and his health suffered as a result. On one occasion, when he had barely 

broached the Meherabad boundary without Baba’s permission, he became seriously ill. He pleaded 

for Baba’s forgiveness. Baba forgave him for all his previous slips, but warned him never to leave 

Meherabad under any circumstances without prior permission. 

Due the tensions of living together, working strenuously under the Master’s strict 

instructions, with sometimes minimal food, several times different mandali members walked away 

from Meherabad, intending to leave forever. It happened with Pendu, Behramji, and recently with 

Barsoap. The others would follow and, after lengthy conversations, persuade them to return. But 

Barsoap stubbornly continued to disregard Baba's orders, and he left for good on 2 September, and 

began living in Poona. 

The 9th of September was the Parsi New Year. At 7:30 in the morning, a “triangular” 

cricket match was played between three teams, headed by Baba, Rustom and Chanji, and at its 

conclusion, prizes were handed out. A bhajan program was held until nine o’clock at night. After 

the singing, Baba suddenly announced that he desired something to eat. All were surprised because 

 
308 There was no refrigeration then, so fresh milk had to be delivered and boiled each day. 



he was intending to fast for several months. Baba remarked that he would have a meal on two 

conditions: “I will only eat certain dishes and the food has to be ready in seventeen minutes.” 

The mandali stopped everything and rushed to cook the food. Several men went to 

Shahane’s house to bring some items. Rustom barged into the women’s quarters and told them that 

Baba wanted to eat bhujias. As they did not have any chickpea flour prepared, Naja quickly boiled 

some chickpea pulse while Mehera and Khorshed ground it into powder. Naja and Dolly then began 

frying the bhujias, Soonamasi cut the onions, and within seventeen minutes, the bhujias were ready 

and sent to the men’s side. Baba felt very happy with their efforts, though he ate only a little and 

distributed the rest to the mandali. 

An idol of Ganesh (the Elephant God) was placed in Sai Darbar on Saturday, 11 September 

1926 to celebrate the Hindu festival of Ganesh Chaturthi.309 Baba was worshiped, and he personally 

served food to the students. 

The mandali were given the duty of singing kirtan every night. Arjun, Mohan, Sayyed 

Saheb and Vishnu would each perform, which all enjoyed. During this period, Vishnu’s mother, 

Kakubai, and his sister, Yamuna, were staying in Meherabad. 310 

Chanji went to Bombay on 11 September and returned (with his brother Naoroji and his 

family) on the 13th with a typewriter. Whenever Baba gave discourses or explanations to the boys 

or mandali, Chanji would take down in shorthand what was said. Later he would write his notes in 

full by hand, often staying up until midnight with his compilation. The next day he would hand 

Baba the recent explanations for corrections. Baba would peruse them and return them with his 

remarks. Chanji would then type Baba’s explanations in their final form. 

From the 11th of July 1926, Chanji had been maintaining a separate diary of daily events 

at Meherabad (which previously Ajoba, Pandoba and Nadirsha Bharucha had done for a certain 

number of days each).311 Thus, it is mainly due to Chanji’s efforts that the record of Meher Baba’s 

activities is bountiful. His love-efforts have preserved for posterity the spirit of the Beloved’s divine 

game. 

On 19 September, Baba remarked, “A moment of one’s life spent in the company of a 

Sadguru is more valuable than hundreds of years of tapa-japa [repeating God’s name with beads]. 

Or as Vivekananda said, ‘To light a chillum [clay pipe] for a Sadguru is better than millions of 

years of meditation.’ ” 

Meanwhile during this period, the women mandali were still living in the Post Office 

building which Baba had had enclosed with a wall of bamboo screens forming a private compound. 

Baba told the women to play cricket inside the compound and he would sometimes join them. 

 

Daulatmai’s younger brother Colonel Merwan Sohrab Irani was a physician in the Indian 

Medical Corps and the highest ranking Indian officer in the British army during the First World 

War. After Daulatmai’s husband’s death, Colonel Irani had assumed responsibility for Daulatmai 

and her daughter, whom he dearly loved, and looked after the family’s material affairs. But the 

Colonel had been worried about Daulatmai’s contact with Upasni Maharaj and then Meher Baba, 

whom he feared would take advantage of his sister’s devotion. When Daulatmai and Mehera moved 

to Meherabad, the Colonel was disturbed that his sister and her daughter were living with a “guru” 

in what seemed to be a desolate wilderness. Although the Colonel was successful professionally, 

he had hopes that Daulatmai and her daughter would stay with him in Poona, giving him the family 

 
309 The holiday is also called Ganpati. Ganesh is the Hindu mythological son of Shiva.  
310 Kakubai never returned to Poona and remained at Meherabad for the rest of her life. 

 
311 Nadirsha Bharucha was a Parsi from Poona who had been staying at Meherabad since 1925.  



life he lacked. He was bitterly disappointed, when Daulatmai refused, and he concluded that Baba 

had duped his sister and swindled her out of her money and property. 

The Colonel became a fierce opponent of Meher Baba, using his power and influence to 

try to undermine Baba's work. It was the Colonel who was responsible for publishing fictitious and 

misleading stories about Baba in the Parsi newspapers, which at first created suspicion among the 

Zoroastrian communities about Meher Baba’s claim to be a God-realized Master. 312 

 

On Monday, 20 September 1926 at 7:30 in the morning, the Colonel, along with Dinshah 

Kapadia, a professor of mathematics at Deccan College, and his relative J. Kapadia, arrived at 

Meherabad. Rustom cordially led the gentlemen on a tour of the ashram, unaware that the Colonel 

was his wife Freiny’s maternal uncle. Rustom had heard that the Colonel had actively denounced 

Baba for years and had written slanderous articles against him. When Behramji saw the group being 

shown around, he recognized Colonel Irani at once and informed Rustom to beware of what he 

said. 

Professor Kapadia had known Mohan Shahane who had studied at Deccan College years 

before. Seeing Mohan in the ashram, Kapadia critically remarked, “It is not good for a bright lad 

like you to waste your time here with all this superstitious nonsense.” Mohan pointedly explained 

to him about Meher Baba. Not impressed, Kapadia cynically asked, “Where does all the money 

come from for all this?” 

Mohan replied, “I have nothing to do with that. I only know that the poor, sick, and destitute 

are being served here.” 

Colonel Irani interposed, “It is all self-advertisement! A show of false spiritual greatness!” 

These bitter remarks set off an unpleasant argument between the mandali and the antagonistic 

visitors. The mandali stopped arguing when the Colonel and Kapadia claimed that Zoroaster, 

Buddha and Christ were simply ordinary men whom legend had made great. 

Despite all this contention, the visitors still wanted to meet the Master. Baba would usually 

come out of his quarters early in the morning, but that day he arrived unusually late at 10:30. But 

when Rustom asked the men to kindly take off their shoes before entering Baba’s room, they were 

insulted and abruptly left − despite having waited for three hours! It was not in the Colonel’s naseeb 

(destiny) to meet the Meher Baba face to face − then or ever. 

Colonel Irani’s other older sister was Freiny Masi (Padri’s mother), who lived near 

Babajan’s seat in Char Bawdi in Poona. The Colonel was equally concerned about Freiny Masi’s 

devotion to Babajan, and her allowing her son to join Meher Baba’s ashram. Padri was in a dejected 

mood on the morning of the Colonel’s visit to Meherabad and was considering leaving Meherabad. 

While being taken on tour of the ashram, the Colonel passed by the dispensary where Padri was 

prescribing medicines, but they did not see each other. This was fortunate, for had Padri seen him 

when he was in such a depressed state, he might have left with his uncle for Poona. 

After Colonel Irani’s departure, Baba commented about worldly-minded people: 

For those who are after wine, women, and wealth 24 hours a day, criticizing the Truth or speaking of the Truth 

is sheer hypocrisy. How could such people have any idea of Truth when they cannot spare even a moment to 

think of it and are always after material wealth and happiness? 

 
312 Baily served in Aden alongside Colonel Irani, who had been instrumental in releasing Baily from the 

military prison in Aden, when Baily was court-martialed for embezzlement in 1917 and imprisoned until 

1919. Later, in Poona, the Colonel asked Baily to provide ammunition in the campaign to discredit Meher 

Baba, but Baily, in spite of great need, found himself unable to provide any corroboration of the complaints 

the Colonel was aiming at Baba.  

 



The human mind is such that it makes a person adhere to his thoughts, to the extent that even in the field of 

religion each man thinks his is the best. The Parsis consider their religion the highest and call most other people 

doorvand [Untouchables]. The Muslims are also in the same category; to them only Islam and Muhammad are 

true and all other people are kafirs [unbelievers]. The Christians are no better. To them Christ is the only Savior 

of humanity and all other people heathens. 

It is regrettable that the Colonel could not see me, else he would have had the lecture of his life. I would have 

given him a befitting reply, which would have driven out all the arrogance from his mind. 

However, his waiting for me for three hours, despite his undesirable criticism and bad intentions, will not go in 

vain; he will be rewarded for his “unintentional” pilgrimage. He and the others will definitely be benefited. 

When he had been to Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, the bent of his mind being what it is, he was not even granted 

permission to taste a drop of water from that holy place, and Maharaj would not meet him. He left, mumbling 

all sorts of curses. 

The Colonel was actually a devout Zoroastrian. He had even written and published a 

booklet (“The Excellence of Zoroastrianism”) in which he extolled the virtues of Zoroaster’s 

teachings, but castigated the priest class and the rituals and ceremonies they propagated. 

Rustom related, “The Colonel especially criticized the activities in Meherabad. He said that 

he had studied a great deal about Zoroaster’s life, but that he was not impressed with the things he 

observed at Meherabad.” 

Baba replied, “Zoroaster did in his time what he felt appropriate under the conditions then 

prevailing. Now, I do what I think best and tell you to do certain things which I feel appropriate. If 

you wish to obey, do it; otherwise leave. I am not concerned if the world accepts it or not. Follow 

me if you like, or you can all go! What is it to me if your friends, relatives, or the whole world 

follow me or not? I am what I am!” 

Baba had previously foretold that the Parsis and Iranis would be the cause of his death, but 

this did not mean his physical death. The meaning concerned the bitter opposition to him and his 

work which, though none knew it at the time, was essential for his deeper purposes. 

Colonel Irani was to continue spreading the worst kind of false propaganda against Baba 

for almost 35 years. But this enmity and opposition was a medium for the Master’s inner work, 

because many people came to know about Baba through the Colonel’s articles. Although the 

information given was erroneous, it stirred curiosity in many people, eventually inspiring them to 

meet Meher Baba for themselves. When they had his darshan, they were greeted with the sweet 

nectar of his loving presence. In many Iranis and Parsis, a firm faith in Meher Baba’s divinity 

awakened and they later became his staunch followers. 

So a great work was done through the Colonel’s opposition and people eventually saw 

what beneficial results manifested. Viewed from this perspective, Colonel Irani unknowingly 

served Meher Baba tremendously. Baba even remarked about him, “The Colonel is fortunate to be 

remembering me − no matter how.” 

Meanwhile, Baba’s mother, too, faced continuous ridicule and scorn by the Zoroastrian 

community in Poona. Wherever she went, she was treated with derision, and those of her friends 

and neighbors who admired her were silent in her defense out of fear that they too would be shunned 

by the close-knit community. Memo did not stay closeted inside, but would attend plays and 

concerts, which she greatly enjoyed. One Irani woman bribed one of Memo’s neighbors and asked 

him to knock on her door late at night, just to trouble her. Memo thought it was a drunk or a thief 

and took Mani to her sister-in-law Piroja’s house. 313 

 

 
313According to Mani, Sheriar’s sister Piroja returned to live in Iran where she passed away in the early 

1930s. Mani’s sister-in-law Perinmai said Piroja never married. Dowla Masi’s husband Faredoon Masa also 

passed away in the early 1930s, after being paralyzed for a few years.  



Throughout India, one finds many sadhus or sanyasis who renounce the world and wander 

on pilgrimage, begging for alms. In reference to sanyas (renunciation of the ephemeral world), on 

the morning of 21 September 1926, Baba remarked: 

He who is a coward materially turns into a hero on the spiritual path. Perhaps you think that compared to 

materialism, renunciation is easy, but it is most difficult. Only those who want to “die” should decide on 

renunciation. 

External renunciation has no meaning. It must be internal. If there is no longing to renounce the self, there can 

be no love for God. 

Afterward, the mandali reminisced about traveling in Gujarat with Baba a few years before, 

their previous journeys on foot, and other tours. Some suggested another foot journey to let the new 

ones among them have the same experience. Baba mentioned that he would undertake another 

journey on the condition that no one carry any money and each maintain himself by begging. With 

all in agreement, it was decided to go on tour for seven days and to leave that very morning! The 

men were eager to begin, but Baba suddenly changed his mind and decided that, instead of seven 

days, they would go out for only one day and return in the evening. 

The gong was struck at exactly ten o’clock that morning, 21 September, and Baba chose 

20 of the men and started on foot toward the village of Walki, a distance of six miles. Each one 

carried a sack for begging. The men were in good spirits and enjoyed the walk. The weather was 

perfect, with a few scattered clouds. Striding along, Sarosh played a harmonica, and others sang. 

The men on each side of Baba would lift him up while walking. On the way, Baba halted three or 

four times, asking the men whether they should proceed or return to Meherabad. A majority wished 

to go further, so they continued. On the outskirts of Walki, they stopped under a tree. Sailor and 

another man were sent to search for a cool place, a garden or an orchard in which to camp, and 

Kaka Shahane was sent to order tea from a roadside stall. 

Near the village, a poor woman recognized Baba and came forward for darshan. Baba asked 

her to bring food if it was possible. The mandali remembered what Baba had said, “Eat only what 

is had by begging,” so several men went off to the village to beg. The villagers were suspicious and 

frightened at finding such unlikely looking beggars. Only the women and children were at home as 

their husbands were out working in the fields. Some gave them food, others told them to leave the 

village, and some were abusive. One old woman scolded Pendu and Sayyed Saheb, who were hefty 

in physique, “Earn your livelihood by hard work instead of begging from poor villagers!” 

The ones who managed to beg food brought it to Baba, who poured everything together 

and distributed the “stew” among the mandali, saving the leftovers. Within a short time, the 

villagers came to know who the beggars really were, and many came for Baba’s darshan. Those 

who had refused to offer food to the Master’s disciples expressed regret at their misfortune for 

missing the opportunity when God in human form was at their very doorstep. 

The villagers of Walki persisted in bringing food to Baba. One man invited Baba to his 

home, and, seeing his sincere love, Baba accepted. Tea was served, and after taking it, all returned 

to Meherabad by 3:30 P.M. The remainder of the food was brought back with them, and Baba 

distributed it to the mandali who had stayed at Meherabad. 

The Harijan children staying at Meherabad had been urged by Baba not to have any 

connection with Arangaon, but they did not listen and would visit their parents. Again they broke 

Baba’s order, and so they were expelled from the school. At a meeting in the evening it was decided 

that those Harijans who were opposed to Baba, and who were inciting others in the village, should 

be forbidden to enter the boundaries of Meherabad property. 

On the same day that Baba had gone to Walki, the Harijans had purposely killed and eaten 

a bullock, just to see what Baba would do. The next day, Shankar Wasker, who had slaughtered the 

animal, was on his way on horseback to Ahmednagar. Just as he was galloping by the Meherabad 

hospital, he accidentally fell from his horse and was knocked unconscious. Several of the mandali 



ran to help him while others went to inform Baba. Baba soon arrived at the scene and instructed 

the mandali to take Wasker to the hospital where he was comfortably kept and treated, despite his 

known animosity. 

Previously, a middle-aged Hindu would come to visit Baba occasionally. His wife was 

seriously ill and for years the man had tried unsuccessfully to cure her by going on pilgrimage to 

different holy places in India and performing charities in her name. Baba assured him that not only 

would his wife recover but also she would bear him a son. 

Months passed. At nine o’clock at night on 22 September, the man unexpectedly arrived at 

Meherabad carrying sweets and flowers. He smiled broadly and conveyed the news that a son was 

born to him. With tears of joy, he kissed Baba’s feet in gratitude. 

After the man left, the Master explained to the mandali about the state after death: 

A person dies when his sanskaras are exhausted — spent in full. After a person dies, his sanskaras snap the 

mind’s connection with the gross body. At that time he receives such a shock that he forgets every incident of 

his past life. But even though the gross body drops, the mind and the subtle body remain full of sanskaras. 

For the next 40 to 70 hours after death, the attention of the sanskaras is centered mostly on the place where the 

body is kept. But after that, there is no connection whatsoever between the dead person and that place. Within 

the next eight or ten days, the spirit of the dead person experiences the subtle state of either heaven or hell 

according to his sanskaras, and then takes birth again. 

After a person dies, many people perform rites and ceremonies for a long time, but all these are useless. It’s a 

waste of money and energy. No ritual is necessary after ten days. However, the best rites would be to feed 

either dogs or crows near the body, because they have subtle sight and can see the spirit of the dead person. 

Crows and dogs are not subtle-conscious, but they have subtle faculties of perception and draw toward 

themselves the sanskaras of dead people. 

Baba commented at the time that the best method for the disposal of the dead was burial. 

 

On 24 September, the Mahars (Harijans) in Arangaon again caused disturbances. This time 

they hung pieces of animal flesh opposite the Upasni Serai and Bathroom Building. On inquiry it 

was learned that some of the Mahar children who had previously stayed in Meherabad, notably a 

lame boy named Harinath, were secretly causing the trouble. Before taking any action, Baba 

outlined in a meeting that night the following four alternatives to the men mandali and asked them 

to choose one: 

1. The rest of the Mahars in Meherabad should be forced to leave. 

2. The three or four ringleaders of the Mahars should be arrested, and court proceedings should be brought 

against them for trespassing and willful destruction of property. 

3. The two patils [headmen of the village], who are living with the mandali, should be made to leave 

Meherabad. 

4. We should leave everything to God and remain passive observers with our fingers crossed. 

After the discussion, the mandali unanimously approved the fourth course of action. Baba 

was pleased as he himself favored this choice. But Baba warned them to stick to their decision 

because it seemed that the illiterate villagers were bent upon teasing and testing the Dev (God), as 

they referred to him. “They may even go to the extent of throwing pieces of raw meat in our well 

[thereby polluting it for the Hindus],” Baba observed, “and do other mischief. So be prepared to 

face and patiently submit to more disturbances, inconveniences, and provocations.” 



Baba especially cautioned the Hindu mandali to remain steadfast in their resolve in view 

of the decision taken. Even if the Mahars were to pollute the well, the Hindus should show their 

unconcern by continuing to use the water for their drinking and cooking. 

When all this was settled, Baba issued the following three orders: 

1. None of the mandali, especially the Mahars in the mandali, should have anything to do with the Arangaon 

Harijans. If anyone is found committing a breach of this order, Baba should immediately be informed. 

2. The headman of the village [Maruti Patil] should buy meat daily from Arangaon and throw it to the dogs in 

Meherabad. Money should be given to him for this purpose. 

3. For one minute each day, everyone at Meherabad should pray to God to grant good sense and better wisdom 

to the Arangaon Mahars. 

Baba then stated: 

Had a yogi been in my place and the Arangaon villagers done what they have done, the yogi would certainly 

have killed half a dozen people with his occult powers. He would have struck terror in their hearts and made 

them desist from such vile actions. 

But a Sadguru never does so. His ways are of kindness and conciliation. He pities such people instead of being 

angry with them in any way. To us Masters, all are equal; the villagers are on the same level with you. 

Baba related the following story to illustrate his point: 

A yogi residing near a village had many followers. People coming to him from long distances were amazed at 

his miraculous powers. His name spread far and wide and many people would stay with him in hope of 

material gains. 

A river flowed by the village and across it, in a tiny hut, lived a Sadguru. Because he would not perform 

miracles, very few would visit the Master. He would win people’s hearts with love and direct them to tread the 

path to God. 

Over a period of time, the Sadguru’s following increased and the yogi felt jealous. He decided to defame the 

Master in an attempt to turn people against him. One day he called a prostitute and told her, “Go and charm 

that old man living in the hut across the river. Make him drink and eat meat. Captivate him with your beauty 

and guile.” The harlot, being his follower, readily agreed to do as commanded. 

In the evening, with wine and mutton, she went to the Sadguru and said, “Lord, give me a chance to serve you. I 

wish to sing before you, to entertain you and to feed you.” 

The Sadguru knew everything, and it was his game to agree. He was sitting with his disciples, the woman made 

him drink wine and eat meat as she sang and danced for him. And the whole time the Sadguru smiled and 

laughed and pretended to be enjoying himself. 

The following day the woman told the yogi everything, and gathering his followers around him, the yogi in turn 

recapitulated what had happened. The yogi said that it was not good to have such a false saint near them as he 

would spoil the morality of the entire village. An angry mob formed and all agreed that he should be forced 

out. Thereupon, the yogi mounted his horse and with his followers began crossing the river. As they were 

crossing, his horse stopped in midstream and started to urinate. 

From the opposite bank of the river, the Sadguru saw the yogi and called out, “Hey, what are you doing? Your 

horse is polluting the water of this river!” 

The yogi laughed and replied, “You old fool! Do you think the river’s water will become impure by the horse’s 

urine?” 

The Master replied, “If a little urine cannot pollute a river, how can an ocean be polluted by a little wine and a 

piece of meat?” 

At that moment, the yogi was awakened. He understood his mistake and recognized the Master to be perfect. He 

at once surrendered to him and dedicated himself to serving the Master. And eventually all his followers did 

the same. 

Baba concluded, “God is in everything, one and indivisible; all are equal in His sight.” 



 

On Saturday, 25 September 1926, Baba went up the hill at three o’clock and returned at 

seven in the evening. During the four hours, heavy rains poured down and the weather turned chilly. 

Owing to the men mandali’s indifference to his instructions to wear warm clothes during such 

weather, Baba issued a strict order that everyone should wear their warm coats all day and night 

— even while they slept! But later, when the mandali sought his pardon, the order was withdrawn. 

The Brahmins among the mandali had separate cooking arrangements and separate water 

facilities. They prevented anyone else from touching their drinking water. On the morning of 26 

September, there was a decision among the other mandali to make one arrangement for everyone’s 

drinking water and do away with such distinctions. But the Brahmins were not ready to accept such 

a proposal. With the possibility of having only one water facility for all, the Brahmin students were 

prepared to return home. So Baba gathered all together and asked them to explain their points of 

view. 

A long argument followed and a vote was taken on whether to make the change or to let 

things stand as they were. The vote was a tie, 28 votes for and 28 votes against the change. Everyone 

then turned to Baba and he cast the deciding vote in favor of the orthodox Hindus to continue with 

separate arrangements. He stated: 

Those who place obstacles in the way of the poor and destitute of other castes, and compel them to go against 

their faith, should not emphasize only the question of drinking water. It is not just a matter of drinking water; 

we should be on an equal footing in all respects — food, dress, religious beliefs, et cetera — if we really want 

to consider ourselves unprejudiced. All should eat together at one place without regard to caste, Brahmin or 

Untouchable. This issue should be banished once and for all. 

All should wear kafnis of gunny sack and do away with the external symbols of their respective religions. Let 

the Parsis give up their sadra-kusti, the Hindus their janeu [sacred thread] and the Muslims their beards. If you 

wish to bring about an improvement it should be complete in all respects. Otherwise it is not good to take 

undue advantage of the helplessness of those poor people who have thrown themselves on our mercy. 

So for this reason, forego this experiment of change and let things continue as they are at present. To bring 

about the awareness of unity among all people is simply beyond human effort. It will come at its proper time 

by Powers which are beyond humanity. Such a change can never be brought about through humanity’s efforts. 

Age saw that Baba’s beautiful exposition deepened the Hindu mandali’s understanding and 

the light of awareness of the oneness of God began to burn in their hearts. 

Later that day, Baba asked the mandali to solve the following riddle: “What does a God-

realized person have in common with each of these: a materialist, an animal, an atheist, a child and 

an idiot?” 

No one could guess the answer, so Baba explained: 

“There are two who do not care about religion — a materialist and a God-realized person. 

“There are two who do not care about money — an animal and a God-realized person. 

“There are two who do not worship God — an atheist and a God-realized person. 

“There are two who are free from lust — a child and a God-realized person. 

“There are two who have no anger — an idiot and a God-realized person.” 

On 29 September, a Hindu gentleman whose son had disappeared came to Baba and 

brought with him a printed handbill with his son’s description. Though sincerely interested in 

finding the boy, he also wanted to test Baba. He asked, “Where is my son and when will I find 

him?” 

Baba replied, “Your son will be found tomorrow and for that you should start for Sholapur 

immediately.” When he was about to leave, Baba called him back and rebuked him, “What do you 

take me for? If you take me as a saint, why is it necessary to ask questions? And if you take me as 

a fortune teller, where is my fee?” 



The man admitted his wrong intention and Baba directed him to take darshan of Narayan 

Maharaj at Kedgaon. Baba also suggested that he inquire at the Christian Missionary School there 

for his son, assuring him that he would soon locate the boy. 

Another person who had four sons once came to Baba with the same ill intent of testing 

him. He requested, “Please bless me with one child.” A God-conscious Master is all-knowing, but 

feigning ignorance of the man’s four sons, Baba blessed him remarking, “You will have one son.” 

The man bowed to Baba, giving the appearance of being satisfied. 

Back in his village, however, he informed people that Meher Baba was a charlatan, and he 

described how he had fooled the Irani Master. But within a few days, three of the man’s sons died. 

He then realized the dire consequences of testing a Sadguru and bitterly repented. He had asked 

Baba’s blessing for one child and now only one remained alive. 

Later that night beneath the stars, Baba served an unusually delicious meal under the light 

of a Petromax lantern. The mandali began talking about food, and the conversation turned to the 

gluttony of the Brahmins of Benares. Baba reminisced about the time he had gone to Benares with 

Upasni Maharaj in 1919. He narrated that no one except a Brahmin was allowed inside the sacred 

temple there, and so before he could enter with Maharaj he had to change his clothes to disguise 

himself and wore a dhoti like a Brahmin. Inside the temple, Maharaj commanded the gathering of 

Brahmins to bow to Merwan and declared, “He is Jagat Narayan [the Lord of the universe]! Touch 

his feet!” And the Brahmins did as Maharaj instructed. 

In late September, a mongoose and a deer were brought to Meherabad and Baba assigned 

Sailor the duty of looking after them. It was not an easy job as the mongoose would run away and 

Sailor had to hunt for hours to find it. On 30 September, Baba humorously named the deer Dhadak 

(Palpitation) and the mongoose Dhoojara (Shivering) because of the trouble and the emotional 

stress the animals caused Sailor. 

That day, Baba narrated this story: 

A yogi once went before a Sadguru with a request to be shown something, such as God, the heavens, or the 

planes. The Sadguru asked him to stay near him and take the name of Sitaram only for one hour. The yogi took 

this trial to be very trivial, thinking what possible great reward would such a small trial give. (Although it is 

very difficult, practically impossible to stay before a Sadguru even for a short time.) 

Reading his mind, the Sage said, “I have a still easier course, should you prefer. Go sit under a tree for twelve 

years observing strict fast and I will show you what you want.” 

This satisfied the yogi, who thought it would be a hard trial at least that would surely bring a good and 

substantial reward. 

The story, in short, means that it is very hard to stay with a saint (who may be compared to fire!). Not only this, 

but in spite of a strong determination in the beginning to “stay” at all costs, one would feel [compelled] to go 

away at the first available opportunity, if the Sadguru turns the key internally, [despite] making an external 

show to keep one near. 

At noon on Friday, 1 October 1926, a special meeting of the mandali was called and, for 

the first time, Baba hinted at ending all the activities in Meherabad. His reasons may have been 

connected with his spiritual work or he may have been giving the mandali a warning to be more 

conscientious toward their duties. Baba was obviously irritated when he stated, “I am fed up with 

the mandali’s moods, likes and dislikes, and with the long explanations that I have to write out.” 

Baba then reprimanded Arjun, Behramji, and Padri, accusing them of lack of enthusiasm in carrying 

out their work. After a long discussion, the mandali made it clear to Baba that they wanted to stay 

in Meherabad, so for the time being the question of leaving was dropped. 

Baba later remarked about Meherabad, “This place is the most important one. It is the best 

place to be for those on the spiritual path. Despite visiting places for my work, it is always best to 

return here.” 

At tea time, Baba discoursed on fear: 



Do not be afraid of anything or anyone, and always do the right thing if your conscience accepts it. Do not be at 

all afraid of God, for if you are afraid of God, how will you be able to love him? Do not be afraid of your Self, 

because the Self is never independent of you. You are your Self [Parameshwar], and hence there is no use 

fearing it. 

But be afraid of the world and its personification, maya. The material world is dependent upon desires — 

desires of anger, lust and greed. Fear these, and keep yourself aloof from them as much as possible. Do not fear 

anything else. 

Do people actually fear God? No. They fear the threat of hell where God will put them if their actions are not 

right. In the same way, do the boys fear Arjun or his cane? The cane, of course, not Arjun himself, for he 

actually plays with them at times and they willingly play with him. 

Two days later, Baba instructed the mandali to remove everything from the Makan quarters 

by 10:00 A.M. and put it all in the sun to get rid of bedbugs and other pests. Pandoba then 

disinfected the building. Their belongings remained lying outside all day, and the area resembled a 

novel bazaar. At three in the afternoon, they moved everything back inside the Makan. 

In the course of a discussion among the mandali on Thursday, 7 October, someone asked 

Baba, “Why did God create all this?” 

“He did not create it.” Baba replied. “It started automatically! First there was God and 

nothing else. In God was everything — Experience, Knowledge, Power and Existence. But He had 

no consciousness that He was God. All this bother and headache you see around you is to gain that 

consciousness!” 

In the afternoon a small group of energetic and enthusiastic Swaraj (Indian independence) 

Party workers arrived, including Shivram Paranjape, a celebrated journalist and freedom fighter. 

They were eager to elicit Baba’s “support” for their cause. Baba explained: “What is politics but 

fraud? Whatever your own, honest, candid opinion might be, you have to act according to the creed 

of the party, [at times] against the voice of your conscience, and thus be dependent upon others for 

your actions, which is quite opposed to the fundamental principles of Truth.” 

One of the workers asked, “Will India attain swaraj [self-rule], and if so, when?” 

“What do you mean by swaraj?” Baba asked 

“Political independence from Britain,” replied the man. 

Baba wrote on his slate, “If by swaraj you mean the gaining of Truth, that is already the 

property [right] of everyone — the spiritual independence. As for the political independence, no 

doubt India will gain it in the future. There is no need to worry about it. Political independence can 

be gained very easily, but the real spiritual independence is very hard to achieve. 

“My advice to all is: Seek that Truth which will give you everlasting bliss and real dnyan 

[knowledge], and thus be able to raise others too, and save them from the entanglements of the 

world.” 

Then Baba predicted, “Within ten years, India will enjoy extraordinary freedom. 

That evening from nine to midnight, the men staged a skit titled “Selfish World.” The actors 

were Rustom, Padri, Pendu, Mohan, and Sayyed. The play was followed by a few lectures and 

finally a dance performance by Pendu and Sailor. 

According to his previously announced schedule, Baba again began fasting on Friday, 8 

October 1926, and he started to curtail his activities at Meherabad. He sat aloof at one spot near the 

school building, taking nothing except water the whole day. 

The next day, Baba continued his fast, taking only one cup of milk and water in the evening. 

Mondays, Tuesdays, and Fridays were fixed for the mandali to play cricket, and Saturdays and 

Sundays were reserved for the boys to play. Baba now kept himself aloof from all these events and 

continued to remain near the school. That day he was upset at finding the school notice board and 



timetable in an unclean condition, and he directed Chanji to oversee the teachers, pupils, and school 

activities on his behalf. 

Baba was in an irritable mood again the following morning, Sunday, 10 October. He had 

instructed the mandali to put their mattresses in the sun every Sunday to rid them of bedbugs. But 

several of the men had been lax in carrying out his instruction, so he decided to punish them. Using 

a cane, he struck the hands of Behramji and those men who had failed to do what he had ordered. 

Afterward, those who received the caning complained that they had been punished unjustly since 

Behramji had failed to convey Baba’s instructions to them. So Baba convened a meeting at eleven 

o’clock that morning, issuing this statement: 

After this incident, the activities in Meherabad will go on in the following manner: If any of the mandali are 

found to be at the slightest fault either in obeying me or carrying out their duties, besides giving them ten 

strokes, I will also strike myself ten times. Naturally, you would not like this. So keeping in mind the strictness 

required in following my orders, give your candid opinion about the following four proposals: 

1. Either continue the Meherabad activities by faithfully following my behests without any pretexts or excuses, 

or put a stop to the activities once and for all and bring an end to our stay here. 

2. In case you do not agree to the above, would you agree to be with me for the next four months and work as 

hard as during the labor period of ghamela yoga? Remember you would be made to pass through very bitter 

experiences and you would get nothing from me except food and clothes as usual. 

3. Or as an alternative, would you prefer to go back to your homes and find some employment or resume your 

previous occupations? In that case, I might proceed to different foreign countries with a selected few. 

4. Or would you accompany me on a journey by maintaining yourselves on begged food? 

A long discussion ensued. The mandali entreated Baba to forgive their shortcomings and 

to let things continue as they were. Baba reemphasized, “Try to obey me and stick to me. I am tired 

of seeing my orders frequently disobeyed. It pains me.” 

The mandali agreed, saying, “We will try our best in following your orders. And we are 

willing to accept any punishment inflicted for our errors and mistakes.” 

Baba warned them, “Remember, you will have to face untold difficulties. Your heads and 

hearts will begin to whirl!” 

“It doesn’t matter. We will try to control ourselves. We will stay with you no matter what 

happens.” 

“Well then,” Baba concluded, “I don’t mind.” He quoted an idiomatic Gujarati expression, 

“Take care not to let your feet run away with you and make you leave Meherabad.” 

Votes were taken on the four proposals. Twenty-two men were in favor of going on a 

journey and sustaining themselves by begging; seventeen supported the second proposal of four 

months of ghamela yoga at Meherabad; and only five preferred to return home and find jobs. 

When all 44 mandali were asked to vote whether to continue as they were in Meherabad or 

to leave, the majority voted to stay. So it was settled that everything should go on as before. But 

Baba was of the opinion that because he was keeping aloof from all activity in Meherabad for his 

own spiritual reasons, it was desirable to appoint someone in his place to look after things and also 

to see that his orders were being obeyed. Rustom, Behramji, and Gustadji were nominated for this 

position and a vote was taken. Rustom received seventeen votes and Behramji and Gustadji had 

four each. Rustom was made head of all departments and given the title of Barra Saheb (Big Boss). 

He was vested with full discretionary authority to make decisions in all matters and to faithfully 

carry out all rules and regulations laid down by Baba. 



Despite the decisions agreed upon, a second meeting was held at two o’clock that 

afternoon, in which all were asked if they would prefer to travel either to Shiraz in Persia or 

Rangoon in Burma! Baba stated that he might visit either place with seven selected men. But when 

a large number of the men expressed their desire to travel along, their names were taken down. 

Thirty men were ready to accompany Baba, and when a vote was taken for where they should 

journey, 20 favored Shiraz and ten Rangoon. But when asked again whether to remain in 

Meherabad or leave, the men voted overwhelmingly to stay. 

Baba concluded, “Let us at least wait for ten days and see how matters progress under the 

new management.” 

The following day, Baba ate one meal while seated by the dhuni. He gave some of the food 

as prasad to Chanji. Baba asked Chanji for his notes of his recent discourses and explanations, 

which Baba read, corrected, and returned to Chanji nine days later. Chanji asked permission to type 

the notes, and Baba allowed it. Afterward Baba umpired a cricket match between the mandali. 

 

Up to this time Baba would write his book during the day at the box-like cabin inside Sai 

Darbar, and at night he would continue writing in the Table Cabin. But on Tuesday, 12 October 

1926, he again retired to the water reservoir on the hill for what he indicated would be a period of 

100 days of special work. The mandali and students took him there in a procession at 8:30 that 

evening. Bhajans were sung and afterward tea was served. 

Baba stated that after a week he would stop taking all food for 100 days and, as a result, he 

would become very weak and be reduced to a skeleton. “During the final period of my fasting, I 

will appear to be dead for 70 hours,” he repeated. “But I will revive after that. Not only will I begin 

to eat but I will speak, as well. And with the breaking of my silence will come the manifestation of 

my internal work which will turn the world upside down.” 

During 1926, the scarcity of water was a great problem in Meherabad due to the increasing 

number of people staying there and the lackluster rainfall that year. Rustom asked for and received 

Baba’s permission to dig another well near the railway line. He brought in experts and water 

diviners to locate a suitable spot. The work began near the railway tracks, but though they dug deep, 

no water was found. 

Concerning the problem of chronic water shortage in Meherabad, Baba wryly observed, 

“See the paradox and irony here: When outsiders come for my darshan, their desires are fulfilled 

by my blessings. They even find plenty of water in their wells by seeking my grace. But at 

Meherabad, all three wells are short of water!”314 

Baba then cited the tale of the Perfect Master Khwaja Saheb Chishti of Ajmer who sat 

under a tree for many years. Baba concluded, “That particular tree not only stopped bearing fruit, 

but after some time it withered and died.” 

At that time, a farmer from a nearby village came to Meherabad, looking very dejected as 

he approached the Master. When Baba asked the reason, the villager said, “I am a very poor man. 

I own a small piece of land, but cannot farm it due to lack of water. I borrowed money to drill a 

well, but no water was found, and now I am in desperate straits.” 

“What do you want?” Baba asked. 

“You are someone great. I have come to beg water of you. If I find water my problem will 

be solved. I have full faith that you will grant me this boon.” 

“How deep did you go?” 

“Forty feet.” 

 
314 The three wells were the original well near the road, Babul No. 1 well at lower Meherabad, and 

Rustom’s new well by the railroad tracks. 



“Don’t stop digging. Go five feet more. God is great; He will help you.” 

The villager left satisfied with Baba’s advice. Baba then remarked to the mandali, “Today 

I committed a very serious mistake. I don’t know how I did it! I asked that man to go five feet more 

and if he doesn’t find water, what will happen? He will lose his faith in me and in God. Here you 

are digging and no water is found in my well! How then will he get water? I made a very serious 

mistake today.” 

After a week, the same man along with other villagers arrived with all the paraphernalia 

for performing Baba’s arti and puja. The man looked elated. When Baba asked the reason he was 

so happy, he replied, “Water has been found in my well by your grace!” He performed arti and 

garlanded Baba. Afterward Baba distributed prasad to all the villagers and they left singing his 

praises. 

After their departure Baba remarked to the mandali, “Believe me − I am telling you the 

truth − I did nothing! It was the man’s faith that brought water.” 

This remark was too much for Rustom to bear. “What about us?” he asked. “We are digging 

a well but don’t find water.” 

Baba answered, “I am God, and I asked you to dig a well for me. To have faith there must 

be someone in whom I can put my faith, but I alone am. There is no one besides me. I know faith 

works, but there has to be someone in whom to put faith — and I have no one. That is why you 

don’t find water.” 

Rustom said, “But we have faith in you. So why don’t we find water?” 

“I don’t know about that. But this much I know: That villager found water because of his 

faith. I did not do anything for him.” Baba repeated the same thing over and over again, and Rustom 

became irritated. 

“It is useless for us to be with you,” he argued. “Obviously you think we have no faith in 

you. We are with you day and night, but it seems you believe we lack faith − while a villager who 

shows up suddenly one day has enough faith to strike water.” 

Baba silently chuckled and then explained, “You don’t understand. That man came for 

water; his faith was connected with water. Had he not found water, he would have told people, 

‘Meher Baba asked me to dig five feet more and I did, but I did not find water. It was a sheer waste 

of money, time and energy to go to him. He deceived me.’ 

“But here you are. Your faith is not connected with anything. Whether you find water or 

not, whether your desires are fulfilled or not, your faith remains the same. So your faith is connected 

with me and not with anything else. Therefore, I can trust you. I cannot trust that man who came 

only for water. How truly fortunate you are that I can trust you; but if you want to be like him, you 

will find water. Decide whether you want water or you want me.” 

The mandali felt reconciled with this explanation. Baba concluded, “Even if I started 

dancing naked before you, your faith in me would remain unshaken as you have accepted me as 

God. The villager’s faith was based on an idol of hope, and God fulfilled his hope as He felt pity 

for him. God feels pity for you also — so He makes mincemeat out of you! I have kept you here 

with me not to satisfy your idol of hopes but to break that idol into pieces!” 

 

Since retiring up the hill in the west room of the Water Tank, Baba’s new schedule was to 

come down to lower Meherabad every afternoon and sit by the dhuni, from where he could survey 

the activities going on. It was noticed that while walking up and down the hill, Baba would halt 

two or three times along the way and act in a distinct manner — sometimes staring at the ground, 

at times tracing patterns in the dirt, or simply stopping and gazing into the distance, as if his 

thoughts were far, far away. 



Age explains: “Baba was the Qutub, the pivot of the universe. So his every outer act was a 

reflection of his inner, invisible, spiritual working. The Avatar takes on the responsibility of 

planning out the destiny of the world, and with that responsibility comes universal suffering which 

he must bear while he works on a universal scale for all beings.” 

That suffering was visible during October of 1926, while Baba was resting at night. Adi 

Sr. would be on watch with him for some hours, during which Baba would have Adi massage his 

legs. Once when Adi was on watch, he witnessed Baba silently weeping. Adi kept quiet as Baba 

wept (actually shedding tears) but he did not ask the reason. 

On another night when Adi was on duty, Baba gestured to him to stop pressing his legs. 

Baba was suddenly overcome with pain; he was unable to sit or stand, and lay sprawled on the 

stone floor of the room writhing in intense agony. Sweat broke out on his forehead, and then his 

hands and feet turned cold. This went on for 20 minutes and the sight was almost unbearable for 

Adi to behold. He did not know what to do to console Baba. He wiped Baba’s forehead, and after 

a while Baba rested his head on Adi’s lap and lay still. 

Later, Baba remarked, “Today you have had ample evidence of what my Universal 

suffering means!” 

 

The 16th of October was the Hindu festival of Dassera. The day started inauspiciously 

when Baba called a meeting and dwelt at length with “mismanagement” in the school. Baba cited 

some current irregularities. For example, there had been a free-for-all between some of the students 

recently because no one was present to control them. Baba urged Rustom to supervise the activity 

of Meherabad as closely and thoroughly as he himself would do. 

He warned the mandali, “If I hear of such misbehavior again, I will not wait for another 

meeting or conference before putting an end to all activities in Meherabad. If you are tired or fed 

up, then say so and I will close down the hospital, school, dharamshala — everything!” 

Arjun, Vishnu, and Gustadji came in for some direct questioning. Baba pardoned all, but 

said with a serious expression, “This is the last time I am warning you!” 

The students were given a holiday and played field hockey. Baba was bathed in the 

afternoon, puja was performed, and his arti was sung in Sai Darbar. Jalbhai took Baba’s photograph. 

Baba then went to the garden near his Jhopdi. After picking some flowers, he returned to Sai Darbar 

and fashioned two garlands. He placed one garland on the photograph of Upasni Maharaj and the 

other on a photograph of Hazrat Babajan. He then took both photographs and put them on his gaadi 

which had been specially decorated for him. He instructed that the gaadi be placed in his palanquin 

and taken in a procession in the evening. 

A game of cricket was played by the mandali later on, with Jalbhai and Rustom as the 

captains of the two teams. Baba played on both sides. In the evening a long procession danced its 

way up Meherabad Hill amidst music and singing. On the hill, puja was performed and Baba’s arti 

was sung again. The mandali in turns then carried Baba down the hill to Sai Darbar in a “chair” 

made by holding their hands together. Baba spent some time with the women in their quarters, 

before retiring on the hill for the night at 9:30. A meeting of the Circle Committee was held, and it 

was decided that Naval become Rustom’s assistant superintendent. 

Ghani and Ramjoo arrived at Meherabad the following day, Sunday, 17 October 1926. 

Baba was informed that a rabid dog was spotted wandering about the property. He ordered that it 

should be poisoned, but added that precautions should be taken to make certain that no other dog 

or animal consume the poison. 

One evening an old man showed up for Baba’s darshan. It was evident that he was not well 

and Baba received him compassionately. When Baba inquired about his health, the man avoided 

the topic and only expressed his great joy at meeting the Master. Baba arranged for his medical 



treatment, however, and kept him in Upasni Serai for the night. Baba went to see him three or four 

times during the night, and the last time Baba went, it seemed as if the old man had been waiting 

for his arrival. Opening his eyes, he looked at Baba for a long time until he was satisfied. His eyes 

were full of tears as Baba placed his hand on his forehead. Moments later, the man breathed his 

last. “He had specially come to see me,” Baba remarked. “His journey is now over.” 

The next morning, Baba covered the body with his own sheet and the last rites were 

performed in his presence at Meherabad. Baba helped lower the body into its grave, threw earth on 

it and then scattered flowers over it. 

On 18 October, at five in the afternoon, Baba went with fourteen of the mandali to Bhingar, 

a suburb two miles outside Ahmednagar, to give darshan. A large, boisterous crowd had gathered 

and Nath Madhav performed puja.315 The gathering was so large that there was a sudden rush for 

darshan, and the crowd became unmanageable despite the mandali’s efforts to maintain order. 

Excitement and confusion broke out, and in the disorder Chanji and Arjun were lost in the crowd. 

Baba wanted to stay, but he was asked by the local authorities to leave as soon as possible to avoid 

people being crushed in a stampede. 

Some in the crowd had been “celebrating” privately. One inebriated man in particular was 

seen standing at a distance. For almost 20 minutes, the fellow stood saluting Baba in military 

fashion. It was only when Baba chanced to look in his direction and return his salute that the man 

put down his hand. Baba smiled at him. Thus, the Master gave him a taste of the Beloved’s wine, 

too! 

Back at Meherabad, Baba wrote on his slate, “For all their faults and intemperate habits, I 

like these so-called lower caste Mahars and Mangs, as they have much more respect and humility 

compared to the so-called cultured yet proud and haughty upper-class people. The depressed 

classes, whatever their faults, are humble and loving. It is their humility and devotion that appeals 

to me most.” 

The following afternoon at three o clock, Baba rang the bell to summon the mandali to the 

Makan and stated, “Today each of you should ask me for something and I will do what the majority 

desires.” All were given pieces of paper on which to write their requests. They were then read out 

before Baba. 

Mohan wrote, “Baba should break his silence today.” 

Sailor requested, “Baba should eat today.” 

Behramji beseeched, “Baba should forgive the mandali for all their sins.” 

Chanji wrote, “Baba should give a discourse.” 

Ramjoo wished, “Baba should give each a cup of tea, a packet of paans, and a cigarette.” 

Ghani wrote, “Baba should give us milk tea and a lavish meal immediately.” 

Besides these requests, some men asked for money and others for employment, but the 

majority were simply in favor of something good to eat for a change. Baba wrote on his slate, “This 

is the last day of my taking meals, as from tomorrow, 20 October, I will go on a fast for 100 days. 

And as the majority wishes for a treat and wants me to join them, I will consent on one condition: 

that you prepare the different dishes yourselves and have the food ready by eight o’clock tonight.” 

Baba’s decision was received with “deafening cheering.” The experienced cooks like 

Sayyed Saheb, Masaji, and Bomanji did most of the work, but the other members of the mandali 

also formed groups to prepare different dishes. It took three hours to cook the food, and when 

everything was ready it was indeed a feast. Sayyed Saheb and company cooked rice, curry and 

chutney. Bomanji and his helpers prepared pulao and “Bhagwan Stew.” Mohan and his group 

 
315 This is not Nath Madhav, the author from Bombay (whom Baba had selected to write Upasni Maharaj’s 

biography in Marathi), but someone else, perhaps a priest from Bhingar.  



bhakris or chapatis. Masaji’s group cooked spinach and sweet and sour vegetables, while Kaka 

Shahane’s family fried bhujias. Ramjoo and Ghani fried chilies, but in the hurry the chilies were 

burnt and had to be thrown out. 

After the chanting of shlokas (Sanskrit poetry) and the singing of bhajans, Baba served the 

food in Sai Darbar and all happily partook of the meal. Baba also ate with them and later, between 

9:30 and 10:30 P.M., the mandali played atya-patya in the moonlight. Coffee was prepared by Pesu 

and served to everyone. Baba retired at 11:30 to Meherabad Hill. 

This was not the only time the mandali had been permitted better fare at Meherabad. 

Sometimes, to give them a change, Baba would come in the mornings and announce, “Today we 

will have a cooking contest between Masaji and Chowdhary,” for example, when Chowdhary was 

cooking for the Hindu mandali. Each would work laboriously to outdo the other in preparing tasty 

vegetarian food. At lunch, the mandali would serve as the panel of judges. Baba would dish out the 

food and ask, “Whose food was more tasty?” The food was so delicious, the mandali would reply, 

“Well, it’s hard to say … We will have to have a second helping to decide.” 

 

According to Baba’s wish, on Wednesday, 20 October 1926, a new seat was made for him 

under the neem tree. Baba explained, “It will be difficult for me to continue going up and down the 

hill during the fast, and so it will be better for me to stay in lower Meherabad. By remaining at one 

place, I can also observe the activities going on here and attend to the complaints of those in 

charge.” A circular had been issued the previous day stating that taking Baba’s darshan was 

prohibited. 

The Table Cabin near the dhuni was shifted to a new spot, which required moving the 

nearby tailor’s shop and storeroom to make space for it. At four in the afternoon, Baba occupied 

his new seat. It was here that Baba finished writing his secret book. The book was thought to have 

been completed during his second stay in Sai Darbar, but a few more “points” were added during 

Baba’s stay on Meherabad Hill, and the final material was completed inside the small Table Cabin. 

During that day, Masaji reported a minor infraction to Baba involving one of the workers. 

Baba sent for Behramji and reprimanded him sharply, “You don’t take interest in your work now, 

because you were not appointed the superintendent.” Behramji kept quiet while Baba called 

Rustom, directing, “It is better you resign your position of superintendent and become assistant 

superintendent under Behramji.” Rustom consented. 

Later, when all were about to go to bed, a quarrel erupted between Rustom and Masaji. 

Rustom blamed Masaji for continually reporting trivial matters to Baba. It was such a loud and 

bitter argument that Baba heard the commotion. He came and broke it up by threatening to close 

down the whole of Meherabad. 

Two days earlier, it had been posted on the notice board that no one should salute or make 

obeisance to Baba without permission. Baba was in an irritable mood on the morning of 21 October. 

Despite his repeated warnings, the mandali continued to disregard his orders not to fold their hands 

to him in obeisance and not to speak with him directly. At ten o’clock, Baba selected a group of 

the mandali and stated, “Before 1st November, I want you to dismantle the school, dispensary, 

hospital, Sai Darbar, Upasni Serai, and the leper asylum, leaving only the Makan intact.” 

He explained, “All these are just the scaffolding for my work and the scaffolding is 

unnecessary once the actual building is completed.” 

Baba concluded, “I intend to go back to Persia with a select few, and I will remain there 

until February. Rustom, Adi, Ghani, Ramjoo, and others will be called there once my future 

activities are decided.” 



A list of about 20 persons to accompany Baba was prepared, and Naval was instructed to 

help obtain any needed passports by 25 October. Some of those without passports were permitted 

to go to Bombay and Poona in connection with obtaining the necessary documents. 

Everything was done in such a serious fashion that everyone believed Baba was firmly 

committed to leave for Persia. But just two hours later, a meeting of all the residents was called. 

The majority was disappointed to learn of Baba’s decision to leave Meherabad. But Baba then 

proposed an alternative plan. He spelled out that, although all the institutions were to be closed, he 

would agree to remain in Meherabad with the mandali until February on the following three 

conditions: 

1. There should be no difference among the mandali in the method of living, conduct, and food. 

2. All should eat rice and dal for lunch, and milkless tea and bhakri for breakfast and dinner. Bapu Brahmin will 

be appointed as the cook to prepare this for all without distinction of caste or creed. 

3. No one will receive a single pie [cent] as wages under any circumstances. 

Those unable to comply with these conditions are free to return to their homes and earn their livelihood 

however they see fit. 

When the proposed conditions were voted upon, most of the mandali chose to stay at 

Meherabad under Baba’s conditions and a list of these men was noted. Another list of those who 

were ready to leave was also prepared; this consisted mostly of the teachers who had been receiving 

wages. 

Proper arrangements were made for the students and those in the hospital and leper asylum, 

and no one had any cause for complaint. Twenty-five children were willing to stay with Baba in 

Meherabad. The rest of the children were sent home the following day. All medicines and 

equipment in the dispensary and hospital were sold to Dr. Karkal at a concessional rate. The 

dharamshala and hospital were vacated by the evening of the next day, 22 October; however, those 

few patients who were bedridden with venereal diseases stayed on.316 The students from Nasik and 

Poona were taken to their homes by Harinath and one other man respectively. Memo and Freiny 

Masi arrived that day at noon by train. 

Rustom, who was particularly disturbed by the new announcement, questioned Baba 

privately, “What is to become of those who came here for you in all sincerity, whose hopes were 

raised by you? What of those to whom you promised salvation if they stayed here with you until 

you spoke?” 

Baba wrote out this long explanation: 

All the children received the benefits of education and more particularly a spiritual push, which they would 

never have received elsewhere in the whole world. Even admitting that they all came here hearing my name, 

does it mean I am bound to teach them and keep them with me for an indefinite period? I may keep them with 

me and under my guidance as long as I deem desirable. 

Do you mean to say that I should leave all else — my other external as well as internal duties — for their sake? 

Do my workings depend upon longer or shorter periods of their stay with me? If I can read and direct the minds 

of all, when and where I like, can I not do things for them from a distance as I do when they are near me? 

They have stayed, studied and practiced things and rules here, which are sure to do them tremendous good in 

the world. Leaving aside the spiritual aspect — which is no small thing — they received food, clothing, prasad 

and even baths by my hands! Besides, most of those to whom I promised [salvation] in the beginning, broke 

their word and my orders time and time again; and not only did I forgive them, but I actually induced them to 

remain here, to give them the benefit of my company, which as I said is no small matter. 

 
316 Baba once related to Padri that the world would never be rid of venereal diseases, specifically syphilis. 



Now, about those to whom I promised. They will derive great benefit, materially as well as spiritually. But what 

if they themselves break my orders and leave? For instance, how many of the boys to whom I gave my 

promise, but who broke their own promises by going away from here under one pretext or the other, are here 

now? Only three or four. Of the patients to whom I promised, who stayed? And who walked off? Only one 

person survived out of so many who departed, and I will see to that when I speak. 

Besides, what have I to do with these institutions, the school, dispensary, hospital and dharamshala? These 

facilities served me as a means of vacating the wealth of those to whom I wanted to give a tremendous spiritual 

push, and secondly, as a means of service for those whom I selected and entrusted with certain duties. Since 

these objectives are now finished — the wealth being exhausted, and at the same time the benefit of service 

being derived by many, over and above my mandali — I thought it no longer necessary to prolong the working 

of these institutions of charity and service. 

What have I to do with worldly wealth and riches, which to me are nothing and from whose clutches I do my 

utmost to rescue people? How do you expect me to give “riches” to those who come to me with such desires? 

How can I allow them to come within the firm clutches of maya, from which it is my duty to save them? As 

you clearly observe and find, I would rather deprive our real bhaktas [lovers] and those others desirous of some 

spiritual advancement of all their worldly wealth, power and position, and reduce them to the position of 

beggars to get them more firmly within my grasp. 

Rustom asked, “That is all true but what will the world say about you and your actions for 

closing everything down so abruptly and leaving all in the lurch — most particularly the destitutes 

and needy, whose hopes rest on you and your support?” 

Baba commented: 

The world will have much to say about the abrupt closing of all these charitable institutions. Worldly people 

will say that it was no good of me to have closed them, leaving the poor, the destitute, and other dependents in 

a condition of helplessness. But the people of the world have little idea why I did all this on such a grand scale 

only to close it down so abruptly. But to us Sadgurus this “opening and closing” is a game, though there is a 

great significance in it. These institutions, as you are all aware, were of no particular use to me. I only used 

them as a means for promoting the spiritual advancement and giving a push to a number of men of the circle 

who deserved and were prepared for it. My object and purpose is now fulfilled, and so I have closed them. 

For instance, do you know how this bell is made? First of all, a clay or earthen mold is prepared, and then the 

oxide of brass in liquid form is poured into it. When the liquid oxide cools and solidifies, the brass bell, now 

fully prepared, is drawn out and the clay mold is either broken or thrown away, as it is no longer required. The 

purpose for which this clay mold had been prepared was to give the required and proper shape to the bell. And 

when the bell itself is completed, of what further use is this mold? 

In the same way, my working in Meherabad with these institutions of charity was only a means of carrying out 

my plans to give salvation and a spiritual push to some persons, which purpose being served, I closed all of 

these charitable institutions. What do the world and its people understand of this spiritual working? They 

mistake this earthen mold for the bell itself, that is, they take the means for the original. And thus they consider 

my maintaining these institutions — which are only the means — as my real original mission and duty, which 

is not the case. 

The real and main duty of a Sadguru is to burn up and destroy all the sanskaras of his devotees and bhaktas. For 

that purpose, those who desire to be his devotees must surrender to him, heart and soul, like dry wood that 

burns in a fire easily and without resistance. They should not be like wet pieces of wood, creating a smoky 

nuisance instead of burning up quickly. Such devotees must prepare themselves to be quite obedient, 

submissive and serviceable to the Guru, whenever and wherever required, by allowing him to destroy their 

sanskaras in any way he likes. In a word, the devotee should create absolutely no opposition, no hindrance for 

the Sadguru in his task of preparing him, but instead should offer him absolute surrenderance and submission. 

Baba concluded: 

Let the world say what it will! What do people of the world know of the spiritual working that is done by 

Perfect Masters for the betterment of all? No sooner will some great miracles be performed, than the whole 

world will go mad and be in an uproar. Then the idea of judging my workings, by the continuance or closing of 

these charitable institutions, will die into insignificance. People will only look to and think of the miracles and 

the power that can perform them! That time will come. 

In short, the greatest duty of the Avatar is first of all to prepare his circle members and give these people 

Realization. I cannot delay this work; I must make sure the preparedness of my inner circle is complete. Then 



secondly, I must give some spiritual push to others outside the circle. And thirdly, I must grant some material 

advantage to others who prove deserving of my help. 

Rustom was appeased and much relieved. He confessed later to Chanji that when Baba had 

announced his new plans, Rustom felt that many would be left stranded, “homeless and helpless.” 

But Baba’s explanation, Rustom said, “left me dumbfounded.” 

 

On 26 October 1926, Baba asked the men to solve four riddles. The men were given two 

days to solve them, and a prize of jalebis and milk was offered for the correct answers. The riddles 

were: 

Who says one thing and does another? 

If three go, one comes. 

If four die, one is afraid. 

Two are false; one is real. 

When Baba gathered the mandali after two days, no one could solve the riddles to his 

satisfaction, so he explained the answers: 

“One who says one thing and does another is a hypocrite. 

“ ‘If three go, one comes’ means that if lust, greed, and anger are burned up, then God 

comes. 

“ ‘If four die, one is afraid’ means that if lust, greed, anger and hope die, maya is afraid. 

“ ‘If two are false, one is real’ means that duality is false and the state of unity is real.” 

Out of a possible score of 100, Baba gave Dhake a score of ten and Rustom four. He then 

asked them to solve this mathematical riddle: “16 - 100 = 0.” 

Again no one could guess its answer and Baba explained, “If so [Hindi for 100] is taken 

from sola [16], la is left, which according to the Muslims means nothing or zero.” 

A few weeks later, on 10 November, Baba asked the men this spiritual riddle: “How can 5 

- 7 = 12?” 

He explained, “The human body, which is composed of the five principal elements of 

nature — air, fire, earth, water, and sky — passes through the seven planes. This is the meaning of 

5 - 7. When this is done, one becomes a Sadguru, who is always divided into twelve parts, which 

comprise his circle. Thus 5 - 7 = 12.” 

 

Dismantling the buildings at lower Meherabad began on 26 October, under Naval’s 

supervision. The dharamshala (Upasni Serai) and the leper ward were the first two structures to be 

taken down and it was done in one day. 

That night Baba was in a bad mood. Kaka Shahane did not understand certain of Baba’s 

hand signs, which upset Baba. Baba pushed Shahane, and Shahane fell down, striking his head on 

a stone. He was then directed to go home. 

The men were kept busy dismantling the buildings every day from five in the morning until 

late in the evening and were naturally tired. A report came to Baba that the men were found sleeping 

before the appointed time of 9:00 P.M. Baba called the mandali and several admitted their mistake. 

Baba however was not satisfied and issued special orders that from the next day, the mandali should 

go to bed at 11:00 P.M. and get up at 5:00 A.M. “Those who wish to stay may stay,” he wrote. “Or 

else they should go away. Now I don’t care.” 

Within the next two days, the sheds that had been near the leper asylum and the Hazrat 

Babajan School were demolished. The students were taught in the hospital premises. The boys were 



overcrowded in the Mess Quarters and Arjun was asked to send away the smaller boys to eliminate 

the congestion. The number of schoolchildren gradually diminished and only a few were left. 

Nevertheless, as the buildings at Meherabad were being torn down, Baba indicated that the teaching 

at the school should continue, though there were only a few students. Meanwhile, in addition to his 

other responsibilities, Rustom was assigned the duty of teaching the third and fourth grades as four 

of the teachers — Gaikwad, Pathak, Jhagirdar and Shinde — had left. Only three teachers − Dhake, 

Rajoop, and Mehendarge − were willing to work without wages and remained at Meherabad. 

On 2 November 1926, the work of dismantling Sai Darbar began, and it was completed the 

following day. Two days later, Baba permitted the mandali to take rice and dal every other day for 

dinner, instead of bhakri and tea. This added to Bapu’s burden as he had to cook rice and dal twice 

a day instead of once. 

The problem of getting additional help for the kitchen staff was discussed. Sailor 

complained about his difficulties and asked for an additional man to help him draw water from the 

well. Several Hindus were approached to volunteer for this work, but none did so. Baba explained 

that though he was reluctant, he would be compelled to put a non-Brahmin on this duty and no 

objections from the Hindus would be allowed. Still no one responded. In the end, a Brahmin was 

appointed by Baba to help Bapu in the kitchen, and an Untouchable was to help Sailor in drawing 

water from the well. 

As Chanji explained, “Only a few days ago, when an attempt was made to do away with 

caste restrictions, the Hindu mandali had created a strong opposition, which resulted in many heated 

discussions and which caused Baba to drop the idea. Now, thanks to Baba’s masterful handling of 

the situation, the Hindu members themselves were willing parties to the same change, although 

under different circumstances. That is, if they now persisted to observe the restrictions (in the 

absence of paid laborers), they themselves had to bear the brunt of the troublesome arrangements 

of caste distinction!” 

Nevertheless, at night a deputation from the Brahmin mandali was handed to Baba and 

explained that they personally had no serious objection to a non-Brahmin handling their water. For 

the Master’s sake, however − so as not to give cause for the public to speak ill of him − they were 

in favor of reestablishing the previous restrictions. In response to this, Baba sarcastically replied, 

“You can be anxious about me when I make you all Kajijis [Judges] — not now.” 

The Hindu group was not in favor of the current sports and games programs, which took 

place instead of performing Baba's arti. Baba then directed that since they were so devout and pious, 

his arti should be performed three times a day, starting at 4:00 A.M. Baba canceled games and 

sports activities for them, declaring, “Now be like yogis! Awaken early in the morning and perform 

my arti. I will sit in front of you, so that you will be doing it in front of me — not to my photograph.” 

By this time it was ten at night, but Baba insisted that they sing his arti, which they did. 

The Diwali holidays were scheduled for the 5th and 6th of November. Munshiji arrived with 

the latest news of Bombay on the morning of the 5th. In the afternoon sweets were distributed to 

the mandali and boys in the Makan, and a special program was held for the children. To conclude 

the first day of celebration, there were fireworks in the school compound. 

The festivities continued the next day. That night, three or four of the Hindu mandali 

complained to Baba about the early morning arti. Baba was upset by their attitude and directed 

them to dispense with the arti, but to awaken at four o’clock anyway and observe two hours of 

absolute silence. Then Baba decided to apply this new schedule to all the mandali. They were 

instructed to retire at nine and rise at four o’clock, and anyone found dozing in the morning would 

be drenched with cold water. No one was to take darshan, including outsiders. Otherwise, Baba 

would beat himself. 

At four the next morning, all were awakened by Sayyed Saheb loudly ringing the bell. The 

next two hours were passed in an uninspiring silence. The majority of the mandali stayed inside the 



Makan — freezing! It looked like a conclave of the deaf and dumb, the men communicating through 

crude signs in the semi-darkness. All were sitting on their beds with blankets wrapped around them. 

Chanji later told Baba, “We looked like the day of judgment when the dead are resurrected.” 

Their two hour maun (silence) was broken at six with shouts of “Shri Meher Baba ki jai!” 

and the work began as usual half an hour later. 

 

From Sunday, 7 November 1926, Baba went on a fast, taking only water and nothing else. 

The building materials were divided into lots to be sold at a public auction, which was arranged by 

Adi’s father Khansaheb, and was held the next day. Handbills had been circulated in Ahmednagar, 

advertising the auction. As the sale was being held, Baba was seated in the Mess Quarters; as soon 

as it was concluded, he entered the Makan. 

Khansaheb also participated in the bidding and bought many of the items offered. He was 

initially surprised and then amused to find that among the items for sale were many things from his 

own household. From time to time, Gulmai would send things to be used at Meherabad without 

telling her husband, and now he found himself buying back his own property! 

Inside the Makan, Baba warned Dhake to hold fast to his feet until the end and urged him 

to remain in Meherabad until he broke his silence. 

Although the taking of Baba’s darshan had been stopped for some time, visitors continued 

to flock to Meherabad. On 9 November, a crowd formed and Baba permitted them to take darshan. 

Noticing Pandoba whispering in Kaka Shahane’s ear, Baba asked him what he had said. Pandoba 

replied, “I was saying that I wonder why the touching of your feet by outsiders is allowed, but it is 

forbidden to us.” 

Baba replied, “You want to touch my feet? All right, let’s flip a coin. Heads you win; tails 

you lose.” Pandoba hesitated, but Dhake, Mohan Shahane, and his father urged him to take the 

chance. The coin was tossed and it was heads. Shouting Baba's Jai and without waiting to confirm 

Baba's permission, each of the mandali rushed forward, bowed, and kissed Baba’s feet. 

That day a farmer came to Baba and complained of the poor monsoon. He prayed to him 

to bring rain, and Baba stated, “Don’t worry; there will be plenty of rain. What is needed is to turn 

the key. It will happen as you wish.” No sooner had Baba finished writing this down than it started 

raining heavily. The iron sheet roof of the Makan had been taken down and sold, replaced by 

bamboo matting, and now rain poured into the building. Although it was a problem for the mandali 

to find a dry place to sleep that night, the rain was a blessing to the farmers and their crops were 

saved. 

On 10 November, Baba broached the topic of going to Bombay and staying until February, 

leaving Meherabad in Rustom’s charge. The names of those to accompany Baba were taken down. 

Later that evening, Baba discussed practical matters of financial support with Mohan and 

Dhake. During Baba’s explanations, Mohan, who enjoyed debating about philosophy (often with 

Baba), asked about depending on one’s self, being self-supporting and financially independent. 

Baba replied: 

In the world, everyone has to depend on each other for one thing or another, so much so that even to breathe we 

have to depend on certain powers of nature. The things that you consider great and essential for spiritual 

progress are the very things that we [Masters] consider harmful. They are likely to be a hindrance and the cause 

of your regression not advancement. It is for this reason that we don’t allow you to go in for such [monetary] 

affairs, nor do we [Masters] ourselves pay attention to them. Under these circumstances, the best possible thing 

is to depend upon the One who does not depend on anyone or anything! 

In commemoration of the first anniversary of the dhuni, the fire was lit at seven in the 

evening. The Gujarati arti composed by Baba was sung, and soon after, it rained heavily as it had 

done the previous year when the dhuni was first lighted. Again the mandali’s Makan became 

flooded and Baba told them to shift to the Mess Quarters which had been used recently as the 



hospital. Baba stood by the door to make sure that no one entered the building with muddy feet, as 

classes for the children were still being held there. Baba allotted spaces to each of the mandali for 

their bedding rolls and belongings, then distributed milk tea and sweetmeats to them and the 

students. Afterward Baba went to the Post Office building and met with the women for a while, 

then retired to his seat under the neem tree. 

On Thursday, 11 November 1926, Baba urged the men to keep their minds firm in their 

resolve to follow him. “Your mind must be as firm as a rock,” he told them. Then he stated: 

Do not brood much over petty questions and wear out your mind. This constant thinking and thinking weighs 

heavily on your mind and causes you much worry and anxiety for nothing. Do not let any material thoughts or 

worries disturb your mind and eat it away. Let people say what they please. Be like a rock that is unaffected by 

the continuous blasts of wind and remains firm in its place without moving an inch. Do not be like a leaf of a 

tree moved here and there by the slightest breeze, and eventually falling off. 

Take that case of a small insect or fly which troubles and disturbs you at times. What do you do to drive it 

away? You merely raise your hand and wave it to make the insect buzz away. Similarly, you should try to drive 

away the idle words of people of the world that fall upon your ears, and remain indifferent toward them. 

Stick to one thing only, one Eternal Truth. I have seen it, experienced it, and from my own experience I tell you 

that there is nothing, absolutely nothing in this world or elsewhere except Truth. There was no past, there is no 

present, there will be no future. There is absolutely nothing except an idle dream. Those who dream of father, 

mother, children, wealth, property, etc. dream only vacant dreams. For there is nothing like any of these. All 

the world, all the universe, nay, all this that you call “existence” is nothing but a dream. These are like scenes 

seen and experienced in a vacant dream, but found out to be false and unreal when one awakens. 

Hence, stick to the Truth — the only Goal for one and all, and towards that aim rush fearlessly, even if you have 

to affront the whole world. This Truth — this Paramatma — is nowhere to be searched for. For It is very near 

you, much nearer than your own body. It is with you and within you. It is so near that you cannot even imagine 

— nearer than your very breath. Then, why seek Him elsewhere? Seek Him within you. 

You could all see Him easily, but for the four big “devils” who stand in your way and do not allow you to do so. 

These four devils are — the false ego, lust, anger, and greed. Of these, the worst is egoism. From your earliest 

childhood to advanced old age, this I is the greatest obstacle in the path of spiritual advancement. 

Next worst is that great evil, kama [lust], particularly sex passion, which is one of the gravest and worst evils of 

the world, one of the greatest hitches in the way to Truth. All must be wide awake to its charms and clutches. It 

is so powerful that one is not even to think of it, let alone put it into action. For even the slightest thought of 

this type would render you unfit for the great preparation of spiritual advancement. As for people in the 

material world, it is indeed very, very difficult for them to remain quite aloof from this great evil in the strictest 

sense, as is held fit and deemed worthy for persons seeking spiritual advancement, who are not even to think of 

it. Never mind: If the idea or thought comes — as indeed it does come to almost everyone — at least don’t put 

that idea into action. Even that will be enough, though trying not to think of it, as much as possible, would be 

much better. 

Although it is a very, very difficult task to overcome these four [devils], nonetheless, you should not despair. 

Strive on and on. Paramatma is near you, with you, within you, ever ready to help you in your honest endeavor 

at Truth. 

To give a concrete example, Baba called one of the mandali and, making him stand in front 

of him, he wrapped four bandages around the mandali member’s eyes, covering them completely. 

Baba then said: 

You cannot see me now as you have straps round your eyes. You have eyes, that is, the means to see, and I, for 

my part, am sitting right here in front of you. Both of these are facts. And still you can’t see me! You have 

“means” to see, you have “the thing” to be seen; then why can’t you see? Because of these four straps wrapped 

round your eyes. Take off these four covers over your eyes and you will see me at once. 



In the same way, you all have internal eyes with which to see Paramatma, Self, Truth. The Self, the Truth is 

ever near you, with you, and within you, but you can’t see It on account of the covering of the four great 

elements or attributes of maya. Remove these coverings and you will see Paramatma at once. But how can you 

remove these coverings? It is the work of the Sadguru to strip away the curtains of illusion, thus enabling you 

to see the Self. The only one who can do this is a Realized Self — One who has seen and known the Truth. 

Any other guide — subtle seers, yogis, and so forth — will lead you no further than into darkness. Then what is 

the power of these yogis worth? 

That day, a firm decision was made to move to Bombay, and the list of those going with 

Baba and those remaining behind in Meherabad was finalized. A circular was prepared and sent to 

those concerned. Dissatisfaction prevailed among some of the mandali, and on Baba’s inquiry, a 

few expressed their desire to go with him while others left the choice to him. Those who wanted to 

go with Baba were added to the Bombay list, and Baba advised those remaining to continue 

discharging their duties as assigned with full faith that he was always with them. 

A meeting with the mandali was held in the evening, which Memo, Gulmai and Soonamasi 

attended. Explaining why he was moving to Bombay, Baba stated, “I have been feeling tired for a 

long time now with the monotony of things, especially with staying in one place and observing 

silence. I will stay on the hill for three or four days and afterward will decide about going to 

Bombay. But one thing is certain; I won’t leave Meherabad before November 20th.” Baba told 

Soonamasi that he would be happy to stay at Dadar if accommodation could be provided; otherwise, 

he would stay at Santa Cruz. He advised his mother to come with him to Bombay and not think 

about Mani’s schooling. She said she would let him know, after he decided where he would be 

staying. 

On 13 November, Baba went up Meherabad Hill at 9:15 P.M. to begin his third stay in the 

tank room. A notice was posted on the board informing the community that he would be on the hill 

for the next four to five days and would be leaving for Bombay on 28 November. Chanji was sent 

to Bombay to make the necessary arrangements and to see his family. 

The following day, Baba did not come down to lower Meherabad, but the next morning, 

he suddenly showed up at eleven o’clock and found Behramji and Bomanji quarreling. Baba 

pacified them, though he was disturbed to find them fighting in his absence. Frustrated, Baba 

declared, “From today, Sakya [one of the Mahars] will serve food to all and all must eat it without 

harboring any thought of caste or community. Those who don’t like it should leave Meherabad!” 

Thus on the pretext of being annoyed with Behramji and Bomanji, Baba administered the final 

touches to his work of eradicating all prejudicial differences of caste between his mandali. 

Baba’s order was a shock to the Hindu mandali and a meeting was called in the afternoon 

to review this new instruction. The Hindus were not happy at the prospect of being served by a 

low-caste person, but inwardly all were prepared to carry out Baba’s order. Only Kisan Master 

openly objected, but by dinnertime he also agreed to abide by Baba’s wish. Baba returned up the 

hill at 8:30. 

Awareness and understanding finally came to the Hindu mandali, as it dawned on them 

that to carry out the Master’s orders − to play games, sweep the floors, watch movies, clean the 

toilets — to do whatever he wished — was far superior to the highest religious rituals and 

ceremonies. They realized that except for the actions done according to his orders, everything else 

was a result of their sanskaric binding. The Mahars were now allowed to draw water out of the 

well, a point which previously had been particularly offensive to them and was the chief cause of 

their former opposition. 

For lower caste people to use the same well as Brahmins was something unheard of in India 

at the time. Although this work of the Master’s was on a relatively small scale, the repercussions 

of the inner work that he accomplished at Meherabad in these early years were felt all over India. 



Within a short time protests began throughout the country denouncing the ostracism of the lower 

classes. 

 

On Tuesday, 16 November 1926, Baba came down the hill around eleven o’clock. It was 

Ekadashi, a Hindu day of fasting, so Baba asked who among the Hindu mandali was intending to 

fast. Since only Kaka Shahane was willing, Baba decided that he himself would fast for all. Baba 

had not eaten any food since the previous afternoon. 

A discussion continued on their upcoming departure from Meherabad. Baba said that he 

was thinking of going to Bombay and Lonavla on 25 November and returning on 4 December. “I 

have been invited by Sadashiv Patil and Sailor to reside with the mandali near Chaturshringi in 

Poona,” he remarked. “But once I leave Meherabad, I think I will go to Poona, Bombay, Lonavla, 

and then on to Karachi.”317 

Baba then gave strange nicknames to some of the men: Boribunder (a Bombay locality); 

Bunder (monkey); Cylinder (of an engine); Dalindar (hopeless); Grinder; Plunder; Wonder; 

Sikandar (Alexander the Great); and others. He also gave himself a new nickname, Samandar, 

which means the ocean.318 

On 17 November, Baba came down from the hill late, at quarter to one, and then remained 

in lower Meherabad near the Table Cabin and slept there that night also. Jalebis were distributed 

that day in honor of the recent birth of Arjun’s son. At night, Baba overheard Pandoba remark that 

there was nothing important or worthwhile in the world, and Baba commented: 

That is quite true. Worldly affairs have no importance. To a Realized One, the whole world is less important 

than a dream. Even an intellectual giant and great poet like Shakespeare had not the slightest idea of even the 

shadow of Real Existence and Bliss. 

The original state of God is the sound sleep state. To attain Godhood means to enjoy this sound sleep while 

fully awake at the same time. Really, it cannot be described. Hafiz rightly says, “This world is nothing into 

nothing.” 

Baba came into the Makan at 6:00 A.M. on 19 November, and finding a few of the men 

still asleep, he had them doused with cold water! More meetings were held, along with the usual 

games of cricket and atya-patya. Sayyed Saheb returned to Nasik, and Memo and Dowla Masi went 

back to Poona. 

A week passed as the mandali made arrangements to leave Meherabad. On 24 November, 

Baba casually mentioned a new plan: “All the men and women mandali and the children can also 

accompany me if they are willing to stay with me under all circumstances. Regarding our return, 

nothing is definite. We will start for Lonavla tomorrow and after remaining there for some days go 

on to Bombay.” All were happy and readily agreed to accompany him. 

Every day since Baba’s return to Meherabad in January 1925, he had received many letters 

from his followers throughout India and the general public, most of which had been preserved. But 

that day, Baba ordered this huge collection of correspondence to be destroyed. Despite some of the 

mandali’s objections that it be preserved, the order was carried out and hundreds of letters were 

burned. 

Baba praised Gopal Swamy that day, and instructed him to continue observing silence. The 

next day the Swamy narrated a vision of Baba he had seen during the night. He saw an assembly 

of devas in the heavens standing in honor of some high divine official, who turned out to be Baba. 

Chanji noted in his diary that the mandali had found Gopal “to be very sincere, silent, obedient, 

and uncomplaining. This vision which he had seen of Shri Baba in the heavenly assembly on the 

 
317 Chaturshringi was the locality where Baba’s Poona Jhopdi had been located. 
318 One of the mandali had been rechristened Nervous also. 



eve of his departure from Meherabad indicated his love and faith in Baba, who indicated he would 

bestow his grace on such a sincere devotee as he.” 

Baba commented that there is another, higher form of seeing called sakar darshan or 

“darshan of the Master in form.” He revealed, “There is a member of my outer circle in America, 

who at this time is seeing me every day in this way. This American sees me in my usual pose and 

dress. He can also see me in this way whenever he likes.” 

Although all were busy packing on Thursday, 25 November 1926, the usual tea was held 

at Kaka Shahane’s house in the Family Quarters near Arangaon. Chanji, Masaji, and Afseri went 

to the train station in advance with the luggage. Although precautions had been taken to keep this 

journey a secret, people in Ahmednagar came to know about it and there was a huge crowd waiting 

on the station platform for Baba’s darshan. Baba avoided the crowd by going directly to Lonavla 

with the mandali in two large buses, deeply disappointing his devotees. 

 

There were more than 20 men and women with Baba at this time. Among those 

accompanying him were Behramji, Bhau Cheema, Chhagan, Dhake, Gulabsha, Gustadji, Jalbhai, 

Mohan, Padri, Pandoba, Pendu, Sailor, Shankarnath, Sidhu, Vishnu and Nadirsha. The women’s 

group consisted of Daulatmai, Mehera, Freiny, Naja, Small Khorshed and Big Khorshed. Before 

leaving Meherabad, Baba instructed Rustom to come to Lonavla once they were settled and bring 

the remaining few schoolchildren. 

Ramjoo and Ghani had hired a bungalow owned by a Bohra Muslim named Ibrahim two 

miles from Lonavla in the village of Walvan.319 The arrangements for Baba and the mandali were 

somehow not to Baba’s liking and he ordered everyone to leave immediately for Bombay. He 

himself, along with the women mandali, walked the distance to the railway station, but Ramjoo and 

Ghani prevailed upon him to return. 

Chanji, Masaji and Afseri arrived in the evening with the baggage and the first thing Baba 

asked them was whether they had eaten on the way. Chanji and Masaji admitted that they had, but 

Afseri hesitated and began speaking in an evasive manner. Baba caught him by the shirt and shook 

him fiercely.320 He turned to Masaji and Chanji and said, “My standing order was not to eat anything 

outside of Meherabad unless given permission. Why did you not comply with it?” 

Masaji spoke in their defense stating they had broken the order in good faith since they 

were under the impression that the order was canceled once they left Meherabad. Baba was furious 

and caught hold of him, shoving him so violently that he ripped Masaji’s clothing. He then lifted 

him up and threw him ten feet! The mandali standing nearby were astonished to see someone as 

lean and thin as Baba pick up and throw such a hefty man as Masaji. 

Chanji was not spared Baba’s wrath and he received a few sound slaps. Baba then ordered 

them to leave at once. After a while he called them back and seemed in a surprisingly good mood. 

Smiling, he asked, “Have you gotten an idea of my strength today?” The three men burst out 

laughing. Then Baba lovingly inquired, "Are any of you hurt?” No one was hurt, but Chanji had 

been so frightened that his pants were damp. 

Concerning the mandali’s diet, during their ten-day stay in Lonavla, Baba removed the 

restriction about their meals and allowed them to prepare any kind of vegetarian food they wished. 

After Baba completed writing his book, whenever he left Meherabad he took the 

manuscript with him, locked in a metal case. At one point, Afseri was deputed as “keeper of the 

book” and would have to carry the case wherever they went. It was kept near him at all times, even 

 
319 This bungalow at Walvan may have been the same one Baba occupied briefly at the end of November 

1923. 
320 Afseri was 6’5” tall and athletic, which gives an indication of Baba’s strength. 



while he slept. Baba would keep the key to the lock on his person, tied on a string around his neck. 

No one at that time had read anything of what Baba had written.321 

Baba commented on the contents of his book in Lonavla on 26 November 1926, when he 

saw Chanji typing his recent discourses: 

You find these explanations of mine very interesting, but they are nothing compared to what I have written in 

my book at Meherabad. Its 300 pages cover only short points, and when they are fully amplified and rewritten, 

the points will comprise several large volumes. It is full of secrets which no previous saint or Prophet has ever 

divulged. 

Later that day, several people arrived to see Baba: Barsoap, Chowdhary, Jamadar, and 

Sayyed Saheb came from Poona, and Memo came a few days later with Mani, Adi Jr. and Beheram. 

Waman the tailor joined the group from Ahmednagar. 

On the 27th, Baba and a few of the mandali took a drive to Khandala, a nearby tourist area. 

While returning, Baba pointed to Dr. Bhiwalkar’s Nature Cure Health Home, a private nursing 

home for “drugless healing” that Dr. R. Bhiwalkar, a follower, had recently opened. Baba signaled 

the car to be stopped and he asked the doctor if he could come inside for a tour. Dr. Bhiwalkar was 

thrilled. He had been informed that Baba was to pass his residence while going to Khandala so he 

had been waiting with his family to have a glimpse of Baba. Baba went into each room and even 

signed the visitor’s book. 

On Sunday morning, 28 November 1926, the son of the Walvan bungalow’s owner came 

with three of his friends and insisted on going toward the north side of the house where the women 

mandali were staying. Pesu tried to stop the young fellows, but they would not listen, apparently 

unaware that the premises had been leased for Baba’s use. The mandali gathered and explained the 

situation to them, but the intruders would not leave. The mandali surrounded them, barring their 

entry. The youngsters started abusing them and calling the mandali cowards. According to Baba’s 

instruction, the mandali were not allowed to raise a hand to teach these ruffians a lesson. But after 

another verbal confrontation, the teenagers left still grumbling and swearing at the mandali as they 

walked away. 

Baba had witnessed the scene from his room and, as soon as the boys left, he called the 

mandali outside for a game of marbles. The situation had been extremely tense and most of the men 

were seething with suppressed anger. But after playing for some time, Baba remarked, “If you men, 

who are always with me and who have listened to so many of my lectures, loose your temper and 

become angry when provoked, how can worldly people be blamed if they behave in the same way? 

They are ignorant! Brothers, let us forgive them their bad manners and rude behavior because they 

‘know not what they do.’ Despite their abuses and rash behavior, they will be benefited as they 

came within my bounds.” 

Until then the men’s resentment had not subsided, but Baba’s soothing words produced the 

desired effect and the mandali realized the truth behind them. 

While having tea on the verandah of the bungalow that day, Baba and the mandali were 

discussing shaving. One man said, “Shaving gives me a headache! It is such a nuisance. The more 

you shave your whiskers the more they grow. Instead of shaving them off, they should be plucked 

out! Then they won’t grow back.” 

Hearing this, Baba commented about sanskaras: 

It is the same with sanskaras. Every thought, word and action of a human being creates sanskaras. Good 

thoughts, words, and deeds create good sanskaras, and bad thoughts, words, and deeds create bad ones. But 

either way, sanskaras are being created. They can never be eliminated unless one is lucky enough to incur the 

grace of a guru and become Realized. 

 
321 Later, Baba once showed a few pages to Adi Sr. who afterward could not recall what he had read though 

Adi remembered it was written in different languages. 



Even the great yogis with their years of penances — even those who have reached the sixth plane — are unable 

to rid themselves of their sanskaric impressions. What they can do during meditation and samadhi is to stop the 

production and growth of new sanskaras. But what of the past store of sanskaras accumulated for years and 

ages? They remain. Even a great yogi [of the fourth plane] cannot destroy them with all his might and powers. 

They can only be destroyed by the grace of a God-realized Master who destroys them by uprooting the mind 

and making a person Realized. 

When such great yogis cannot manage to destroy their past sanskaras, what of you ordinary human beings? It is 

for this reason that a Persian poet has said: “If you ask my advice I would say, ‘Do nothing.’ And if you do 

anything, do it without caring about the result.” 

Over the ages, you have collected a mixture of good and bad sanskaras, like the black and white hairs on one’s 

head and beard. Yogis can erase sanskaras superficially as done when shaving, but a Sadguru can root them out 

completely; and when they are plucked out permanently, advancement on the Path is possible. All sanskaras 

must be eradicated in the mind so that they may not reproduce again. 

So to stop the creation of new sanskaras and to destroy the past ones, have the company and sahavas of a guru 

who is Realized. A guru who is God-conscious is like a living furnace, burning away everything — good, bad, 

past, and present — all sanskaras. 

Baba gave many explanations that day. At one point, Baba asked the men to imagine that 

the room in which they were seated represented the seventh plane and the six steps at the front of 

the bungalow represented the six planes. Asking everyone to stand up, Baba then led the mandali 

outside. He sat down at the bottom of the steps. With his back to the steps and facing the opposite 

direction, he said: 

Ordinary people always look towards the neighboring bungalow, the scenery all around, not knowing what 

store of eternal Knowledge, Bliss, and Power lay at their back. Such worldly people are so enraptured and 

entangled in the clutches of maya that they do not even think about what is at their back [the room], much less 

care to make any sincere endeavors to know or realize it. Hence they are always groping in the dark, grasping 

the shadow, and losing the substance. 

Yogis, to a certain limited extent, come to know of the false existence of this universe, and, because of their 

past sanskaras, they renounce the world and do not care to look in the direction that ordinary people look. The 

yogis turn their eyes away from maya with an extreme longing to see what lies in this other direction. This 

turning towards the real Truth, and the combination of their longing with their sincere efforts and exertions, 

enable them to make some progress — which takes the form of the acquisition of some knowledge and 

experience of the planes through which they rise step by step, just as we do here. 

With these words Baba turned and began to climb, step by step. 

Eventually, after tremendous trials and untold difficulties, they succeed in rising, at the most, to the sixth plane, 

from which point they see the real Truth, the Fountain of Light Eternal — just as we from the sixth step can 

now see into the room, which, as you recall, represents the Satchitanand [seventh plane] state. The sixth step, 

or the sixth plane, is the limit for such yogis. They must be satisfied with only the seeing of the Truth. From 

this point, they can’t proceed further through their own efforts, as they did up until now. They can proceed only 

by the grace of the Sadguru who has experienced and realized that Truth, who has not only seen but become 

one with the Truth, and who has again been able to come down from that exalted state for the sake of the duty 

of making others experienced as he himself is and for the sake of enabling them to become one with that Light 

and Truth. Such, then, is the limit of what the yogi can achieve. 

On 29 November, Baba went to visit the Meher Flour Mill at Talegaon owned by Ghani 

and Ramjoo. Jalbhai, Behramji, Arjun and Gustadji went with him, and they returned to Lonavla 

at noon. 

During the outing, they had driven past the Lohagen and Visapur Forts, near the village of 

Karla. Baba remarked that the area had been “Shivaji’s playground.” Later, about the circle, Baba 

revealed: 

When a man or woman dies, he or she takes another human form in the next birth. This form is quite dissimilar 

from the previous form. Even in hundreds and thousands of births, no two human forms assumed by any one 

soul are similar. But even this has an exception. A person who enters a Sadguru’s circle has a similar form and 

the same sex at the time of God-realization as he or she had when he or she first entered the circle. 



After a person becomes a member of the circle, he or she attains Realization in 100 or 200 years. During this 

period, according to their prarabdhas — the spending of the remaining sanskaras after coming into the circle 

— a person may have to take one, two, three, or four more births. But when the time comes for Realization, the 

person’s form is similar and the sex the same as when he or she first came into the circle. 

The seed of my present circle was laid nearly 400 years ago at the time of Shivaji. Swami Ramdas, the guru of 

Shivaji and one of the five Perfect Masters of the time, laid the seed of the new spiritual circle-to-be. In exactly 

the same way, I have now laid the seeds of the new circle-to-be which will be completely manifested 400 to 

500 years from now. 

The human forms which the Master and the members of the circle take during their manifestation are similar 

and of the same sex as they had at the time when the seed was sown. For example, I have a similar stature now 

when I am manifested as that of Shivaji when the seed for this present circle was sown. My present form is 

similar to Shivaji’s in features and build. 

Behramji is the duplicate of Afzal Khan [an enemy general killed by Shivaji]. In the same way, all the present 

members of my circle are exactly as they were during Shivaji’s time. 

Babu Cyclewalla wished to entertain Baba with a concert and was permitted to bring a 

singer from Poona. That afternoon, when the man was singing, two sadhus arrived unexpectedly 

whom Baba lovingly welcomed. In the middle of the program, Baba stopped the singing and gave 

a long discourse: 

To believe in God and say that God exists is not hypocrisy, but to say “I am God” without the Realization is 

absolute hypocrisy. All faith is based on intellect, and there can be no faith without intellectual conviction. 

Things beyond the intellect cannot be understood by or through the intellect, which is finite and limited. 

Before trying to grasp the Beyond, or trying to get an intellectual idea of it, one must first acknowledge that the 

state of the Beyond is, that it does absolutely exist. That is, so to speak, the data of the theorem; the first step 

before one can approach the Infinite and Boundless. For example, we do not know Who or where God is, or 

whether He really exists or not. However, to understand or to have an idea of God and His works, as explained 

in religious books and by the wise, we must first take it for granted and believe that He is, that such a Superior 

Being as God does exist. With that beginning and trust in Him, start in search of Him. 

The people of the world, the masses, do not really believe in the existence of God. They merely fear God as 

some unknown, mighty Being, Who rewards the good and worthy and punishes the wicked. And it is this 

punishment of hell created by God that they fear more than God Himself; for if they really believed in Him — 

in His existence — and were afraid of Him, their behavior would be quite different from what it is today — 

dishonest, selfish, deceitful and wicked. If they really felt afraid of God, they would be ever alert not to do 

anything that would displease Him, or that He would not like. If they really trusted in God and believed in His 

existence, they would at once begin looking for Him and would never rest until they found Him. For when love 

for Him comes, fear of Him vanishes. And when that love reaches its zenith, the lover finds that he himself is 

the Beloved. 

No progress on this Path is possible if a person is an atheist and does not believe in the existence of God. If all 

people were to follow atheism, there would not be any progress on the road to Truth. But being inwardly a 

disbeliever and outwardly showing oneself to be a believer is the lowest form of hypocrisy. The belief that is 

gained through intellectual knowledge given by one who is Realized is devoid of any hypocrisy, and such a 

belief is a help in advancing toward the Goal. 

Throughout his life, Baba was rigorously hygienic and keenly observant that all his 

personal things be kept clean and in order. On 30 November, Baba was served tea from a kettle that 

was not properly soldered. Baba was furious about it. He had the tea thrown away and reprimanded 

the mandali at length: 

You must always be extremely careful about cleanliness in all matters, especially about my food and drink. For 

me, cleanliness and uncleanliness are the same and make no difference, but one or the other should be observed 

perfectly. If you want me to remain clean, then you should pay the greatest possible attention in keeping my 

food, water, and clothes thoroughly clean. Otherwise, if I start appearing dirty, I will be so dirty that people 

would think twice before approaching me! I can live in the filthiest ways, in totally unhygienic surroundings, 

which you people would never be able to do. So remember this. 

Five more of the mandali arrived at Lonavla that day. After dinner, Baba played cards with 

the mandali, and the losers were made to do several deep knee bends in quick succession. 



On Wednesday, 1 December 1926, Rustom arrived in Lonavla with the twelve remaining 

children of the school and the rest of the Meherabad residents. The next day, however, the students 

were sent back to Ahmednagar with Nisal. Baba directed Nisal to look after them as if they were 

his own. Nisal was to be their guardian so they could continue their education at boarding schools 

in Ahmednagar. Baba informed Nisal that he would bear all the necessary expenses and directed 

him to contact the parents to make certain they agreed. 

That night, Ghani’s brother, Abdur Rehman, entertained Baba and the group with his fine 

singing. 

 

Meherabad Region 

 

 

Arjun fell critically ill during the stay at Lonavla and was taken to Dr. Bhiwalkar’s nursing 

home. Baba visited him there and urged the doctor to spare nothing in treating him. Bhiwalkar, 

knowing Arjun’s deep love for the Master, began wholeheartedly looking after him. Baba showed 

his love for Arjun by visiting him often at the hospital; and though there was a large gathering for 

darshan on 3 and 4 December, Baba took a break to visit Arjun and to give detailed instructions to 

Dr. Bhiwalkar about his care. 

After staying in Lonavla for ten days, Baba decided to take the afternoon train to Bombay 

with the mandali on Sunday, 5 December 1926. A house for him at Santa Cruz (a northern suburb) 

had been arranged through a Bombay devotee, Mr. Ramdas, who had met Baba at Meherabad in 

1925. Before departing, Baba again consulted with Ghani and Dr. Bhiwalkar, giving final 

instructions for Arjun’s care. Karim and Waman Subnis were ordered to stay behind to nurse him, 

and bring him to Bombay when he recovered. Baba visited Arjun at the Health Home one final 



time; he gave him a last kiss and then left. No one knew that by that final kiss the book containing 

Arjun’s story was being torn to pieces, as Arjun’s life was transformed into Existence! 

Baba and the mandali reached Dadar railway station at five o’clock. Since it was the 

religious holiday of Amawasya (and a Sunday), Naval and Mr. Ramdas were not able to arrange 

transportation for the group to their lodgings.322 Finally, a victoria was hired and Baba went in the 

horse-drawn carriage with a few of the mandali to the bungalow. The women proceeded to Santa 

Cruz in a local train with Naval. 

Meanwhile at the train station, Behramji asked the men to take the bulky and heavy 

baggage to an opposite platform far away to catch a local train. This was an arduous task 

considering the number of pieces they had with them. A crowd gathered to stare at this unlikely 

group of coolies. The railway authorities and then the police arrived and insisted they remove the 

luggage quickly as it was obstructing traffic. A trolley was hired and the luggage was loaded on it, 

but while crossing the tracks, one of its wheels got caught. Two trains were fast approaching so all 

exerted their utmost to free the wheel and move the trolley. They just managed to free the cart as 

the trains steamed by. It was a dangerous situation and all took Baba’s name throughout. With great 

difficulty, they reached Ramdas’ bungalow at 10:30 that night, extremely fatigued. 

The next day, Baba set forth the schedule he wished them to follow during their stay in 

Bombay. They were all to rise at six and retire at night by ten o’clock. In the morning they should 

have milk tea and bread; for lunch, rice and dal; milk tea again in the afternoon; and for dinner, a 

vegetable dish and bread. 

Gopal Swamy and Mohan arrived in the evening, while Sailor Mama left for Poona, and 

Sayyed Saheb came for an interview. Nisal had also returned, after transferring care of the boys to 

Kaka Shahane. 

After a few days, on 10 December 1926, Baba explained to the men that they would have 

to find work for themselves. He stated, “Lack of regular work or activity will spoil your health, as 

well as create apathy for the work in the future, which will prove a hindrance to me.” At first the 

men discussed finding employment in teashops or factories, but Gulabsha and Afseri suggested that 

they work at their residence making matchboxes as the Andheri Match Factory was nearby and 

work was given out on a piecemeal basis. Baba agreed, but added that if that work was not available, 

at least twelve of the mandali would have to work at some other occupation − even as coolies, if no 

other work could be found. 

Gulabsha, Afseri and Behramji went to the match factory, and materials were bought to 

make 1,000 matchboxes with labels. The work began the next morning. Since no one was familiar 

with this type of work, making the matchboxes was slow at first. Baba had instructed that they 

should learn how to make them in two days. He himself joined in their labors, introducing a serious 

note to the tedious tasks. 

On 12 December, Baba remarked, “Eight thousand matchboxes should be ready daily; 

otherwise, you should seek some other job.” The men requested that Baba allow them to continue 

the work, and he consented. He directed Afseri and two others to go to the factory daily to bring 

the materials needed to complete the work, and to return with the finished products. Baba stipulated 

that they must walk both ways. 

Adi Sr. came to see Baba from Ahmednagar on the 11th, and Arjun’s brother Bala also 

came from Poona. He was instructed to go to Lonavla and relieve Karim and Waman Subnis, as 

Arjun’s condition was not improving, despite the best possible care being given. 

Memo, Adi Jr. and Mani came to see Baba in Bombay. He would play with his twelve-

year-old brother and eight-year-old sister and enjoy their sweet conversation. 

 
322 Amawasya is a moonless night when bathing, prayer and fasting are observed. 



 

While in Bombay, Baba held an open discussion about their future itinerary. Persia, 

Benares, Ajmer, Nasik and Talegaon were suggested as possible destinations. All preferred 

Talegaon (near Lonavla), and a letter was sent to Ramjoo to make the necessary arrangements. 

On Monday, 13 December 1926, Nadirsha left for Poona and Mohan left for Kolhapur. The 

following day, Karim and Subnis arrived in Santa Cruz and reported that Arjun’s health had 

worsened and he was in critical condition. At midnight, Baba took a walk to the seashore with Adi 

Sr. and Afseri. The following evening from 5:30 until 8:00 he went for a drive with Sarosh, 

Behramji, Jalbhai, Pendu and Naval. 

On 16 December, Kaka Shahane arrived from Ahmednagar to meet Baba. On the 18th, 

Gopal Swamy, Martand, Rajaram and Waman Subnis left for their respective homes, and Gulmai 

and Adi returned to Khushru Quarters. On Sunday, 19 December, Baba went to see Munshiji for a 

few hours, with Gustadji, Behramji, Jalbhai, Naval and Pesu. Memo, Adi Jr. and Mani left for 

Poona that morning. 

Unusual news was received from Poona that there were great throngs of people surrounding 

Hazrat Babajan every day. The ancient woman had become very active and welcomed the crowds, 

who usually gathered around her under a giant tree in Bund Gardens. She was also frequently 

making herself conspicuous by riding about the city in a tonga. 

Hearing this, Baba remarked, “This is the sign of Babajan’s dropping her body, and I should 

now be as near to her boundary of work as I possibly can.” He reminded the mandali that when Sai 

Baba was about to expire in 1918, Upasni Maharaj returned to Sakori (three miles from Shirdi), 

abruptly canceling the remaining part of his visit to Bengal. 

All day and night on 20 and 21 December, many new persons from Bombay were 

welcomed at Ramdas’ house for Baba’s darshan. During this occasion, Baba expressed a wish to 

move to Poona, and an influential Bombay devotee, Khan Bahadur B. D. Pudumjee, happily agreed 

to Baba’s request to stay in his bungalow at Sinhagad, and awaited Baba’s final decision.323 

Baba had sent Bala Supekar to Lonavla to attend to his brother Arjun, and Vishnu was sent 

also on the 19th. Ghani sent Baba daily reports about Arjun’s deteriorating health; his blood pressure 

had risen and there was partial paralysis.324 Concerned, Dr. Bhiwalkar brought in a specialist, Dr. 

Nanji, to treat Arjun, but his condition did not look hopeful, and Arjun seemed to be in a “dazed 

condition.” At five o’clock in the morning of Wednesday, 22 December 1926, Arjun breathed his 

last, remembering Baba to the end. This simple owner of a tobacco shop in Kasba Peth had 

surrendered his life to his favorite customer and served him with all his heart until the end. 

Arjun was only 31 years old and the father of a newborn son. Although he had had some 

recent stomach problems, none of the mandali thought he would die and they were deeply saddened. 

Receiving Ghani’s telegram about Arjun’s death, Baba remarked to the mandali, “From my 

standpoint, it is good that he died. He was seeing me in my real form for three days before his 

demise, and he is now with me. He has been given a great [spiritual] push.” Baba sent Ghani a 

 
323 Boman Dorab Pudumjee, 60, was from a prominent Poona family that had started the Deccan Paper 

Mills, one of the first paper mills in the country. The family also owned a bank, an ice factory and a cotton 

mill. For many years, Pudumjee worked in the government mint at Bombay and became its chief “bullion 

keeper” (treasurer). In appreciation of his services, the government conferred on him the title of Khan 

Bahadur upon his retirement in 1920. An honorary magistrate, Pudumjee was active in civic affairs and 

later served for several terms as the President of the Poona Municipal Council.  
324 Perhaps Arjun had a stroke.  



telegram, giving instructions concerning the last rites. Accordingly, Ghani took Arjun’s body to 

Poona where his funeral was held.325 

On the day Arjun died, Dr. Bhiwalkar came personally to Bombay by car to convey to 

Baba a detailed report of Arjun’s final hours. When Bhiwalkar arrived, before he could say 

anything, Baba asked him, “What was Dr. Nanji’s fee?” 

Dr. Bhiwalkar was astonished at this question and when Baba asked the reason, he said, 

“Baba, you are Master; you know everything! Nothing is hidden from you. Of this I am fully 

convinced. The fact is that just before my departure from Lonavla, Dr. Nanji asked me about his 

fee, and no sooner do I set foot here than you question me about it. I was hesitant to mention it to 

you as I have come to apprise you of Arjun’s last days.” He then told Baba the details of Arjun’s 

demise. Baba was very pleased with his loving care of Arjun to the end and had Dr. Nanji’s charges 

remitted by money order. 

The desired bungalow could not be arranged in Talegaon by Ramjoo. In the meantime, on 

23 December, Rustom arrived from Ahmednagar and suggested that Baba return to Meherabad. 

Baba surprised the mandali by accepting Rustom’s proposal and accordingly preparations began 

for their return. “It was the last place that anybody in the mandali ever expected to go back to,” 

Chanji wrote in his diary. The matchbox work was stopped, sparing Afseri the bothersome task of 

carrying the basket of matches on his head every day. 

At ten o’clock at night on 24 December, after a stay of 20 days in Bombay, Baba with the 

men and women mandali left for Ahmednagar by the Delhi Express (train), reaching Meherabad 

the next morning at nine o’clock. As soon as they had settled in, news was brought in the afternoon 

that Dr. Karkal, who had managed the hospital, had died of pneumonia. Thus within a month of 

leaving Meherabad, two of Baba’s close disciples, Arjun and Dr. Karkal, had come to Baba. 

 

 

6: LOVE IS WEEPING 

At Meherabad, the Master began staying in his Jhopdi again. The men mandali took up 

residence in the Mess Quarters, and the women stayed in the Post Office. Each person was given a 

specific duty. A boys’ school was reestablished on 31 December 1926. Since the Hazrat Babajan 

School had been dismantled and the men mandali now occupied the Mess Quarters, the new school 

was opened in the Family Quarters at Arangaon where the Shahane family had formerly lived. 

Pandoba, Ramchandra Gadekar, and Nisal were appointed as teachers by Baba. 

Two other boys also were admitted to the school at this time. Ramchandra Bapu Kale, 50, 

was an engineer in Dhulia and Kaka Shahane’s wife’s maternal uncle.326 He had first met Baba at 

Meherabad six months earlier in May. (He had met Sai Baba and Narayan Maharaj also.) Kale was 

so overwhelmingly drawn to Baba that he sent two of his sons, Babu, fifteen, and Murli, thirteen, 

to study in the school. A few years later, he himself came to stay with Baba in Meherabad and was 

affectionately known as Kalemama (Uncle Kale).327 

On 31 December, Baba gave his last handwritten discourse: 

Love is all pervading in the universe but the types of love differ. The love in inanimate things in creation is 

mere attraction — like in a magnet. In the animal kingdom there is love among animals and birds, but it is 

passionate, full of desires and carnal. Carnality signifies bodily wants — eating, drinking, procreation, and fear. 

Suppose a tiger pounces on a deer, kills and eats it; this is also love, but it is of the lowest type. Consider to 

what mean level love descends in an animal that is hungry and wants to satisfy its hunger by killing another 

 
325 Fifteen years later, when Sidhu’s epileptic son went into a coma and died in Bangalore in May 1941, 

Baba said that the boy had been Arjun, who was now with him again. (Donkin’s diary, 19 May 1941.) 
326 Kale is pronounced KA-lay. 
327 Babu Kale’s real name was Shridhar, and his brother Murli’s was Murlidhar. 



innocent animal. And consider also to what length the lover (tiger) haunts his beloved (the victim, the deer) by 

following it stealthily. 

In human beings, love is also sometimes passionate. If a person is hungry, he first thinks of a favorite dish; his 

mouth waters and he longs to eat it. If sweet laddoos are there, the person wants to fill his stomach to his throat. 

This is called “laddoo love.” Once he is satisfied and his stomach is bloated, he is finished. One or two good 

belches and no hunger and no more laddoo love. There are people whose desire for name and fame or money 

surpasses their reason, so much so that they lack hunger and sleep. Thus greed too means a type of love — 

money-love, name-and-fame-love, greatness-love. This is not the case with animals. 

But a true hero longs intensely for the nectar of divine love and he is an exception. Such pure love is not found 

in the ordinary run of mankind. This love is not inborn; it is given and imparted by a Master. 

Love is therefore one, but it is of several kinds. The lowest is attraction. It develops with progress in evolution 

and transforms into real love, which is like a stream flowing silent, serene, passionless, eternal, perfect and 

pure. Divine love is the highest of all, but it is not silent. It has terrible longing; it is not peaceful. The winds of 

evolution, reincarnation and involution blow the stream of attraction through the inanimate world, turning it 

into a river in the animal and human kingdom, and finally transforming it into an ocean of divine love upon 

Realization. 

On Saturday, 1 January 1927, Baba received many New Year’s greeting cards, including 

one from an American in Telluride, Colorado, named Joseph Nathan Oldenburg. Born in Illinois, 

Oldenburg, 54, was of Irish/German descent and at one time, had been the pastor of a Catholic 

church. He wrote several letters to Baba from 1928 to 1931, although there is no record as to how 

he learned of him.328 Oldenburg may have been one of the first contacts from America. 

Babu Cyclewalla wrote at this time, describing Babajan’s recent ill health. She was very 

weak, he stated, and could not get up from her seat, even to answer nature’s call. Baba remarked: 

“These old folks are very stiff.” 

A year and a half had passed since the Master began his silence. At a meeting at 2:00 P.M., 

he wrote this message: “I intend to stop writing from tomorrow. It is not definite when I will resume 

writing or speaking. I may start again after some days, some months or even some years. It all 

depends on Babajan.” 

Reports were read from the paper about recent Mohammedan efforts to convert as many 

Hindus as possible. Baba commented: 

All this present communal humdrum in India is the result of the internal work of the present-day Perfect 

Masters, which the world does not understand. This work is invisible, but it will set the entire country at 

loggerheads in the near future. Although at present the atmosphere appears calm [despite the recent murder of a 

prominent Hindu], a time will come when, in a moment, things will take a very serious turn − even over the 

slightest cause — and then nothing will be able to check or control it. 

Because everything appears calm and quiet here [at Meherabad], does not mean that there is no work going on. 

Spiritual workings can never be imagined, much less gauged, from outward signs, which are few and again 

impossible to be grasped by ordinary men. 

Baba then gave this simile: 

The electric powerhouse where all the electricity is generated is always comparatively dark, desolate, and 

deserted, while at a theater, the dazzling light produced by the powerhouse turns the night into day, and attracts 

a gay, lively crowd. Because the powerhouse is in relative darkness does not mean that there is no power there. 

So you must all stick to the Powerhouse [the Master]. 

In the evening Baba asked, “Who is ready to keep watch at night outside the Jhopdi?” 

Many expressed their willingness, despite the winter cold, but Baba chose Masaji and Shankarnath 

for this duty. A few days before, when one of the mandali complained about the low temperatures 

 
328 Oldenburg’s letter to Baba in April 1931 was sent from Holly, Colorado. In 1935, Oldenburg traveled to 

India, but there is no record of him having met Baba. 



at Meherabad, Baba joked, “I will ask the cold to subside.” Strangely, it did turn warmer for a few 

days. 

From Sunday, 2 January, Baba ceased writing completely and began conveying his 

thoughts and feelings through hand gestures or by pointing to different English alphabet letters in 

the newspaper. Up to this time, because of Baba’s animated nature, the mandali had almost 

forgotten that he was silent. But when Baba stopped writing, they became keenly aware of it once 

again. 

Rustom arrived in his new Hudson automobile and took Baba for a drive. Cricket was 

played in the evening. The Gujarati arti was performed that night at nine. From then on, Baba 

ordered it to be sung every night. He fasted and did not eat or drink anything the whole day. 

Barsoap had been among the visitors to Lonavla recently, but he hadn’t stayed long. As 

Chanji described it: “Barsoap caused great trouble to Baba with his obstinacy in not leaving for 

Poona as per Baba’s orders, and also assuming a sense of ‘supernatural understanding.’ Baba 

displayed great patience and forbearance in dealing with him. Barsoap’s pig-headedness in 

interpreting Baba’s instructions, obeying them whenever it suited his whims and disregarding them 

if they were against his own inclinations, made almost all the mandali disgusted with him. But Shri 

[Baba] remained quite calm and collected in spite of it all.” 

Barsoap came to Meherabad from Poona on 3 January and caused a further disturbance by 

trying to extract Rs.5,000 from Baba. Barsoap even claimed that Babajan had sent him for this 

purpose. Seated alone with him on the verandah, Baba patiently explained for hours to him his own 

predicament of being short of funds, and reminded him of the promise all the mandali had given, 

not to ask for anything either spiritual or material from Baba, but Barsoap would not listen. Baba 

then directed the mandali to deal with him and he went inside the hall of the Mess Quarters. When 

Barsoap tried to follow, the mandali prevented him. He strode off angrily and sat under a tree by 

the road. 

Inside the hall, Baba discussed his concern about Barsoap with the mandali. Chhagan, who 

had been appointed Baba’s orderly the previous day, had neglected to remove the slate, chalk and 

other writing materials beside Baba’s seat, which he should have done according to Baba’s order 

the previous day. Suddenly, Baba scribbled something on the slate. Moments later, he reminded 

Chhagan that he had announced his desire to stop writing and was furious with him for having 

forgotten to remove the writing materials. Baba then stormed out of the hall and locked himself in 

the Jhopdi, remaining there the rest of the day. A boy named Bhiwa served as his attendant. 

When Baba began keeping silence, it was generally thought that he would make a mistake 

eventually and some words would escape from his lips. But this had not happened, even once. Yet 

within two days of his ceasing to write, there was a slip on his part because of the disturbing 

confrontation with Barsoap and Chhagan’s negligence. 

Sitting alone for some time, Barsoap realized his folly and sent word to Baba to forgive 

him. Baba called him to the Jhopdi and forgave him, presenting him with Rs.100. However, he 

informed Barsoap that from then on he would have no connection with him and that he should not 

come to see him. Barsoap left and never saw Meher Baba again.329 

The following day, 4 January, while explaining about creation, Baba quoted this couplet: 

I am That which began 

Out of me, world and man! 

He added, "It is I who began it all; from me God, man and the whole world sprung forth.” 

Baba then composed this poem: 

 
329 Despite Barsoap’s disobedience, years later his name was included in a list of departed disciples 

(dictated by Baba) for a Memorial Tower at Meherabad. 



Life on my sources 

First drifted and swam. 

Out of me all the forces 

That save it or damn! 

Out of me, men and women, 

And birds and beasts. 

Before God, was I. 

Beside and above me 

Nowhere is there to go. 

Love or unlove me, 

Unknow me or know. 

I am that which unloves me and loves. 

I am that which is stricken 

And I am the blow! 

After he stopped writing, when Baba wished to express himself, initially he would pick up 

a newspaper and point to the appropriate letters or words. But as this method was found to be 

cumbersome and time-consuming, Chanji typed the English alphabet in capital letters on a piece of 

paper which Baba began using. This being too small, Pendu suggested to Vishnu to make a larger 

chart of the alphabet for Baba to dictate from. 

The chart was first written in block letters on paper, then later on cardboard, and eventually 

the alphabet was painted on a small wooden board. Baba began using the board from Friday, 7 

January 1927 and, according to his wish, the numbers 0 to 9 were added. Through this alphabet 

board, Baba's silence began speaking once again. Baba’s fingers would move so speedily over the 

letters that there was no break in his conversation. Age observed, “His fingers danced to a divine 

tune, and the flow of words was like the flow of a crystal current.” 

On the morning of 11 January, Baba visited Kaka Shahane’s house in Ahmednagar. Then 

he visited the homes of several other devotees, Raya Sakhare, Chintaman Rao, Laxman Chaudhri, 

and Adi Sr. and Gulmai at Khushru Quarters. Many came for darshan and thus, his local followers 

learned of Baba’s recent return to Meherabad. Baba also went to the photo studios of Gulabchand 

Maganlal Shah and sat for a portrait.330 He returned to Meherabad at three o’clock. The men 

mandali who had accompanied him had eaten so much, they were instructed to fast for the rest of 

the day, while those who remained at Meherabad were given sweets and other snacks Baba had 

brought back with him. 

The next morning, Baba left for Poona with Rustom, Behramji, Padri, Jalbhai, Pesu, 

Daulatmai, and Mehera. In Poona, he ate lunch at Abdulla Jaffer’s and then went to see Memo, 

Bobo, Mani and his brothers at Baba House. Later, he visited Sadashiv Patil’s house in Kasba Peth, 

above the former toddyshop, where many followers came for his darshan. 

Daulatmai and Mehera had been taken to Poona as Daulatmai wished to donate her 

property to Baba and some of it was in Mehera’s name. Rustom escorted them to the Poona 

Registrar’s office, where Mehera signed the required legal documents. Baba and all returned to 

Meherabad the same night after a few flat tires on the way. 

During this period, the mandali had been instructed to meditate for one hour every morning. 

However, at 2:00 P.M. on 14 January, Baba addressed them, “It is not good to remain idle at 

Meherabad without work. A person must be occupied in one way or another.” Baba invited 

suggestions about the type of work they should do in their spare time, but no recommendations 

were forthcoming. Baba asked if all would accept his suggestion, and they agreed. Baba then 

ordered them to meditate for three hours each morning. Hearing this, Pendu blurted out, “Baba, 

even to meditate for one hour is very difficult for me. How will I be able to do it for three hours?” 

 
330 The photograph turned out well and became one of Baba’s favorites of himself. He would often give a 

print to different close lovers to be placed in their homes. 



This reply annoyed Baba and Pendu was ordered to leave Meherabad, but after further discussion, 

the order was rescinded. 

Dhake moved back to Meherabad on the 15th and began staying with the mandali. 

Although he still harbored doubts about Meher Baba’s divine stature, three events were to make a 

deep impression on him. One day Baba found a chatti, an earthen pot for drinking water, uncovered. 

He made all stand in a line and angrily asked them, “Why did you break my order? Who will be 

responsible when worms are found in the water? What will happen if one of the children dies from 

drinking our water?” As a punishment, Baba began striking each of the mandali with a stick. Dhake 

was also standing in line and was afraid that “the excitable Irani nature in Baba” would forget his 

promise not to beat him, which Baba had made in 1925 when he accepted Dhake as a teacher. Baba 

moved down the line giving a stroke to each of the mandali in turn, but when he faced Dhake, he 

just smiled — and Baba’s smile embraced him. The next moment, Baba continued down the line 

and was as stern as ever. Dhake thought to himself, “Baba is after all Baba — a Master. No one 

else could display such a blissful smile in the middle of a tirade.” 

Dhake witnessed another event which impressed him. A Hindu from Kerala came for 

Baba’s darshan and related, “I have come from Benares on pilgrimage and due to unfortunate 

circumstances, I am now penniless. According to my religion, I have to provide a feast to the 

Brahmins as soon as my pilgrimage ends. Last night, as I lay on the Ahmednagar railway platform, 

I was worrying over this problem. I fell asleep and God appeared in my dream and directed me to 

go to Meherabad ashram where Meher Baba would fulfill my needs. I woke up elated and for this 

reason I have humbly come to you today, begging you to contribute toward fulfilling my religious 

responsibilities.” 

Baba replied, “What you say is true. It is obligatory to feed the Brahmins after a pilgrimage 

in accordance with the tenets of Hinduism. But last night I too saw God in my dream. And He told 

me that today a lying rogue would come trying to extract money and deceive me. He instructed that 

I should not pay him a penny, but beat him and send him running!” 

Hearing this, the man was dumbfounded and knew he had been caught in his deception. 

Although Baba was not touching money since adopting his silence, he nevertheless called Behramji 

and had him hand the man some rupee notes. Taking the money, the man was about to depart when 

Baba sternly reminded him, “Remember, God loves honesty. Nothing is hidden from God.” 

Meanwhile, Dhake wondered why Baba had given the man money when he knew he was 

dishonest. Baba explained, “The man knew I was aware of his deception and he will always 

remember what happened here today. He will never forget that Meher Baba gave him money 

despite seeing through him. Why did I do it? So that the next time he tries to swindle someone, he 

will remember me, desist and improve.” The wisdom of the Master’s actions touched Dhake deeply. 

Baba then conveyed to the mandali: “All are one and this oneness is completely indivisible. 

If you love me as I should be loved, I will make you experience that oneness.” 

Afterward the mandali took Baba’s darshan, bending down and touching his feet. Dhake 

was hesitant to bow to an Irani, believing there could be no benefit in it, but then he thought, “What 

harm is there in taking Baba’s darshan?” With these conflicting thoughts, he slowly approached 

Baba. As soon as Baba looked up at him, Dhake burst into tears. All doubts were forgotten and he 

fell at Baba’s feet. Baba signaled the mandali to help Dhake stand up. Afterward Dhake wondered 

how his skeptical mind had changed, how he had become so convinced of the divinity of Meher 

Baba. 

 

After Baba’s return to Meherabad, the regular public darshan programs on Sundays and 

Thursdays began again, drawing huge crowds. The darshan programs were highlighted with the 

singing of bhajans and kirtans by Bhau Saheb Wanjari and others. Age observed, “The echo of the 

Song at Meherabad was louder than ever!” 



While dictating some information to Nusserwan Satha during a darshan on Sunday, 16 

January 1927, Baba suddenly indicated, “I will have to dig a pit three to four feet deep tomorrow.” 

Baba quickly changed the subject and began relating other matters, so Nusserwan and the others 

did not follow the meaning of his remark. 

But the next day, an old blind Muslim named Wazir, who had been given shelter at 

Meherabad recently, died. Now the meaning of Baba’s words became clear. The last rites for the 

Muslim were performed in Baba’s presence. The body was washed and covered with Baba’s own 

sheet, and Baba helped shoulder the bier and carry it to the grave. As the body was lowered, Baba 

asked Karim to recite namaz-prayers. Baba instructed that all his clothes, meager belongings and 

the bier be burnt, and that the mandali wash their face and hands with soap. 

“Breezes,” as the mandali euphemistically referred to disagreements at Meherabad, were a 

daily occurrence, either between two of the mandali (Pesu and Behramji often) or between the 

mandali and Baba. Occasionally there were also “storms.” Once such storm swept through 

Meherabad on 19 January when, at a meeting of the mandali to discuss Baba’s upcoming birthday 

arrangements, disagreements arose between them. Behramji later lost his temper and had to be 

placated by Baba for two hours at the Jhopdi. 

The next afternoon, Baba convened another meeting and stated, “I am very disappointed 

with you all over your recent careless tone of speech and attitude in doing things. I do not wish to 

keep anyone near me. It is better if you all go back to your homes. I am not going to force anyone 

to be with me. I'll go where I like and be quite happy to remain alone.” 

Baba fixed the date and time for everyone’s departure. Rustom was sent to make all the 

necessary train reservations. The mandali became nervous and frightened, and they sought Baba’s 

pardon for any indiscretion on their part, pleading with him to allow them to remain. 

He accepted their plea on the following conditions: 

All of you should remain with me until I break my silence. I will break my silence whenever I like and no one 

should hope for or anticipate the time when I will break it. It might be after a day, a year, or a decade. In the 

meantime, none of you staying with me should ask me for money under any circumstances. 

When the mandali had accepted these conditions, Baba called for sandalwood and ordered 

a fire to be built. He directed them to take an oath of acceptance, symbolized by putting a piece of 

sandalwood into the fire, which they did. In this way, Baba forgave them and they renewed their 

surrenderance to his cause. 

Rustom had arrived by this time and found everything back to normal. After the ceremony, 

he drove Baba and six of the mandali to see the Pimpalgaon water reservoir, approximately fifteen 

miles away. Such was the contrast of life near Baba: One moment Baba was ordering all to “pack 

off” − and the next he was taking them on an enjoyable motor outing. 

Baba continued to fast the entire day. Soon after their return, Baba stated, “I will now 

remain in seclusion for many days.” He then walked to the Jhopdi and shut the door. 331 

In the days of the Hazrat Babajan School, the mandali were doing all sorts of menial chores 

— sweeping, filling the water pots, washing the children’s clothes — in addition to their duties as 

teachers. Those who were paid employees, however, were only engaged to teach. On the 21st, Baba 

called Chanji to the Jhopdi. After a game of draughts with him, Baba explained, “I intend to reopen 

a boarding school in Meherabad, but I don’t like to persuade and goad the mandali to do all the 

work.” 

 
331 There was a hidden purpose in Meher Baba’s visit to the Pimpalgaon water reservoir, but it was only 

revealed 20 years later when a spot near there, Meherazad, was chosen as Baba’s permanent residence. 



He concluded, “I am happy with the mandali’s decision to stay with me. It is sufficient that 

they are kept away from the two greatest temptations of maya — women and wealth — which 

would be practically impossible for them to do elsewhere.” 

Kalemama of Dhulia contacted and urged K. K. Manekar, a follower of Mahatma Gandhi, 

to have Meher Baba’s darshan. On 22 January, Manekar arrived at Meherabad, and though in 

seclusion, Baba allowed him darshan from the window of his Jhopdi. Within moments of seeing 

Baba’s face, Manekar stated that he was “merged in the light of God shining forth from that 

window.” From this inner experience, he became convinced of Baba’s divinity and after some time 

he began living at Meherabad. 

After remaining closeted inside the Jhopdi for two days, Baba came out of the room on 23 

January and broke his fast. He held a two-and-a-half-hour meeting and touched on the subjects of 

the school, hospital and dispensary, concluding, “Now these projects will be done on a permanent 

basis. In the school there will be 150 resident students, for whom boarding arrangements will have 

to be provided.” 

When someone mentioned the chronic scarcity of water in Meherabad, Baba commented, 

“Don’t worry about it. I promise you an ample water supply. I guarantee you there will be an 

abundance of water for all the needs of all the residents of Meherabad under any circumstances and 

developments.” Then a discussion ensued about obtaining the government’s approval for opening 

a recognized school. The mandali felt that, even if they secured official consent, Baba’s purpose 

would not be served as the curriculum proscribed by the government would be different from what 

he intended. Baba directed them to investigate all the legal regulations and red tape, and proceed 

accordingly in order to fulfill all the official requirements. 

The next day, Pandoba’s brother prepared a construction plan for a school building, which 

Baba examined minutely and said should be built by the road on the site of Sai Darbar. Meanwhile, 

Rustom arranged for the digging of a new well. 

On the morning of Tuesday, 25 January 1927, while discussing plans about the new school, 

the news of Indian troops being sent to China by the British government was mentioned. Baba 

disapproved of the action and predicted: 

Sending the Indian army to fight in a foreign war is a bad policy on the part of the British government. If it 

continues to do such things it will lose its prestige all over the world. If these frictions and hostilities in China 

do not cease soon and a reconciliation arrived at, the British will be the greatest sufferers, losing everything — 

their name, fame, and empire throughout the world. Their underhanded dealings and diplomatic policies have 

made almost the whole world their enemy. They will suffer for the injustices they have done to innumerable 

people and many countries with their policies. 

The Chinese being against the British, however, is really the doing of Bolshevik Russia’s mischief-making. 

Russia, while pretending to sit quietly, is sticking the end of a pin into China and exciting it. 

A few days later, Baba added, “If Britain does not modify her policies soon, she is 

doomed!” 

On the 25th, when someone pointed out the possibility of the Meherabad property being 

appropriated by the British in the event of war, Baba replied in a good mood, “Don’t worry about 

it. Raise the new school building as soon as you can and leave the rest to me. I won’t leave this 

place. I guarantee to undertake the responsibility that no one comes here. I'll tell the British I won’t 

go. Let us see what they do. 

“The key to the world and its affairs is in my hand. When I turn the key internally, there 

will be an enormous conflagration in the world, and yet it will appear as if I am sitting here quietly.” 

Baba added, “Sai Baba was the King of Perfect Masters, but I am the Master of Masters! 
When Sai Baba was smoking a chillum while sitting in Shirdi, as if knowing nothing, he was in 

fact conducting and controlling the First World War. No one knows this. Similarly, I am here 

talking with you, but while sitting here, I control the whole universe and everything existing in it.” 



The head Zoroastrian priest of the Poona fire-temple, Dastur Kaikobad Aderbad, had died 

recently, and his passing was reported in the newspaper.332 When the priest’s death was mentioned, 

it elicited this response from Baba: 

All these priests, pundits, maulvis and dasturs do nothing but pray, preach, and pocket money that a blind public 

pours out to them. They preach to people solely to earn money. It’s not their fault; they accept it because 

people give them (and then grumble aloud that they are cheats). People should have that heart and courage not 

to give them. But if I tell people that all these ceremonies advised by priests are useless and a waste of money, 

they will attack me with sticks! 

Take for instance, marriage ceremonies: The priests perform marriages according to religious customs and then 

bless the man and woman. After some time, the couple starts quarreling. What happened to the priests’ 

blessings and prayers? They are useless! In fact, the priests are hired murmur-ers of prayers and paid conferers 

of blessings. They pocket the money and walk off. Let the couple then go to the dogs! 

Mutual love, understanding, and kindness towards one another is required so the married couple can live in 

harmony. But to obtain blessings from the priests, people pay large sums of money, and the priests utter some 

mumbo jumbo! The naïve people are satisfied with this custom, and it is they who are equally at fault for 

perpetuating such nonsense. Guests come, the priests give blessings, and all are treated to a sumptuous 

wedding feast. But within a short time, strife rears its head between the “happily-wedded” couple. What sort of 

tamasha [sham] is this? The priests establish rites and rituals in the name of religion to line their pockets and 

the real essence of the religion is wiped out. 

It is not ceremonies, festivities, or so-called blessings that save one from tragic consequences, but one’s own 

actions. 

Baba then related, “Last night between 12:00 and 2:00 A.M., all of a sudden the left side 

of my body became stiff, and my circulation completely stopped as if I were paralyzed. With 

difficulty I managed to call Masaji, and he and Kaikhushru [Afseri] massaged my body, prepared 

tea and gave me other remedies for two hours. And even though it helped, my whole left side still 

feels very weak and is not quite normal. 

Despite this, at nine o’clock that night, Baba took his usual nighttime stroll with the 

mandali, going about a mile and a half towards Ahmednagar, before turning back. 

Pandoba forgot to inform the boys that 28 January was a holiday in honor of Hazrat 

Babajan’s birthday, so the boys came to school as usual, but were sent home at noon. However, 

none of them, or anyone else from the village, turned up in the evening for the celebration. Baba 

was displeased with the lackluster atmosphere. He became so annoyed that his own birthday 

festivities exceeded those of his revered Master, he ordered the specially prepared vegetable dish 

to be thrown away! His order was reluctantly carried out, but later the mandali were called back 

and given dry bhakri, which Baba said they could eat with water. 

After this meager meal, Baba reminisced about Arjun’s devotional nature: “Just before 

every function, Arjun would labor all night on the arrangements. He was full of zeal and enthusiasm 

in seeing that everything was kept ready.” When Baba’s melancholic mood passed, he forgave all 

and distributed sweets. Tea was served, gramophone records were played, some sang, and some 

played games. 

 

On Tuesday, 1 February 1927, Baba did not eat and remained only on water. That day, 

with Baba present, another discussion took place about starting the new school. Rustom, Behramji, 

Chanji, Vishnu and Afseri were ready to take responsibility for it. The expenses for the school’s 

reestablishment were debated and all agreed that it should be started soon and should be constructed 

with iron sheets, without wasting any unnecessary money erecting a permanent structure. Pendu 

then asked whether Rustom would agree with this plan, since he was in favor of constructing a 

 
332 Dastur Kaikobad Aderbad had become the head priest of the S. R. Patel Agyari in Nana Peth in 1908 

when Baba was fourteen, so he most likely knew young Merwan and his family (although they most likely 

attended another agyari J. J. Agyari in the Camp). 



large building. Baba smiled and began tossing a rubber ball against the wall — at first softly and 

then more forcefully. He explained: 

The ball will rebound to you with as much force as that with which it is thrown. The wall is firm, stationary, 

and inactive — doing nothing — and in that respect it is like a Sadguru. It is for you to determine what force 

you use to throw the ball against the wall so that when it rebounds it may be caught. 

In the same way, before doing anything or taking any action, you should first determine the subsequent 

consequences. You have to ascertain what is really requisite and then act accordingly. Here, in the case of 

erecting a building, if you devote more attention to minor details, like the appearance and beauty of it, the 

expense will naturally increase. First look at the means at your disposal and then decide. If you put more 

energy into making the building tip-top and fancy, spending more than you have, it will come around your 

neck. 

I am just like the wall — doing nothing. You have to throw the ball and catch it. So throw it in such a way that 

you can easily catch it without getting tired. Remember to “look before you leap”! 

During this period, the older sons of the Harijan families in Arangaon were given jobs in 

Ahmednagar and the younger boys attended the school in the Family Quarters. The young boys, 

however, were mischievous and constantly disobeying Baba’s orders. There were daily complaints 

about them. So on 1 February, the Harijan children were sent home by Baba’s order and the school 

was shifted from the Family Quarters to Meherabad. Only five children were left, two of whom 

were Kalemama’s sons, Murli and Babu. 333 

Manohar Todiwalla came for darshan with his family on the 1st. His wife had recently died 

and he was asked whether he felt sad over her demise. Manohar claimed he did not. The young 

man expressed his wish to lead a renunciant’s life. Baba advised him, “Get married again. You will 

have a handsome and fortunate son. But why hurry and worry about a wife? Being married and 

leading a family life are not binding. It is the mind which needs to be kept detached and stilled in 

all situations. It is very easy to talk of being free of the family, but very difficult to renounce the 

world. This is only possible for ‘heroes.’ So it is better to marry again and thought of renunciation. 

Your wife was blessed to have performed my arti when I visited your home just a few days before 

she died.” 

The following day, there were reports of thieves near Arangaon, so Padri began keeping 

nightwatch outside the mandali’s quarters. Masaji and Shankarnath were on watch near the Jhopdi, 

where Baba was fasting. 

During one period at Meherabad, three men — Gulabsha, Vibhuti, and Gopal Swamy — 

had been ordered by Baba to repeat God’s name while sitting underneath the trees along the road. 

Gulabsha and Vibhuti had lived at Meherabad since 1925, and Gopal Swamy had been there since 

the beginning of 1926. When Baba departed for Lonavla and Bombay in November 1926, Gopal 

Swamy had gone to Bombay and Vibhuti had left for Nasik. 

Gopal Swamy returned to Meherabad on 2 February 1927. A discussion was held, during 

which Baba commented about Vibhuti’s recent activities. Vibhuti had begun telling people in Nasik 

that he was “Meher Baba’s chief disciple;” he was even instructing people to take his darshan and 

bow down to him. Baba was very displeased about this, warning about telling such lies and 

hypocrisy: 

What earthly use is it to misguide people and make others believe a person is a mahatma [advanced soul], a 

guru, or a saint, when he is not really so? To make such a claim, one must be One with God! He must be 

Realized! From the spiritual standpoint, it is a great sin and a crime to make people believe one to be a guru or 

a Master when one has no experience. This is misleading people and the worst possible fraud! 

Become a Dev [God] first and then become a guru. First be one with God and experience divinity; then it is 

appropriate to be called a Master. But to do so without experience is so great a sin that it is unimaginable. By 

such acts a person is never able to realize the Truth, and however intense his desire for Realization, it remains 

 
333 The Harijan boys were later pardoned and allowed back in the school. 



unfulfilled. Such a person incurs the disgrace and displeasure of his Guru, instead of his grace and pleasure. On 

the contrary, he invites the Master’s wrath upon himself which in the end proves terrible for him. Such 

pretenders should be cut to pieces! 

Changing the subject, Baba’s reproof turned to Gopal Swamy, “Why do you give medicine 

to the sick against my orders? You may be doing it for the sake of service, but what is the use of 

serving anyone against my will?” Gopal Swamy pleaded that he had not given medicine to anyone. 

He had merely asked permission to try to serve people without any selfish benefit. 

Baba pardoned him and asked, “Do you want to stay in Meherabad or go away?” Gopal 

expressed his wish to stay, and Baba permitted it. Gopal then went to Bombay to bring his 

belongings. 

On the following day, 3 February, Rustom also moved back to Meherabad to live with the 

men mandali.334 

On Sunday, 6 February 1927, Baba ate after having fasted for six days. That evening, 

mentioning what real yogis could do with their yogic powers, Baba explained their source of power 

as electricity: 

There is electricity[-like cosmic energy] in the air and it has seven layers — one inside the other. The power 

that the yogis make use of comes from this unlimited source of electricity[-like cosmic energy] in the air — 

from the third layer inside. They combine the limited source of energy in their own body with this unlimited 

cosmic source by means of breath. The combination of these two powers enables the yogis to bring about 

whatever result they desire. The yogis have only to think after combining these two forces — limited and 

unlimited — and by certain yogic practices they achieve results such as raising the dead, reading other’s minds, 

reading of the past or future, seeing things at a vast distance, and so forth. 

For example, if a yogi wishes to raise a dead body or see certain places in America while sitting here in India, 

by yogic practices he has only to combine the sources of energy within himself with that cosmic energy which 

is in the air. That done, the yogi has only to think of the particular desire he wishes to fulfill. 

These powers that the yogi wields are very, very great powers indeed, compared with those of ordinary human 

beings, but they have absolutely nothing to do with Truth. For Truth is far, far beyond all of this. Powers of this 

type are like spectacles of colored glass that do no more than seemingly to transform things that are really 

colorless or white into different colors. 

A Sadguru does not have to exert himself in breathing or by exercises as do the yogis, but has only to think as 

he wishes and he achieves the result. What does it matter to the Sadguru if someone is dead or alive? To him 

both are equally false as both are mere dreams — illusion. The world is as he wishes, which is not the case with 

yogis. To them, the conditions that exist are real and have therefore to change from one thing to another as they 

desire. And it is for these changes that yogis exert themselves in performing different sadhanas, meditations, 

and exercises. Although the powers they attain are tremendous, they are after all only “rays” of the Sun and not 

the Sun itself, as is the Sadguru. 

Nusserwan Satha came that day. He was asked to draft a leaflet about the establishment of 

a high school, mentioning the advantages and benefits that the boys admitted would get, along with 

all the terms and conditions of enrollment. Baba explained, “The idea of offering free education, 

lodging, boarding, clothes, books, et cetera, is merely an inducement to enable me, firstly, to put as 

many boys as possible in the spiritual line; secondly, to give the boys the benefit of my close 

contact; and thirdly, to mold their morals and characters in an ideal way.” 

Baba stressed that the parents should understand that only those children who were firmly 

prepared to remain in the school until the completion of the course would be allowed admission. 

The obligatory course might last from two years to seven years. To derive the fullest benefit of 

being in the Master’s company, it was considered inadvisable to allow the children to return home, 

except in cases of emergency. Priority in the curriculum was to be given to the teaching of spiritual 

subjects. 

 
334 It is not known if Rustom’s wife and children moved back to Meherabad also, but they probably 

remained in Ahmednagar at Khushru Quarters. 



Nusserwan wrote the draft at Meherabad that day, and when it was ready, Baba and the 

mandali read and corrected it. 

The next day Baba declared, “The teachers of the new school will not be paid. They will 

work for food and clothing.” The mandali objected, opining that it would be impossible to find 

qualified teachers who also had an inclination toward renunciation. 

Rustom expressed this point of view: “This charitable, spiritual school will create a good 

impression on people and Baba’s name will spread far and wide. There may be many able and 

learned persons who would be ready to serve for free in return for the sahavas of a Sadguru. But 

the question is, how can we create faith in them that Baba is a Sadguru? For this, Baba himself 

should work internally. Otherwise, it will be very difficult to find good teachers.” 

So it was settled that, at first, the teachers would be paid, and gradually, selfless persons 

who were seeking Truth should be found who would be willing to teach without wages. 

Baba seemed to accept Rustom’s view, as he nodded in approval and agreed to hiring 

teachers. Of course, as with everything Baba did, his primary reason for keeping the children and 

teachers at Meherabad was for their spiritual benefit. It was his intention that the teachers should 

not come for the sake of money, because those who only worked for money would not be serving 

with all their heart. And, according to his casual remarks, from a spiritual standpoint it appeared 

that if the staff was paid, it would “nullify” the benefit Baba intended to bestow. 

After two hours, Baba again called the mandali and stated: 

The previous discussion has opened my eyes. You asked how the world is to know that I am a Sadguru or a 

great spiritual authority, and how you are to convince people of this. Hearing this I now find that neither am I a 

Dev nor a Sadguru, which up to now I have been claiming to be. I was doing it only with the view to make 

people believe in me. I am an ordinary man! Those who have been harboring hopes of spiritual advancement, 

or expecting benediction, have now nothing of the sort to gain from me. When I myself have not experienced 

God, how could I make others have His darshan? 

So those of you who want to stay with me should stay on your own accord with the conviction and clear 

understanding that you will gain nothing from my hands. I hereby withdraw all the written agreements, oral 

promises, and sacred oaths I have taken from you and make you free of all restraint imposed on you by me. 

Still if any of you wish to be with me, it should be with the knowledge that I am not God but merely a friend; 

and in that case, you should not have the slightest expectation of any spiritual or material benefit from me. You 

will get only food and clothing and nothing else. But if you chose to stay with me, strict obedience to my 

orders will still be required, in spite of what I have said. 

What I want to impress upon you is that all this − everything in the world − is absolutely nothing. It is only a 

dream, an illusion. I have known and experienced this much, and there is nothing [more to understand]. So I 

will only keep a few suitable people around me and keep them away from kam and kanchan [lust and greed]. 

All of the mandali expressed their desire to continue their stay with Baba. To celebrate 

their decision, a game of cricket was played, and Baba afterward served milk tea. Meanwhile, 

Kaikhushru Masa, his wife Soonamasi, and their daughter Khorshed arrived from Bombay and 

began living at Meherabad. 

On 8 February 1927, the mandali signed a new agreement, promising to remain with Baba 

for a period of three years. 

The following day, a group of Indian Christians approached Baba with a request for a 

donation for their new college in Ahmednagar. Baba smilingly asked them, “Do you follow the 

teachings of Christ?” They replied that they did. Baba reminded them, “Christ’s teaching is to leave 

all and follow him. This means you have to give up anger, lust and greed. Have you done that?” 

They answered truthfully that they had not. “In that case,” dictated Baba, “I am a real Christian, 

because I have renounced everything.” Baba’s simple statement deeply impressed them, and they 

invited him to visit their school. 

On the 10th of February, Baba again asked the mandali for their opinion on whether or not 

to open the high school. None showed much enthusiasm for the idea, and Baba observed, “I don’t 



find a single enthusiastic worker among my mandali who is willing to shoulder this responsibility. 

I feel like forgetting the whole idea and simply letting the primary school continue. Besides this 

school, I also plan to open a free dispensary for the poor of the surrounding villages.” 

The fact was that the mandali were not keen about the prospect of opening and conducting 

another school, considering the many practical difficulties involved − not to mention Baba’s ever-

changing moods and the general ascetic life at Meherabad, which those in the world would find 

hard to adjust to. The mandali had been shocked when the Hazrat Babajan School was suddenly 

torn down, and they felt that, if the newly proposed school came into being, it too would eventually 

be demolished. For this reason, they remained disinterested. 

At 5:30 in the morning on 11 February, Baba set out on foot with the mandali for Akolner 

to attend the wedding of Chhagan’s sister-in-law, Sumati. When it was time to start, Baba directed 

Chhagan, “You walk ahead and lead. I will follow you,” but Chhagan refused. Baba warned him, 

“Remember, take care. Do not be dragged away by maya’s flood.” 

Baba then addressed the mandali as a whole, although they realized later it was actually a 

hint to Chhagan, “There is no mard among the mandali — no real man such as this spiritual line 

requires. This path is very, very hard, fraught with so many and such varied difficulties that it would 

take a man of iron with a heart of stone to withstand its trials.” 

When Baba reached the house of Chhagan’s wife’s uncle, no special seat had been arranged 

for Baba, and he sat quietly in a corner on an ordinary chair. As per Hindu custom, Chhagan had 

been married as a child in an arranged marriage years before, but since he was staying with Baba, 

he had never lived with his wife, who was still quite young. At Akolner, Chhagan’s relatives 

confronted him about this, asking contemptuously, “Don’t you love your wife? Why did you marry 

her if you did not want to be with her? How will you benefit by following this Bua [saint]?” 

Chhagan’s wife Shanta had been staying with her parents, and her father Trimbak Badve 

was upset at this. As soon as Badve saw Baba, he began abusing him terribly. “How dare you 

separate a husband from his wife. You are not a saint; you are bogus!” 

Such harsh accusations were voiced by others at the wedding reception, as well. Baba 

ignored them and responded with a silent smile. When the ceremony was over, Baba indicated that 

he wished to leave and none of the people even folded their hands to him when he left. Chhagan, 

surprisingly, remained behind with his in-laws rather than leave with Baba and the mandali. 

On the way back to Meherabad, Baba quoted the proverb, “The path of Truth is not a bed 

of roses” and commented: 

The path of Truth is indeed not a bed of roses, and there are hardly any who can stand the severe trials imposed 

by the guru, much less succeed in them. They all fail, one after the other, for one reason or the other. 

Hence it is that I say, Stand firm! Stick to your guru and to the cause of Truth alone. Do not change like weather 

cocks [vanes]. Boldly face the opposition of the whole world while upholding and sticking to your guru. Do not 

leave, whatever may be the odds you face. The force of maya is indeed very, very great, at times irresistible 

even for great heroes and hardened soldiers for truth. But stand firm like a rock, letting the strongest winds of 

difficulty blow past without affecting you. For remember, he who intends to get himself established in this line 

and who is sincerely desirous of advancement has to experience hardships at every step. For instance, if one 

wishes to surrender himself to a guru, he encounters difficulties from the very beginning coming at him from 

his own family and society. 

If he manages to overcome that, then another difficulty arises — monetary or financial problems, if not for him 

personally, then for his family or dependents. If that problem is circumvented, a third difficulty is ready and 

waiting for him in the form of physical difficulties that disable and dishearten him. And so it continues. Only 

those who have created within themselves a general dislike or apathy towards all material maya can withstand 

all these obstacles. And yet, they are where they are, with Truth and Realization a very, very long way off. 

Simply to think of the extraordinarily trials that the guru subjects you to would make even the staunchest 

among them run away. 



About Chhagan, Baba remarked, 

Chhagan was quite firm, resolute, and determined to stick to me, renouncing all else. But he actually disobeyed 

and broke a series of my orders specially given to him, that he should go to his family and wife in advance, 

before the wedding party arrived at the destination. Thus he creditably stood all the trials and tests that I 

intentionally subjected him to. But, in spite of his firm will and intention to stick to me, under pressure from his 

wife’s family, he gave in at last — for whatever reason, good or bad. That should not be. He must stick to one 

word, one attitude, one aim — even if the whole world opposes him. 

I have been cautioning the mandali to take a firm decision either to stay with me or not to stay, and Chhagan 

decided to remain with me — leaving everything. He should have stuck to his decision, especially when he had 

invited me to his father-in-law’s house. He should not have remained behind with his in-laws. If he had any 

sense he would have accompanied me back to Meherabad. He is still kacha [unripe, raw] and inexperienced. 

This was the reason I drew your attention this morning to the fact that there was not a single real man among 

you. This hint referred to you all in general and Chhagan in particular. 

In this particular episode today, Chhagan may have been impelled by an honest and sincere motive and by 

genuine consideration for me, since he may not have been able to bear the words of others of his family and of 

outsiders against me and the mandali. But what are these “words” of ridicule or blame or defamation? To us 

Sadgurus, they are the chirping of sparrows and nothing more. So should you, ordinary human beings, treat the 

taunting words of the people of the world quite lightly, indeed, disregarding them utterly — particularly those 

of you who want to enter into the spiritual line. 

In conclusion, Baba stated: 

Look at your own shadow. It seems so near you, indeed, not even separate from you. Now try to grasp at your 

shadow. The more you try, the more it flies away and eludes you. Even if you follow it till doomsday, still it 

won’t come within your grasp. In the same way, God is not only actually attached to you but within you. So 

near to you, yet so queer; so distant, so hard, so inaccessible is God! For though He is near you, you cannot 

even see Him, much less grasp Him. To see or realize God is not so easy a task as most people think. It is 

actually death — death in the real sense of the word. 

Baba then turned to Dhake and asked about their tea and breakfast since they were not 

offered anything to eat at the wedding reception. Dhake said he knew a Brahmin who lived nearby 

and hurried to his home. The man had Meher Baba’s photograph in his house and was delighted to 

have the rare opportunity to serve the Master personally. Baba blessed his home with his presence, 

and all enjoyed a hearty breakfast before returning to Meherabad at 11:00 A.M. 

Baba was pained by Chhagan’s behavior and observed, “I will have to take back the lost 

sheep.” He sent Vishnu to Akolner with the message that, after eating, Chhagan should return to 

Meherabad. Baba remarked to the mandali, “Chhagan is a very loving and sincere fellow, and up 

to now he has pleased me and induced me to give him a push. But his behavior today is 

disappointing, in spite of so many warnings and hints.” 

Someone suggested that Chhagan may have agreed to stay with his relatives to avoid 

further insulting remarks towards Baba, rather than for any selfish motive. And indeed Chhagan 

later confirmed that this was so, stating that he had stayed to prevent further scope for criticism of 

Baba. 

Baba then proposed that Chhagan and his wife be accommodated in a small, private hut at 

Meherabad, but Chhagan was not to touch her except to garland her once a day. Vishnu was sent 

with the message to Chhagan’s in-laws that Chhagan alone should rejoin Baba now and that, after 

ten days, Chhagan would be coming to take his wife to the ashram. 

That same evening at seven o’clock, Baba proceeded to Ahmednagar to attend Ramchandra 

Gadekar’s wedding. Baba had been waiting for Chhagan, who had not yet returned from Akolner. 

But as it was getting late, he left with the mandali for the wedding, where he was received with the 

greatest reverence. Kanhoba Rao was overwhelmed with happiness. The guests rushed to the 



Master for his darshan, leaving the marriage ceremony which had already started. Baba was 

covered with garlands, and the guests shed tears of joy. Most of those invited were from the lowly 

cobbler caste, and they were deeply moved to have such an illustrious guest. It was Kanhoba’s first 

opportunity to entertain the high-caste Brahmins among Baba’s mandali, and they were treated to 

a lavish feast. Kanhoba was very touched when he noticed that Baba was wearing the sandals he 

had made in 1922 when Baba stayed in a hut along Fergusson Road in Poona. 

After the wedding, Baba returned to Meherabad. On the way he kept mentioning Chhagan, 

which revealed how much he loved him. The Beloved does everything for his lovers, and even if 

his lovers undergo the most torturous austerities and perform the severest penances for thousands 

of births in an attempt to repay his love — they can never do so. 

According to Baba’s instructions, Chhagan had returned, but the events earlier in the day 

had left him emotionally shaken. Chhagan was deeply depressed over disobeying Baba, after Baba 

had agreed to walk to Akolner, and then had been insulted when he arrived at the reception. 

Chhagan asked himself, “What’s the use of living when I have caused so much distress to my 

Guru?” 

Instead of coming back to Meherabad, Chhagan had stayed in Arangaon where he stripped 

himself of his clothes and delivered them to the police. Wearing only a langoti (loincloth), he 

wandered into the fields intent on committing suicide. Some of the mandali had been sent to search 

for him, and after an hour they found him on the hill. He told them that, although he had intended 

to end his life, “Near the Tank, I heard a voice tell me to check myself, which brought me to my 

senses.” The mandali took him back to Arangaon, persuaded him to put on his clothes, and then 

brought him to Meherabad at eight o’clock that night. 

When Baba returned from Ahmednagar and heard that Chhagan had come, he sent for him 

and listened to his explanation. Chhagan said, “I did nothing more than talk with my wife. Shanta 

complained that her parents and relatives were taunting her and giving her a lot of trouble. She 

wishes to live with me and agrees to allow me to tread the spiritual path; she will not force me to 

lead a family life. She too will live a simple, spiritual life.” 

Although pleased, Baba showed surprise to hear this and pardoned Chhagan, making him 

swear again to obey his instructions. Chhagan promised and placed his head on Baba’s feet. As if 

to seal the promise, Baba smeared ash from the dhuni on Chhagan’s forehead.335 Chhagan went to 

the Jhopdi where he resumed his duty, spreading Baba’s bedding for the night, as usual. Thus 

despite the insults heaped on Baba, his disciple had returned to his position in the circle and that 

was what the Master was really concerned about. 

 

While touring Maharashtra, Mahatma Gandhi was scheduled to visit Ahmednagar soon 

and dedicate some new institution. Chanji suggested that he be brought to Meherabad. Baba 

responded with indifference, dictating this statement: 

Why should efforts be particularly made to bring Gandhi here? There is no need to do that. He should come of 

his own accord, through love for Truth. In this Path, only love counts. Love is the only qualification necessary 

to enter this line. Whether one is an emperor or a king, no one can tread the Path without love. A high material 

position or exalted status cannot help a person enter or progress on the spiritual path. 

But two days later, Baba appreciated Gandhi’s sincerity and revealed about him: 

Gandhi is the best man amongst the present-day political workers and public servants. He is quite sincere. He 

has no thought of any deception and is not mean-spirited in any of his actions. He has a fine mentality. [So 

much so that] he will realize God in his third life after this one, after 170 years. He will be one amongst some 

300 others who will realize God by then. 

 
335 Baba had begun applying ash from the dhuni to each of the mandali’s forehead since the 27th of January 

1927, for a few days. 



On 13 February, while discoursing about the mind, sanskaras and the manner in which they 

work, Baba explained: 

The process of spending old sanskaras and creating new ones applies to ordinary people, the masses of 

humanity. For those members of his circle, however, the Sadguru stops this creation of new sanskaras and 

gradually destroys the old ones. And when all the sanskaras are wiped away, Realization is immediately given. 

The working of the minds of the members of a Sadguru’s circle is like a wheel turning in only one direction for 

the wiping-off process; the working of the minds of other human beings is like a wheel turning first in one 

direction and then in the other, like the balance wheel of a watch or clock. In short, the total destruction of 

sanskaras, old and new, enables one to be ready for Realization. 

Baba sketched a diagram of two circles, and arrows around them, illustrating his point, about the 

minds of ordinary people turning in two directions, back and forth, compared to the minds of a 

Perfect Master’s circle members turning in only one direction.  

 

As far as Realized beings are concerned, it is only those who come down after Realization for duty to the 

universe who understand and realize the workings of the world and the mind. Compared to ordinary persons, it 

is the same as a child who is given a mirror. What does the child do? He looks into it, and being quite ignorant 

and unconscious of his own image, tries to strike the other face in the mirror which he thinks belongs to 

another person. 

Now a grown-up adult, whose senses are much more developed, would never behave like that. He would see the 

image of his own face in the mirror and would realize and understand that the self-image is reflected only 

because of the mirror, and that the image is false and himself real — existing. It is the same with those who are 

Realized and have come back down to the world for the sake of duty to the universe. To them, you are all like 

children. 

On 17 February, Baba bathed 150 poor boys at Upper Meherabad opposite the Water Tank, 

and he served them food with his own hands. The mandali were served the same food and all 

returned to lower Meherabad at one o’clock. 

Behramji was responsible for the arrangements and complained to Baba that some of the 

mandali had disobeyed him and had not brought with them the remaining materials from the 

program. Baba started walking back up the hill to help with the job himself, but seeing this, the 

mandali members concerned apologized for the misunderstanding. They returned to the hill and 

brought down everything. There was much to be done for the birthday celebration the following 

day, and everyone worked until well past midnight in preparation. 

All the mandali awakened early on Friday, 18 February 1927 and took a bath at four 

o’clock. It was Baba’s 33rd birthday. The gong rang and everyone gathered around Baba, who 

dished out rawa (a sweet dish), along with two quinine tablets. Baba later went to the women’s 

quarters at the Post Office and was invited to sit in an improvised swing which was rocked to and 

fro while the women sang Krishna’s cradle song. 

When Baba came out of the women’s quarters, Raya Sakhare told him that he had seen 

Mahatma Gandhi walking toward Meherabad. Baba remarked, “His time has not yet come. He will 

not come here. If he comes, I will begin writing again and explain many things to him.” (Vishnu 

kept Baba’s slate and chalk ready, in case Gandhi came unexpectedly.) 



Gandhi had arrived in Ahmednagar to address a mass meeting of supporters and for the 

dedication of the Rashtriya Pathashala. He was staying in a Marwari’s bungalow not far from 

Meherabad and was taking his morning constitutional on the road toward Meherabad. Nusserwan 

and Kaka Chinchorkar were with him, and they explained to Gandhi about Meher Baba, remarking 

that he was the chief disciple of Upasni Maharaj. Hearing Maharaj’s name, Gandhi was taken 

aback, and quickly changed the subject and did not express any desire to meet Meher Baba. 

There was a reason why Gandhi avoided seeing Meher Baba. As mentioned, in 1923, as 

ordered by Baba, Rustom had mailed Gandhi a copy of Upasni Maharaj’s biography. After Gandhi 

read it and was released from prison the following year, he went to Sakori to meet Maharaj. But 

the mannerisms of such a Master as Upasni Maharaj were often mysterious and inexplicable. At 

the time, Maharaj was in a terrible jalali mood, abusing those in his presence and anyone who 

approached him. Not knowing Maharaj’s fiery temperament, Gandhi was shocked by his nakedness 

and uninviting behavior. 

Later, when Nusserwan informed Baba of his conversation with Gandhi, Baba repeated 

that Gandhi’s time had not yet come, so Nusserwan should not be disappointed that he had not 

succeeded in bringing him to Meherabad. 

Meanwhile, to begin the birthday celebration a ceremonial bath was performed. Baba sat 

on a broad wooden stool in a small bathing room near the well and allowed each of his followers 

to pour a mugful of warm water over him. After dressing in a resplendent white robe, Baba began 

giving darshan. Many had come from the surrounding villages and from the city of Ahmednagar, 

and most brought garlands which they placed one on top of the other on Baba. From the neck down, 

Baba’s body was completely covered with flowers. 

An incident occurred which revealed the pain Meher Baba would endure at the hands of 

his lovers. One person unknowingly placed a garland of roses around Baba which had several ants 

nesting in it. After some time, the ants began biting Baba and his face turned bright red − but he 

did not stop the darshan program and continued smiling as each person bowed to him. Someone 

cried out, “Look at Baba; what a glorious countenance he has! His face is like a shining sun!” 

Another person remarked, “Baba’s cheeks are like pink roses!” 

Only after the mandali removed the pile of garlands from his neck did they discover the 

ants. Baba ruefully gestured, “My face is swollen and red from the ant bites not because of divine 

radiance. See what I must endure at the hands of my lovers. They always wish to garland me and I 

permit it for the sake of their happiness, yet how I suffer. Such is my fate.” 

Earlier that morning, just before arti was performed, Memo looked up at Baba and 

remarked, “Merog, today on your birthday you are being worshiped as God on earth. Since I am 

your mother, I should also be respected; and I tell you now that there is only one thing left I want 

in this world — you must get married! How I wish that you get married and have children who will 

play on my lap.” 

Baba silently laughed and then dictated in reply, “What you say is perfectly true, Mother. 

You are on par with Mary, the mother of Jesus, and with Yashoda [the foster mother of] Krishna. 

You must be respected and you too will one day be worshiped, as it was through your womb that 

God has taken birth. 

“As your son, I would never disobey you. Of course, I respect your wishes. However, in 

order to get married, there must be two persons — a man and a woman. What am I to do? God has 

raised me to such a state of consciousness that I do not find anyone else in the world but me! I 

experience myself to be in all. God has made me realize that I alone exist, and that all else is illusion. 

“When a man goes to a cinema and watches a movie of a beautiful actress on the screen, 

can he marry her? No, because she is only a two-dimensional image on the screen. Likewise, I see 

you all on the screen of maya. How then can I get married?” 



Memo was sincere in her wish, and Baba’s reply made her weep. 

Lunch was served in the Mess Quarters and a singing program held. At 5:30, the closing 

celebration was on Meherabad Hill. A palanquin was decorated and a procession was formed. Baba 

did not take his seat in the palanquin, but preferred to walk with the procession up the hill. There a 

bhajan program took place, and Angal Pleader narrated stories from the Puranas. Baba later 

distributed prasad. At the fervent request of the crowd, Baba sat in the palanquin on the way down 

the hill as the celebration ended. 

As mentioned, Mehera played a unique and special role among the women mandali. As a 

young woman, Mehera was fond of reading and had brought a few novels with her when she came 

to live at Meherabad. During this period, however, Baba prohibited her from reading or writing 

anything, so Mehera packed up all her books and sent them to her sister at Khushru Quarters. Baba’s 

order was so strict that even labels on bottles and tin cans had to be covered with pieces of blank 

paper to prevent her from accidentally reading them. She was also ordered not to talk with, look at, 

or touch any man other than Baba. Although the prohibition against reading and the injunction 

against speaking with men were lifted later, the order not to touch any man was never rescinded. 

 

On Saturday, 19 February 1927, the Master went for an hour to the Shahane’s house in 

Ahmednagar at 3:00 P.M. and was in a cheerful mood. Taking advantage of the occasion, Ghani 

asked Baba when he would break his silence. Baba surprised everybody by replying, “I will speak 

in five days!” and he even directed Ghani to write this down. Of course, the five days passed and 

his silence continued. 

Once, in an effort to force the issue, when Baba was about to come out of the Jhopdi in the 

morning, Ghani and Afseri bolted the door and told Baba that they would not unlock it until he 

spoke. (They were only half-kidding: In their love for their Master, it was painful for the mandali 

to witness Baba's continued silence.) “Break your silence; otherwise, we won't allow you to come 

out!” they threatened. 

Baba cajoled them with sweet promises (on his alphabet board through the side window) 

and finally they unlocked the door. Then he scolded and punished them, making them stand on one 

leg for some length of time. 

Sadashiv Borker, the chairman of the Ahmednagar National High School, who had met 

Baba the previous year, had recently written to Baba: “I have meditated for 25 years and have 

gained nothing. But by being at Meher Baba’s feet I have come to realize that I can achieve nothing 

on my own. I now accept Baba as my guru and request him to give me a push, which is the sole 

aim of my life.” Borker was very interested in the plan of opening a high school in Meherabad and 

was assisting with the project. 

Meanwhile, Rustom had several bore-wells drilled at Meherabad, but still no plentiful 

water was found. When some of the men complained that others had found water nearby, Baba 

remarked that it was his own generosity that caused the lack of water at Meherabad. Then he 

revealed, “I hold the key to the world, but the duty of supplying water here is assigned to an agent, 

which you cannot see.” Baba directed Rustom to drill to a depth of 100 feet and if water were not 

struck, then he should try at a different spot. 

On 22 February, Baba again spoke about the enormous amount of past sanskaras that all 

accumulate through evolution and involution. “Even for the Sadguru,” Baba stated, “time is 

required for the wiping away and annihilation of the past sanskaras of his circle members, which 

he must do if he is to give them Realization.” 

Giving a simile, Baba said: 

If you are to be awakened from a dream in which you had been enjoying a pleasant ride in a motorcar, you need 

something like a tiger or a demon whose terrifying aspect would frighten you and thus jolt you into 



wakefulness. And when you are awakened, you find that there is neither the ride in the motorcar nor the tiger. 

In short, a “tiger” must come, which means that your sanskaras must be reversed if they are to be destroyed. 

These sanskaras are like a huge ball of twine whose threads are interwoven with each other in such an awkward 

way as to make it very difficult and at points impossible to disentangle all the interweaving. If you exert force, 

you run the risk of breaking the twine. And in the state of Realization and Perfection, this twine must be 

preserved quite intact, unbroken, and free from knots along its length if the one who is realized is to be made 

conscious of the world and brought down for duty. The abrupt and haphazard breaking of threads here and 

there in the effort to disentangle the knots or the complete destruction of the threads by burning would render 

the realized person unconscious [of the world] and would thus make him a majzoob, as the original string of 

chaitanya [consciousness] would thereby be destroyed. 

Giving another example, Baba continued: 

If you hold an umbrella over your head on a sunny day and shout aloud, “Oh, where is the Sun? Show it to me!” 

— how absurd this would be! For the sun does actually exist and it shines over you and everyone, even at the 

time when you are shouting. It is only the umbrella held firmly in your hands that prevents you from seeing the 

sun. 

Just as the umbrella held in your hand prevents you from looking at the sun in the sky. The “umbrella” of your 

sanskaras prevents you from seeing the Sun of Truth. And mark the contrast! Of what consideration is a tiny 

umbrella when held up against such a vast ball of light as the sun which shines upon and brightens the whole 

universe! And yet the umbrella does prevent the sun’s rays from reaching your sight. This umbrella is held so 

firmly in your hands that consummate skill and great lengths of time are required for the loosening of your 

grip. Only the Sadguru is capable of this. Only the Sadguru can help to loosen this firm grip of yours through 

your absolute surrender and submission to his orders. 

That day, in the course of conversation, Baba asked the mandali, “Which is the largest jail 

in India?” Some replied Sabarmati in Gujarat, others said Visapur Jail in Ahmednagar District, 

while others said Yeravda Prison in Poona. Baba smiled and then remarked, “The human body is 

the biggest jail on earth!” 

Later, commenting on religion, Baba stated: 

The Hindu and Muslim priests both speak against each other’s religion, but do you know what religion is? 

Religion is a cage and the people who follow it are all birds locked up inside. It is meaningless to leave one’s 

religion to adopt another. It is like going from one cage to another. The wire binding the wings of the bird must 

be cut. 

Each person must make individual efforts to sever his own leash; for example, by renunciation or being 

indifferent to food and drink. But above all, efforts should be made to cut the cord through love. Love God; for 

when the Sadguru comes he snaps the cord and frees the bird. 

Baba concluded: 

I am the Christ and the world exists because of me! For me there is no time, space, cause, effect, duality, or 

anything. There is only unity. 

At Borker’s invitation, on 26 February, Baba visited the Ahmednagar National High 

School with several of the mandali, where he was warmly received. At this time, Borker publicly 

announced the opening of the Meher Ashram school. In the welcome address, he stated: 

In the very near future, a boarding house will be opened in the holy place of Meherabad where children will be 

provided with free food and clothes. This establishment will be called Meher Ashram. The children kept there 

will also be given the best possible education. But the highest benefit to the children will be that of having the 

sacred company of Shri Sadguru Meher Baba, the significance of which is beyond our comprehension. 

Meher Baba is the greatest Spiritual Master of the age and has a great duty to perform in giving a tremendous 

push forward to the whole world for its material and spiritual advancement. 

A proposal had been put forth to open the Meher Ashram school in Ahmednagar on a plot 

of land near the Cotton Market. Baba was shown the property that day and approved it. 



A primary school for the villagers and the few children staying at Meherabad was reopened 

on Tuesday, 1 March 1927 in part of the Mess Quarters. Dhake was appointed principal, Chanji 

vice-principal, and Mehendarge, Nisal, Vishnu and Gaikwad (one of the former teachers) were 

assigned by Baba to be teachers. After a week, Nisal was transferred to the National High School 

in Ahmednagar, and Chhagan was appointed to take his place. Chanji, Vishnu and Chhagan, being 

members of the mandali, were not paid, but the other teachers were given wages.336 

On 7 March, Ramjoo and Ghani arrived from Lonavla. Later the same day, Chanji brought 

his older brother Naoroji H. Dadachanji and his family to Meherabad. Naoroji, 40, was a building 

contractor and had taken a contract to build a Parsi boys’ hostel in Poona, where he and his family 

had been living for some time. Naoroji’s family consisted of his wife Bachamai, 29, their three 

daughters, Arnavaz, eleven, Nargis, seven, and Roda, five, and their three-year-old son, Tehemtan. 

When the Dadachanji family reached Meherabad, they were deeply moved by the radiance and 

glowing features of the Master. His face was unlike any other they had ever seen; his eyes 

penetrated their heart’s very core. 

A rather reluctant young relative of Bachamai’s, who lived in the same compound in 

Poona, had accompanied the Dadachanjis. His name was Meherjee Ardeshir Karkaria. He had been 

induced to come “on a picnic to Ahmednagar.” Although it was not customary for them as 

Zoroastrians, the Dadachanji family offered Baba homage by touching his feet. But Meherjee, the 

son of a Parsi priest in Navsari, folded his hands in salutation from a distance. 

After Baba inquired about each one’s health, he gestured to Meherjee and asked, “What do 

you do?” Meherjee replied that he was studying science and engineering. Baba inquired further, 

“What will you do when you finish?” Meherjee replied that he would obtain his bachelor of science 

degree. Baba smiled and asked, “Why don’t you come to my school and work as a teacher?” 

Meherjee did not seem happy with this, so Baba added, “All right, appear for the exam; but if you 

fail, come back.” Meherjee did not say anything. 

Baba had been gazing at Tehemtan and took the baby in his arms and kissed him for a long 

time. In the afternoon Naoroji, with his family and Meherjee, left, while Chanji remained at 

Meherabad. From that day onward, the Dadachanji family was absorbed in the Master’s divine 

love.  

Since Baba’s return from Bombay at the end of 1926, he had been staying in the Jhopdi at 

lower Meherabad. But from 9 March 1927, he began spending the night in the Table Cabin near 

the dhuni. The handmill was fixed outside its entrance and he again began grinding millet for a few 

hours each day. When Baba changed his seat to the Table Cabin, he remarked to the mandali, “I 

will stay here for 1,200 years!” 

As Baba was grinding millet two days later, the pin of the handle of the handmill came out. 

Baba remarked, “Despite having three orderlies, this is my fate. It is just my luck.” Baba ordered 

the bhakris be prepared with the very small amount of flour he had been able to grind. The handle 

was fitted securely and the mill was fixed. 

A discussion took place later that day, 11 March, about the future Meher Ashram school 

and the publicity for it. Baba wished the newspaper advertisements for the institution redrafted, as 

he did not wish the emphasis to be on the philanthropic, material benefits the students would receive 

but rather on their “spiritual training.” He said, “Neither worldly learning nor the ideal of universal 

love has any importance.” He then clarified what he meant, “I want to impart spiritual education 

which is obtained without any study; I will make the school the medium for this.” 

Baba continued to give spiritual explanations to the mandali and visitors, sometimes for 

hours at a time. “Baba never fails to hold the mandali spellbound with such explanations,” one of 

 
336 The school at Meherabad was gradually expanded and taught all levels equivalent to grammar and high 

school.  



the mandali wrote. On 13 March, Baba sat chatting with the mandali until late at night under a 

moonlit sky. Chanji noted, “Many in the mandali found the silvery cool atmosphere to be unusually 

peaceful and soothing.” 

Madari, a pet dog which had been sent to Baba by Upasni Maharaj, would often be found 

sitting by Baba’s seat. When the gong was struck for lunch, Madari would be the first to come 

running, and during the singing of the evening arti, it would also be present. But at night on 14 

March, while Baba was seated near the dhuni with the mandali listening to Hafiz being read by 

Ardeshir, the dog suddenly ran out into the road and dashed against the rear wheel of a passing 

motor trolley. He died instantly and was buried in Baba’s presence. Baba later revealed to the 

mandali, “Madari was very lucky. He will be born as a human being in his next form.” 

The loud gong was not only rung to announce meals, but would also be struck to summon 

the mandali whenever Baba wished. He would often call them during the day, and they would have 

to stop everything and go to him at once. On occasion, Baba would announce, “Tonight I want a 

skit. Make sure it’s funny.” Or sometimes he would summon them to play cricket, soccer, or atya-

patya. 

 

A wandering sanyasi youth named Narayan had been staying under a tree in Meherabad 

for the previous two weeks, reciting the name of God according to Baba’s instructions. He was 

eager for God-realization, and Baba assured him that if he obeyed him, he would attain it. On 16 

March, as Narayan was eating lunch, he overheard the men mandali’s conversation in the adjoining 

room. One of them was grumbling, “Drinking our own blood for the past five years has not shown 

us even a glimpse of God! How can that sanyasi expect to experience God within six months? He 

will have to learn the hard way.” Hearing this, the sanyasi began having second thoughts about 

Baba, and without telling anyone, he slipped away and was never heard from again. 

The same day in the afternoon, two more sanyasis arrived at Meherabad and were allowed 

to stay for a few days. 

Thursday, the 17th of March, was the Hindu festival of Holi, and a throng of people 

gathered for Baba’s darshan. In the evening a pit was dug and the holi (bonfire) was lit. Afterward, 

atya-patya was played. As the mandali did not seem to be playing seriously, Baba remarked, 

“Whatever you do, do with all your heart. Put your whole heart into it, whether it is a game or 

work.” 

On 18 March, Rustom moved from Meherabad back to Ahmednagar to be with his wife 

and children at Khushru Quarters. Baba advised him to come regularly to Meherabad, and on the 

next day he began visiting, usually bringing his family with him. His younger brother, Adi Sr., was 

also living at Khushru Quarters at this time. 

The following day, Borker came to see Baba and a long conversation ensued between them. 

Borker was ready to conduct the Meher Ashram in Ahmednagar according to the guidelines given 

by Baba. Baba recommended to Borker that if Nusserwan could be persuaded to leave politics, he 

should be made his assistant. Borker was also advised to cut his ties to all other charitable and 

educational institutions. 

With eighteen of the mandali, Baba went to Ahmednagar on Sunday, 20 March 1927. 

Rustom drove Baba and six of the group in a Chevrolet, and the rest followed in a truck. Baba first 

went to Raya Sakhare’s house where Baba’s arti was performed and a sumptuous luncheon was 

served in honor of Raya’s daughter’s marriage. The Gujarati literary scholar Sohrabji Desai of 

Navsari came there to see Baba and was deeply moved to be in the Master’s presence once again. 

Later Baba visited the homes of Bhau Saheb Wanjari, Dhake, and Kanhoba Gadekar, going last to 

Khushru Quarters before returning to Meherabad. 



March 21 was Jamshed-e-Navroz, the Persian New Year. Baba was bathed and worshiped, 

and his arti was sung. Group photos were also taken. While walking behind Baba, Sohrabji Desai, 

who was fond of collecting “treasures” from different Masters, began collecting the dust under 

Baba’s feet. But as he was doing it, he thought that he must look ridiculous to the others. Baba 

stopped and remarked to Sohrabji, “The significance of the dust under a Master’s feet is beyond 

one’s imagination. Like the dust which is being trampled upon and does not complain, so the one 

who remains under my feet will rise to the zenith. Your arrogance, conceit, and pride are to be 

turned into dust, and then alone will your dust be seen in its full brilliance.” 

Baba’s words made Sohrabji ecstatic. The wish to have a photograph of the Master arose 

in him, but he was too shy to ask for one. Without his asking, Baba lovingly handed him a 

photograph, thus firmly convincing Sohrabji of the Master’s omniscience. Sohrabji fell to the 

ground and prostrated himself before Baba. While bowed at Baba’s feet, he uttered these words 

with tears in his eyes and a heart overflowing with love: “O Omniscient One, the glory of God is 

in you! May my life pass in your remembrance. And at the end, may I become one with you. Let 

the glory be thine, thine, all thine!” 

Baba gestured, “It shall be as you wish. I promise you.” Thus he assured Sohrabji that he 

would always be with him. 

Sohrabji then told Baba about his friend, a Zoroastrian priest named Kaikobad Dastur, 

whom he said was a sincere seeker of truth. Baba remarked, “Kaikobad will soon come to me.” 

That night a humorous skit was enacted by Behramji, Dhake, Padri, Pendu, Rustom, and 

Sailor, which all the residents enjoyed. The next day, before departing, Sohrabji Desai invited Baba 

to Navsari, and Baba promised to come. Chanji and Sailor escorted Sohrabji to Kedgaon, where he 

had Narayan Maharaj’s darshan, as ordered by Baba, before returning to Navsari. 

Afseri had written a poem for the New Year occasion, and it was read out and appreciated. 

Some days later, while Baba was explaining the difference between true Knowledge and mere 

intellectual understanding of spirituality, he dictated a Persian poem on the board to Afseri. The 

mandali were amazed and impressed with Baba’s spontaneous, seemingly effortless dictation, 

which contained a sublime explanation of the subject matter. 

 

Chhagan’s wife arrived at Meherabad on 23 March 1927 and began living at Meherabad 

with him in a partitioned part of the Post Office. To celebrate, a party was given in their new 

quarters at 2:00 P.M. (It was a double celebration as Rustom and Adi’s cousin, Sarosh, was getting 

married that day in Poona.) 

Concerning Meher Ashram, a new proposal was discussed to open the boarding school in 

Meherabad instead of Ahmednagar, though Borker preferred Ahmednagar. On 25 March, it was 

finally decided to locate the Meher Ashram school in Meherabad, because the children would then 

have the benefit of Baba’s constant companionship. 

The following appointments were made: Borker was to be in charge of Meher Ashram; 

Dhake was to be the principal and head of the education department; Behramji was to manage the 

boarding and lodging departments; and Vishnu was to serve as Dhake and Behramji’s assistant. 

The existing school in the Mess Quarters (for the few village children) would be shifted to the 

Family Quarters, and the Meher Ashram would be located in its place. A new residence for the men 

mandali who had been staying in the Mess Quarters would be built near the well and dhuni. 

Baba concluded, “Many graduate teachers will come to serve in Meher Ashram. If anyone 

from the mandali hesitates or expresses unwillingness to do any of the work, he will be freed from 

duty, in which case he will be given food twice a day without being assigned any work.” 



Rustom was busy buying building materials to erect a grand structure for the school. But 

as it was now decided to house the school in the Mess Quarters, Baba sent Padri to Ahmednagar to 

inform Rustom that the plan had changed. 

During the period of discussions about Meher Ashram, many people came into the Master’s 

contact. The proposed opening of the school in Ahmednagar brought Borker and Nusserwan Satha 

especially close to him. Baba’s method of working was marvelous. Public notification about the 

new institution brought applications from several teachers and a few students. Baba indicated that 

before calling anyone for an interview, the applicant should be sent a list of the rules and regulations 

to be followed. There were already six students living at Meherabad — Babu and Murli Kale, Dattu 

Mehendarge (nephew of one of the teachers), Vithal Irani (Pilamai’s son), Baban Shahane and one 

more boy. Baba instructed Afseri to write to Memo to enroll Adi Jr. in Meher Ashram, if she desired 

him to be “put in the spiritual line.” 

Nisal, one of the teachers, had been temporarily reassigned to help Borker in Ahmednagar, 

and Chhagan taught in his place. Like Dhake, Nisal resided at his home in Ahmednagar, but came 

to Meherabad daily. But at the insistence of his family, Nisal stopped coming to Meherabad from 

the 26th. Baba was not pleased, but at the same time, he assured the mandali that Nisal would return, 

which he did after a few weeks. Nusserwan also was not willing to give up politics, so he ceased 

to have any connection with the new school proposal. 

On 26 March, Baba ordered each of the mandali to remind him to attend the wedding the 

following evening of a former policeman’s daughter. The man had come to Meherabad especially 

to invite Baba a few days before. 

The man’s story was very touching. He had developed leprosy, lost his job and fell into 

great financial trouble. Seeking help in his dire situation, he had pleaded to the Shankaracharya 

priest and to Mahatma Gandhi, but he found no help from either of them.337 As a last resort, he 

came to see Meher Baba. He explained that his daughter was of marriageable age, but that it was 

extremely difficult to find a man willing to marry into the family of a leper. Baba’s compassion 

was shown as he helped to arrange her wedding and gave money for her dowry. 

The next day, the mandali reminded Baba about the wedding, and Baba went to 

Ahmednagar with six men to attend the ceremony. The policeman was deeply moved by seeing 

Baba, and the marriage was joyously performed before him. The poor man cried out, “O Lord! 

Only your grace has brought about this happy event. Otherwise, who would have married the 

daughter of a leper?” 

Baba replied, “In your ugly cage resides a beautiful soul. Only I can see its beauty. Do not 

worry about your condition. You have nothing to fear.” 

After the ceremony Baba and the mandali went to Kaka Shahane’s for tea. There, a stout, 

robust sadhu approached Baba, begging for money to go to Hardwar by train. Baba said: 

The meaning of a sadhu is one who performs spiritual practices with the object of controlling the mind. But 

since you are unable to keep your mind under control, what do you expect to gain by going to Hardwar? If you 

want to go into the Himalayas overpowered with love for God, then go on foot enduring hardships for the sake 

of realizing God. This will be your sadhana [spiritual practice] and thereby you will be able to conquer your 

mind from its thoughts of worldly allurements. A sadhu should always try to be above desires of any sort. 

Later, at Meherabad, Baba told the mandali: 

There is no easier way for attaining God-realization than satsang — the contact with or company of saints and 

Masters. As for my circle members, have no fear of failure or worry about Realization. The clock is wound and 

the alarm is set. When the time comes, the clock will ring automatically, whether it is near me or far away. But 

why keep at a distance? Keep company with Truth. When the time comes, the Light will appear in the blink of 

 
337 The Shankaracharya of Hindus is a high ranking religious office similar to the Catholic Pope.  



an eye. Wait and watch. Just wait patiently, like the story of the true aspirant who waited for twelve years at the 

bidding of his Master. 

Chanji was working on a short biography of Baba’s life under Baba’s direction and was 

called to the Jhopdi privately at 10:30 P.M. that night to discuss it. Along with some of Baba’s 

spiritual discourses, a few songs written by Baba were to be included in the publication. About 

them, Baba commented, “In the future, these songs will be sung as sacred prayers.” 

During this period, Anna 104 often recounted for the local populace how the deep wounds 

he had sustained when robbed and beaten the previous year had been miraculously healed by 

repeating the name of Meher Baba and by applying chunna (lime chalk powder). One day Anna 

brought two afflicted women to Baba. One woman was lame and had been in pain for many months 

from some deformity She lost her balance and fell at Baba’s feet. He comforted her, saying, “Your 

suffering has fallen at my feet.” The next day, she was able to walk quite naturally again and 

confessed to Anna that he had taken her to a “very good Bua.” 

The other woman was in deep financial and legal straits, but her problems were settled in 

a short time after having Baba’s darshan. 

In the evening on Tuesday, 29 March 1927, Borker brought his assistant and an older 

sincere gentleman who would be taking over some of Borker’s duties at the Ahmednagar school. 

Baba advised them, “In whatever things you undertake, throw your whole heart and mind into it. 

Do it sincerely, wholeheartedly. Don’t do anything half-heartedly, nor leave anything half-done. 

Nor should you have a wavering mind to do two things at a time. Take up one thing and finish it.” 

On 30 March, Behramji complained to Baba that Padri was locking himself in his room 

and playing draughts. Baba made three decisions: The playing of draughts was forbidden; none 

was to enter Padri’s room without his permission; and Padri was exempted from the responsibilities 

and binding agreements to which the other mandali (except for Gustadji and Jalbhai) were subject. 

But Baba was upset by Padri’s actions, and the next day he admonished the mandali: “Don’t 

show disrespect to this holy place and its Lord. To bring all of you around, I will have to closet 

myself inside for several days, leaving you to your own devices. Then I will see how you carry on. 

I won’t issue any instructions and will remain aloof. You may go anywhere and do as you wish. 

Would you like that?” 

After a discussion, the mandali consented to carry out Behramji’s behests since he was the 

appointed manager and further agreed that he should report anyone’s failure in this respect to Baba. 

The mandali were to carry on their assigned duties, but were now freed of many of the small rules 

and were free to go anywhere in the colony, except for the women’s quarters. Padri, Gustadji and 

Jalbhai also agreed, and Baba was satisfied with their decision. 

In the evening of 31 March, after his return from attending a bhajan-kirtan music program 

in Ahmednagar at Gorakh Garden in the railway colony, Baba gathered the mandali near the dhuni 

and explained: 

The worries and troubles of the world are all due to “thinking.” Thoughts and thoughts! Thinking should be 

stopped. Soon, I am going to take upon myself the thinking [worries] of the world, which will severely affect 

my health. A time will come when I will be so disabled that the mandali will have to feed me and administer 

water to my lips. 

You will see what will happen. My suffering will be so acute that it will be difficult for you to witness it. All 

will worry about me, so much so that, except for a few, the majority of you will go away. You will not be able 

to bear the sight of it, as it will practically turn me into a corpse. But after this boundless anguish, in horrible 

pain and with a wrecked and near lifeless body, I will open my mouth for that one unique cause; and every 

utterance of mine will be worshiped. My words will be so sacred even they will work wonders! 

When the mandali asked why it was necessary for Baba to undergo such painful suffering, 

he replied: 



That is beyond your intellect to understand. It is essential for my future work, which will be tremendous and 

affect the whole world. It is the duty of the God-realized saliks to give an outward push to the subtle universe; 

but the “Head” has also to prepare his circle − make the members realize God − as well as give an outward 

push to the gross universe. 

On some selected few of those Realized, a duty is imposed to come down and bring up those in the world who 

are worthy to be taken up [Realized] − those who have the preparedness. This preparedness does not come off-

handedly, quickly, or easily. It requires ages and ages of sufferance and sacrifice and connection with a realized 

Guru, after which one is deemed worthy of being admitted to the circle for Realization. 

Realization means absolute destroying of the sanskaras, the absolute stopped state of mind [thinking] which is 

very, very difficult. If the mind tries to stop thinking, it goes to the sound sleep state, i.e., unconsciousness. 

Even the great yogis are unable to attain that state. They can at the most stop the formation of new sanskaras 

during meditation or samadhi. But no sooner they come down from the samadhi state, the very moment their 

mind begins to work again, it begins to form sansakaras, adding to the huge store of past sanskaras left 

undestroyed. 

Hafiz has compared the body with a pot, the soul with smoke, and the sanskaras with a huge stone lying on top 

of the pot. For all its attempts, how can the smoke ever succeed in removing and throwing off the stone? For 

this, a sage must come and lift it away. 

Similarly, a bird in a cage may keep trying to open the cage, which is closed from the outside, but it will never 

succeed until help is received from outside. In short, as Hafiz says, “Those who desire to gain something — 

even a little benefit — in this spiritual line, must have a chest as strong as iron so as to withstand severe 

blows.” 

At 10:00 A.M. on Sunday, 3 April 1927, in celebration of Gudi Padwa, the Hindu New 

Year, Baba went to Kaka Chinchorkar’s house in Ahmednagar accompanied by the mandali. 

Although Baba had been to Chinchorkar’s home many times before, this visit was memorable for 

teaching Chinchorkar certain lessons. As soon as he stepped in his house, Baba asked for food, but 

as it was not ready, he called for tea. The tea was also not ready and this annoyed Baba, and he 

stood up to leave. But Chinchorkar entreated him to wait a few more minutes and Baba agreed, but 

corrected him, “Before inviting me, you should have made sure everything was ready.” 

A number of persons from the adjoining houses and other neighbors had assembled around 

Baba to pay their respects, many of whom were women. Baba spoke to them for about an hour, 

narrating incidents from Babajan’s life. He urged them, “Many women have become saints and 

Masters. Even after marriage, always aspire for spiritual advancement. Try to intensely long for 

God.” 

At noon the food was served and the guests sat in two distinct rows, one consisting of the 

Harijans and the other row of Brahmins, Marathas, and Zoroastrians. Baba sat in the first row with 

the Untouchables, but Chinchorkar beseeched him to join the second group. Baba grudgingly 

accepted, though he was clearly unhappy with the whole arrangement. 

After the meal, Baba visited the Anath Ashram, an orphanage in the cantonment area.338 

Baba called a blind boy to him. After caressing him lovingly, Baba asked him to sing a song. He 

sang while the other children joined in. Baba was garlanded and the manager and orphans of the 

institution were very happy to have Baba visit them. The group returned to Meherabad at 4:00 P.M. 

Besides the delay in serving the food and the separate line for the Harijans, there was 

another reason behind Baba’s displeasure at Chinchorkar’s house. Chinchorkar was having serious 

financial problems and was very worried. When Baba arrived at his house and began scolding him, 

he completely forgot his worries in his absorption to arrange everything for the Master’s comfort, 

and failed to tell Baba about his difficulties. 

A few hours after Baba’s departure, however, the same thoughts again began assailing him. 

He felt depressed and miserable, foreseeing no solution to his problems. He was sitting outside his 

house deep in thought when Vishnu rode up on a bicycle and handed him an envelope. Inside, he 

 
338 Borker was associated with this institution, and he had brought the boys to Meherabad several times. 



found some rupee notes. Vishnu conveyed that Meher Baba was gifting the amount to Chinchorkar 

as his “prasad of love.” His heart wept with love for the Master’s kindness, but he wondered who 

had informed Baba about his circumstances, for even his family did not know why he had been in 

a dejected mood of late. Realizing that no one could have known of his plight, he became convinced 

of the Master’s omniscience and mercy. 

Chinchorkar was so overcome with gratitude that he felt he should not accept money from 

Baba, but Vishnu quickly told him, “I have Baba’s order to return to Meherabad immediately after 

handing this over to you.” Vishnu left and Chinchorkar was speechless before Baba’s mercy. He 

had never expected such love and was now granted a new lease on life to cherish this love and to 

nourish it. “The Beloved can never forget his lovers!” Age declared. 

On Monday, 4 April 1927, Ramzan Id was observed — a Muslim festival of rejoicing at 

the end of a month of fasting. A holiday atmosphere prevailed at Meherabad. A large number of 

people came for Baba’s darshan, and that evening a contest was held between two poets (Vishnu 

and Chhagan) who exchanged rhymes which they composed extemporaneously. Baba humorously 

called the event the Bhendi (Okra) Competition, since some of the “poems” had no rhyme or reason. 

The Hazrat Babajan Girls’ School was established on 5 April at the headman Maruti Patil’s 

compound in Arangaon.339 The Christian woman, previously employed in the first school at 

Meherabad, was appointed its teacher. She was still living in Meherabad, staying with the Bomanji 

family in the Post Office. 

Following the afternoon inspection of the school, Baba threatened Chanji and Dhake, “You 

don’t pay proper attention to the school and now I am going to close it. The children are dirty, and 

I find many irregularities and discrepancies in how you are running things there.” Baba then sent 

for Afseri and, after reproving him for playing cricket with the children, Baba suddenly decided to 

make him their supervisor when they were not attending class. 

Following a report in the newspaper about a lecture, “A Road To Salvation,” in which the 

speaker stated, “Gandhi and Tagore have failed. The only hope for India now is Bahaism,” Baba 

commented: “Only those who are Realized are Perfect. Those who talk of sect and religion have 

no idea of the Truth and can never be Perfect.” 

On 6 April 1927, Baba related, “I have severe stomach pain. Last night, I could not sleep 

at all. I am also having many loose bowel movements. Still, my devotees insist I eat. In order to 

satisfy them, I have to comply and eventually suffer more.” 

That is exactly what happened that day when Baba visited several devotees’ homes in 

Ahmednagar. 

Adi Jr. once described his father, Sheriarji, as the kindest, most generous man he had ever 

known. And Baba’s father was greatly loved and admired by all. On the night of 6 April, at Baba’s 

request, Bomanji narrated the events of Sheriarji’s eighteen years of wandering throughout Persia 

and India in search of God. Afterward Baba remarked, “Because of Sheriarji’s untold sufferings to 

gain spiritual knowledge, and because he was a real pilgrim on the Path, I was born as his son. He 

was the only man — not only in his family and community but in the whole world — worthy to be 

the father of the One who will shake the world to its foundations in the very near future.” 

During the first week of April, Sarosh K. Irani, who had been at Manzil-e-Meem and was 

now in business in Ahmednagar, came to Meherabad to see Baba, bringing with him his young, 

sixteen-year-old bride, Viloo. This was Viloo’s first opportunity to meet the Master. During this 

period, Sarosh and Viloo lived in Khushru Quarters, and on occasion Baba would call them to 

Meherabad. Sarosh was a firm disciple of the Master and one of the mandali, though he was very 

much involved in the world. 

 
339 Maruti Patil was living with the mandali at Meherabad. 



The number of boys in the school had been steadily increasing. There were now 70 

students, fifteen of them boarders. On 8 April, Baba held a meeting with the mandali at five o’clock 

and again brought up the possibility of establishing a separate ashram for boys. He began by stating, 

“All of you must express your frank opinion on whatever questions I may put to you. Otherwise,” 

he joked, “you will be born as frogs in your next birth and be devoured by the Chinese as pickles 

in the great Chinese war that is to take place, the likes of which the world has never seen.” 

The outcome of their discussion was as follows: 

An ashram for children is to be opened called Meher Ashram. At first, it will be housed temporarily in 

Arangaon in the Family Quarters portion that Kaka Shahane was occupying. Thereafter, a new building will be 

constructed for it. The children should have no connection with anyone or anything outside the ashram, 

including the rest of the mandali who are not directly connected with running the ashram. 

Under the rules made by Baba, the activities and management of the ashram were to be 

arranged by Behramji with the help of Pendu, Sidhu and Chhagan. Rustom was appointed the 

manager of the mandali. The following official titles were to be used henceforth: Behramji was to 

be called Buasaheb, manager of Meher Ashram; Dhake was appointed Principal Saheb of the 

Hazrat Babajan School; Rustom was renamed Barra Saheb (Big Boss), manager of the mandali; 

and Afseri was called Raosaheb, manager of boarding. Jalbhai was appointed Baba’s personal 

orderly. Padri, in addition to his work in the dispensary, was assigned to teach for three hours every 

day, as was Rustom, and Vishnu was to be a full-time teacher. Baba assigned different duties to 

each of the mandali and prepared rules about the conduct of the school and its timetable, which 

were to go into effect from the 1st of May. 

At noon Baba visited Khushru Quarters and Akbar Press. 

The next day, Baba directed that three more classes be added to the school, which would 

require the use of both halls of the Mess Quarters. The men mandali would have to vacate the Mess 

Quarters by 1 May to make room for the additional classes. They were to shift to a new residential 

building, which was to be constructed near the well (where the Upasni Serai had been previously). 

Baba went with Buasaheb and Chanji to the Family Quarters in Arangaon to see what 

improvements were needed to that building. 

Meanwhile, Raya was busy erecting a canopy around the Jhopdi for the coming celebration 

of Lord Ram’s birthday when a worker climbed on the Jhopdi roof and accidentally broke one of 

the tiles. This put Baba in an irritable mood, and he canceled the celebration. The next day, 

however, finding the mandali disappointed over his decision, he allowed the festival to be observed 

in the mandali’s quarters. Angal Pleader recited stories from the Puranas and Ramayana, and 

afterward Baba distributed prasad. 

Babu Cyclewalla and Ramjoo had come. Baba asked Ramjoo if he would be willing to 

move to Meherabad. Babu interjected, “I am all right in Poona,” to the amusement of all. 

Baba said, “If I turn the key, Babu would not only leave everything and come here, but he 

wouldn’t leave from here, even if pushed out. So also Sadashiv who, being afraid he might be called 

here and asked to stay permanently, now does not even care to write to me.” 

Baba then said, "A time will come when I will have to turn the world upside down.” 

Babu recalled the time he had seen Babajan point to Merwan and declare to all, “One day 

my boy will shake half the world.” 

In the afternoon a discussion took place about Mahatma Gandhi and his statement in the 

newspapers that he had given up his attempts to unite the Hindus and Muslims of India, leaving it 

to “some greater power” than himself. Baba commented: 

It is I who will bring about unity between all the classes and creeds in the world, particularly in India, but 

Gandhi will be dead by then. Gandhi will die before I break my silence. He is not destined to hear it. Gandhi 



has no preparedness for it; he is not yet ready. Otherwise, he would have come to me by now or surrendered to 

any other Realized Master. But he has not the courage, and his companions, too, would not allow him to do so. 

On 11 April, discussion about the current political situation in India resumed, and Baba 

stated: 

The education that will be imparted to the boys in the ashram will also prove an advancement towards the 

political salvation of India. Thus, besides the spiritual advancement of the country, it will be materially 

benefited, too. At the completion of the course, these boys will no longer have any bias or prejudice against any 

particular religion, as is the case these days, and which has led to so much strife and slaughter all over the 

country. In these boys, the seeds of hatred and fanaticism will be destroyed and a real toleration for all religions 

and beliefs will be created. These boys will teach a universal religion to all, not by mere lectures, as is done 

now, but by a living example. 

Later that day, publication of the advertisement about Meher Ashram was discussed. 

Chanji had already been instructed to publicize it in the Gujarati press, both in Bombay and Karachi, 

and Ramjoo and Ghani were to do the same in the Urdu newspapers. Dhake was to combine the 

best of their efforts into an article for the English newspapers. Baba decided that a number of boys 

as far away as Persia should also be included in the school. He directed Raosaheb to write to Baidul 

who, according to Baba’s order, was still in Persia teaching children. Buasaheb and Raosaheb, who 

were originally from Persia, liked Baba’s idea very much, and Raosaheb wrote as instructed. 

Ardeshir was sent to Persia to assist Baidul in bringing the boys. All of the children’s expenses in 

traveling to India were to be borne by Baba. 

One of the Meherabad residents named Faram had recently passed a drawing exam. During 

his night watchman’s duty (on the property, not near Baba), he sketched Baba’s portrait in pencil, 

which was shown to Baba. Baba appreciated his efforts and appointed him as the drawing instructor 

for the school. 

Naval Talati had recently left the ashram and began living in Bombay with his family. Baba 

had not wanted him to leave, but Naval felt he could earn money and then contribute towards Baba’s 

activities. This proved to be difficult, and for some time Baba began sending him funds. Baba 

likewise wished Babu Cyclewalla and Sadashiv Patil to stay at Meherabad, but they expressed their 

wish to remain in Poona. Ramjoo was instructed to spend 20 days at Meherabad and ten days with 

his family in Lonavla. 

Baily was ordered to remain in Poona, with these directives: “Don’t involve yourself in 

any worldly commitments; business and a household life are not for you. Something else is meant 

for you.” He was to continue following the instructions given by Baba when Baily had come to 

Meherabad in February for Baba’s birthday. Baily had composed an arti, which was read out and 

corrected. The arti was to be included in Chanji’s book about Baba. 

Someone asked Baba the reason for his continued silence. He explained: 

It is not without reason or spiritual significance that I have observed silence for so long. It is to lessen the 

difficulties and bear the burden of my circle members, who are to be God-realized and who otherwise would 

have had to undergo certain physical afflictions. 

I will continue the silence and eventually become so physically disabled as to be unable to eat and drink — so 

much so that my face will be like a shrunken skull, and my hands and feet will look as if paralyzed. This will 

be the last stage of my suffering, and after that I will open my mouth and begin to speak. 

For several days, Baba had been suffering from a stiff neck and headaches and was wearing 

a woolen coat and a scarf around his neck, though it was summer in India. He was not able to move 

his neck even a little; if he had to look in one direction, he had to turn his whole body that way. 

Even a slight movement of his jaw, Baba conveyed through signs, gave him terrible pain. He tried 

to keep his head and neck as stationery as possible. But on 12 April the pain became so acute that 



Baba complained, “I feel as if the nerves and veins in my head are being pulled and strained 

downward. My neck is so stiff it has become rigid.” 

A young physician named Dr. Sathe of Ahmednagar had replaced the deceased Dr. Karkal 

as the ashram physician, but he was unable to do much to relieve Baba’s symptoms. Baba later had 

a passage from the Perfect Master Ramakrishna’s biography read out, in which his suffering for 

others was described. 

Due to the strong winds, Baba sat inside the Jhopdi with the mandali, rather than at his 

usual seat by the dhuni. On the 14th, he sat inside the dispensary from eight to noon, and then went 

back inside the Jhopdi until evening. It was quite unusual. It was a Thursday and outside visitors 

had come to pay their respects, which they did inside the Jhopdi. 

At 8:00 P.M. Kaka Shahane and his wife Manutai suddenly came with their children for 

Baba’s darshan. Manutai had Baba’s order not to drink tea, but as she was going to Kolhapur to 

visit her relatives who might insist on her taking tea, she requested that Baba allow her to drink tea 

during her visit. Baba gave his consent, but corrected her, “It is a mistake to ask for a change in my 

order once given. When I give an order it should be followed at any cost until the time I, on my 

own, withdraw it. And so all orders, under all circumstances, are to be carried out. There should be 

no breach of my word. I will never refuse a change in the original order if asked for, but take it that 

the effect and force of my first word or order is lost once it is changed. And because of that, those 

concerned will necessarily have to suffer.” 

 

On Friday, 15 April 1927, Baba called Chanji, Dhake, and others, and he expressed his 

dissatisfaction with the management of the school. Dhake protested, “I am disappointed to learn 

that you are grieved with my work, in spite of the fact that I am putting my whole heart into it.” 

Baba took this to mean that Dhake was quitting. So he inquired of Chanji, Vishnu, Padri, and Nisal 

whether any of them would be willing to serve as principal, but they refused, saying that Dhake 

was the best man for the job and he did not intend to quit. Baba was displeased with their attitude 

and went to his Jhopdi. 

He later called Chanji and Dhake and informed them that the school should be closed. 

Chanji, perhaps in the heat of the moment, suggested that in that case all the activities in Meherabad 

should be stopped and the mandali and students should be sent back to their respective homes. 

Hearing this, Baba replied, “I have promised the mandali to keep them here, whether or not there 

is a school. I wish the activities in Meherabad to be to my satisfaction.” 

Chanji said, “Only Dhake is the proper person to be the principal as he is the best qualified 

and is supervising it very well.” Baba told Dhake to take more interest in the work and pointed out 

one or two things that were wrong, but allowed him to continue as before. At their request, Baba 

agreed to come to the mandali’s quarters every day, as he used to do previously but had not done 

for quite a few days. 

Three days later, Baba again expressed his dissatisfaction with the administration of the 

school. Blaming Chanji and Dhake, Baba demanded an explanation. They replied, “To satisfy you 

is utterly impossible because you are perfect and we are not! To follow your instructions to the 

letter, in the work of the school, is difficult. We are not allowed any freedom whatsoever to run the 

school as we see fit. Our every duty is subject to your orders and scrutiny, and because we are not 

perfect, you remain dissatisfied.” 

Chanji and Dhake were conscientiously carrying out their responsibilities, which they took 

very seriously. They were under constant pressure and were extremely careful not to do anything 

that might upset Baba. But Baba being Baba, always found some fault with them. 

Baba replied at length concerning Meher Ashram and about the work of the mandali. In his 

own inimitable way, Baba scolded and appreciated the mandali at the same time: 



This school is not like the schools you find in the world. Such worldly institutions of learning are being run by 

the government, municipality or charitable trusts. The object of Meher Ashram is quite different — for spiritual 

education. And to serve that purpose, the more troubles you undergo and the more you suffer, the more you 

will benefit. 

This sufferance is in one way very good, even necessary, from the spiritual point of view. But this sufferance 

should not distract you from your duty. It should never be allowed to become a stumbling block or disturbance 

in the discharge of your duties. On the other hand, this “uneasiness and non-freedom of the mind” should rather 

encourage and enliven you more towards your duties. 

Do your duty faithfully and conscientiously and put it above everything else. Then you will please me. Neither 

praise nor blame should distract you from the path of your duty. Leave aside all other considerations, if your 

conscience tells you that you have discharged the duty properly, that is enough. Your conscience is the best 

judge. It is human to err and there may be mistakes; you can only do your best. Always be on time; look after 

and supervise all your work personally; and do not leave anything to others. Even if mistakes happen in spite of 

this, they will be overlooked and pardoned. If I scold you harshly about such mistakes, do not take it to heart. It 

is enough if your own conscience tells you that you have done your best. 

On Sunday, 17 April 1927, Baba spent some time playing with Mastan, a young mast who 

lived at Meherabad. Chanji was told to continue amusing the mast, while Baba met some of the 

visitors who had come, among them Chintaman Rao and his family. Chintaman’s young wife and 

infant child were ill, and Baba inquired whether they had carried out his previous orders. When the 

wife admitted that she had not carried out his instructions completely, Baba remarked, “Once before 

you failed to carry out my orders and, as a consequence, you were almost on your deathbed. Instead 

of taking it to heart, you have again committed the same mistake and you and your child are 

suffering as a result.” 

Baba then warned: “Either don’t ask the advice of a Master or, if you do ask, strictly act in 

accordance to the advice. Breaking the orders of one to whom you bow down and consider as God-

realized, entails the person to a severe punishment. You cannot imagine the serious consequences. 

That’s why I am warning you.” 

Adi Sr. arrived at noon with some watermelons, which were distributed among the mandali 

and boys. Later that day, finding Pesu napping during the afternoon session, Baba remarked, “Look 

at this fellow! What a carefree mind he has that he can fall asleep in my presence in the middle of 

a discussion! He is like Napoleon who actually used to doze on horseback.” 

Since Adi Sr. was living with his parents at Khushru Quarters, he was not subject to the 

same strict rules of conduct, diet, et cetera, under which the other mandali members at Meherabad 

had to live. Apparently, Adi made some remarks to one of the mandali while he was there, causing 

Baba to joke, “Adi is now so free − saying anything at anytime to anybody — that one day I will 

give him such a severe thrashing that he will remember it until his dying day! Even if the police 

charge me with assault and lock me in jail, I will serve my sentence and then return to Meherabad 

and resume my activities!” 

On 19 April, Raosaheb complained about an Arangaon boy named Ramaji Reoji Kamble. 

Baba sent for the boy and asked, “Do you wish to stay here or go back home?” Ramaji wished to 

leave, and Baba sent for his father. Baba asked the father to persuade Ramaji to stay, but the boy 

was adamant. When Baba again asked the boy why he felt so discontented, Ramaji would not reply. 

Baba then directed him to stay with the mandali instead of with the other boarders. Ramaji agreed 

to this. 

Baba told him, “You are a good boy, but you have too much pride. All of you boys should 

cultivate humility, courtesy, and politeness, which are the true hallmarks of an educated 

gentleman.” Citing the example of Dadabhoi Naoroji, a famous British politician and the first Parsi 

to become a member of the British House of Commons, Baba observed, “How humble he was. 

When he was a student he would study until late at night under a streetlamp. Even when he became 

a great and famous man, Dadabhoi remained humble.” 



The construction work on a new residence for the men mandali began on 20 April. The 

next morning, a son was born to Raya Sakhare. Baba had promised him a child. Raya declared, 

“The child is your prasad, Baba.” As an expression of his gratitude, Raya arranged a tea party in 

the afternoon at Meherabad and served bhujias. Shankarnath had to leave for Ahmednagar on an 

errand, and Raya inadvertently served him tea first. Baba was irritated by this, for Raya should have 

served tea to the Master first and then to the others. Seeing that Raya regretted his error, Baba 

ordered him: “When your son is 30 days old, arrange another tea party, and remember to serve me 

first. Then it will be a good omen for your son to grow into a good and fortunate chap.” 

 

The official opening ceremonies for Meher Ashram were held on Sunday, 1 May 1927. A 

procession started at 3:00 P.M., and Baba, the mandali, the pupils and teachers all joined in. They 

paraded to the Family Quarters, led by a village band and a group of lezim dancers.340 When they 

arrived, bhajans were sung, Baba’s arti was performed, and he distributed prasad to everyone. A 

group photograph was taken and then all returned to Meherabad. 

Baba had previously ordered Ramjoo to come to Meherabad 20 days a month and spend 

the remaining ten days at his home in Talegaon. Ramjoo arrived in Meherabad that day and 

participated in the celebrations. 

When the Meher Ashram (boarding) school first began, there were ten students: Baban 

Shahane, Babu and Murli Kale, Dattu Mehendarge, Madho Shinde, Bansi, Balchandra, Bhiwa, 

Chhabu and Hari. The school was located in the Family Quarters, and the ashram staff stayed there 

also. Sidhu and the God-intoxicated youth, Mastan, were housed in another portion of the Family 

Quarters. The Hazrat Babajan Girls’ School had been shifted from Arangaon to the Post Office, 

which required the women mandali to move to the Bathroom Building, where they had stayed 

briefly once before. 

Baba saw to all arrangements for the boys of the Meher Ashram — their milk, food, and 

clothing. Each pupil was given a pair of sandals, a black cap, a khaki shirt, a cotton coat, pants, 

underwear, and a steel trunk to keep these things in, as well as a towel, handkerchief, blanket, sheet, 

pillow, and two scarves. 

Chhagan was assigned the duty of cooking vegetarian food for the boys. For breakfast, 

milk tea and chapatis were served; for lunch, rice, dal, vegetables and chapatis; and for dinner, 

chapatis and two types of vegetables. 

As Gustadji’s room in the Mess Quarters was vacated to make space for Dhake, the 

principal of the school, living arrangements were made for Gustadji on the verandah of Baba’s 

Jhopdi. He was instructed to live alone and to keep aloof from the other mandali. Baba was so strict 

with Gustadji that he was forbidden to leave the Jhopdi’s compound except to answer the call of 

nature. 

Gustadji was a garrulous raconteur and had a wealth of stories from his days with Sai Baba, 

Upasni Maharaj, and Hazrat Babajan. Since he was so talkative, the other mandali would at times 

wish him to be quiet. One day Buasaheb teased him a little and Gustadji became so upset that he 

went on abusing Buasaheb for over two hours. After hearing about his harangue, Baba too seemed 

fed up with Gustadji. On 1 May, he ordered him, “From now on, you are to remain silent.” 

As was his method, Baba had deliberately created the row (started by Buasaheb) to provide 

an excuse for putting Gustadji on silence. He explained to Gustadji, “The observance of silence on 

your part will be most helpful to me in my work. Therefore, be silent for my sake.” Although 

 
340 The lezim dance is a popular folk dance of Maharashtra, which first became popular among the soldiers 

of Shivaji. It is performed with a lezim, a small wooden musical instrument with bells, which each man 

shakes as he dances in rhythm. 

 



loquacious by nature, Gustadji nevertheless began observing silence and remained silent until his 

death in 1957. He communicated his thoughts through hand gestures. 

After some time, Baba asked Daulatmai also to observe silence, which she did until her 

last breath. He later instructed Bala Tambat, one of the Kasba Peth mandali who had been living at 

Meherabad since 1925, to maintain silence, which he did for the rest of his life. Thus, besides Meher 

Baba, there were three maunis (yogis on silence) living in Meherabad during 1927. But there was 

a vast difference between the silence of the devotees and that of the Master. Their silence was for 

their own benefit, whereas Meher Baba’s was to drown the world in the Ocean of his silence. 

While the improvised school was being conducted in the Mess Quarters, none but the 

workers was allowed to enter the school premises. On 5 May, Shankarnath was appointed 

watchman; he was to sit near the school and make sure no visitors went near it. They were to wait 

by the dhuni and only approach Baba when he was seated there. 

On Monday, 9 May, Memo and Mani came to stay at Meherabad for a few weeks, as Mani 

had a summer holiday from school. 

At one meeting during this period, Baba considered again having a grand structure for the 

ashram constructed, which he proposed be “a big building with a huge dome in the center on which 

[inside] to be painted pictures of the emblems of all the leading religions − Hindu temple, 

Mohammedan Mosque, Parsi fire-temple, Christian church.” An estimation of construction cost 

and the work of preparing a blueprint were to be given to some well-known architect from Bombay. 

Although none knew it at the time, Baba was describing what would be his Tomb at Meherabad, 

built ten years later. 

On 11 May, Baba told Rustom privately that the building Baba was proposing should be 

completed before he speaks. “I will have many more important things to do once I break my 

silence,” Baba added, “including the perfection of my circle. But as long as Babajan is alive, the 

work of perfecting my circle is not possible. Therefore, I am very anxious to bring Meher Ashram 

to such a level that, after I speak, the running of the institution can be continued properly by a 

trustworthy and sincere worker like Borker, so I can be free to go on tour.” 

Day by day, the number of pupils in the school increased and there were discussions about 

extending the building and constructing more classrooms. No definite decision was made, however. 

But Baba did state: “The mandali and boys staying at Meherabad are indeed most fortunate. By 

staying here, all will be greatly helped in reaching the Goal. And even if no benefit accrues to the 

boys in this life, they will definitely attain their aim after a few more births.” 

Later that day, Baba severely reprimanded Dhake and Nisal for not meditating according 

to his orders. “Both should pack off after dinner,” Baba stated angrily. “It is useless and harmful 
for them to stay here if they are going to neglect my orders. Any of you who do not fulfill an order 

once given will suffer. That is why I don’t wish you to break my orders. It is better if you don’t 

stay here than break my orders deliberately. The consequences are very grave. If Dhake and Nisal 

do not wish to meditate they should say so, ask my permission, get themselves freed, and then not 

do it. That would be quite all right.” 

Both asked Baba’s forgiveness. Dhake explained that he had simply forgot. In fact, he did 

not like to meditate, but now he had no choice. Before staying with Baba, Dhake attached great 

importance to meditation, but he had since learned that the best meditation was to carry out the 

Master’s wishes. Baba then gestured to Ramjoo to meditate in Dhake’s place. But Ramjoo 

requested Baba to free him of this order. In the end, Baba exempted Dhake, Padri and Ramjoo from 

meditation, but ordered them instead to relate one detective story of Sexton Blake every night for 

an hour, to which they happily agreed. 

 



On Thursday, 12 May 1927, Gaimai Jessawala and a few members of the Satha family 

arrived in Meherabad. “Where have you come from?” Baba asked. Gaimai explained that she came 

from her home in Nagpur. “You are so fortunate, so very fortunate!” Baba told her. “How can I tell 

you? Do you know why? One of my five Masters, Tajuddin Baba, lived in Nagpur. Did you ever 

see him?” Gaimai replied that Tajuddin used to come to her elder step-brother Ardeshir Satha’s 

house and sit on the verandah when her family first moved to Nagpur. They had also seen Tajuddin 

Baba several times at the home of Dr. Ponaskar, the asylum administrator. On occasion, Tajuddin 

had paid particular attention to each member of her family, especially her son Eruch. “Then you 

are still more fortunate.” Baba observed. 

Gaimai invited Baba to attend the sacred thread ceremony of her daughters at Akbar Press. 

Baba accepted, inquiring, “Could I perform the ceremony myself?” Gaimai was overjoyed. Baba 

then instructed, “Prepare two sadras. Let the priest perform the ceremony first and then I shall 

perform my own ceremony.” Gaimai did as Baba wished, and she came again to see Baba the 

following Thursday. 

Sohrabji Desai had spoken to the Master about his friend Kaikobad Feram Dastur, and 

Baba assured him that Kaikobad would eventually come to him. Kaikobad was then 36 years old 

and a practicing Parsi priest. At Sohrabji’s urging, on 14 May, Kaikobad came from Navsari for 

Baba’s darshan. Adi Sr. met him at the station and drove him to Meherabad. After the bitter 

opposition Baba faced from the Zoroastrian community and in the Gujarati press, the mandali were 

eager to welcome such a pious and genuine Parsi spiritual seeker into their fold. 

During the personal interview, Baba explained to Kaikobad about the four states of God 

and four types of faith. “If you follow my instructions to the letter,” Baba promised him, “you will 

not only understand what I am saying theoretically, but actually see certain things.” Kaikobad was 

deeply impressed. Noticing that Kaikobad’s leg was injured, Baba examined it. He advised him to 

apply ash from the dhuni to the wound, and gave him some for this purpose. After staying overnight 

in Masaji’s quarters at the Post Office, Kaikobad returned to Navsari the next evening. From that 

time on, he visited Baba at Meherabad frequently. 

Before Kaikobad knew about Baba, he and his family had once gone to Sakori for Upasni 

Maharaj’s darshan. Out of the entire crowd, Maharaj pointed to them and said, “You all do not 

belong to me, but to Merwan. Go now.” Kaikobad had now learned who “Merwan” was, and he 

and his family would place their lives at his feet. 

Kaikobad had brought Sohrabji’s young niece with him from Navsari, Mani Beheram 

Desai, eighteen, later nicknamed Mansari by Baba. This was her first meeting with the Master also. 

From the time Mansari first laid eyes on Baba at Meherabad, she surrendered totally to him. Thus 

in May 1927, two more circle members began to enter the inner life with Meher Baba, and after 

some years both Kaikobad and Mansari became permanent residents at Meherabad.341 

On 15 May, Pilamai and Khorshedbanu Pastakia, along with a few boys from Karachi, 

arrived at Meherabad to stay in the ashram for some days. Among these children were two of Baba’s 

cousins, Merwan and Homi (the sons of his maternal aunt, Banu Masi). The boys had been living 

in Karachi and were brought to Meherabad to study in the school. Thereafter, Banu Masi would 

come to Meherabad from time to time to see her sons.342 

In a meeting of all the teachers concerning the Meher Ashram school on 17 May, the 

following resolutions were passed: 

 
341 Mansari joined the ashram in 1938, and Kaikobad joined in 1944. Mansari’s brother Minoo also met 

Baba for the first time sometime in 1927.  
342 Banu Masi’s husband, Khodadad Masa, had a fondness for gambling. So Banu Masi got a job herself to 

educate her four sons and two daughters. One son went to the United States, after receiving a scholarship to 

study there. 



The school should have a common language of instruction for the children of different castes and creeds, and 

so, after the 4th standard [grade], all subjects will be taught in English. Persian and Sanskrit will be taught as 

second languages. For the school-leaving exam, all [are] to have General English as their optional [exam] 

paper. The medium of teaching up to the 4th standard will be Gujarati, Marathi or Urdu. 

Up until then, the teaching had been conducted only in Marathi; but from that day, Gujarati 

was also introduced, and Padri was appointed as the instructor. 

Later that same day, Baba went to Rahuri with some of the mandali to attend a wedding. 

Adi Sr. had hired a Chevrolet “trolley” (flatbed truck) to take them there. Baba was quite restless 

along the way — first lying down in the back of the truck and then, after a few miles, shifting to 

the front seat next to Adi. Baba asked that all the windows be shut, despite the intense summer heat. 

But once they arrived in Rahuri, where they were well received, Baba’s mood changed. 

In the calm rural setting that evening, while sitting on a special gaadi on the verandah, 

looking up at the stars just beginning to appear in the evening sky, Baba remarked, “Every star, 

though appearing to be a mere sparkling dot, is not a world but a mighty sun with a solar system of 
evolving planets like our own. Those planets are like the earth in many respects. It is only the 

immeasurable distance between us and them that make them appear so small. Our own earth, too, 

is a mere bright dot for those who see it from their planets.” 

Dhake’s brother-in-law was the town’s doctor, and he invited Baba to his house for dinner. 

Baba and the group went there and then returned to Meherabad at eleven that night. Baba relaxed 

for a while in the school office and then directed the mandali to go to sleep. Alone, he went to 

inspect the cooking in preparation for the public feast which was to be given the following day in 

honor of Upasni Maharaj’s birthday. After satisfying himself that all arrangements were being 

carried out properly, and having given encouragement to those in the kitchen, Baba retired for the 

night. 

In spite of going to bed late, all were up at five o’clock on Wednesday morning, 18 May 

1927 to celebrate Upasni Maharaj’s 57th birthday. A colorfully decorated bathing room was erected 

near the dhuni and nearby (where Sai Darbar had been) was a grand pavilion with flags and other 

decorations. The whole of Meherabad sparkled with a holiday atmosphere as several village bands 

played boisterous music. At eight o’clock Baba came to the bathing room where the women 

mandali washed his feet, followed by the ashram boys, and then the men mandali and various guests 

all taking turns. 

As soon as this ceremony was over, Baba took a bath by himself, allowing the men mandali 

to assist him, and then he changed into a fresh sadra. Rustom picked him up, carrying him to the 

main tent on his shoulders amidst deafening cheers. There Baba was placed on a richly decorated 

gaadi, where arti and puja were performed. The garlands and flowers showered on Baba were so 

profuse that he was completely covered. Baba signaled to begin serving the food while various 

musicians performed, including Adi Sr. on the harmonium. Almost 4,000 people (mostly poor 

villagers) were fed in honor of Upasni Maharaj, and the feast continued until late in the afternoon. 

Bhau Saheb Wanjari sang bhajans between four and five-thirty, followed by an inspiring 

lecture by Angal Pleader. Later Baba was taken up the hill in a palanquin. Gulmai’s husband 

Khansaheb had come for the occasion, and joined the procession. After arti and puja, Baba was 

brought down the hill in the same festive manner. 

During the afternoon feast, a young boy in a pitiable condition came into the school. He 

was dirty, appeared half-starved, and was dressed in ragged clothing. He looked like a beggar but 

when questioned, he said he was a Parsi. He was brought to Baba who asked him to tell him about 

himself. The boy began to weep. He said his name was Burjor Sarkari. He claimed he had been 

mistreated by his relatives and abandoned. He was now homeless and penniless. 

Babu Cyclewalla had come from Poona and recognized the boy as the one whom Sailor 

Mama had helped land a job. After being questioned more pointedly by Baba, the boy confessed 



that he had come from Poona where he had stolen money from his last employer. Baba encouraged 

him to return to the man, make a clean breast of things, and ask for his pardon. But at the prospect 

of facing his former boss, the boy broke down and began weeping again. Baba comforted him and 

gave the boy some figs. He then directed him to take a bath and put on new clothes. Baba allowed 

the boy to stay at Meherabad and told Abdulla Jaffer (who had also come) to contact the person in 

Poona, along with Sailor, and find out more about what had happened. 

After three days, a letter from Poona came describing in detail Burjor’s mischief and 

thievery. Baba sent for the boy and threatened to hand him over to the police. The boy fully admitted 

his guilt and begged to be allowed to remain in Meherabad. Baba pardoned him and gave him 

permission to stay, warning sternly, “Never think of repeating such actions, even in your dreams! 

You may manage to avoid detection of your crimes elsewhere − you may even succeed in running 

away from any other place − but this won’t be allowed here. I will find you even if you hide yourself 

in the very depths of the earth. There is no place where my eyes cannot reach! Not only that, but if 

you do anything wrong here, you will instantly become a cripple!” The boy, quite frightened by 

Baba’s words, readily agreed to obey whatever Baba said. 

Baba had one of the mandali relate what had recently happened to Bal, his former orderly. 

In spite of Baba’s advice to the contrary, Bal insisted upon leaving the mandali and began working 

at Sarosh Motor Works. But within a few days, he suffered a deep cut from a sharp piece of tin 

sheet and almost bled to death. 

 

As related, Chanji had recently been given Baba’s permission to write Baba’s biography, 

which he had been working on. Baily was summoned from Poona and arrived on the 18th to assist 

him. Baily stayed for a day and narrated to Chanji a few incidents from Baba’s early life. Baba said 

he himself would add more details, and he approved the inclusion of some of his “divine 

explanations” also. He instructed Chanji to dedicate the book to his parents, Sheriarji and 

Shireenmai. 

One of Vishnu’s closest friends from Poona was 24-year-old Vinayak Nilkanth Godse. 

Nilu, as he was called, was from an upstanding Brahmin family and had attended the New English 

High School in Poona, where he met Vishnu. While Vishnu had abruptly discontinued his education 

after he failed the matriculation exam, Nilu had gone to college and then entered Grant Medical 

School in Bombay. Whenever they would meet, Vishnu would talk only of Baba and would often 

write to Nilu, inviting him to visit Meherabad. 

Nilu had come to Meherabad during the celebration in honor of Upasni Maharaj, ostensibly 

to see his old friend, for he had no interest in finding a guru or in spirituality. When he met the 

Master, Baba immediately directed him to find Vishnu and talk with him for as long as he liked. 

Nilu was surprised at hearing this and was convinced Baba had read his thoughts. “I came with that 

intent,” Nilu informed Baba, “but I have changed my mind. I, too, wish to follow you.” 

Baba was happy and advised him, “If you can spare time from your studies, think of me. 

Think of me as either a friend or a brother.” 

Nilu was amazed by the energy and enthusiasm of the mandali. He commented to Baba, 

“The work of all your disciples is really remarkable. It is almost supernatural considering the plain 

food they eat and their simple living. During Upasni Maharaj’s birthday they were distributing food 

for hours in the hot sun without the least sign of fatigue or discomfort. I could never have done it. 

Where does their energy and enthusiasm come from?” 

Baba smiled and dictated, “It comes from me. It is I who give it to them internally. The 

Master always gets his work done through his disciples.” Nilu himself was destined to join the 

Master’s circle, but first he had to complete his studies. 



On 20 May, several of the boys were late for classes because they had been playing on the 

way to school. As a punishment, Baba ordered the boys to fast, directing the staff not to give them 

any dinner that night or tea the following morning. 

The next day, the men heard loud shouts coming from the Post Office, and everyone, 

including Baba, hurried there to investigate. Inside, Memo, Tehmina Bomanji, and Masaji were 

having a heated argument, hurling abuses at each other. When Baba arrived, he sat down and sent 

the mandali away. Then he began playing with Pilamai’s infant son, acting indifferent toward the 

harsh words renting the air. When the three saw Baba lovingly playing with the child, they forgot 

their own anger and calmed down. Baba inquired about the problem, and in a short time he brought 

harmony, using his masterful tact to make each person feel reconciled to a certain degree. 

On Sunday morning, 22 May 1927, Baba narrated some interesting stories about Babajan. 

“She never took a bath or washed her face and hands,” he reminisced. “She changed her clothes 

only once or twice a year, and that too after much persuasion from her disciples. Despite this, there 

was always a fragrant smell about her person.” 

Baba went by bus to Akbar Press for the navjot ceremony of the two Jessawala daughters 

Manu and Meheru. The entire Satha family had become devoted to Baba and remained steadfast in 

his cause, ignoring the subtle frowns from the other attending Parsi guests, who did not understand 

Baba and were skeptical or even opposed to him. 

Baba and the mandali arrived late during the middle of the proceedings, and were escorted 

to a private room. After the priest had said his prayers, Manu and Meheru came to Baba, and he 

tied the kusti around their waists and adorned them with new bangles and necklaces. Although the 

two girls were anxious to leave and enjoy the feast, Baba ordered them to stay and press his feet 

for a while. The mandali enjoyed a sumptuous lunch, and Bhau Saheb sang for Baba. 

 

The following day, Baba’s seat was fixed in front of the principal’s office in the Mess 

Quarters during school hours. (After 2:30 P.M. his gaadi was shifted to the mandali’s quarters.) 

Chanji was appointed to assist Padri in teaching Gujarati to the 5th and 6th standard students. A 

library was added to the school premises, and Baba spent four hours personally arranging the 

selection of books, most of which had been donated by Rustom. 

Adi Sr. and his father Khansaheb came to see Baba in the evening on 23 May, and brought 

a treat for the mandali — a large quantity of ice cream. 

Ahmednagar District was experiencing a scarcity of water that summer, and many were 

afraid that the upcoming monsoon would be meager, as well. Many villagers came every day, 

seeking Baba’s blessings for rain. On 25 May, while discussing the critical situation, Baba 

commented, “If 100 Brahmins come to Meherabad and offer prayers to me, I promise abundant 

rainfall in Ahmednagar this year. All will be quite satisfied.” Some of the mandali felt that to call 

100 Brahmins to Meherabad might be misinterpreted as an “advertising campaign.” Others were 

of the opinion that it would be taken as an attempt to establish Baba’s divine status among the 

public. Some took it as a challenge and thought it should be attempted. 

Baba dictated in response: 

My asking for 100 Brahmins to come here was not meant as an advertisement for publicity, much less as a 

challenge to anyone. A real Sadguru would never act like that. My sole object in calling them is to create in 

them divine love, faith, and longing for the spiritual path. Once they are convinced that a saint actually has 

command over Nature itself, a natural and inborn respect for spiritual beings will be created in them. They will 

be induced to seek the holy contact of saints and Sadgurus and will be blessed and benefited by doing so. 

Although the mandali had full confidence in Baba’s words, some opined that the public 

would misunderstand the motive underlying Baba’s unusual condition and misinterpret it as a 

publicity stunt. Baba decided to drop the idea. 



Padri was usually taciturn by nature, but he desperately wanted rain due to the intense heat 

and dust storms. He suggested that the old dhuni be demolished and a new one built in its place, 

since in the past whenever a dhuni was lit, plentiful rains would fall. Hearing Padri’s plea, Baba 

remarked, “Let the Brahmins come or not come. From the 8th of June, rains will start.” 

But Padri interposed, “Considering how unbearably hot it is, there should be rain by the 

1st of June.” 

Baba accepted Padri’s view, affirming, “If there is no rain by 1 June, break the old dhuni 

and build another one.” But three days later, on 28 May, it rained for 20 minutes. Thus the old 

dhuni was preserved. 

One hour after retiring to the Jhopdi on the night of 26 May, Baba called Masaji and asked, 

“Who is outside?” Masaji had not heard anything and said that perhaps people were passing along 

the road. Baba sent him to see if anyone was there, and to his surprise he found Padri, Jalbhai, and 

Vishnu pilfering mangoes from the basket kept near Baba’s gaadi in the Mess Quarters. Seeing 

Masaji, they ran away. 

When Masaji informed Baba, he smiled, commenting, “Those two-legged cats have been 

prowling again.” Baba had caught them stealing mangoes a few years before, and this time, too, 

the expert mango-stealers were foiled in their attempt. 

 

Baba proposed a holiday for himself on Friday, 27 May 1927, a day of “rest and relaxation” 

with the mandali in the picturesque village of Shendi, six miles from the city, where he had been 

invited by the local village headman. Borker’s orphanage, Anath Ashram, also had a branch there. 

However, Baba intimated to Borker and the Patil that his visit should be kept strictly private and 

that he would not give darshan in Shendi. 

Baba and the mandali left at 7:30 A.M. in an open-air trolley pulled by a tractor. They first 

went to the railway station, where Babu Cyclewalla and Baily had arrived suddenly from Poona, 

and joined them. Next they went to Ahmednagar and had breakfast at Shahane’s home. From there, 

they proceeded to Shendi, followed by a procession of tongas carrying Borker, Shahane, Raya, 

Nusserwan, and other devotees of Baba from Ahmednagar. 

The village Patil’s house was in a cool and shady setting, and it seemed to be a well-chosen 

spot where Baba could spend the day relaxing in private with his close disciples. However, no 

sooner had he sat down upon a special carpet spread for him than a crowd began gathering for 

darshan. Showing his displeasure, he left his seat and directed the mandali to sit in the trolley with 

the intention of returning to Meherabad. The Patil sought Baba’s forgiveness, and Baba replied, “I 

have visited and sanctified your residence, but I am unable to remain here for the present. I will 

come back again someday. Don’t worry.” Baba then took his seat in the trolley and departed. 

When they first arrived at Shendi, Rustom had asked Baba whether he should send the 

trolley back to Ahmednagar and have it return in the evening, as they were to spend the day there. 

But Baba had wished the trolley to remain, and the reason for his decision was now apparent as he 

had wished to be able to leave immediately. 

The group had gone nearly a mile when they were met by the tonga carrying Borker and 

Shahane. Baba scolded both of them for not properly following his instructions and ensuring that 

no outsiders were present at the Patil’s house. Borker sought Baba’s pardon and said that if he were 

allowed, he would go to Shendi and arrange things with the Patil so that Baba would not be 

disturbed by a crowd. Baba permitted it, and Borker left, while Baba remained with the mandali 

for some time under a large tree. When Baba and the mandali returned, they found favorable 

arrangements. 

Relaxing in Shendi, Baba played cards with the mandali until eleven o’clock and then ate 

lunch of bakri, hot dal, and mangoes. In the afternoon he played marbles for some time with Dhake 



and Manekar. During the game, in a light vein Baba casually remarked, “A great, great Avatar is 

born on earth and will soon be revealed to the world. He is now playing marbles!” 

Baily narrated stories from Baba’s childhood, and Baba played gilli-danda with the mandali 

for more than an hour. (“Shree played a masterful game till the end,” Chanji noted.) Until then the 

Patil had been successful in keeping the throng of people seeking darshan at bay, but when Baba 

and the mandali neared the trolley to leave, a crowd surrounded them. This time, however, Baba 

was not displeased and allowed them to take his darshan. Afterward, Baba praised the Patil for his 

sincere hospitality and gave him prasad. 

Baba then visited the rural family house of Bhau Saheb Wanjari, also in Shendi. Before 

entering his compound, Baba had the tractor stopped and sent for the Patil to accompany them. 

Meanwhile, Baba gave this short discourse: 

Until God-realization, this life and world of existence is like a game of cards. When you play cards you feel 

pleased or disappointed depending on winning or losing the game. You become so excited and absorbed in 

playing that you forget everything else. But once you stop and again get busy in the ordinary affairs of life, you 

forget about the game of cards and all its pleasures, disappointments, concerns, and anxieties. 

It is also similar in the case of the Realized Ones. To them the very life and existence of the world is a mere 

game of cards. Worldly success and failure, happiness and misery are no more lasting or significant than the 

emotions you experience during a game of cards. 

The Patil joined them and Borker praised his good nature and spiritual bent of mind. Baba 

said, “I know it all. He is a good devotee and that is why I accepted his invitation and came all this 

way to his place. Such simple devotees are more dear to me than the so-called rich and influential 

people, who are no more than ‘tin gods.’ ” After visiting Wanjari and his family, Baba returned to 

Meherabad at 5:30 P.M. 

There was a general discussion about Arangaon Village affairs that night. Some of the 

villagers were bitterly criticizing and harassing Maruti Patil for staying at Meherabad and eating 

food “cooked by a Parsi,” rather than by someone from his own caste. Baba consoled him and 

promised, “Rest assured, one day I will bring all these mahars [Harijans] to dine with you on the 

same food cooked by those prohibited by your caste.” 

Memo and Mani returned to Poona on the 29th evening. 

 

Baba went to Arangaon with the mandali on the morning of Wednesday, 1 June 1927 to 

attend the wedding of Walu Pawar’s daughter. Baba was escorted to the village in a procession and 

was well-attended to. Soon after the food was served, he returned to Meherabad. Before leaving 

Arangaon, he commented, “I was compelled to attend this marriage today because of Walu’s love 

and devotion for me.” Walu was the only woman from Arangaon to be included in Baba’s close 

circle of women mandali. 

Ramjoo arrived after an absence of ten days. Later that same day, the Satha family came 

for Baba’s darshan. Accompanying them was Gaimai’s husband Byramshaw Dorab Jessawala, 42, 

who everyone called Pappa. While explaining to him about saints and in particular Hazrat Babajan, 

the Master related: 

Babajan lost two of her fingers by allowing them to be eaten away by maggots. So many insects were in her 

wounds that they would fall out. She would pick them up and put them back in the wound without in the least 

minding the horrible pain. Instead of taking treatment for her fingers, she was feeding the maggots! Babajan 

deliberately suffered unimaginable agony, and in the end lost both fingers. 

At the present, I, too, have a blister inside my mouth which pains me severely, but I don’t mind it. I don’t pay 

any attention to it. Saints are always happy, even while in agony. 

From the 1st of June, the teaching of Persian began in the Meher Ashram school. Rustom 

was assigned to teach Persian grammar for three hours of classes every week, and Raosaheb general 

conversational Persian for one hour every day. 



The next day, Dhake was granted a ten-day leave for his marriage, and a Brahmin 

acquaintance of Kaka Shahane named Phadke was hired to assume Dhake’s duties in his absence. 

That morning at ten o’clock, an argument arose among two other teachers, Pandoba and 

Ramkrishna Gite, about the value of education.343 Pandoba claimed that education had spoiled 

India’s traditional family system of vocational trades (such as the son of a tailor or cobbler 

following in his father’s footsteps), whereas Gite was in favor of it, maintaining that it had greatly 

benefited the nation. Hearing them, Baba made the following statements: 

Education, however faulty and incompetent, is always better than ignorance. It is beneficial and does much 

good. If not always beneficial financially, education always brings about good mental training. Mentally, it is a 

step further toward human advancement, betterment and progress. Under all circumstances and at any place, I 

would repeat and declare that education is and does good. A system [of education] may be defective, even bad, 

yet you must not blame one for the other — i.e., education for the system. 

Raosaheb was the ashram “lamp manager” in charge of seeing that the kerosene lanterns 

were daily filled, cleaned and distributed to the different departments. That night a new Petromax 

lantern was lit for the first time, and the mandali and pupils welcomed it with loud whistling and 

cheering. Coconuts were broken for good luck to inaugurate it, and all celebrated the event. A 

strong breeze was blowing and Baba warned Raosaheb to look after the new lantern well, 

threatening, “Remember, if anything happens to the Petromax lantern, I will march out of 

Meherabad to an unknown destination.” 

It had been cloudy for the previous few days and the sun had not shone. On the 3rd, when 

Baba came to the mandali, he wanted to rest, but the inclement weather seemed to have affected 

him. He explained: 

I have come here to rest. For me, rest means to stop my spiritual work completely. After so many years, today I 

wanted to permit myself to have this rest; but Nature — which I myself have created — will not allow it. How 

these illusory powers are an obstacle can be understood from the following: Generally, for my spiritual work, 

my Universal mind is connected with the gross, the subtle and [the mental spheres], and also with God. When I 

stop my work, my Universal mind wants to disconnect itself from illusion — the gross, subtle, [and mental 

spheres] — and “rest” in divinity. 

To remove this obstacle, and at the same time to rest, I need a mountain to climb, or need to run for physical 

activity, or play a game, or bask in the sunlight to keep myself happy. But now things are not like this, and so 

there are two possible courses of action: not to rest, or to break the law which I myself have made. If I wish, 

within five seconds I can make the sun shine, but it would be a breach of the law which governs the whole 

creation. No one is to blame. No one can help. Even great yogis and Sadgurus, who control the elements and 

raise the dead, are helpless to make the sun shine or do anything about it because I, as the Avatar, am 

personally involved in this. In the ordinary course of events, Sadgurus can do anything except break the law. 

Lawmakers won’t be lawbreakers! 

Of the 56 God-realized souls [on earth], the five Perfect Masters are the most important; and the One who is the 

highest of all is the Avatar, myself. I come every 700 to 1400 years and it is undoubtedly a very rare and lucky 

thing for each of you to have the opportunity of loving me individually, since even the Sadgurus long to touch 

the Avatar physically. 

When the world is in the grip of pain, misery, suffering, and chaos, I manifest myself. Spirituality then reaches 

its pinnacle and materialism is at its lowest level. Then again, with the passing of time, spirituality diminishes 

and materialism increases. From the beginning of time this game has been going on, and it will go on for 

eternity. 

I have a law of my own in managing the affairs of the universe. But when I speak, that law will be kept aside 

because the spiritual push will be universal. So the law which I have created for the universe will be set aside. 

But again the law establishes itself; then the spiritual power gradually diminishes and materialism increases, 

just like a seesaw. [Baba tilted his alphabet board up and down like a seesaw.] Material unrest and chaos will 

have to reach a climax, then I shall manifest. When I manifest, spirituality is at its highest. 

When someone asked Baba why realizing God took so long, he replied: 

 
343 Gite is pronounced GI-tay 



But when you become one with me there is no time — nothing. How fortunate the circle is to love me in 

person. But in love divine for the Master are the greatest pangs and suffering. The separation is felt more. 

Headache and heartache are more acute. Like a moth flying round a candle seeking to die, the lover goes mad 

for the Beloved. 

Hafiz loved his Master so much he could not live for five minutes without him. He used to kiss his hair! One 

must have such burning love, such longing not to be able to find peace or rest in his absence. 

I want to rest but Nature does not allow it. If there is no sun, there is rain. Why? Maya means the illusory 

attraction which prevails everywhere. It uses its force against spirituality. Now when I am not working, the 

spiritual forces are at rest, and maya becomes stronger. If I resist maya now, the law which governs maya will 

be broken. 

Baba concluded in a lighthearted manner, “You will see, tomorrow something will happen 

which will give me rest. We will play For He’s A Jolly Good Fellow on the gramophone and see 

what happens.” 

There had been no rain since the brief shower on 28 May and the heat was intense. On 4 

June, Baba directed Adi Sr. to stand outside and shout, “Come down, rain! Come down!” Adi did 

accordingly, but spoke the words in an ordinary tone of voice. Baba ordered him to shout the 

command with all his might, and when he did, strong winds began to blow and dark clouds 

gathered. After half an hour it began to rain. 

The next day, Sunday, 5 June 1927, despite feeling indisposed, Baba and a few of the 

mandali left Meherabad at 5:30 A.M. and stopped at Khushru Quarters for breakfast before 

proceeding to Aurangabad, where they relaxed at the Inspection Bungalow. Baba was in a good 

mood, despite the pain in his neck and a headache. After lunch and a few games of cards, Ramjoo 

suggested a visit to the Ellora Caves. They stopped at the Daulatabad Fort on the way. Baba saw 

and liked the Kailash Temple at Ellora and a few of the caves there. 

While drinking tea at Khuldabad, Baba disclosed, “The tomb of Sai Baba’s Master Zarzari 

Zar Baksh is in Khuldabad.” When asked how this could be since Zarzari Zar Baksh lived hundreds 

of years prior to Sai Baba, Baba answered, “You have no idea of how great is the grace of the 

Perfect Master. While Zarzari Zar Baksh was alive, Sai, in a previous incarnation, was his disciple. 

The Master’s grace descended upon him at that time; however, it carried over and made him perfect 

after 700 years. Zarzari Zar Baksh means Giver of the Wealth of Wealth. This he gave to Sai.”344 

The group returned to Meherabad at eight o’clock the same night, again stopping at Khushru 

Quarters on the way for dinner. 

It was scorchingly hot the following afternoon. On this occasion Baba asked Vishnu and 

Waman the tailor to go outside and shout as loudly as they could, “Come, come, rain! Go, go away, 

sun!” They both shouted out Baba’s command to the clear skies, and it did rain by four o’clock that 

afternoon. 

 

An elderly Parsi friend of the Jessawalas named Nusserwanji Bharucha had met Baba for 

the first time at the recent navjot ceremony at Akbar Press. He was so inspired by this meeting that 

every day from then on he would walk to Meherabad to have Baba’s darshan. Baba always blessed 

him, placing his hand on his head, and urged him to long for the love of God. 

Later during this period, however, Nusserwanji was reported to be behaving like a 

madman, moving about almost naked and beating anyone who tried to pacify him. On 6 June 1927, 

referring to him and others of a similar imbalanced emotional temperament, Baba commented: 

To express one’s feelings in such a violent way is not good. It has nothing to do with Truth. The feelings and 

overflow of emotions must be controlled, checked, and gradually turned into submission, to enable one to be 

 
344 Sai Baba of Shirdi had physical contact with other Masters — Gopal Rao and the Swami of Akkalkot. 

However, it was Zarzari Zar Baksh who bestowed Realization upon Sai while he was in a cave at 

Khuldabad. The Swami of Akkalkot brought Sai down and made him a Perfect Master.  



set upon the Path. Such uncontrolled outbursts of feelings will otherwise lead a person into awkward situations. 

He will not advance a whit along the Path, but on the contrary, will make himself a laughingstock in the world. 

If the same is not checked in time, a person is likely to really go mad and pass his remaining life in a lunatic 

asylum. 

True, those who get such outbursts of feeling have a loving nature and a bent of mind toward the Truth, but, as I 

said, the same should be checked. If not, in the course of time it proves an empty show, as has been the case 

with Waman Subnis and Kisan Master. Both had an outburst of feelings which they were unable to check, 

exhibiting a great show of love and asceticism, but soon became their old selves, once again involved in 

worldly affairs. 

Baba instructed Gustadji, who was living on the Jhopdi verandah, to make a garden around 

Baba’s room to be called Meher Garden. From 10 June, the small two-wheeled bullock cart in 

which Baba would sometimes roam about Meherabad, was used to bring flower pots for the planned 

garden. Baba had previously called the cart the Punjab Mail, but now he renamed it the Meherabad 

Special. He sat in it that day and rode in it to Meher Ashram in the Family Quarters, and once even 

went to Ahmednagar in it. 

Night games of atya-patya were a regular feature of life at Meherabad then. The mandali 

and Baba would sometimes play until ten o’clock by the light of the Petromax lantern. 

Baba graced Dr. Sathe’s residence in Ahmednagar on Friday, 10 June 1927, for the thread 

ceremony of one of his relatives, and then went to Raya’s home. Three of Baba's women devotees 

− Sadashiv’s mother-in-law Jeejabai (or Gajabai) Dokey, Vishnu’s mother Kakubai, and Naval’s 

mother-in-law Rupamai Karani − arrived the same morning and spent the night. Rupamai’s sons, 

Banaji, fifteen, and Dinsi, twelve, were admitted to Meher Ashram. 

The Muslim festival of Bakri-Id was celebrated on the 11th. The school was closed for half 

a day, and at 3:00 P.M. Baba presented the Muslim students with new clothes. He distributed sweets 

to all the children. 

Before entering his room the next afternoon at two o’clock, Baba remarked to Jalbhai, 

“When the rain stops, I will come out of the Jhopdi.” At that time it was bright and sunny; there 

were no clouds in the sky. But within a short interval, rain began to fall and continued for over an 

hour, and again at night. 

Baba’s maternal aunt Banu Masi arrived at Meherabad from Karachi on 13 June. She met 

with her two sons, Merwan and Homi, who were studying in the Meher Ashram school and felt 

happy to find them doing well. She left for Bombay in the evening. Dhake returned to his duties 

that day. 

Nusserwanji Bharucha was again brought before Baba on the 12th and 13th of June, as his 

peculiar behavior had continued. Baba told him, “Although your outbursts have nothing to do with 

spirituality, since you are sincere, have suffered, and long for the Truth, I will see to your spiritual 

advancement. Meanwhile, contain yourself. Otherwise, you make others unhappy, while to ‘make 

others happy’ is the chief point of the teachings of all great Masters, including Zoroaster himself.” 

Baba allowed the old man to stay at Meherabad for a few days, placing him in Chanji’s 

charge. 

The next day, Baba ordered Rustom and Raosaheb to accompany him to Meher Ashram 

every evening at eight o’clock from the 1st of July, as Baba said he wanted to begin dictating 

discourses to the students on spiritual subjects. Rustom was to translate the explanations into 

Marathi and Gujarati, and Raosaheb into Persian. 

When one of the mandali eagerly referred to the possible arrival at Meherabad of some 

well-known and affluent Poona Zoroastrians, Baba did not show much interest in drawing such 

persons to him, and commented: 

Wait and see what happens. Many prominent people, leaders, and celebrities will come to me in the course of 

time. It will happen at the right moment, without their being specially invited or promised this and that 



[benefit]. Why worry about it now? Anybody — whether a somebody or a nobody — who comes of his or her 

own accord is welcome here. 

Publicity and fame are not the true standards to judge those who are really great. Mere political and social 

workers generally become so famous as to be looked upon by the world as great men and celebrities. But there 

are thousands and thousands of real workers and silent sufferers more wonderful and greater than a thousand 

[Mahatma] Gandhis and [Vallabhbhai] Patels put together, who remain comparatively unknown to the 

world.345 

These silent workers are real jewels, who can fast for ten times longer than Gandhi without any fuss and more 

cheerfully, too. Yet, it is the way of the world that if a Patel or a Gandhi were to observe a fast for just five 

days, a sensation is caused all over the country and screaming headlines appear in the papers, simply because 

they are famous politicians and in the public eye. 

There was mention of the disappointment of a German woman who had gone to Mahatma 

Gandhi, thinking he was a Spiritual Master. Baba remarked: 

Had she gone to Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, she would have gained much. But disappointments are good. Such 

experiences do much good. Shattering of the intellect is necessary. Such disappointments lessen too much 

thinking, although the desire does not vanish. It makes its own way − privately, slowly yet steadily, from other 

directions − and is sure to gain its end some day − even after a number of disappointments — by coming in 

contact with one real Perfect One who can guide the person concerned correctly. 

On 15 June 1927, this simple chant of Seven Names of God, was composed by Baba for 

the ashram boys to recite every day (similar to what he had dictated in 1924 for the mandali to 

recite): “Hari, Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, God, Yezdan, Hu,” and a board with the couplet 

was prepared the following day for all to see. 

In the morning one boy would first recite the names of God alone, and then all the boys 

would join in together, chanting the prayer for fifteen minutes or half an hour. The prayer would 

be recited for five minutes before and after classes, all the boys standing with folded hands and 

facing the sun. 

The next day, Ghani and Tyebali arrived from Lonavla. A new person came that day for 

Baba's darshan who was to have much contact with the Master and prove useful in his work. The 

man (in his late 20s or early 30s) was a lawyer from Bombay named Kaikhushru Jamshed Dastur. 

Dastur asked for Baba’s blessing to free him from some financial difficulties. Baba agreed on the 

condition that Dastur stay in Meherabad and teach in the school, as well as do some writing work 

according to Baba’s instructions. Baba added that before accepting the proposal, Dastur should 

think it through fully and consult his relatives before making a decision. Dastur then left for 

Bombay to consider Baba's conditions. 

Zoroaster’s death anniversary was also observed on 16 June, and Baba himself cleaned the 

Jhopdi verandah which was splattered with mud due to the rains. 

 

During June, Baba often spent six hours a day at the Meher Ashram, personally supervising 

everything at the school. But on Saturday, 18 June 1927 at 11:00 A.M., Baba took Ghani, Ramjoo, 

and a few of the mandali up the hill, where he said he wanted to have a “holiday” from the usual 

routine. They stayed until eight that night, most of the time playing games inside the tank rooms. 

A Ping-Pong table had been set up in one of the rooms and Baba relaxed with a few games.346 

Special meals were brought up for Baba and the mandali that day, both for lunch and 

dinner. Ghani remarked to one of the other men that, if he had such appetizing food every day, he 

 
345 Vallabhbhai Patel (1875–1950) was a political leader in the Indian National Congress. With Mahatma 

Gandhi, Patel helped negotiate India’s independence from Britain in 1947 and served as deputy prime 

minister until his death.  
346 Since there were no doors to the east and west room of the Water Tank building at this time, the Ping-

Pong table was probably set up in the middle room of the building.  



would not mind to stay at Meherabad permanently. Ramjoo overheard him and informed Baba what 

Ghani had said. Baba then promised Ghani the same quality of food every day and directed him to 

stay in Meherabad for two weeks each month, as Ramjoo was doing. At first Ghani tried to back 

out of it, but Baba rebuked him, claiming he was not living up to his own words. After some 

discussion, Ghani agreed to Baba’s proposition. 

Since many more boys were expected to join the ashram once the leaflets were distributed 

and advertisements placed in the newspapers, Baba suggested moving the boys’ ashram from the 

Arangaon Family Quarters to the Water Tank on Meherabad Hill. Ghani was entrusted to oversee 

some of the necessary work to one of the large rooms in the Water Tank building (which began the 

following day). 

In the course of the afternoon, Baba prophesied: 

There will be a terrible world war in the near future, and it will be more destructive and horrible than the last 

one. America will take a leading role in this bloodshed. Millions will die. The war will be so horrendous that 

there will not even be time to dispose of the heaps of corpses. It will be then that I manifest myself as the 

Avatar! 

Every day for the next three days, Baba went up Meherabad Hill to supervise the alteration 

work to the Water Tank. The mandali and a few hired laborers struggled to knock a hole through 

the thick stone wall of the tank building to construct a door. The stone wall was so thick that they 

only finished the work after several days of hard labor. One door was installed to the east room and 

another to the west room. Prior to this, to enter these two rooms, one had to climb a ladder and 

crawl in through a small window seven feet above the ground. 

On 21 June, Ghani and Tyebali left at 6:00 A.M. A telegram was received from Baidul in 

Persia, informing Baba that the fourteen boys he was bringing to the school were held up at Bandar 

Abbas and barred from proceeding to India. Baba ordered that the necessary steps be taken for their 

clearance, sending a telegram to Rusi Irani in Quetta to intervene and expedite the matter. 

On 22 June, Baba and the mandali were hosted at Dhake’s residence in the city, in honor 

of his recent marriage. Adi’s car got a flat tire while returning, so Baba walked to Kaka Shahane’s, 

where he waited until the tire was fixed. He went to Chinchorkar’s for lunch the following day, and 

also to Arangaon to witness a Hindu ceremony at the temple there. 

After returning to Meherabad on the 22nd, Baba spoke about adepts, revealing that there 

are thirteen in the world. “One of them [in England] has tremendous powers, unknown even to his 

own wife,” Baba stated. “Certain powers are given to them, but they are not Realized. They will 

get Realization after they drop their body. They are under my direct supervision. I am in [inner] 

communication with them just now, directing them, hence this topic has come up.” 

Baba also remarked, “Go to any saint and have his darshan; you will be benefited. But 

don’t seek or follow their advice. To see or come in contact with a real wali [saint] is very beneficial. 

Walis are God’s pets. At times, the impossible is made possible by God through their blessings.” 

Baba continued to spend time at the school and playing games with the boys, such as field 

hockey, cricket, and atya-patya. One evening he played a few games of draughts with the mandali. 

 

On Thursday, 30 June 1927, Meher Ashram was shifted from the Family Quarters to 

Meherabad Hill, and to celebrate the occasion, Baba served tea and sweets to everyone. Bhajans 

were sung and afterwards games were played. An application was made to the railway authorities 

to construct a level-crossing across the railway tracks near the Post Office building, to facilitate 

access to the hill. A few days later, discussions were held about building a tennis court at 

Meherabad and about a cricket ground to be prepared on the hill. 

On 1 July the school, after meeting the requirements of Bombay University for 

accreditation for secondary education, was formally christened by the Master as the Hazrat 



Babajan High School. Those boys not included in Meher Ashram — who were staying with the 

men mandali in their Makan near the well and who had been going to the school in the Mess 

Quarters — were moved to the vacated Family Quarters, and Raosaheb was put in charge of them. 

Earlier in May, Baba had selected a spot on Meherabad Hill to the west of the Water Tank 

for a small cabin made of tin to be built. On 30 June, it was completed and Baba spent the night 

there. But after staying only one day, he returned to the Jhopdi at lower Meherabad. 

Rusi’s efforts in Quetta proved fruitful and on Sunday, 3 July 1927, at seven in the morning, 

the first contingent of Persian students arrived with Baidul — twelve Zoroastrian and two Muslim 

boys. Two other adults accompanied the group. Baidul was successful in bringing the boys to India 

without passports — an accomplishment that would have been impossible without Baba’s inner 

help. As soon as the boys arrived, although they were very tired from the long journey, Baidul lined 

them up according to height and had their photograph taken to document their appearance and 

condition on arrival. Baba then came and patted each boy on the head and lovingly welcomed them 

to Meherabad. 

One other addition to the Meherabad residents was Sheriar Rashid Mehrabanpur. He had 

first heard of Baba in Persia from Baidul, and immediately borrowed money and came to India. 

Mehrabanpur was a young, strong man and a very sincere seeker. Baba allowed him to join the 

mandali and placed him on silence. He was told to act as a watchman by the gate at Upper 

Meherabad to make certain that no outsiders came into the Meher Ashram compound on the hill. 

 

On 4 July, Baba hinted about the future: “I will have to fast on water for six months. When 

I do this, know that I will speak again. I will lock myself up, but all the arrangements in the ashram 

must be ready before I do so. There will be a spiritual outburst here in Meherabad, which many 

sages already know about.” 

One of these “sages” appeared the same day. Sent by an advanced soul named Dhuniwala 
Baba, a young sadhu from Saikhed with long, curly hair and “dreamy eyes” came for Baba’s 

darshan. The sadhu had already been to Babajan and Narayan Maharaj, and was on his way to 

Sakori.347 Baba presented him with some of his photographs and lockets. When asked why he had 

left Dhuniwala Baba and started on this pilgrimage, the youngster replied, “Dhuniwala told me to 

go have a look at the rivers that have become one with the sea.” 

One of the mandali asked, “How did you come to know about the particular ‘rivers’? Were 

any definite names suggested to you?” 

The young sadhu answered, “No. I was not asked or told to see particular places and 

personalities. I am guided in this matter intuitively.” 

Baba instructed Ramjoo to escort the youth to the station and to purchase a ticket for him 

to Sakori. At the station, the sadhu boarded the train and advised Ramjoo, “You have taken a seat 

on the bank of a river that is about to overflow. Stick to it under any circumstances. One can never 

be sure when the river will flood.” 

Suddenly, the sadhu stopped speaking, rested his head on the window frame of his 

compartment and sat still for a few seconds. With a smiling face and beaming eyes, he lifted his 

head and told Ramjoo that he had just felt a message about his arrival being flashed from Baba at 

Meherabad to Upasni Maharaj in Sakori. 

When this incident was related to Baba, he commented, “The sadhu is genuine. He is on 

the Path. He is able to see something of the unseen.” 

 
347 The mandali referred to the sadhu as Ganja Swami (perhaps because he appeared intoxicated). 



Three days later, the young sadhu returned to Meherabad unexpectedly, at Maharaj’s 

directive. Baba, in turn, ordered the swami to go to Babajan and remain in her service for three 

days, before again returning to Meherabad. He was to observe silence until he returned. 

 

Kaikhushru Masa and Soonamasi returned to Bombay temporarily on 4 July. (Their 

daughter Khorshed remained with the women mandali.) The following day, the Shahane family 

moved back to the Family Quarters, and Baba resumed his Thursday tea-sessions there. (He went 

at other times, as well.) Shankarnath was transferred to the Meher Ashram staff, and Burjor Sarkari 

(the young thief from Poona) was appointed to do the office work in the Hazrat Babajan High 

School. 

Commenting on newspaper reports of communal riots in Calcutta, Baba observed: 

It is simply madness and foolishness on the parts of both Hindus and Muslims to break each other’s heads and 

injure and insult each other’s religion in the very name of religion! Any religion that allows violating the sacred 

sentiment of another religion is not worth its name. 

The work of conversion, turning a Hindu into a Mohammedan or vice versa, is equally silly and senseless. The 

increase in numbers of followers of a particular religion is no indication of the greatness or value of it. The 

struggle for religious supremacy is nothing but rank irreligion. 

The real reason underlying these communal riots, as well as the general restlessness all over the world, is due to 

the coming approach of the spiritual outburst that takes place at long intervals. It will all end in unity and 

peace. You feel great discomfort and pain in the abdomen before having an unusually satisfactory [bowel] 

motion! It is just like that. These very disturbances are the indication of the coming peace. The combination of 

Islam, Hinduism, and Zoroastrianism in my personality is not a coincidence. It has great significance!” 

On 10 July 1927, Gulabsha became upset over something and did not wish to eat. Baba 

pacified him with these encouraging words, “Don’t take to heart when you are annoyed by others. 

Eat and drink regularly. Ramakrishna once washed the feet of a person who kicked the great 

Master! Be a man and resist momentary passions! Don’t fall down like a weak tree tottering against 

a strong but passing gale.” 

K. J. Dastur returned from Bombay on 8 July and informed Baba that he was prepared to 

work at Meherabad for a salary of Rs.1,000 for six months. Baba accepted and immediately had 

him paid Rs.200 in advance. Dastur again left for Bombay and was back three days later. Bobo, 

Baily, and Babu Cyclewalla from Poona came that day, 11 July, which was the Muslim festival of 

Moharrum. The young swami from Saikhed also returned with Gopal Swamy, and Adi and 

Rustom’s father Khansaheb visited, too. 

Dr. Ghani arrived on 12 July with new cricket bats and balls for the schools, and was 

appointed as a teacher in one of the Persian classes. While discussing the different institutions he 

was establishing at Meherabad, Baba disclosed, “My work at Meherabad is like digging numerous 

canals and placing as many people as possible on the banks, so that when the spiritual flood is let 

loose, they may benefit by having the divine overflow within their reach.” 

The next day at the Family Quarters, while commenting on the preparation of the circle, 

Baba foretold: 

My work for the circle is almost completed and only a little remains to be finished. When that is over, I will 

visit Europe and America. Discourses will only be given to selected individuals who ardently desire spiritual 

progress, but I will attract the masses with great miracles and thus draw a huge following like moths to a flame. 

On Sunday, 17 July 1927, Baily arrived with one of his and Baba’s former school chums, 

the son of Dinshaw Merwan Irani. They had brought a boy who sought admission in Meher Ashram. 



(Dinshaw Irani was a wealthy Poona Zoroastrian, who had helped finance one of Baba’s school 

plays. He and his wife had recently come to Meherabad to meet Baba and tour the facilities.)348 

A cricket match was played that day between the Meherabad school team and one from 

Ahmednagar. After the match, Baba personally supervised the arrangement of the new furniture in 

the school. Classrooms were set up with a writing table and chair for the teacher, a large wooden 

box for the study materials, and a blackboard on a tripod at the front of the room. Benches and 

desks were lined up according to the number in each class. The rooms were whitewashed and, on 

the whole, Baba was very pleased with how the school looked. 

To ease the transition of the Persian boys’ inclusion in the ashram, Baba ordered a brick 

oven to be constructed in which naan (thick Persian chapatis) could be baked. The oven was 

completed on 18 July, and all the Meherabad residents were served the novel bread. 

That day, while discussing spiritual matters, Baba disclosed: 

The Sadguru can interfere in the Creator’s workings, but he rarely does so. Generally he leaves the Creator and 

His creation to manage their own affairs among themselves [that is, the Sadguru remains aloof from creation 

except in regard to his circle]. 

In reference to the circle, Baba repeated: 

I intend finishing my circle work within a year and then I will begin speaking. The preparation of the circle is of 

the utmost importance. All the various sufferings I am undergoing are for the sake of the members of my circle. 

[So-called] great miracles such as raising the dead are of no consideration in comparison with my work for the 

circle. But before I begin to speak, I want to see all the affairs and arrangements regarding this ashram 

completed. 

On 20 July, Memo came to Meherabad from Poona with Beheram, nineteen, Adi Jr., 

thirteen, and Mani, nine. Baba suggested to Adi that it would be better if he remained at Meherabad 

and studied in the school. Adi was shocked at the thought of leaving his friends in Poona. In 

addition, he was keenly aware of the austere condition of the Meherabad boarders (who had to rise 

early and were served plain food). He replied, “What? Leave my good school in Poona and study 

here in this desolate place?” Baba gave him a reproachful look and Adi ran away. 

Running after him, Baba caught him and gave Adi a sound slap. He then explained, “You 

are my brother, and to set a good example, you should have been the first to enroll here. If you do 

not, what will the world say? You have no idea what sort of teaching will be imparted here. Such 

education cannot be given in any other school on earth, and those boys who study here are truly 

fortunate.” 

After much persuasion Adi consented, and four days later he was admitted to the school. 

Beheram also joined the men for some time as Buasaheb’s assistant. Thus Baba’s three brothers − 

Jalbhai, Beheram, and Adi Jr. − were now living in Meherabad. Mani remained with her parents in 

Poona, but she would visit whenever she could. Bobo would also come to Meherabad from time to 

time, and while at home, he would repeat God’s name and silently worship Baba’s photograph. 

Pesu’s elderly father came to Meherabad on 22 July and requested that Baba allow Pesu to 

move back home, to help him in a business he wished to start. Pesu did not want to leave, so Baba 

advised him to go to Bombay for a few days, pacify his father, and then return to Meherabad. 

Meanwhile, Rustom was helping his father, Khansaheb, in his various enterprises. The 

family already owned the Sarosh Motor Works, an automobile garage, and on the 23rd Rustom took 

Padri and Ghani to the inauguration ceremony of their “Radio Set” agency. 

Rustom had also been in touch with Krishna Jagannath Thaly, a Bombay author, publisher 

and spiritual seeker, who, since 1912, had published a series of books on saints in India (Shri 
Santasangha Pustakmala). Sai Baba, Narayan Maharaj, Tajuddin Baba and Upasni Maharaj had 

 
348 Baily left at 5:00 P.M. on 21 July 1927 with Ramjoo. 



been featured in his books. In 1927 Part Four was published, and short biographies of Babajan and 

Meher Baba were included, along with their photo. It was the first English publication in which 

information about Baba appeared. 

On 24 July 1927, the Dadachanjis’ young relative, Meherjee Karkaria, visited Meherabad 

again. Meherjee was becoming increasingly drawn to the Master, and Baba directed him to return 

to Bombay, continue working at his current job, and study hard for his upcoming college exams. 

One of the stipulations for admission to Meher Ashram was that the boys be kept for five 

years, so that Baba would be able to complete the work he intended to do for them. (The parents 

were even asked to sign a written agreement to this effect.) However, on 30 July, after barely one 

month, a Muslim father asked for the return of his sons, citing the poor diet as his main complaint. 

He wished to send special provisions for his sons, but Baba did not permit any of the boys to be 

given preferential treatment. Baba was not pleased, and the boys themselves did not wish to leave. 

Baba ordered the boys to be sent to Bombay by train, and they left weeping. “Go home 

now,” Baba told them. “And if you like it here so much, tell that to your father. Persuade him to let 

you stay here without any special conditions and arrangements, and then come back.” 

To the mandali, Baba said in disgust, “I am not at all happy about sending the boys away. 

I hate it when anyone goes back on his word once it is given. I have now resolved not to accept any 

Moghul boys for the ashram, as these Moghuls are promise-breakers.” 

A few days later, Banaji Karani expressed his unwillingness to remain in Meher Ashram 

and returned to his home. (But he rejoined the ashram a month or so later.) 

The school timings were altered slightly from the 1st of August, and were now fixed from 

7:15 A.M. to 12:15 P.M. The teacher, Kisan Master, moved to Meherabad with his wife and 

children on the 5th, and was directed to assist Raosaheb in looking after the schoolchildren. 

Padri’s mother Freiny Masi met Baba at Meherabad on Sunday, 7 August 1927 and 

informed Baba that Colonel Irani had had their younger brother Rustom committed to a mental 

asylum. Baba assured Freiny Masi that there was nothing serious about Rustom’s temporary mental 

condition — but that if he was left in the asylum he would go insane! Baba had a letter written to 

Dinshaw M. Irani to use his influence to have Rustom released.  

Freiny Masi was also worried about her son (Padri’s elder brother) Rusi, who had been one 

of Baba’s classmates and who was then in America. She hadn’t received any letter from him in 

some time. Baba assured her that she would hear from him soon and that he would also visit. “I 

want to see him when he does,” Baba said. “Cheer up, Mother. Everything and everyone will be 

quite all right.” Rusi was studying to be an engineer at the Colorado School of Mines, and Baba 

said he would pass his exams and prosper if he went to Persia, where there was a large mining 

industry, rather than settle in India. (He ended up living in America for the rest of his life.)  

That day, regarding a proposal to have Baba’s discourses published in various monthly 

magazines, Baba remarked : 

It is not advisable to send my notes, lectures, and discourses for editing to any writer or editor who is away 

from me. The writer must be here in order to ensure correctness. For example, Dastur took notes of certain of 

my explanations in writing the other day, yet while putting the same in his own language, he made a mess of it! 

My explanations may be recomposed in forceful and stylish language, but the spirit and meaning must remain 

unchanged. Such a writer will come in the due course of time. Dastur writes well but his uncompromising tone 

and terms are likely to offend some communities. 

Concluding, in reference to his own book, which no one had been allowed to read, Baba 

remarked: 

The big book I have written will be the future Bible, Koran, Avesta, and Veda, as it will be universally accepted 

by all castes and creeds. I have stopped writing anything after finishing this great work and hence it has force. 

Three weeks later, Baba told Dastur: 



Never before have spiritual secrets been revealed in such a way as I have written them. Hindu scriptures, no 

doubt, touch on some of these points here and there and explain them to a certain extent, which is not found in 

other scriptures. But I have revealed spirituality in direct and clear terms, explaining it all in plain language. In 

the future, this work will be the Universal Scripture for the world. 

 

On Monday, 8 August 1927, the first hint of the transformation that was to occur in the 

schoolchildren manifested when one of the boys whom Baidul had brought from Persia, sixteen-

year-old Espandiar Vesali, requested Baba, “Please exempt me from studies because I can’t stop 

thinking of you. I can’t put my mind in my lessons. Before my eyes is only Baba; in my dreams, I 

see only Baba. Except for you, I have no other interest in life. I want to go toward God — toward 

knowing God.” 

The mandali corroborated Espandiar’s statements, saying that the boy was often found 

crying without being able to give any reason for doing so. 

Baba replied kindly, “All right. I will grant you that, but only if you listen to what I tell 

you and you obey me.” Baba urged Espandiar to try to concentrate on his studies and to begin 

observing silence. 

Another Persian, a Muslim orphan of seventeen named Abdulla Rokneldin Pakravan, 

arrived the next day. 349 Abdulla was a seeker and seeing an article about the Meher Ashram in a 

newspaper, he had an intense urge to go there, ostensibly to further his formal education. Because 

he was raised an orthodox Muslim, when he met Baba he did not bow down. But he later wrote: “I 

was led to a room and asked to remove my shoes before entering. I complied and found myself in 

the presence of a luminous person with a rosy face and beautiful long curls of hair. In that instant I 

felt in my heart a glimpse of his greatness.”350 

Baba admitted him to the Hazrat Babajan High School, and shortly after, Abdulla’s 

orthodox mentality was transformed and he would be christened Chhota Baba. 

On 10 August, Baba gave this analogy about God-realization: 

Suppose the ocean equals God. But in the beginning, the ocean did not know that it was a mighty ocean. This 

desire to know itself is the wind which created a bubble. The bubble is an atom, and the water in the bubble is 

the soul. After gradual advancement, the bubble becomes a wave, which represents the human form. Now the 

wind gives the human form a small boat, meaning lifetimes, and the sea air is sanskaras. 

The state of the man in the boat is that his hands are tied and hence he cannot take an active part in moving the 

boat (his life). He only breathes in and out; in other words, he creates sanskaras, which moves his boat. If he 

breathes in a good way and creates good sanskaras, the wind blows in such a way that his boat is led to a 

Boatman (the Sadguru). The Boatman has dived into the ocean and now again swims to the surface of the 

water. He grasps the helm of those boats which come to him. 

The Boatman unties the man’s hands and actually drowns him in the ocean. The moment the man is drowned, 

he realizes that “I myself am the ocean.” Now instead of remaining in the ocean, he surfaces and takes 

command of the boat — over which previously he had no control, but which now comes under his control — 

and he begins to move it wherever he wishes. 

In this Realized state, the soul has no further need of the boat, for his aim and object has been fulfilled. But in 

order to guide other ill-fated men in boats who have not yet drowned in the ocean, this Experienced Swimmer, 

grasping his boat from under the water, steers and drives his vessel in such a way that all other boatmen, whose 

wrists are still tied and who are thus still inexperienced, may be drawn and attracted towards him. And in this 

way, he can set them free. 

Later, Baba advised the mandali: 

 
349 Abdulla Pakravan at the time used the surname Ahwazi. 
350 Glow International, Fall 2018, p. 21. 



Never judge Perfect Beings from outward appearances and actions. Krishna not only asked Arjuna to fight and 

slay his relatives, but even incited him to violence. It is true mercy to kill a mad dog. It saves him from 

contracting sanskaras of biting others, which check him from advancement [in evolution]. To kill such a one is 

to advance him. 

In reference to Mahatma Gandhi, Baba commented: 

Gandhi will suffer terribly in the next life for his present political activities and social movements, including the 

picketing of liquor shops, as all these activities have caused so many people to suffer. The sanskaras of those 

who follow him now, and who suffer doing so, will be the cause of Gandhi’s suffering in his next birth. But 

Gandhi is doing all this with the best of intentions and therefore will realize God in his third life after this. 

The Parsi New Year was celebrated that day. The schools were closed and atya-patya was 

played between eight and nine in the morning, followed by cricket from 10:30 until noon, with 

cricket again in the afternoon between four and six. Baba played also. In the evening there was a 

party at Khushru Quarters. Baba and all went to Ahmednagar in buses. After dinner, Baba listened 

to music on the radio, although it wasn’t very clear due to the monsoon disturbances. 

On Thursday, 11 August 1927, Ramjoo left suddenly for Talegaon for a few days, as his 

wife was ill. Ghani, Abdulla Jaffer, and Babu Cyclewalla arrived the next day and spoke with Baba 

about the current controversy regarding Shivaji’s caste. Some were claiming that Shivaji had really 

been a Muslim. Baba stated: “Though the statement ‘Shivaji was born of Moghul blood’ is 

absolutely false, it is correct that Shivaji is now born of Persian blood!” 

Turning to the topic of war, Baba further stated: “Preparations for a terrible war are going 

on all over the world. Persia will become the second Belgium and suffer terribly. Britain will also 

suffer. The Russians will have an upper hand.” 

On 13 August the thread ceremony for the Hindu boys of Meher Ashram was performed, 

and Baba personally bathed these boys. Two days later, six of the Persian Zoroastrian boys were 

taken to the fire-temple in Ahmednagar by Buasaheb, Baidul, Chanji, and Rustom, and their navjot 

ceremonies were performed, as arranged by Khansaheb. The day was also celebrated as Khordad 

Sal, Zoroaster’s birthday. Krishna’s birthday was celebrated five days later. 

 

Earlier in June 1927, Baba had had a cabin built for himself on Meherabad Hill out of 

bamboo matting, a wood frame, a tin sheet roof, a door, and a window on the east side. In the last 

week of July, Baba ordered a pit to be dug in the floor of this small cabin, six feet long, four feet 

wide and six feet deep, but at the time he did not disclose its purpose. The pit was made permanent 

with stone and masonry work. Small steps were built leading down into the pit, which was then 

covered by wooden planks. Later, the tin walls were replaced by mud-mortared rough stones and 

two more windows were added. The windows to the west and north overlooked the playground of 

Meher Ashram, and wire netting was fixed on all the windows. In front of the window on the eastern 

side, a platform was built for the students and visitors to sit on while Baba discoursed. 

From Tuesday, 16 August 1927, Baba began staying in this cabin-like crypt which the 

mandali would refer to as the khadda (ditch or pit) room. Baba announced that he was planning to 

spend a number of months in seclusion there.351 

Meanwhile, the young sadhu from Saikhed, Ganja Swami, had been staying at Meherabad 

for the past month. Baba had instructed him to repeat the Sanskrit word Om continuously in a low 

tone for 24 hours a day, except while eating and sleeping. “If you follow this instruction to the letter 

for five or six months,” Baba stated, “the repetition will become automatic. Your body will begin 

to vibrate with the repetition, without any special effort on your part.” 

Two weeks after the sadhu arrived, Baba placed him on a partial fast of bread and water, 
once every 24 hours. “If you break this order,” Baba warned him, “I will drive you out and ‘brand’ 

 
351 Only years later did Meher Baba reveal that this crypt room was to be the site of his future Tomb.  



you so that you won’t be able to get shelter anywhere else.” The sadhu was told to remain aloof 

from the others and to continue repeating Om. 

The sadhu would retire early in the evening, and at night when the mandali were asleep, he 

would awaken and begin chanting, “Ommm ... Ommm” continuously. His chanting naturally 

disturbed the men mandali who had to work all day at their respective duties and needed rest. 

On the night of 25 August, when the sadhu began his repetition of Om, Ramjoo sat up in 

bed and began his own unusual chant. The sadhu would say “Om,” and as if in reply, Ramjoo would 

reciprocate with “Marbome” which means, “Shout louder!” Again the sadhu would chant, “Om,” 

and again Ramjoo’s answer would come, “Marbome.” When this happened several times, the sadhu 

became distraught. 

In the morning he had an encounter with the kitchen staff over a cup of tea. It became the 

final straw, and he announced that he was leaving. Baba looked surprised and inquired, “Didn’t 

you come here for God-realization? You are going away without it.” 

The sadhu said regretfully, “This is not an ashram but a house of rogues! I am fed up with 

your so-called disciples! If you cannot improve them, how can you give me God-realization?” Baba 

urged him to stay, but he would not change his mind. Baba instructed him to return to Dhuniwala 

Baba, and he went on his way, though he was weeping when he departed from Baba, as he was 

sincere and realized his failure in obeying Baba’s instructions. 

Baba then berated the mandali and directed Ramjoo to pack his belongings and leave 

Meherabad, never to return. For an hour the atmosphere remained tense and it seemed certain that 

Baba would send Ramjoo home. But after some time, Baba called Ramjoo and remarked, “Don’t 

think anymore about it. If the sadhu went away at being disturbed by hearing Marbome, how could 

he have attained Realization? Realization is for heroes who, while the knife is slashing their throats, 

take pleasure in the pain of dying.” 

Baba concluded, “But you men should learn to behave in a civil manner with outsiders who 

are more or less spiritually inclined. These people are shocked when they come across such uncouth 

fellows as yourselves. They are to be handled gently and brought into line. In their eyes, you people 

really seem like rogues.” 

 

The Hazrat Babajan High School had recently opened, and Baba had given much attention 

to publicizing Meher Ashram as a boarding school and often spoke about expanding its activities. 

Yet, despite spending most of the day overseeing arrangements for the boys in Meher Ashram, on 

26 August 1927, Baba surprised Chanji by remarking, “I don’t like to come here on the hill and in 

the Ashram. I wish to wind up all the affairs just as was done at the end of the Meherabad stay [in 

November 1926].” 

Occasional “storms” also continued, when Baba would find fault and convey his great 

dissatisfaction with the way the mandali and teachers were conducting the school. But after severely 

chastising those involved, the “storm” would pass and the mandali would resume their duties with 

added diligence. 

Throughout August, Baba would sometimes go to Ahmednagar to visit his devotees. On 

the 27th he went to the cantonment area, at the invitation of Shankarnath’s friends and relatives. 

Baba was received with thundering cheers and conducted to a special seat, from where he gave 

darshan to almost 600 people. Before returning to Meherabad in the evening, he graced a newly-

constructed temple nearby. 

Baba was discoursing frequently during August. During one occasion, on 30 August, Baba 

explained the difference between the powers of a God-realized Master and a yogi: 

Miracles are generally attributed to Avatars, Sadgurus, or Realized human beings, while occult powers belong 

to yogis. The former is the outcome of extremely high and unselfish motives, while for the latter the 



mainspring is invariably the worst kind of selfishness. An Avatar or Sadguru performs miracles when he 

intends to give a general push to the world toward spirituality, but a yogi generally enacts his supernatural 

powers to serve his own ends. 

For example, a child is tightly holding a parrot by the neck to the point of strangling it. Now in order to save the 

bird’s life it will not be advisable to try to snatch it from the hands of its young captor, because there is the 

chance of his tightening his grasp. The child must therefore be offered a coin, which will induce him to let go 

of the parrot. In this instance, the offering of the coin represents performing a miracle, and rescuing the parrot 

from the child’s grip means saving the mind from ignorance and maya’s grip. Such is the way of Avatars and 

Sadgurus. However, if a yogi sees a very beautiful woman and desires her, he will materialize gold jewelry in 

order to attract her. Obviously there is a world of difference between the motives of the Avatar or Sadguru and 

those of a yogi. 

During this period, Baba directed that a tennis court be laid out at Meherabad, on which he 

himself played on 28 August and again the following evening. Baba would also regularly 

participate in cricket matches and games of atya-patya with the mandali. He played cricket without 

shin guards, and once had to retire from a match when he was struck twice by the ball. 

Gustadji’s brother Slamson was granted an interview with Baba on the evening of 30 

August. Sailor’s wife Naja arrived from Poona the next day to enroll their son, Dinshaw, in the 

Meher Ashram. Baba had held Dinshaw after he was born and would refer to him as his “disciple.” 

On 31 August, an unusual young Hindu named Baboo arrived. Baboo had often stayed at 

Meherabad before, and Baba had hinted to the mandali that he was “in the line.” The young man’s 

eyes looked blank, and he seemed unconscious of his body and his surroundings. When anything 

was asked of him, he remained silent unless the question was repeated a number of times, and only 

then did he repeat his answer two or three times mechanically. Baba ordered the young man 

provided with food and shelter as long as he wished to remain. 

On the morning of Thursday, 1 September 1927, Baba rode on a donkey that was being 

used to carry muroom (crushed earth) to fill in the tennis area. At 3:00 P.M. as usual there was a 

tea party at Shahane’s where Bhausaheb sang. At 6:30 P.M. he called all the boys and teachers and 

explained seriously that all the rules should be strictly observed, and mentioned that the “special 

instruction class” was the most important one in the ashram. 

That evening, Baba went to Anna 104’s home in Ahmednagar, where he had dinner. While 

being served, Baba commented, “Any food taken by or coming in contact with a Realized One, 

gets a tremendous push. For example, Maharaj once ate a mango and said that not only will the 

mango be benefited but those who eat the fruit from its seed will also be tremendously benefited.” 

For the next three months, Baba primarily supervised the activities of the Hazrat Babajan 

High School and Meher Ashram, in which more than 170 boys were now enrolled. Baba would 

play games with the boys and teach them Persian, dictating from his alphabet board. 

In the evenings, Ramjoo often read stories to Baba of the fictional British detective Sexton 

Blake. Sometimes Baba would play a game of chess with Ghani. Occasionally Baba would form 

two chess teams — himself, Dhake, and Kaka Shahane versus Ghani, Ramjoo, and Chanji — and 

play against each other. The rest of the men would watch these chess matches attentively. Ardeshir 

and two of the boys, Burjor and Jamshed Khan, would frequently sing for Baba. Thus in one way 

or another − through games, discussions, or story-telling − Baba would keep the mandali in his 

presence each evening. 

Almost every night Baba would go to Meher Ashram in the Water Tank building to see 

that the boys were well covered with blankets, covering any youngster who may have kicked off 

his blanket in his sleep. Two watchmen were kept in the boys’ dormitory with strict instructions to 

be attentive to the children’s needs. Snakes were occasionally still found on the property, and if a 

boy rose during the night to relieve himself, one of the watchmen was to escort him outside. 

Besides supervising the school activities, the Master’s daily routine of giving public 

darshan and attending the bhajan and kirtan music programs continued. Age noted how Meherabad 



had blossomed into an animated garden buzzing with the activity of its several hundred occupants. 

“Divine breezes were blowing throughout Meherabad, gently caressing the hearts of those living 

there, whose smiling tears spread beauty’s fragrance everywhere.” 

The boys’ schedule at the Meher Ashram was as follows: 

5:00 A.M. — Rise from bed. After washing, they were to chant the Seven Names of God prayer. (This prayer 

was also sung in the dining hall before each meal.) 

6:30 A.M.— Breakfast of chapatis, tea, and milk. 

7:15 A.M. — After making their beds in the dormitory and picking up their schoolbags and books, they started 

school. 

12:00 P.M. — Lunch of rice and dal. (Each boy had his own plate, spoon, and mug with a number on it.) 

Sometimes, if the weather was nice, the boys would help with the dishes. 

Afternoon — In the dormitory to do their homework. 

Every other day the boys took a bath and their clothes were laundered. (Each boy’s clothes were numbered.) 

2:00 to 5:00 P.M. — Classes again for a few hours and games of field hockey, cricket, Ping-Pong, gilli-danda 

and atya-patya. (From 3 September 1927, the boys were allowed to play on the tennis court which was 

officially inaugurated that day at 4:00 P.M. Baba played a game with the boys and then watched them and the 

mandali play.) 

5:30 to 6:30 P.M. − Dinner of bread and vegetables. 

7:00 to 8:00 P.M. — Spiritual discourse or discussion headed by the Master. 

8:00 P.M. — Bedtime. 

Baba treated all 170 boys in the ashram school the same, whether rich or poor. Whenever 

any of the wealthier boys would receive packages of cookies or chocolates from home, for instance, 

Baba would have the package divided among all the boys. If the package sent by a parent was not 

sufficient, it would be kept until other packages arrived so that there would be enough sweets for 

each child to receive an equal share. 

The instruction in the Hazrat Babajan High School was adapted to conform to university 

regulations. Baba’s inner work with the students was being done simultaneously. Besides their 

regular courses, such as English, history, geography, and mathematics, spiritual subjects were also 

being taught from various mystical writings or scriptures. The schedule for the three language 

groups of students — Marathi, Gujarati, and Persian — was as follows: 

Mondays:  

In Marathi, Gujarati and Persian — study of Meher Baba’s discourses. 

 

Tuesdays: 

Marathi — Utterances of different saints and Sadgurus: Dnyaneshwar, Swami Ramtirth, Swami Ramdas (from 

the Dasbodha), Tukaram, Vivekananda. 

Gujarati — Utterances of different Perfect Masters: Ghous Ali Shah, Swami Ramtirth, Vivekananda, Upasni 

Maharaj’s biography (Sakorina Sadguru). 

Persian — Utterances of Sufi and other Masters: Jalal al-Din Rumi, Ghous Ali Shah, Ibrahim Adaham, 

Muhammad Gazali, Swami Ram Tirtha, Vivekananda, other Persian writings. 

 



Wednesdays: 

Marathi — Selections from the Bhagavad Gita, Upanishads, Sufi literature, verses of Zoroaster. 

Gujarati — Selections from Dasatir, Ilm-e-Kshanoom, verses of Zoroaster on the principles of life. 

Persian — Selections from Dasatir, Hafiz, Ghaznavi, Shams-e-Tabriz, Vashad-a-Niyat, Zoroastrian scripture. 

 

Thursdays: 

Marathi — Spiritual knowledge: Christian secret knowledge (Gnostic), Islamic secret knowledge (Sufism), 

Gatha’s Gohar, Sufi literature. 

Gujarati — Spiritual knowledge: Christian secret knowledge, Sufi literature, Islamic secret knowledge, 

Bhagavad Gita, Ilm-e-Izad (knowledge or contemplation of God), Kabir’s poetry. 

Persian — Spiritual knowledge: Tassavvo-e-Isbi, Tassavvo-e-Islam, Tassavvo-e-Kabir, Talimat-e-Sufi (Sufi 

teachings), Ilm-e-Ilahi (knowledge of God). 

 

Fridays: 

Same schedule as on Thursday. 

 

Saturdays: 

Marathi, Gujarati and Persian — Biographies of Avatars or Sadgurus: Zoroaster, Buddha, Jesus, Muhammad, 

Chaitanya,352 Khwaja Saheb Chishti, Ramakrishna, Tukaram, St. Francis Xavier, Hazrat Azar Kaivan (a 

Zoroastrian Perfect Master). 

Persian only — The poetry of Naosar-e-Khushrav and Selavi.353 The accounts of God-realized persons: Negar-

e-Shat-e-Khuda, Rasid-e-gan, Sharh-e-Khwaja . 

 

Sundays: 

Marathi, Gujarati and Persian — study of different religions of the world. 

Persian only — Falsaf-e-Mahzab-e-Alam (philosophy of world religions). 

This schedule, however, was in reality superfluous. It was merely the curriculum of 

external instruction, a means to a deeper end, which was a spiritual education. The real education 

was being imparted through Meher Baba’s own person, his company, and contact, the medium for 

 
352 Chaitanya was a Perfect Master (1485–1534) from Navadvip, Bengal, who emphasized the path of 

divine love to attain the Realization of God. He perfected the mantra “Hare Krishna! Hare Ram!” 
353 Nasir Khushraw (1004–1088) was one of the greatest poets in Persian literature.  



which was his silence. This teaching, hidden in silence, has no language, nor can it be written or 

learned. It is to be felt and is given only by a God-conscious Master. 

 

As the monsoon rains had still not fallen in Ahmednagar, on Friday, 9 September 1927, a 

group of people came to Baba at Meherabad, praying for rain. Adi Sr. asked Baba, “There are 

floods elsewhere in India. Why is there no rain in Ahmednagar?” Baba only smiled and would not 

reply. 

Sitting beside the dhuni the next day, Adi repeated his question and requested that Baba 

produce rain. Baba immediately took off his woolen kamli coat (which he had not done for a very 

long time, having worn it even at the height of summer in May). Baba remarked, “All the heat has 

been taken out; there will be cold now,” meaning it would rain. As soon as Baba did this, clouds 

began gathering in the sky, and a heavy rain fell which continued throughout the night. 

Baba put the coat on again the next morning and, though still cloudy, it did not rain that 

day. Baba remarked to the mandali, “You won’t be able to understand the significance of the taking 

off and putting on of this coat.” 

During the daytime, Baba would either remain in the Jhopdi, sit on his gaadi near the Table 

Cabin, or walk up Meherabad Hill. Most of his time was spent with the boys, although 

simultaneously he was supervising the minutest details of the everyday life of the several hundred 

people living at Meherabad. 

The food served in the Hazrat Babajan High School was very plain and monotonous. One 

day Adi Jr. complained to his cousin Pendu, who was the manager of the kitchen, “We have the 

same rice and dal every day. Can’t you get me some pickle or chutney?” Pendu told him that he 

had no pickle, but he could give him an onion. It was not much, but Adi accepted it and relished it 

with his lunch that day. 

Somehow Baba found out and was furious with Pendu and Adi. Pendu tried to excuse Adi, 

saying it was not his fault, but Baba kept repeating, “Why did he eat it?” 

Baba then called Adi Jr. and scolded him, “Aren’t you ashamed to eat an onion when the 

other boys don’t get any? You are taking undue advantage here because you are my brother. Being 

my brother doesn’t make you an exception. You have to eat what the other boys eat. Who are you 

to have an extra onion? This is not befitting.” 

Baba called all the boys and berated Adi in front of them. He made Adi stand before him 

and he said, “He is my brother, but he is a thief! He ate an onion without my permission.” Baba 

signaled to Dattu, Adi’s closest friend and roommate, to step forward and spit in Adi’s face. Dattu 

was so taken aback that he did not know what to do. Baba snapped at him to do it. 

Dattu stepped forward nervously and did as instructed. Adi was absolutely humiliated. 

(“You can imagine how I felt,” he recalled years later. “I wished the earth would open and swallow 

me up.”) But Baba consoled him, “Now you have become my brother. Those who obey me are 

related to me and not otherwise.” 

Wednesday, 14 September 1927 was a Zoroastrian holiday (Khordad Sal; Zoroaster’s 

birthday), and Baba was given the usual ceremonial bath. The following day Baba and a group of 

the mandali went to Dhake’s house in Ahmednagar and also to Bhingar to see some property 

Rustom had purchased in the Camp area. At Dhake’s, Baba explained about the circle and its 

preparation: 

The members of the circle of a Sadguru are God-realized at once, without having to [consciously] pass through 

the planes and incur the risks of faltering midway, for the Sadguru takes them through these inner planes in the 

dark. Those persons in the circle, who have duties and are to come down, should first of all be wiped clean of 

all their sanskaras; otherwise there is the risk of their becoming unconscious of the world and entering the 

majzoob state after Realization. 



One of the mandali asked Baba why he was delaying the preparation of the circle and not 

giving them Realization immediately. He explained: 

The time will come. But that time depends on the person’s sanskaras being entirely burned up, and that is a 

gradual process. Although a Sadguru is a furnace and can burn up all the sanskaras in a breath, he does not do 

so for obvious reasons, and they are very sound reasons, too. 

Someone then asked Baba why he was not allowing anyone to read his book in which he 

said he revealed hitherto unknown spiritual truths. Baba explained: 

One must be prepared to read what I have written. It would be dangerous in one respect; if this intellectual 

knowledge is imparted, at times the desire for God-realization and experiencing that state vanishes, and the 

aspirant is only satisfied with what he knows intellectually or sees. Then the desire for union does not remain 

as keen. 

Suppose there is a vast treasure, or something of great worth beyond imagination, and there is a curtain between 

your room and it. This reading and intellectual knowledge would be equal to a literal explanation given by the 

one who has seen or experienced these things. You yourself don’t see the treasure behind the curtain, but have 

only read about it or heard it described. 

The next day at Meherabad, while explaining why the Avatar or Christ always has a person 

like Judas among his disciples, Baba drew a circle on the ground with his finger, and keeping his 

finger on the circumference of the circle, he disclosed: 

Lord Ram had his Ravana, Christ his Judas. One of the twelve men in the circle is always like that. Suppose my 

finger was a compass. I, as the Master, am the point in the middle and the outside ring is my circle. Now 

observe what happens when the circle is complete and the compass is stationary. The pencil is still on one point 

of the circle. The one who is under the point shouts! That is Judas. 

Eleven members of the circle are God-realized during my lifetime — the twelfth after I die. He being the “dark 

side,” realizes me after I have physically departed. 

On 19 September 1927, Baily came to see Baba and stayed at Meherabad for a few days. 

He was given permission to write articles about Baba for different English and vernacular 

publications. Later a new hand-drawn rickshaw arrived on the hill for Baba’s use. Baba was 

requested to inaugurate it by sitting in it and taking a trial ride. Baba did so and selected Baily to 

be the first to pull him in it. Baily took his position between the two poles, picked them up from 

the ground, and quickly ran with it to the railway line, turned around, and pulled it back up the hill 

where the others were waiting. G. M. Shah, a photographer from Ahmednagar, was called to 

photograph the Master seated in the rickshaw. Shah also photographed the Meher Ashram building 

and the schoolboys. On other occasions, another local photographer, S. S. Deen (who resided near 

Khushru Quarters) would be called to photograph Baba. 

Khak Saheb visited Meherabad for a day on 22 September, and Burjor Dahiwala of 

Bombay arrived three days later. Raosaheb had gone to Bombay for some work, so Baba himself 

gave a bath to each of the boys that day. K. J. Dastur left for Bombay on the 28th. 

One day a large gift parcel of sweets arrived. Baba gave a small amount to Sidhu and then 

asked him to gather the boys. While on the way to get them, Sidhu ate his share of the sweets. 

When he returned with the boys, Baba asked, “Where is the sweet I gave you?” Sidhu innocently 

replied that he had eaten it. Baba exclaimed, “You shameless idiot! When the children have not 

had any, you have already finished your share? Vomit it up!” To induce vomiting, Sidhu put two 

fingers in his mouth. Seeing this, Baba laughed and told him to stop, as he was joking. 

 

Sheriarji and Beheram arrived from Poona on Saturday afternoon, 1 October 1927 for a 

short visit, and Gustadji’s older brother Sohrab Hansotia the next day. Gustadji’s younger brother 

Slamson (Ardeshir) lived with the mandali for some years, and Sohrab was permitted also to join 

the mandali at Meherabad for an extended stay. On 4 October, Rustom’s wife Freiny, who was then 

in her ninth month of pregnancy, came to Meherabad for her weekly visit to see Baba. Soon after 



she returned to Ahmednagar, she gave birth to a baby girl whom she named Mehera after her sister. 

The child was later called Meheru. 

Mohan Shahane had also come to see Baba on the 4th. Dussera was observed the next day 

with a procession up the hill and distribution of sweets (sent by Rustom in honor of the birth of his 

daughter). Baily arrived in the morning, and Padri, Adi Sr. and Sarosh, who had been sent to 

Bombay, returned that night. 

Baba remained on the hill for six hours on Friday, 7 October 1927, from noon to 6:00 P.M., 

inspecting (and finding faults with) all departments. Field hockey was again played by Baba’s 

order. Baba spent most of the following days on the hill also, going at about 10:00 A.M. and 

returning at five or six in the evening. 

One of Baba’s old acquaintances, a doctor from Deccan College whom Baba had often 

visited when he attended college there, came to Meherabad on 8 October. The doctor met Baba and 

asked a few questions about gods and mythology. 

One day an urgent message was received from Karachi that Pilamai had started fasting, 

taking only water. Her reason was that, despite his promise, Baba had still not visited Karachi. Baba 

sent her a telegram instructing her to stop the fast at once and begin eating, but Pilamai refused. 

Baba then sent the following cable to her: 

You are my spiritual sister. I am beyond promises and he or she who tries to bind me to my promises is neither 

my brother nor my sister! I am pleased only when my slightest wish is carried out without question. I order you 

to take food and will see if you dare not do it! 

Receiving this message, Pilamai immediately broke her fast and wrote for Baba’s 

forgiveness. 

Gulabsha was sent to Nasik on 15 October, along with Harinath. He carried a message from 

Baba to Vibhuti, who was still in Nasik pretending to be Baba’s chief apostle and accepting all 

sorts of gifts from people. Gulabsha returned on the 18th, but Baba sent him back to Nasik on the 

22nd. Ghani, Sailor, and Babu Cyclewalla arrived from Poona on the 16th, and Khansaheb also met 

Baba on the 18th.  

A telegram was received on the 17th about the death of Rusi’s brother Sohrab in Quetta. 

Sohrab had taken many photographs when Baba visited Quetta in 1924. When Baba heard the news 

of his death, he gave the mandali a simile of someone riding a bicycle to Ahmednagar (which 

represented the Goal) and having multiple punctures on the way: “They may have to use two, three, 

or even four cycles [lifetimes] to reach Nagar, but if they persevere in the right direction, they will 

eventually succeed.” 

One of the teachers, Ramkrishna Gite, left his position, departing on Monday, 10 October 

1927. Semester exams at the school were given on Thursday, 20 October. That day, Baba went to 

Kaka Shahane’s as usual at 3:00 P.M. Later, at the Makan, while speaking with Ghani, Baba 

remarked that much of what has been interpreted about Muhammad was “misunderstood and 

misrepresented. Only certain portions of what Muhammad said are understood properly,” Baba 

stated. “It is no fault of the writer, but due to [the writer’s] ignorance, for how can the writings and 

meanings of the Realized Ones be understood?” 

Diwali holidays were granted from 23 to 27 October. The school was closed during these 

four days, and various activities for the children were arranged by Chanji and other teachers. 

Cricket matches were organized, and singing and dramatic performances provided entertainment. 

(Pendu and Padri did a humorous pantomime of someone being hypnotized.) The boys played 

tennis on the new tennis court. 

On Tuesday, 25 October 1927, Baba went with the boys and mandali on a picnic to a place 

two miles from Arangaon. Tea was served there and Baba relaxed by playing chess with Chanji. 

Gulmai arrived and invited Baba and all to Khushru Quarters for dinner in the evening. 



The next morning, Baba was bathed at 9:30 A.M. In the evening a kirtan singer performed; 

afterward fireworks were lit and a play was enacted. 

On 2 November, Bobo and Mani, who had come for a few days during Diwali, returned to 

Poona, and Ghani left for Lonavla with Tyebali. That day Baba ordered all the boys not to speak 

with anyone except their teachers − and with them only during classes. From that day, Borker began 

giving lectures to the students. A special seat was arranged for him and an umbrella was held over 

his head. Borker would lecture in a pompous tone and manner, and amenities such as fruit and 

special meals were provided him. 

This special treatment was an example of the Master’s leela (game). At times, Baba would 

treat a person in the respectful manner in which the individual wished to be treated, making sure 

that his ego was not bruised. In fact, Baba would often encourage such persons and build up their 

egos. Yet he would also gradually create situations whereby the persons concerned would 

automatically be made aware of their expanding conceit — and an onslaught upon the ego would 

then begin. 

This happened in the case of Borker. For some time his pride and self-respect prospered, 

but then after a month of his lectures, Angal Pleader was appointed to take his place. Angal was 

the opposite type of person — quiet, humble, and unassuming. Observing him, Borker gradually 

became reserved and less egotistical. At the back of it all was Baba, steadily guiding both men onto 

the Path, but in different ways. Borker, too, eventually became humble and was rewarded with rays 

of enlightenment. 

On 3 November, Gulabsha was again sent to Nasik, this time with a message for Goma 

Ganesh (a former teacher) who had invited Baba to attend a religious conference there. 354 

Sailor delivered several crates of textbooks for the students, which Baba kept beside his 

seat on Meherabad Hill. Sailor was ordered to return to Poona to look after his elderly mother, and 

to move back to Meherabad after five months. Sailor left that same evening. 

That night, Baba arranged the books in rows and stacked them in specific piles, forbidding 

anyone to touch them. Age speculated that Baba was soaking the volumes in the wine of his love, 

pouring the required measure for every child into each book. The following day, Baba personally 

handed a set of books to each student, thereby giving an inner push to their minds toward knowledge 

and their hearts toward loving God. 

Later that morning, the topic of literature arose when Dastur asked Baba who his favorite 

authors were, especially poets. Baba related that his favorite writers were: 

Hafiz in Persian, and [William] Shakespeare, [John] Milton and [Percy Bysshe] Shelley in English. Shakespeare 

is presently reincarnated in India; he is now a Brahmin taking a leading part in politics, but one of the most 

sincere, selfless workers for the country. His thought force of the past has now been transformed into action. 

He was a genius and all the controversies over whether he was the original author of his works are 

meaningless. He wrote all the plays — no one else. It was entirely the result of his giant intellect. There is not a 

whiff of the spiritual in all his dramas and poetry, yet he was a genius. The writer Kalidas would rightly be 

called India’s Shakespeare. 355 

Milton was spiritually advanced, but did not attain beyond the second plane in the subtle world. He could see 

heaven and hell and that was how he was able to write Paradise Lost and Paradise Regained. His books about 

heaven and hell depict the result of his personally seeing them. 

 
354 Gulabsha returned on 19 November 1927. 
355 Kalidas, born during the 5th century AD, was an Indian dramatist and poet. He is considered the greatest 

figure in classical Sanskrit literature.  



Shelley, though not spiritually advanced, was a thorough gentleman, a lover of God and nature.356 But Hafiz not 

only excelled in spiritual writings, for he was Perfect, but also in poetic meters and style, better than Firdausi or 

Shaikh Saadi. Shams-e-Tabriz and Jalal al-Din Rumi, too, were God-realized, though Omar Khayyam was not. 

The following morning, the discussion was resumed in the mandali’s quarters, during 

which Baba commented on some famous historical figures: 

Shivaji was the greatest warrior of them all, even greater than Napoleon. Napoleon, though brave and clever, 

was proud, greedy, and vicious. Shivaji was brave, but less clever than Napoleon; yet Shivaji was not proud or 

greedy. He was guided in all his actions by his guru, Swami Ramdas. Everything is fair in war, even trickeries, 

yet Shivaji actually offered his whole kingdom to his guru. He had great administrative powers, pure motives 

and conduct, hence he was great in every way — the only great king of the Hindus since the time of Ashoka. 
357 

As to Akbar, he was quite a different case (similar to Dinshaw Merwan [the Poona philanthropist]). It was his 

greatness of spirit and nobleness of heart that made him great. The great tolerance for the religious feelings of 

others which he had shows the magnanimity of his heart. 358 

 

The important Hindu day of fasting, Kartika Ekadashi, fell on Saturday, 5 November 1927. 

At two in the afternoon, the women mandali bathed Baba near the dhuni with mugfuls of water, 

followed by the men mandali and boys of Raosaheb’s class. Baba distributed warm woolen socks 

to the boys and made arrangements for each to have a new pair of chappals (sandals) or shoes made. 

Three days before, another boy who had been staying with Dhuniwala Baba of Saikhed for 

some years arrived at Meherabad. His name was Shivnarayan, and although he was only fifteen, he 

was very devout. While Baba was being bathed, Shivnarayan would dunk his head in the water 

overflowing from the bath. When asked why he was doing this, he replied, “I am washing away 

my sins in the holy water of Shri Meher Baba’s bath!” Baba stopped the boy, motioning him to sit 

beside him so that when the water was poured over him it would fall on Shivnarayan as well. 

That night, Shivnarayan insisted on sleeping near Baba. Baba allowed him to sleep beside 

him for an hour, after which he lay down near Baba’s sandals on the floor. The next morning, Baba 

ordered the boy to observe silence for a period of time. 

Baba’s father, Sheriarji, and his elder brother, Khodadad Kaka, arrived on 8 November. 

Baba’s uncle had brought his two grandsons to enroll them in the ashram school. In this way, a 

number of Baba’s young relatives were under his direct spiritual guidance. Khodadad Kaka was 

small-statured, with a small white beard, and tiny bright eyes. He was humble and loved and revered 

his nephew. He had a habit of walking if he could manage it. He would walk the six miles from the 

railway station, to Meherabad, for instance. While leaving, Baba would hire a tonga for him, but 

Khodadad Kaka preferred to walk, though he was persuaded to send his luggage in the tonga. 

 
356 About Shelley, a year later on 3 September 1928, Chanji recorded that Baba stated, “[Among English 

poets], only Wordsworth and Shelley were in the line [on the Path].” And to Paul Brunton, in 1930, Baba 

said, “[Francis] Bacon never crossed the gross plane; Wordsworth and Shelley were enjoying the first two 

spiritual planes; Pythagoras was a yogi of the fourth plane.”(Paul Brunton, “Talks in the Orient,” [44–4], 

PB Philosophic Foundation)  
357 Ashoka (273–232 B.C.) was an Indian emperor of the Maurya dynasty. One of the greatest of the 

ancient rulers, he brought nearly all of India together. However, sickened of war, he turned from Hinduism 

to Buddhism, and thereafter professed nonviolence. He sent Buddhist missionaries from India as far as 

Greece and Egypt, and was largely responsible for transforming Buddha’s teachings into a world religion 

(Buddhism).  
358 Akbar (1542–1605) was a Mogul emperor of India. An outstanding army general, he added 

Afghanistan, Baluchistan, and northern India to his domain. His reign was marked by administrative 

reform, religious tolerance, and by the flowering of art and literature.  



Dastur arrived early the same morning. He had been to Kedgaon, where Narayan Maharaj 

had detained him for three days; hence Dastur was unable to proceed to Bombay as he had planned. 

It was Baba’s order that everyone should drink tea from his own cup and eat from his own 

plate. One day Bapu Brahmin went to Ardeshir for tea with Pendu’s cup, as he was delayed in 

taking the boys to the school. Ardeshir refused to serve him and put Pendu’s cup away, keeping it 

on a shelf. Bapu informed Pendu about the incident. 

When Pendu went to Ardeshir and asked why he did not give tea to Bapu, Ardeshir 

reminded him of Baba’s rule not to use another’s cup. Pendu then inquired why he did not return 

his cup. Ardeshir said he was not going to return it, which irritated Pendu. Buasaheb came along 

and sided with Ardeshir. A heated quarrel took place and Pendu shouted in sheer exasperation, 

“You Persian Iranis really are jungli [uncouth, ignorant]!” 

This remark upset Buasaheb who complained to Baba, adding that it would not be possible 

for him to act as manager any longer with an assistant like Pendu. Baba called Pendu and Ardeshir. 

Pendu explained that they always used each others’ cups and plates, so why was it that only today 

Ardeshir refused to serve tea to Bapu in his cup. Baba turned to Ardeshir and asked, “Why do you 

use others’ plates and cups?” Ardeshir brazenly replied that it was untrue, that he never did. 

Hearing this blatant lie, Pendu lost his temper and picked up a ladle lying nearby to strike 

Ardeshir. Baba’s brother Beheram interceded and grabbed the ladle from Pendu’s hand. Baba 

became very upset with Pendu for his obvious intention. He scolded Pendu severely for losing his 

temper, but after a few minutes, Baba in a calm manner explained to Pendu, “It is not befitting to 

get so angry. He who fails to control his temper is a weakling. To conquer anger is true courage. A 

commander of an army may rule the entire country, but he may not be able to control his own 

temper.” 

Baba then transferred Pendu from being Buasaheb’s assistant at Upper Meherabad to 

becoming Rustom’s assistant in lower Meherabad (where Rustom was the manager of the mandali). 

From this time on, Pendu would walk up the hill every day to give Baba a bath and then return to 

his duties at lower Meherabad. Raosaheb’s charges were also shifted to the Family Quarters on 8 

November, and Kaka Shahane’s family moved into Bomanji’s former quarters. 

From Thursday, 10 November 1927, Baba went on a prolonged liquid fast of coffee and 

milk, continuing it for almost five and a half months. The anniversary of the dhuni was celebrated 

that evening with the mandali and the boys gathering around the dhuni as it was lit. Bhajans were 

performed by Bhausaheb in front of the Table, under which Baba was seated. After the ceremony 

was concluded, there was a steady rain for three days after a long gap without rain − true to Baba’s 

prediction just a few days before. 

Heavy showers the next afternoon caused Baba to be delayed on the hill and he sat in the 

dining hall. He took the opportunity to find fault with many. As Chanji (one of those faulted) noted: 

“Baba was like a lizard, waiting and watching for its prey, which quite unawares would be pounced 

upon and [captured] in its very jaws.” 

On 12 November, the boys were taken to Baba in small groups. Because it was raining, 

Baba washed their feet and wiped them dry with a towel. He gave them Quinine tablets to prevent 

them from catching a cold. Nisal was taken to task for not bringing the senior boys first and he was 

ordered to slap himself. 

Dastur brought up a complaint about the other teachers, maintaining that they were causing 

so much noise that he was disturbed in his own classroom. Baba had his class moved some distance 

away from the others. 

Rustom Dinyar Irani of Bombay had met Baba years before in Poona, at the toddyshop in 
Kasba Peth, and had also visited Baba at Manzil-e-Meem. In 1922, he introduced his cousin, 

Kharmen Masi to Baba at Manzil-e-Meem. At the time, Kharmen was married and had three sons, 



but she was unhappy as her husband was prone to violence. After some years, the husband died and 

Baba encouraged her to accept a marriage proposal from Rustom Dinyar, which she did. 

Rustom Dinyar arrived at Meherabad on the 12th with two of Kharmen’s sons, Homi and 

Sarosh, who were kept in the ashram and enrolled in the school. Their younger brother, Merwan, 

would join them later.  

To his surprise, Meherjee Karkaria failed his engineering exam. Therefore he came to stay 

at Meherabad on 14 November, and Baba appointed him the English teacher. Baily arrived from 

Poona, also, and stayed for five days. 

That same day Baba relieved Padri of teaching Persian, and Baba himself began teaching 

the class, communicating through the alphabet board which Raosaheb would read out to the 

students. Although it appeared that Baba was teaching Persian, there was a greater significance 

underlying his playing the role of a teacher while silent. The Master was pouring wine through his 

glances, creating a thirst for God in the children. Besides being the recipients of the Master’s divine 

love, the students received a high standard of worldly education, learning in one month what would 

normally have taken one year to learn elsewhere. 

 

On Saturday, 19 November 1927, an emaciated sadhu arrived at lower Meherabad at 2:00 

P.M. After walking around the Mess Quarters, he put down his sack of belongings and began to 

dance. “There is fire here,” he sang. “I’ve been searching for Him here, there, and everywhere.” 

Baba was informed and sent Baidul with instructions that the man be given something to eat and 

then sent on his way. 

After the sadhu had left, Baba commented: 

He is a real man — the first of his kind to have come here − highly advanced. He will remain restless till he 

finds what he wants. He has no consciousness of his body or of the world. He is lost in love and desire for 

Paramatma. Very few find God, but he will, and that too in this birth. He came for giving his “presentee” 

[being present; like a student would do in a class roll call]. From here he will go to Kedgaon to contact Narayan 

Maharaj, and from there he may go to Babajan. One day one of them will bestow their grace on him. He will 

see [God]. In Nagar, people flocked to him for his darshan and gave him so much food. He didn’t like it. He 

has no desire except for God. [People were expecting some benefit from him.] But when God is not seen by 

him, how can he show it to others? 

Later at the ashram, Baba gave a special discourse in which he stated, “I am All-Effulgence, 

but the curtain of maya prevents people from seeing it.” 

In spite of being on a fast, Baba would play with the boys, and he was attentive to 

everything that went on at the school. At this time, he expressed his wish to open a bhakti ward — 

a Sadhak (Seekers’) Ashram. The work of erecting this structure, to be located adjacent to Baba’s 

underground crypt-cabin on Meherabad Hill, promptly began. Baba explained that it was meant 

only for six, select men who were desirous of leading a life of meditation. “For others, outside the 

circle,” Baba commented, “the path of karma yoga is best.” 

Rustom expressed his wish to be one of those selected, but Baba stated again, “For the 

circle members, there is no such necessity. They are sure to be realized at the proper time. Hence 

they should remain occupied in the duties I have given them: Buasaheb for both the ashrams; 

Rustom for Meherabad; Gustadji with the garden. These three and Chanji must be with me till that 

time [of Realization]. Others [of the circle] may stay anywhere, but it becomes easy for me to work 

for them if they stay at Meherabad.” 

The arrival of the fourteen boys from Persia in July brought in its wake the arrival of many 

other Muslim boys from Bombay, including eleven-year-old Ali Akbar Shapurzaman, later 
nicknamed Aloba. Among the fourteen boys from Persia was one also named Ali Akbar, who had 

a most intense spiritual nature. During this period, this boy began expressing great love and 

devotion for Baba and was later nicknamed Majnun. 



On 21 November, a Muslim boy of about thirteen years old named Syed Ali Haji 

Muhammad (later nicknamed Aga Ali) was brought to Meherabad by his father, but Baba refused 

to admit him. Baba did not want the boy in the school, but after the father entreated Baba to keep 

the boy, Baba agreed. There was a hidden reason for Baba’s reluctance which was brought out 

later. 

Later that day, B. F. Bharucha, who had heard about Meher Baba some months before, 

showed up in the afternoon to meet the “Great Master.” The conversation opened with Bharucha 

asking abrupt and direct questions and receiving similar replies: 

“Is there going to be a great war in the near future?” 

“Yes,” Baba dictated, “a war much greater than the last, with terrible bloodshed.” 

“Why would you allow the war to commence and go on?” Bharucha asked. 

“For pleasure.” 

“Why should you allow such an outright massacre of mankind?” 

“It is my will, wish — craze!” 

“Why are you so quiet? Why not speak?” 

“My choice.” 

Baba’s curt replies upset the man and he rose to leave, disappointed in the so-called Great 

Master. Baba pacified him and asked if he had time to listen to what Baba would explain. Bharucha 

agreed, saying he would leave by a later train, so Baba spent almost two hours with him privately, 

with Raosaheb and Nusserwan Satha, and explained many things, which in the end appeased him. 

The following day, 22 November, Baba’s childhood friend Baily arrived from Poona with 

all his belongings and began staying at Meherabad, thus rejoining the mandali after quite a while. 

 

Baba went to Kaka Shahane’s for tea on Thursday, 24 November 1927, but he indicated he 

would stop coming on Thursdays from the following week. Baba came up the hill at 3:30 and stayed 

until six, playing cricket with the boys. He returned at seven and then after the 7:30 P.M. bell had 

rung for all to leave, Baba noticed Buasaheb and Borker sitting idly and talking. Baba took 

Buasaheb to task, criticizing him, “You complain about Raosaheb and others breaking orders when 

you yourself break them!” 

Baba later remarked, “Borker is not a spiritual man. He is only practicing yoga asanas 

[postures] and thinks himself to be spiritual. Let Angal Pleader be appointed in his place [to give 

lectures to the boys].” This was done from the 1st of December. 

Angal used to travel to Meherabad by tonga each morning. Near his house lived a young 

man of 20 named of G. P. Edke.359 Edke would observe Angal leaving each morning and he once 

asked the tonga driver where Angal was going. The man told him, “To Meherabad, where an Irani 

saint lives.” 

Edke had recently received a postcard informing him that a job was waiting for him at 

another town. He thought that before beginning his new job, it would be propitious to take the 

darshan of a saint. One morning he asked the tonga driver if he could be taken to Arangaon with 

Angal. The driver agreed, and Edke sat up front with him while Angal rode behind. 

When they arrived, Baba was sitting by the Jhopdi. Beckoning Edke over, Baba asked him 

who he was and what he was doing. Edke replied by taking the postcard out of his pocket and 

handing it to Baba who asked Vishnu to read it aloud. After he did, Baba instructed Vishnu, “Soak 

 
359 Edke is pronounced ED-kay. 



it in kerosene and burn it!” Baba then informed Edke, “We have a high school here and need a 

teacher. If you wish, you can start tomorrow.” Edke readily accepted. 

From then on, every morning Edke would walk from his home to Meherabad. The first day 

he met Baba coming down the hill around seven o’clock, with Kaka Shahane holding an umbrella 

over Baba’s head. When Baba saw him, he instructed, “Never lay a hand on any of the students. 

Don’t scold them, either. Just teach them from the bottom of your heart and don’t worry if they do 

not listen to you.” Edke began teaching English and Marathi in the school, but he soon found that 

the boys would only write Baba’s name over and over again in their notebooks and on their chalk 

slates. Not one student seemed to be paying any attention to the lessons, which seemed rather 

peculiar to the new teacher. 

A tragic event at Meherabad afflicted one of the other teachers. Ramchandra Gadekar and 

his wife Yashoda had come to live at Meherabad where both served as teachers in the schools. Baba 

had given Gadekar orders not to touch his wife. Yashoda would rise early in the morning and work 

all day. She was very devout, and in obedience to Baba’s instruction, she would recite his name 

many times in the small room where they lived. But after nine months, Yashoda became extremely 

distraught. She fought badly with her husband and late one night, ran away and committed suicide 

by jumping in a well near the railway tracks. 

 

Baba began giving spiritual discourses to the boys every evening from 23 November 1927. 

He would “talk,” dictating his explanations on the alphabet board for almost two hours at a stretch. 

He would be seated inside, in the upper portion of his underground crypt-room, and the boys and 

mandali would gather outside on the platform by the east window. At times, Baba would use hand 

gestures also to convey his thoughts. Every silent word touched each heart as his words were 

suffused with wine. 

While discoursing, Baba would explain the purpose of creation, the stages of evolution and 

involution, the subtle and mental planes, and the heavens (sections of the planes). He also explained 

the universe’s innumerable suns and moons and planets; the evolving states of gas, stone, metal, 

vegetable, worm, fish, bird, animal and human forms; the states after death — heaven and hell; 

yogis, saints, gurus and the Avatar; God-intoxication and masts, divine love and devotion; and 

many other spiritual points. He would explain everything in such an unassuming, easy but 

interesting manner that not only would the boys understand it completely, but simultaneously their 

hearts would open, and they would become restless in the turmoil of love. Gradually, divine 

intoxication began overpowering them, and from the worldly standpoint, they began to act in 

strange ways. 

The students clearly found a vast difference between the lectures of Borker and Angal 

Pleader and the discourses of Meher Baba. As a consequence, they began to pay little attention to 

the teachers’ utterances and desired only to be near the Master and concentrate on what he revealed. 

Within days, Meherabad’s atmosphere underwent a complete metamorphosis: The wine began 

“speaking” with the inception of the Master’s silent evening discourses. 

Baba gave discourses to the children, often using similes and analogies to illustrate his 

points. One day (18 December 1927), Baba brought out a doll and explained the progression of 

evolution. Bending the head of the doll downward and folding all its limbs inside, Baba stated, 

“This is the state of inanimate objects in the world, such as stones, rocks and minerals. Life is there 

but it is curled up like the doll and you cannot see it. Everything is latent.” 

Unfolding the doll’s arms and legs, Baba pointed the legs toward the sky and explained, 

“This is the state of the soul in the plant form. Its mouth is at the roots and its legs or branches are 

in the sky.” Baba brought the legs down and placed the doll on all fours, indicating that the doll 

was now in the animal form. Finally, Baba made the doll stand on its two legs and explained, “The 

soul has now reached the state of a human being — this is the final and highest form.” 



To illustrate the working of sanskaras, Baba took a mirror out of his coat pocket one day 

and explained: 

Suppose this mirror represents the mind’s sanskaras while chaitanya [consciousness, awareness] is unconscious 

consciousness. Now the moment chaitanya is created in the unconscious mind, it arouses the sound sleep state 

of God to know its Self. Also at that moment sanskaras begin. The mirror, which was placed aside, now begins 

to move toward the eyes. 

Drawing a diagram on a chalk board to illustrate his point of a mirror lying flat, then 

gradually being tilted to an upright position, Baba continued: 

 

 

One of the first movements of consciousness takes the mirror to the stone form where only a corner of the 

mirror falls within the boundary of one’s vision [the mirror is raised only slightly]. The next movement, to the 

vegetable form, brings a greater area of the mirror within sight. The next, to the worm, fish, bird and animal 

kingdoms, brings a still greater area into view. Then the final movement, toward the human form, brings the 

entire area of the mirror before the eyes and one sees his own reflection therein and believes the reflection — 

the shadow of the Self — to be the Real Self or I, which is not true. 

So the mirror, which was slanted with the evolution of forms, is slowly brought upright with heightened 

consciousness. But the soul, instead of seeing itself inside and toward its own body, sees into the reflection in 

the mirror and what it sees is illusion. 

So what should it do now to see the Self? It must remove the mirror; not only remove it, but destroy it! That is, 

one must destroy the sanskaras which create illusion. If you do not destroy them, they remain as they are and 

present themselves again and again whenever you take birth. In other words, the mirror is there, even when you 

have left bodies after bodies and taken another. Therefore, remove this mirror of sanskaras and see your own 

Real Self. 

Thus, although silent, Meher Baba beautifully described creation and other themes to the 

children in a way they could easily assimilate and remember. 

On one occasion, the Master emphasized to the boys: “Remember you are not the body; 

you are soul — spirit.” He urged them, “Try to stop thinking you are the body; try to stop thinking 

you are energy; try to stop thinking you are mind. Think: I am soul; I am spirit.” And the boys 

actually did try. One boy was found shouting to his body that it was not real. 

On another occasion, Baba asked them, “What is higher than the clouds?” The puzzled 

children looked at one another, unable to answer. “A mother’s love is much higher − and my love 

is infinitely higher!” Baba answered. 

With the start of discourses on 23 November, the effects of the Master’s wine began. The 
children drew closer and closer to Baba and were less attentive to their studies. They now preferred 



to sit in meditation, or to be alone and think of Baba. Their appetites at mealtimes noticeably 

declined. 

After each discourse, Baba would urge the boys: “Love me and you will realize me. I am 

ready to make you like Vivekananda, Ram Tirtha, Ali, and Arjuna. The price I ask is only love. 

Spirituality is being plundered here, but only real love unlocks the treasure store. Godliness is on 

auction by me. Be ready to bid everything you own to acquire it!” 

The discourses had a profound effect on Aga Ali. He would write in his notebooks: “Meher 

Baba is my Master ... Aga Ali, the son of Meher Baba ... This book belongs to the humble slave of 

Shri Sadguru Meher Baba.” 

The boy expressed his heart’s message in pebbles on the ground, and he had a special 

fondness for collecting things belonging to Baba and used by him. He would save Baba’s 

fingernails, his hair, and the cotton Baba would put in his ears at night. The soul was aching with 

longing. Bursting in his heart and on his lips was the song of the Master, the Divine Beloved, and 

of eternal love. 

On Friday, 25 November 1927, Baba discoursed to the ashram boys about love for God: 

God is within you and you have to search for Him within. But how can you search? By trying to create love for 

Him in your heart. Once a person’s feet are firmly set on the path, he progresses toward the Goal. Love can be 

compared to hunger in the following manner: Let hunger symbolize love. Thoughts of eating food symbolize 

constant thoughts of God. Trying to obtain food may be compared to restlessness and intense longing for God. 

The help of a mother or a cook symbolizes the help of a Sadguru, and actually eating a meal symbolizes 

attaining God-realization. 

Just as appetite is necessary before one takes food, so love must be created before one can realize God. Once 

the appetite is there, thoughts of eating begin to come incessantly. Similarly, when love for God is produced, 

one begins to think continuously of Him. In both cases, striving begins — a hungry boy seeks food and a lover 

searches for the Beloved. The consequent labors bring the former in contact with his mother or a cook and the 

latter into the realm of a Master. In the due course of time, both achieve their respective goals. 

This is a befitting example, but it is, after all, only an example. Love is not as easy to create as appetite, and a 

Master is not so quickly found as a cook! 

How will you create love? Instead of crying for love, you must shed your blood for the Beloved! This is love — 

the highest state of love. Is anyone among you like that? No one! But don’t worry, try. 

Love is the stepping-stone towards God-realization. Once it is produced in you, you will naturally begin to 

think upon God and nothing else, which will again lead you to super-human strivings in seeing and becoming 

one with it. Otherwise, the awakened love will give you no peace! It will continually goad you to action in 

achieving the Goal! 

And so, even after many disappointments, sufferings and strivings, one is sure to come into the orbit of a Master 

and with his help reach the Goal. 

Hence, after all, the first and foremost thing is love, which results through intense longing enthusiasm and 

impulses. The momentary flashes of impulses and enthusiasm in the course of time become second nature. 

Then the continuous or frequent thoughts gradually produce a longing, which when intensified, changes into 

love. 

Baba then spoke about Saint Francis: 

Saint Francis of Assisi, the greatest renouncer, began his unique endeavors at the impulse of a moment. But he 

stuck to his enthusiasm very closely when, after four years of immense sufferings, he came in contact with a 

European wali, who created in him Divine Love with a glance of his grace (as is the case with such spiritually 

advanced personalities as walis, who, at times, on the impulse of the moment, implant the spark of love in 

whomever they please). 

After remaining for three more years in the love-stricken state, Saint Francis came to India in search of God, 

where he finally came in contact with a Hindu Master who gave him God-realization. After the complete 

Divine Upliftment, Saint Francis returned to his native place where he [eventually] had hundreds of thousands 

of followers. 

After the discourse, Baba commented about Hafiz: 



Hafiz, who is widely known throughout the literary world as a great poet, was also a Qutub, a Perfect Master of 

his age. There are hundreds of thousands of people in Persia and India who rely upon his work for divine 

guidance. There are numerous instances in history when momentous decisions were arrived at after consulting 

the Divan-e-Hafiz [the collection of Hafiz’s poems]. The practice of referring to it for advice is still very 

common to this day. Even the answering of the question of Hafiz’s burial was decided after consulting the 

advice of his own compositions. 

Yet there are very few who understand the spiritual secrets which are revealed in his poetry. In fact, Khwaja 

[the Master] Hafiz has clearly narrated, one by one, all the stages of spirituality in his Divan. Every complete 

ghazal refers to a certain spiritual state and stage for one who can understand it. 

 

The next evening, Baba gave the following discourse to the mandali: 

Childhood is the ideal period of life in which to take an interest in spirituality. The impressions received at a 

young age become deeply ingrained. Divine beauty, grandeur, and bliss should always be impressed upon 

children, so much so as to fire their imaginations to the highest pitch about God and His greatness. 

The boys’ enthusiasm for God, however wild, should never be curbed. On the contrary, the best attempts should 

always be made to create in the boys a deep-rooted longing for divine upliftment. Never mind if all the boys go 

mad with uncontrollable enthusiasm and impulses about spiritual matters. The aim of this institution is more to 

create divine mad ones than academic degrees. And I prefer the former to the latter. 

Of course, all the boys could not be expected to become [saints] like Dhruva and Prahlad, but certainly some of 

them will take to the spiritual life in the later period of their lives; the rest will also follow after some lifetimes, 

if not earlier.360 The result of the present training will fructify in the end in all cases. Even temporary impulses 

and sparks of enthusiasm about God-realization hold some result. It is like a cash balance in one’s account in 

the bank, which is utilized beneficially at sometime or other in connection with one’s spiritual advancement. 

Adults rarely attain lasting enthusiasm or longing. When I give a fascinating discourse or logical explanation 

about divine grandeur or spiritual bliss, even adults certainly become fired up with a longing to search for 

Truth and to fathom the secrets of the universe. But unhappily, their ardor and enthusiasm do not last long. The 

impulse of the moment rises and falls quickly in the absence of instant results. However, if a man were to 

advance toward Truth, experiencing different aspects and novelties of the Path, his enthusiasm would remain 

pitched at the same level. 

Seeing extraordinary sights or having extraordinary experiences maintains the longing for Truth, but puts great 

obstacles in front of real advancement. A strong tea provides a very good stimulant to the tired nerves, but it 

causes no real improvement in health; on the contrary, the general health is usually undermined with strong 

stimulants. Therefore, a person should not strive after the novelties, lights and powers of the Path, which are 

many. The goal of life, the Realization of Truth, should always be the only longing and desire of anyone. 

But even the temporary impulses of adults are not to be considered insignificant. However small or little the 

attempt in connection with finding the Truth, and whether physical or mental, it forms a valuable asset. The 

varying impressions of sin and virtue are spent, but spiritual impressions are not and always remain to one’s 

credit — ever increasing, but never decreasing. Hence, even the best attempts should be made for the 

temporary impulses to be expressed also. A few stand the chance of contracting permanent longing through 

chance contemplations in spite of their advanced age. Enthusiasm, inner impulses, and even temporary 

longings are to be welcomed as they often prove to be steppingstones to real love. 

Padri’s 24th birthday was celebrated on 26 November 1927 with sweets served at 3:00 

P.M. That night, in honor of the one-year anniversary of their leaving Meherabad (for Lonavla), 

Baba permitted a tea party. Gramophone records were played until 10:30. 

The next morning, Baba suddenly announced his desire for a trip to Happy Valley. Rustom 

was instructed to bring the car. They started at 10:30 A.M., but on the way the engine started giving 

trouble and the car had to be stopped near Akbar Press. The Satha family was called and had the 

unexpected but welcome opportunity for darshan. 

 
360 Dhruva was a Hindu saint, a prince and, according to mythology, was blessed to eternal existence and 

glory as the Pole Star (Dhruva Nakshatra) by Lord Vishnu. The story of Dhruva's life is often told to 

children as an example of perseverance, devotion, steadfastness, and fearlessness. Prahlad’s story is told in 

the Puranas. He was tortured by his father, a cruel king, for his staunch faith in Lord Vishnu.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pole_Star
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Once they were on their way again, Baba changed his mind and decided instead to go only 

as far as the Pimpalgaon Tank (as it was then called). On the way, he made a puzzling remark, 

“Note today’s date. Today is the day of my death!” and he instructed Chanji to write this in his 

diary. Baba seemed to be joking, still the mandali were dismayed, and Chanji asked what he meant 

by this remark. Baba did not elaborate upon it. 

At Pimpalgaon, Baba discoursed on one of his favorite subjects — poetry. He further 

explained about Hafiz and certain other great poets: 

Hafiz never actually wrote poetry. He only spoke it out loud when in the mood, or he sang it. Shams, too, did 

not ever write, but Rumi did. In his odes, Hafiz describes with poetic beauty the charms of the universe, the 

planes, and the Path, and he reveals secrets. Tukaram, Kabir, Shams, and Rumi were all God-realized [Perfect 

Masters] and said splendid things, but none so splendid as Hafiz in language and poetic diction. 

On their return at 2:30 P.M., Baba stopped at Khushru Quarters, where he saw Adi Sr., who 

had been ill for the past few days with fever and jaundice. Sadashiv Patil and Vithal Bhokre arrived 

at Meherabad from Poona the same day. 

The next morning around 10:30, Baba called a special meeting on the tennis court and 

explained to the boys: 

At first, it was my intention to advance you gradually on the Path, but considering the spiritual outburst that 

takes place in the world during certain ages, I have changed my mind as that time is very near. From among 

you boys, I am going to immediately advance a few who are ready to be consumed in the light of love! So 

make your hearts restless to taste this wine of love. But your efforts should not be forced; they should be 

natural. 

During your spare time, exclusive of study, meals, rest, and play periods, create love by remembering me. Ask 

yourself again and again: When will the Master put me in the line? When will I see God and be united with 

God? What lies there in the Path? 

Several times in the course of the day, Baba would embrace, kiss or pat the boys. He would 

play with them, serve them food, and also visit their quarters during the night, covering any 

uncovered boy with a blanket. 

Regarding the school and ashram, Baba remarked to Chanji, “Why all this bother? It is just 

to create a few real lovers of God and one real hero. And for only that, such a big headache! You 

will never be able to understand. So all should simply obey my orders and do as I instruct, like 

Rustom, who has left all and is doing his duty here just to fulfill my will and orders.” 

 

In spite of spending the major portion of his time with the schoolchildren, Baba would also 

be attentive to the duty of each mandali member and would supervise everything minutely. 

Daulatmai and her daughter Mehera, Naja, Soonamasi and her daughter Small Khorshed, Dolly, 

and Baba’s sister-in-law, Big Khorshed, were the women mandali staying at Meherabad at this 

time, and Gulmai would come every day from Ahmednagar to share in their work. 

As mentioned, Baba was fasting on liquids during this period. Mehera would prepare a 

flask of coffee and milk, sending it to Baba on the hill with a thirteen-year-old boy named Lahu. 

Because of his prolonged fast, drinking only coffee twice a day, Mehera beseeched Baba not to tire 

himself by walking up and down the hill. (He was still retiring for the night in the Jhopdi at lower 

Meherabad.) Baba gave in to her request and sat in the hand-drawn rickshaw while coming down 

the hill. Strangely enough, while on the hill, Baba was observed to be quite energetic and active, 

moving about from place to place, even vigorously playing cricket and other games with the ashram 

boys. 

One evening in late November, Baba gave this discourse to the mandali and students 

regarding Realization of the members of a Perfect Master’s circle: 

A Perfect Master forms a circle of twelve men and two women who have the necessary minimum amount of 

spiritual sanskaras to their credit. And at the same time their respective positions are also allotted in conformity 



with their spiritual sanskaras, with one of them [the chargeman] becoming a Master himself at the appointed 

time. Once the circle is formed, the real striving of the individual souls is put to a stop. No new material 

sanskaras are contracted thereafter. 

For a few centuries, through a few lives, the balance of material sanskaras is spent while the spiritual sanskaras 

remain intact. This is called prarabdha [divine destiny]. During these three or four lives, the progress in 

spending away the prarabdha is gone through as a group by the whole circle. However, it is without their 

knowledge of having been collected in a joint and common bond, since their very formation is made without 

their being aware of it. Their unconsciousness of their great spiritual progress remains until the end. Even the 

circle’s formation and working are carried on automatically until the chargeman’s Realization. 

In spite of colossal preparation, Gautama the Buddha was perfectly unaware of his condition during the 

spending of the last prarabdha in his early years when he led the life of a royal prince [in Nepal]. But when the 

moment arrived, Gautama discarded all the regal tinsel and worldly grandeur about him and soon attained his 

Realization and became Buddha.361 

When, after God-realization, the Master returns to the gross plane, he finds his companions still entangled in 

their respective prarabdha spending. It is then that his great work begins. In a secret manner, the Master 

arranges affairs and undergoes various sufferings and strivings so that the different prarabdhas are spent. Once 

their sanskaras are spent, all the members of his circle attain God-realization at one and the same moment, 

though their prarabdhas widely differ in quantity and quality. This phase of a Master’s working is the greatest 

and the most difficult, in comparison to which even the giving of a huge push to the whole universe toward 

Truth is effortless. 

Besides his spiritual work, the physical hardships he has to undergo in connection with finishing the prarabdha 

of the circle are no less strenuous. He personally undergoes such physical actions necessary in bringing about a 

joint and clear balance sheet of material sanskaras of the circle. Hence, although he is a Perfect Being [free] 

and requires no binding or actions, he seemingly has karma and does karmic acts, but they are deeds without 

binding. He may observe fasts, penances or silence, according to the respective necessities of the individual 

prarabdhas of the circle. 

During this period of the Perfect Master’s preparation of his circle members, those who are in the circle remain 

perfectly in the dark about their divine advancements until the very end when the light is suddenly switched on. 

In the twinkling of an eye, the indescribable, unimaginable and unthinkable internal change takes place with a 

seemingly insignificant external gesture from the Master — perhaps by a word or deed. Exactly how the 

Master manages to dispose of the differing individual prarabdhas collectively cannot be divulged, since those 

who are not in the circle, but think themselves to be so, would be misled into committing such actions as would 

make them suffer terribly. 

This much is certain: Those who are in the circle do not acquire new material sanskaras whatever they do, even 

if they commit the worst actions, for which the Master has to suffer. The connections are so formed that all the 

new material sanskaras of the connected ones automatically pass to the Master, who does away with them. 

Hence, even if those of the connected ones commit the worst possible crimes, there would be no change 

regarding their divine upliftment at the right moment. 

But the real beauty lies in obeying and following the Perfect Master to the letter in spite of knowing oneself to 

be in his circle, as it considerably helps him in the great task which he does for all the circle members’ sake. 

The Master’s orders and instructions should be held as the very gospel and law even in matters of everyday life 

— to eat with a will when he orders or remain without food to the last. In fact, to exercise a complete 

submission to his super-will should be the only goal one should have. It saves a great disappointment after the 

Experience, when the greatest services done for the Master fade into insignificance at the gigantic favor he has 

done for the one concerned. 

Chhagan was appointed Baba’s orderly on the 28th of November and Vishnu was given 

new duties in the ashram. Baily was instructed by Baba to enter into seclusion in a room on the hill 

the following day. 

On Tuesday, 29 November 1927, Baba appointed Baidul as his official C.I.D. (Secret 

Police) officer. He directed him to keep a quiet, loving eye on the boys, and appointed him as their 

manager to look after them and see that they were encouraged in their love for the Master. Baidul 

took up his new post with zeal and began preaching to the children about the opportunity of being 

in Meher Ashram and the school, encouraging them to meditate on Baba. His enthusiasm was so 

 
361 Subsequently, Baba clarified that Buddha was an Avatar and hence did not have such sanskaras. 



pronounced that those children who usually only paid attention to their studies would start 

meditating as soon as they knew Baidul was approaching. No sooner would he walk away than 

their feigned meditation ended. But some of the boys were truly love-stricken and were having 

extraordinary inner experiences. 

Baidul was also directed by Baba to keep watch on the other mandali. He was to “report 

the minutest defect at Meherabad during school hours.” Baidul would also sneak up to the 

mandali’s quarters at night and, standing quietly on one side of the bamboo matting, listen to their 

conversations. He would then report any indiscretions or complaints he had overheard to Baba, 

who would later rebuke the men involved. 

One night Rustom was talking with Pendu and a few others in their quarters. Baidul quietly 

came and stood on the other side of the bamboo partition. The mandali by now knew who was 

betraying them. Rustom silently rose, stood on a chair and took a bucket of water and dumped it 

over Baidul’s head. Thus the men joined forces in opposing this “traitor”; nevertheless, Baidul 

faithfully carried out his C.I.D. duties. 

In obeying Baba’s orders one had to be steadfast in facing all resistance. Every man was 

working under some difficulty or pressure, and being together in such close proximity was like a 

living death to the ego. Still in such situations, love continued to thrive, and though one might be 

at odds with another for a while − or even consider another an enemy − internally we were always 

brothers before our Compassionate Lord. 

At 8:00 P.M. on the night of Friday, 2 December 1927, Baba expounded about the universe 

and Mahapralaya (cosmic dissolution): 

How was the universe created? It was automatic. There are innumerable universes which are interlaced with one 

another. These universes are so numerous that even Sadgurus cannot count them. I once tried to count them 

while at Sakori with Upasni Maharaj. It is astonishing that, though the chains of these universes come out of 

the Sadguru and then merge back into him, they are still uncountable through his physical eyes. 

One night at Sakori [in 1921], Upasni Maharaj and I were sitting in his hut when the topic of counting the 

universes arose. First Maharaj tried to count them. In order to count the universes, he first had to stop the 

continuous flow of [sanskaric] “chains” that are emerging so he could count as many universes as possible. In 

order to do this, both his mind and the whole force of creation had to be concentrated on stopping the 

universes. This is extremely difficult and dangerous. From the Oneness [of God] duality is born, and this 

duality may prove fatal at times. The tension created by such concentration could cause one to drop the body. 

So Maharaj prevented me from stopping the chain-flow because it actually threatened my life once while I was 

trying to do this. 

Maharaj told me, “No Sadguru was ever successful in this counting, since the flow of direct knowledge is from 

the Sadguru himself. If this flow is stopped to count the universes, duality is affected. The Sadguru’s life is put 

in danger by duality’s reaction.” 

These universes come out of the Sadguru and merge back into him after eons. This is called the Mahapralaya. 

When the universes disappear in Mahapralaya, they are no longer in gross form, but they remain within the 

universal mind. Every individual gross mind rests in the universal mind. Though this is all an illusion, still the 

individual souls of all beings that inhabit the universes remain within the universal mind. And after eons the 

evolution starts again and every jivatma [incarnate soul] gradually takes form in accordance with the 

consciousness he had before the cosmic event of Mahapralaya occurred. 

For example, in deep sleep you are unconscious of both your body and the world. For you this is dissolution or 

pralaya. When you awaken, creation begins again for you. You come back and the world is again existent to 

you. This is individual dissolution, but the Mahapralaya happens universally. It is the same as individual 

dissolution only all universes dissolve, so it is called Mahapralaya — maha meaning great. Briefly, this 

happens every day in an individual’s sound sleep state, and after ages and ages it happens universally. For this 

reason, it is said in the Koran, “On doomsday, everyone will rise up from his grave.” 

Now I will explain to you about Ishwar. Ishwar is the Creator, Preserver, and Dissolver [Brahma, Vishnu, and 

Mahesh] as One. This Ishwar is God, but does not know Himself; He is in the state of Infinite 

Unconsciousness. However, He knows how to create, preserve, and destroy the creation. How is this? When 

you blow up a balloon, your eyes are on the inflating of the balloon, and so you look at that and not at yourself. 

In the same way, the eyes of Ishwar are fixed on His creation and not on Himself. 



 

Adjoining the north wall of Baba's underground crypt-cabin on Meherabad Hill, six small 

cells of tatta were constructed in a row. Baba called the humble structure the Sadhak Ashram. It 

was established on the morning of Friday, 2 December 1927, when Baba instructed Gopal Swamy, 

Shankarnath, Sheriar Mehrabanpur, K. K. Manekar, and Gulabsha each to occupy a room. (One 

room was kept vacant.) The five men were ordered to meditate and to fast on liquids. They were 

not to step out of the rooms on any condition, even for going to the toilet. They were given bedpans 

and Vishnu was assigned the duty of cleaning these. Sidhu was assigned the duty of bringing the 

men milk and water each day. 

Just two days after the Sadhak Ashram was opened, the play of the Master’s wine began. 

Gopal Swamy was the first to be overcome. He suddenly started crying and went on for almost 

three hours without stopping! Baba’s only comment was: “This is a good sign.” Later, each of the 

other four men were deeply affected and had profound inner experiences. 

At three in the afternoon on 4 December, Baba discoursed about the different religions of 

the world: 

Who gave all these different religions? The Avatars! Why have they done so? To establish principles for people 

and to bring people to the point where their faces are turned toward God. Muhammad and Buddha both gave 

different precepts, but each according to the circumstances and mentality of the people of the time. 

Baba then drew a diagram of the spiritual path through the planes and described the various 

Sufi stages leading to union with God: Haqiqat (Realization); marefat (inner knowledge); tariqat 

(inner sight); and shariat (outwardly following religious customs).  

 

He elaborated with the following analogies: 

Take the example of water, for instance: To think that there is water without ever having seen or tasted it is 

shariat. To begin digging a well to [strike] and see water is tariqat. After going sufficiently underground and 

finding water — this seeing is marefat. Actually drinking water is haqiqat. 

Shariat can also be compared to the knowledge of a city, such as Bombay, from a map; the various activities 

and troubles one undergoes in reaching Bombay — procuring the money for the railway fare, reaching the 

station, and then traveling in the train — can be taken as tariqat. Then when one nears Bombay and sees the 

city from a distance, this is marefat; the arrival in the city itself is haqiqat. 

To give one more example, let us take the seeing of a cow in a picture as equal to shariat. The trouble and 

hardships in earning money to purchase an actual cow and the purchase itself is tariqat. Then milking the cow 

is marefat, and actually drinking the milk is haqiqat. 

The religion of those in the contact of a Sadguru or Avatar is to obey him. This is the highest type of religion. I 

have been telling you daily that the time is near, so be cautious and prepared. I can guide five persons, fifty, or 

half the world to the Path if it pleases me; but all this depends on one’s preparation. 



I am the worshiper, I am the worship, and I am the One worthy of adoration. I am the fire, I am the spark, and I 

am the smoke — I am everything! I repeat this every night. I pray to myself and bow down to myself. Why? 

For worldly people, so that God may make them worthy of emancipation. And who is God? I, myself! 

The usual Thursday visitors came on 8 December 1927, including the Satha family, Sayyed 

Saheb, Ramjoo, and Babu Cyclewalla. Gulmai’s daughter, Piroja, was married the following day 

to Sohrab Irani, and the bride and bridegroom came at night for Baba’s darshan. 

On 9 December, Baba discoursed on the Sadguru: 

Without the sanskaras being totally eliminated there is no spiritual liberation. To dispose of sanskaras one has to 

create “reverse” sanskaras, which are opposite in nature. Opposite impressions reverse the sanskaric makeup of 

the mind. To remove stains, soap or lime is necessary. But the mind never dies of itself. 

For example, suppose your hand is to be broken. It is difficult and almost impossible for you to twist your own 

hand enough to break it. But if a sturdy fellow comes along and twists it, your hand fractures in a second. That 

sturdy chap is the Sadguru who is required to deal with the mind and all its mischief. 

But a Sadguru is not to be found so easily. It requires love, the search for Truth amidst hardships and sufferings, 

and undergoing untold difficulties — these draw the Sadguru to the deserving ones. 

If by hurting a person temporarily you provide a permanent healing, this apparently cruel act of yours is, in fact, 

a blessing. In the same way, suppose that by rendering a temporary healing you create a permanent hurt; this 

apparently blessed act of yours is, in fact, a curse. A doctor cutting open a boil and causing so much pain to the 

sufferer is considered an enemy who has hurt one; but when the pus is removed the patient is relieved, and the 

doctor is considered a real friend who helped. 

So the Sadguru is at first apparently considered an enemy when he tries to remove sins and wipe out desires and 

sanskaras of the aspirant by forcing strict discipline on him, renunciation, et cetera. But when the bliss of union 

with the Divine Beloved is attained through his grace, he is considered a true friend. 

 

On Saturday, 10 December 1927, a few of the ashram boys, who were profoundly moved 

by Meher Baba’s love and who preferred meditation to studying, were singled out and kept 

separately from the other boys. Raosaheb was put in charge of them, and special food arrangements 

were made for them. This was the beginning of what was to be called the Prem (Love) Ashram. 

At first these boys of the Prem Ashram were kept down the hill with the Irani boys, but 

after five days all were shifted up the hill where Baba stayed. 

At times the other boys in the Meher Ashram also appeared profoundly affected by Baba’s 

love similarly to those who were now segregated in the Prem Ashram. But for the most part, the 

Meher Ashram boys were more inclined toward their studies than meditation. 

On 12 December, Keki Irani from Ghatkopar visited after a long time. On the 15th at 

Shahane’s house, Rustom read to Baba an article from the newspaper about a live crab being created 

from a piece of metal. This elicited the following candid explanation from the Master: 

This is due to occult powers, but remember it has nothing to do with ghosts. Ghosts and occult or black magic 

are quite different. Spirit [mind and energy] itself, as in ghosts, is a power, originally the power of cause; but 

occult powers are powers that are caged and covered. 

[A tantric seeks occult powers.362] By acquiring such powers, the tantric’s spirit contracts very bad sanskaras, 

worse than the sanskaras of the worst sins, and reaps the fruit accordingly. So I advise you all not to fall prey to 

such madness. This has no connection with the spiritual path to God. On the contrary, the treader of such a path 

is far, far away from the spiritual path because he accumulates the worst possible kind of sanskaras, which 

prove an obstacle to his progress on the path. 

The least said about occult powers the better. This type of tantric spirit (as opposed to ghosts [of suicides]), is 

even more terrible, and neither receives nor gives benefit from his efforts. He gains occult powers through 

 
362 Tantrics are persons who temporarily acquire minor occult powers through certain exercises or 

practices. Tantric exercises are based on scriptures called tantras which were supposedly passed down by 

Shiva.  



various studies or by very undesirable practices — like eating excrement, drinking blood and other such 

unclean acts. 

This type of tantric practice takes a very long time, and the person concerned acquires only the power of 

making his body large or small. He can make his body smaller than an ant’s and then assume his human bodily 

form again. But he changes into another form for some material gain or objective. 

He can enter another’s body by making his body small, but his own gross bodily sanskaras are with him in his 

tiny form. 

Ghosts are not like tantric spirits. [Ghosts are people who have committed suicide and have no body.] They 

enter another body and then make the body of whomsoever they enter do as they wish. But he who has gained 

occult powers does not do so; he only makes his body big or small and thus his bodily sanskaras are always 

with him. In this action, there is also the danger that through some accident, he may be trampled on by some 

person while in his little body. In short, after long and hard study such tantrics do not benefit in any way but, 

on the contrary, risk contracting some of the worst possible sanskaras. So there is no use in playing such a 

worthless game! 

Discussing advanced souls in other parts of the world, Baba revealed on 17 December, 

“There are three Sat Purushs [God-realized persons] in Persia and one in Egypt. There is one very 

advanced soul in London, who is stationed between the fourth and fifth planes. He is a ‘telegraph-

receiver’ and does as ordered, though I, his Master, am unknown to him. There is one in America 

still further advanced. He knows I am his Master.” 

The following day, after being secluded in the Sadhak Ashram for sixteen days, Gopal 

Swamy and Manekar both saw a brilliant light. In the beginning of his search, Manekar had gone 

to Mahatma Gandhi’s ashram seeking Truth, and from there he had come to Meherabad. But 

nothing like this had ever happened to him before. He now knew that the object of his life was only 

obeying Meher Baba. 

On 19 December, Baba directed Gustadji and his brother Sohrab to stay in two temporary 

rooms which had been built near his underground cabin. Gustadji had been living alone on the 

verandah of the Jhopdi at lower Meherabad, looking after the garden there. His duty was now given 

to Masaji. 

One night Baba made these comments to the mandali concerning the process of death: 

You eat food and, to keep yourselves healthy and fit, you pass out the residue as excrement. But do you ever 

shed tears for the waste you eliminate? Do you ever think about it or feel regret over it? Not at all. Then if 

someone dear dies, why do you weep for that discarded body which is like food to the soul? 

You preserve and protect your body to feed your soul. The body is the medium for the soul’s progress. When 

your excrement is eliminated, you eat fresh food. Similarly, with the disposal of the old body, you take a new 

body. So why worry and weep over that which is the law of nature and cannot be altered? 

Sadgurus and the Avatar consider human death to be absolutely unimportant. They do not feel bad about 

anyone’s death. For them, the whole universe is a very, very small thing — a small point. 

The human body can be compared to the fibers on the outer shell of a coconut. Hundreds of such hairs fall off, 

but the coconut water remains safe inside. Similarly, thousands of human bodies may fall, but the soul is 

immortal; it never dies. It is always living and eternal. 

 

December 20 was the forty-first day of Baba’s prolonged fast. He was taken up the hill in 

the hand-drawn rickshaw, and there he retired into the underground crypt-cabin in seclusion. Baba 

had been going up the hill most evenings and giving discourses to the boys, before retiring in his 

Jhopdi at lower Meherabad at about 10:00 or 10:30 P.M. after arti. Now he began spending the night 
in the underground pit (with a flat wooden board cover placed over it) and the day in the upper 

portion of the cabin. 



But that first night at 9:00 P.M., Baba came down the hill unexpectedly in the rickshaw, to 

the Makan. Adi Sr. had come and was just about to leave in his car after having dinner. Baba spoke 

with Rustom, Ramjoo, and Dastur, and issued this order: “No teacher or even the principal of the 

ashram school should touch any of the boys.” Although the order seemed quite ordinary, there was 

a deeper meaning behind it. It was meant to protect the boys from receiving any shock from others 

at the time of their experiencing an advanced spiritual state. After about an hour, Baba returned to 

the hill in Adi’s car with the mandali. 

After this, Baba did not step out of his cabin (the samadhi) for two months and eight days, 

and during this period he continued his fast on only one pint of coffee per day. In the last days of 

the fast, he stopped drinking coffee and remained only on water. Mehera would lovingly and 

meticulously prepare the coffee and warm water, but it was more than coffee that was sustaining 

Baba all these days − it was her love, as well. 

Every day for the previous month and a half, the Master would give discourses to the boys, 

who sat on the raised platform outside the east window of his crypt. His explanations were about 

the creation, the different worlds, suns, universes, and about sanskaras and the evolution of forms. 

On Wednesday, 21 December 1927, Baba gave this analogy while explaining the evolution of 

consciousness and drew a sketch of his description: 

 

There are four stages of light. In stages one, two, and three the sun is not seen due to the sanskaras of darkness. 

But in the human state, it is morning and the light of the sun is meant to be seen. However, due to the clouds of 

human sanskaras it is hidden. 

So what should be done? The clouds should be driven away. But how? For the clouds to be driven away, burn 

up your sanskaras — think of me always, love me! And to think of me you must not think of yourself ever! 

On 23 December, Baba compared Baidul to Hanuman. During a discourse that evening, 

Baba pointed out his uncle Masaji as an example to illustrate the soul’s progress in evolution: 

I shall give one more example to prove clearly that this atma [soul] remains the same, but the forms and 

knowing change. For instance, when Masaji is newly born he is a stone. When Masaji is seven years old, 

suppose he turns into metal form, then into the vegetable form. The form changes — the knowing increases a 

little each time — but “Masaji” is the same. 

Now when he is fourteen years old, he changes into the animal form, in which his knowing increases again. 

When he is 28 years old he becomes a monkey. When he is 56 he acquires a human body. Still you can be sure 

that the Sadgurus will not consider Masaji as even having been born yet! But the day he turns his eyes inward, 

that is the day of his real birth in the eyes of the Sadgurus. 



So at present you are all like corpses. You may know much in the worldly sense, but you are lifeless to us 

Masters. If you want to be truly alive, turn the mind inward. How to turn the mind? It is in the hands of the 

Sadguru. Buy the help of a Sadguru at the price of your love for him. 

So remember this figure: 1 + 7 + 14 + 28 + 56 = 106. And 1 + 0 + 6 = 7; that is, 6 on one side and 1 on the 

other. 

 

On Christmas eve, all had tea near Baba and gramophone records were played from 8:30 

to 10:30 P.M. Ajoba, being a Christian, gave a nice talk about Jesus. On the 25th, Baba’s feet were 

washed at noon and a special music program was held from five to ten o’clock in the evening. The 

lead singer of the group shed tears as he sang before Baba, who afterwards presented the singer 

with his shawl. Visitors were permitted to come to Meherabad and tour the ashram. 

In the course of his explanations the following day, Baba revealed: 

As previously explained, there are an infinite number of worlds which have cooled down, and for each such 

world to cool down takes cycles and cycles. Imagine how long! But when a man attains Realization and 

ascends to the seventh plane, he feels as if only a second has passed; that is, no time has actually passed during 

the numberless changes of forms and deaths and births of 84 lakhs [8,400,000 times]. 

Now I know that according to you, it accounts for billions of years, and there is no limit to accounting. But my 

experience is that nothing has happened and there is no “time” spent. 

In reference to the number seven, Baba elaborated: 

There are seven worlds [planets in evolution], seven skies, seven suns, seven moons, seven planes and seven 

heavens [in involution]. Why this figure seven? And sanskaras too are of seven colors. Why? Because in the 

very beginning, when Energy (Pran) clashed with Matter (Akash), it created seven divisions. 

Each individual human being is a universe unto himself. In the head there are seven openings: two eyes, two 

ears, two nostrils, and one mouth. In the body there are seven parts: two arms, two legs, two openings (front 

and back), and one trunk. 

But all this explaining of the universe and creation relates to the hair and has nothing to do with the head. So 

first try to get hold of the head, because out of it comes everything. 

Baba drew a figure of a man’s head with hair and added: 

 



The barber’s work is to shave the head. And who is the barber in this case? Mahapralaya! For when it occurs, 

all the hairs (universes) on God’s head are shaved off. 

It is said that the universes pour out of the Godhead; they are like God’s hair. Your head may symbolize God 

and your hair the universes. 

K. J. Dastur had been given notes and other written material about Baba as he was working 

on a biography of Baba. While Baba was giving a discourse that evening, Adi Sr. was sitting by 

the window of the crypt-room, listening. Dastur came and abruptly told Adi to make room for him 

by moving over. Not liking the tone of his voice, Adi asked why he should move. Dastur replied, 

“Because this is my seat.” 

“Have you paid for it?” Adi asked. Seeing that Adi’s remark upset Dastur, Baba took Adi 

to task for instigating a quarrel. He then motioned to Adi to seek Dastur’s pardon by touching his 

feet, which he did. 

Adi felt humiliated, having had to bow to Dastur, but after the incident when Dastur had 

left, Baba explained to Adi, “You should become like dust. I scolded you to turn you into dust.” 

Baba continued, “You have not lost anything. What you consider to be your loss is in fact 

your gain. There is gain where there is loss, and without loss there can be no gain. How can one 

benefit and realize God without first shedding the ego?” 

 

On 27 December, Baba touched upon what happened at the beginning of creation: 

When Energy clashed with Matter four things appeared — fire, water, air, and earth — in quick succession. 

Stones, metals, and vegetation have connection with earth; worms with earth and water; fish with water; birds 

with air; animals with fire; and human beings with all elements. 

By “fire” is meant lightning. Lightning is everywhere, but it is covered by a layer of ether. It has direct 

connection with animals and so their digestive powers are strong and they eat a lot − to such an extent as if they 

are born only for eating. (In the zoo in Bombay is an elephant, which, if you happen to see it, spends all its time 

eating.) 

The first worm form after the vegetable kingdom is totally green in color. The last worm form is the crab. It is 

found in moist earth; that is, it goes in water, too. It has to become a fish and therefore seeks water. After this 

form is frog, the last form of fish.363 It wants to leave water, so it has a [turning point] form. After frog is the 

jal-kukdi [water fowl]. In birds, you will mark that some species have an affinity with water. These are the first 

forms after fish. The next most advanced forms of birds have affinity with air, and the last most bird forms with 

the earth — such as roosters. After that is the kangaroo form — the first form of animal life; and the last form 

of animals, as you can guess, is the monkey or ape. 

On Wednesday, 28 December 1927, after remaining closeted in one of the rooms of Sadhak 

Ashram for 26 days, Gulabsha suddenly ran away. A life of strict seclusion and fasting on only 

milk proved too much of a restriction for him, preventing him from living the independent life he 

desired. His abrupt departure, however, did not affect Mehrabanpur, Shankarnath, Gopal Swamy, 

and Manekar, who continued to remain fasting in their cells. 

A woman came for Baba’s darshan the same day and referred to him as the Omniscient 

One. Thereupon Baba discoursed on the four types of knowledge — worldly knowledge, inner 

knowledge of the planes, Self-knowledge of the seventh plane, and all-knowledge, which only the 

Avatars and Sadgurus have in order to work in and for the three worlds. 

Baba then explained the seven planes and seven heavens: 

Corresponding to the seven planes are seven parts of the physical body: 

1st plane — the navel 

 
363 In several subsequent explanations, Baba stated that the crab was the last form of fish.  

 



2nd plane — the left part of the chest 

3rd plane — the right part of the chest 

4th plane — the lower part of the throat 

5th plane — the center of the throat 

6th plane — the third eye (between the two eyes) 

7th plane — the top or center of the head 

 

The parts corresponding to the seven heavens are quite different and are in the back part of the body. The parts 

corresponding to the seven planes are in the front. The 1st heaven — back of the navel; 2nd heaven — back of 

the left chest and so forth up to the 7th heaven at the back of the head. 

The yogis take the path through the heavens, but it is a path fraught with obstacles which are next to impossible 

to overcome. Marvelous splendors exist in the heavens and it is virtually impossible not to be drawn into them. 

The seeker becomes enchanted in the beauty of the heavens, with the result that his progress comes to a 

grinding halt. 

Every plane is like the railroad station of a city, and every heaven is like the actual city. For this reason, the way 

through the heavens is longer and has the additional risk of the seeker’s becoming engrossed in the attractions 

of the city. 

Take an example of a man who is quite penniless, a beggar; however, he has 45 children! While wandering with 

his family, he thinks that if he could beg one dollar he would manage the food for his children for the day. In 

the meantime, he comes across a pile of jewels. Now tell me, will he stop? He cannot help but stop! But if there 

is a Sadguru he would enable him to proceed — to go to the station instead of the city. 

However much you may try to persuade a drunken man that a small puddle of water is nothing, he does not 

believe you and sees it as an ocean. He staggers while walking under the delusion that he is flying. He sees 

things magnified as double or sometimes triple, and as much as you try to convince him that there is only one 

of a thing, he sees two or sometimes more. 

In the same way, you all have the false belief that the world is real. You cannot digest this truth, this fact, when 

I tell you that everything is false — a dream, an illusion. But just have faith in me. Listen to me, love me, and 

one day you will have the awareness that God alone is the Reality; He is the Truth, and everything else is 

illusion. 

On 29 December, Baba mentioned the death of Kondiram (one of the early Kasba Peth 

mandali) and also discoursed about the Avatar: 

The Avatar can do all that a Sadguru does. He has and prepares a circle as a Sadguru does, but he does one 

special thing also. The Avatar can make a person who is not even in the circle, or ‘turned’ to God [meaning on 

the planes], a God-realized Salik with special duty. 

If I get the whim, I may make a few selected boys of the ashram God-realized at once and again bring them 

back for special duty. But for that the time must come — and also the whim. Krishna was the Avatar and he 

realized and brought down seventeen persons who were outside his circle; these seventeen were extra God-

realized Saliks. 

Let me see who now gets the apple! It all depends on love. So leave all this crying about separation and do only 

one thing — love me. Then I will do something special for not only seventeen, but for many — as many as I 

like. I have that power. There is no doubt as to that. So create and increase love. And what is the meaning of 

love? It means but one thing — thinking of me and nothing else. 

The next morning, Kaikobad Dastur visited again from Navsari. Kaikobad tried to make 

an offering of Rs.51, but was told no monetary offering would be accepted. Sweets, however, would 

be, and Kaikobad brought some when he returned five days later. Sailor and Sadashiv arrived on 

the 31st. 

On the evening of 30 December, Baba revealed to the mandali: 

My wish at this time is advancing boys and turning them into saliks. I am mostly concerned with boys, and that 

is why all this trouble [the ashram school]. You will see how many of these boys will be saints! The time is 

very near. And after this work is finished, I will manifest. But the whim must come and it is very difficult for it 



to come. But once it does, everything will be automatically done. I will show God to some and I will make 

some God! 

The boys’ luck is so good that they have come near me. Great yogis have been clamoring for years to see God 

and become one with God. Some have been fasting for ten years; some have been hanging upside down for 20 

years, yet still I do not go to them. I tell you some of the boys will see me as I really am. So urge them to go on 

loving me more and more and be worthy of this. 

Soon after, the boys of the Prem Ashram began shedding tears night and day, giving vent 

to their overwhelming feelings and trying to lighten the burden of their hearts. They would suddenly 

begin weeping in the school or while playing or taking food, and they themselves had no idea why 

they were crying. 

Sunday, 1 January 1928 was the 52nd day of the Master’s fast and the twelfth day of his 

seclusion. Baba was sitting in the upper portion of the underground crypt-cabin. In honor of 

Mehera’s birthday that day (according to the Zoroastrian calendar), Baba permitted Rustom to bring 

her and the other women up the hill for darshan at 11:00 A.M. Masaji and Memo accompanied 

them. The women performed the arti and the sweets Rustom had brought were distributed. A second 

group of women was brought later, which included among others Pilamai and Bomanji’s wife. 

The newly repainted MEHERABAD signboard was erected that afternoon (probably near 

the dhuni). 

The boys had been permitted to sit near Baba that day and meditate. The atmosphere in 

Meherabad was such that even the angels envied these small children. The birds were resting in 

their nests and the sun had sunk below the horizon after saluting Baba. The boys were in the ashram 

and all was calm and peaceful. 

It seemed as if Baba had gone into seclusion only for the boys, for at that moment a breeze 

from the depth of his crypt wafted over them, and for the first time in their short lives they felt 

God’s love — they tasted wine! All the boys of the Prem Ashram together burst forth into such 

loud wailing that the sound of their tears could be heard a quarter of a mile away. 

The residents came running up the hill from lower Meherabad and villagers passing by on 

the road came to investigate the cries they heard. The mandali and teachers did their utmost to 

soothe the children, but there was nothing they could do; for in truth, nothing was really the matter. 

What they heard was the unspeakable longing of their souls for God. Out of the Master’s heart 

poured wine, and it was Love itself that was weeping! 

For half an hour, until approximately 7:30 in the evening, the children’s outbursts 

continued, and all attempts to quiet them failed. The boy’s hearts loudly sobbed, “Baba! Baba! 

Baba!” and except for him nothing else existed to them. Ghani and Rustom were summoned 

especially to witness the scene. 

Baba then summoned all the boys to his crypt-cabin, and on seeing him, their weeping 

ceased. Age observed, “It seemed as if love were singing in their tears, and at the sight of the 

Beloved, its longing was fulfilled.” 

Concerning their outburst of love, Baba explained to the children, “I am satisfied with this 

state of yours, and this crying freely shows love. But when I order you to stop crying, you should 

stop. Your weeping means love, but you must also obey orders. Don’t check your love — increase 

it. But obey my orders. 

“Remain steadfast in your obedience however saturated you may be with love. If you cry 

the whole day there is no harm, but follow my orders. When I say stop, you should at once stop. 

Those who live in my love until the last will receive my grace.” 

Baba recounted stories to the boys of Ram Tirtha and Vivekananda and the love they had 

for their gurus. 



One of the Prem Ashram boys, Vasant B. Kimbahune, fourteen, had been weeping the 

whole day. Baba said he would go mad if he were stopped. Baba explained that he was working to 

make a few of the most sincere boys ready “to be pushed up” − to be made one with God. Baba 

concluded, “A Sadguru has infinite powers and can realize one in a fraction of a second!” 

The next day, 2 January, during the 20-minute recess on the playground the weeping 

recurred; but as soon as the gong was struck to return to classes, things became still. The boys 

entered the school and were quiet. Love was still thundering in their hearts, but they somehow 

managed to control their feelings. For two or three days, divine love wept loudly in the children. It 

even affected the women and some of the mandali, who also wept. It stopped subsequently as 

suddenly as it had erupted, though some of the boys could be seen sitting alone, quietly shedding 

tears. Love began silently singing in the boys’ hearts, and its ecstasy was expressed through the 

silence of their tears. 

On the 4th, Baba began giving darshan to the boys and remarked to the mandali, “I have 

selected some boys for their love, some for their heart, and some for their intellect. Twenty of them 

are sincere and faithful. Their love for me is increasing day by day, and I am satisfied with it.” 

On Friday, 6 January 1928, about a dozen Indian soldiers were marching past Meherabad 

on their way to Visapur. They requested Baba’s darshan. Baba graciously permitted it and Jalbhai 

escorted them up the hill at 7:45 A.M. where they paid Baba a full military salute. After the soldiers 

left, Baba called the boys and disclosed to them, “This is a sign of a great war taking place in the 

very near future.” 

Baba then sent orders with Jalbhai to close the school at eleven o’clock. A half hour later, 

at his request, a sacred bath was given to Baba, first by the boys and then by the mandali. 

Baba had a declaration read out which he had dictated to his brother Beheram. In it, Baba 

revealed that at about 2:00 A.M. that night, a secret conference of Spiritual Masters had been held 

in his underground crypt, wherein it was decided that a great war would soon begin. The unexpected 

and abrupt arrival of the military personnel in the morning portended the same. 

Baba concluded his declaration by repeating, “A great war will shortly take place, and 

when it is raging furiously, I will come forward and manifest as the Avatar!” 

A typed extract of Baba’s remarks was read out to the boys in Hall No. 2 (middle room of 

the Water Tank) by Vishnu, Raosaheb, and Dastur in Marathi, Persian, and Gujarati respectively. 

Baba commented: "Today is the best day. It is the day on which the foundation of the future 

activities of my Universal work in this Avataric period has been laid. Hence I ordered the school 

closed, had a sacred bath, and dictated the declaration to Beheram.” 

About the secret meeting, Baba remarked to Rustom and the mandali, “Before the meeting, 

I inquired of Gustadji and then Ramjoo if anybody was in the vicinity and warned him to make sure 

that no one came near my crypt. Because if someone happened to pass by here, where Masters were 

assembled in subtle form, it could be harmful to the person concerned. Pirs [saints] sometimes keep 

tigers as watchmen for this reason, to guard their boundaries so that no one may venture inside.” 

By Sunday, 8 January 1928, each boy would weep alone in a secluded spot. Vasant sat near 

Baba and wept on his legs. Memo, Pilamai, and Big Khorshed had come for a visit and were deeply 

moved by the outpouring of love from the boys.364 Kaikobad also visited again, and Baba praised 

his love. One other visitor two days later was Vishnu’s friend Nilu, who was attending medical 

school. 

On the 8th, Baba composed this couplet: 

Who weeps for love, he weeps the best. 

 
364 Shireenmai returned to Poona on 13 January, while Pilamai remained in the ashram with the women 

mandali. 



Who cries for else, he does but jest. 

Later, while discoursing to the boys about the purpose of creation, Baba gave an example 

of a palace: 

Suppose there is a palace and inside it is seated a king. The palace has one door, but no windows. It stands on 

three pillars. It has seven walls: one of iron, another of zinc, the third of silver, the fourth of gold, the fifth of 

stone, the sixth of wood, and the seventh of pearls. 

In front of the palace is a compound in which there are three ponds: one is filled with water, the second with 

milk, and in the third is rosewater. A little in front of these ponds is a lane. There are seven tigers guarding the 

lane. 

At the end of the lane is a garden full of sweet-smelling flowers. Above each section of flowers is a canopy; 

coiled on top of each canopy is a snake. 

Coming out of the garden you face a desert you have to cross. After crossing the desert you face a river you 

have to cross. On the other side of the river is a city, and then finished [you reach the end]. 

Baba concluded, “If you understand this example, the whole Vedanta will be intellectually 

revealed to you.” However, as it was late in the day, Baba did not explain the full meaning of this 

symbolic landscape. 365 

Baba continued to give explanations on creation every morning. On 9 January, he called 

the classes earlier than usual, at 7:15 A.M. After spending the first fifteen minutes in general 

conversation, he began again where he had left off the previous day, but after a few minutes he 

suddenly stopped, explaining that he was not in the mood to finish. He then mysteriously remarked, 

“There is some communication going on with the one in London — the one on the Path [between 

the fourth and fifth planes]. Instructions are being given to him and my attention is needed.” 

That day Gopal Swamy, in his cell in the Sadhak Ashram, saw yet another even more 

dazzling light, which he later claimed nearly blinded him. He was in a state of bliss and would 

spontaneously sing out Baba’s name. 

One of the older boys, Abdulla Pakravan, had come initially to Meher Ashram only to 

further his education. But Baba’s contact brought about a complete transformation in him and the 

Master’s working gradually had its effect within him. When Abdulla was destined to glimpse the 

glory of God, the wine of love began rushing through his veins — ignoring the illusion of the world 

before him. On the 7th of January, Abdulla was in such a state, Chanji recorded, that it would not 

have subsided “had Shri not offered [Abdulla] his cup of tea.” 

On 11 January, Baba was not in a good mood all afternoon. Buasaheb was severely taken 

to task. But while discoursing to the boys and mandali who were seated on the platform outside his 

cabin, Baba disclosed, “Those whom I find worthy I shall attract to the Mistress of Love, and to 

them I shall offer the elixir of life. Children, only Truth is real — all else is worthless. Try to be 

diligent. I shall make pure gold from your mixed alloys.” 

Suddenly, Abdulla saw an extraordinary flash of light coming from Baba’s window. 

Overpowered, he fell down unconscious and at Baba’s direction he was removed to the hospital. 

Inside the crypt-cabin, Baba removed his own jacket and, although the weather was quite 

cold, his chest was covered with perspiration. Outwardly he was perspiring as he inwardly worked 

to change Abdulla’s consciousness. Baba later explained that he was working to raise Abdulla to 

the sixth plane. 

 
365 The symbolism of the metaphorical images may be as follows: The palace — the seventh plane; the 

three pillars — the three worlds (gross, subtle, and mental); the seven walls — the seven planes; the three 

ponds — varying stages of the purifying of consciousness; the seven tigers — the devouring of sanskaras; 

the lane — the spiritual path; the flowers — chakras; the snakes — the powers of maya; the desert — 

nirvana, nothingness; the river — the gap between the sixth and seventh planes; the city — where all 

Realized souls dwell.  



Resting at the hospital, Abdulla’s eyes looked vacant; he had lost his normal consciousness. 

He was actually seeing God − and he remained in this elevated state for four days. 

On the third day of Abdulla’s transformation, one of the Persian boys, Espandiar Vesali, 

went to see him in the hospital. “Abdulla, do you know me?” Vesali asked. 

Abdulla, semiconscious, opened his eyes and replied softly, “Yes.” 

“Who am I?” Vesali asked. 

“You are Baba.” 

A matchbox was lying nearby and Vesali picked out a match and held it up to him. “Do 

you see this? What is it?” 

“It is Baba,” Abdulla answered. 

Whatever Abdulla was asked he would answer with only one word: “Baba.” He saw Baba 

everywhere. 

On the fourth or fifth day, Abdulla began weeping bitterly — uncontrollably. The pain that 

filled his tears is indescribable. It cannot be compared to any suffering known in the world. Abdulla 

was starting to come down after seeing God — from the plane of light and bliss. From his sixth-

plane state of consciousness, his mind was again entering the gross, material world, and that 

experience of coming down tore him to pieces, causing him to cry piteously.  

On the fifth day, Baba directed that Abdulla be given an enema. After this was done, 

Abdulla slowly regained some consciousness of his surroundings. It was later revealed that Baba 

had decided that Abdulla had to return to normal consciousness and it was Baba who was bringing 

this about. 

On Saturday, 14 January 1928, during the evening singing of arti, a boy named Rajaram 

was overwhelmed by the intensity of love and became unconscious, but his normal consciousness 

returned after some hours. The next day Abdul Wahab Kalingad burst forth in loud wailing and 

stopped eating or drinking, even refusing food from Baba’s hand. 

Three other boys, Ramaji, Lobhaji, and Rajaram, pleaded with Baba to keep them beside 

him and not send them to classes, as the Master’s absence was unbearable to them. Baba acceded 

to their prayerful pleas, and starting on the 16th they remained with him. On this same day, Baba 

appointed Baidul as the Prem Master, shifting him from his previous position as the Prem Manager. 

Baily, who was staying in a room on the hill, was instructed to fast on one meal a day taken at noon. 

 

Mohan Shahane had a private interview with Baba on the 16th. Sailor Mama’s wife 

Najamai came the same day to see Baba as well as her son Dinshaw, who was studying in the 

ashram, but Najamai arrived late and had to depart without having Baba’s darshan. 

At 5:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 17 January, Dastur quite unexpectedly rapped on the window of 

Baba’s crypt-cabin, disturbing him. Baba was usually so strict with his orderlies that even their 

quiet footfalls at times disturbed him; but for his own reasons, Baba tolerated Dastur’s behavior. 

At two that afternoon, while Baba was having a discussion with the mandali and boys, 

Baidul brought a cupful of rice and reported, “Baba, look at this; the rice is half-cooked. This is the 

sort of food Chhagan prepares.” 

Baba sent for Chhagan and demanded, “Why is the rice uncooked? Are you trying to kill 

my boys? Don’t you feel ashamed? I don’t want to see your kala mooh [an idiomatic insult meaning 

black face]! You have grown as tall as a palm tree, but with about as much sense!” 

Baba directed Rustom to give Chhagan four strokes with the cane on Chhagan’s palm. 

Rustom administered the punishment, and Baba further chastised Chhagan, “Now get out of my 

sight! Don’t stand around like a statue!” Chhagan left and everyone thought that the matter had 

ended. But it was not so. 



In a short while, Baba sent Chanji and two other men to bring Chhagan back to him. They 

searched the premises but could not find him. Baba later snapped at Raosaheb and Meherjee, “Why 

are you two sitting here? Go find Chhagan!” They began looking for him, eventually checking the 

storeroom, where they found Chhagan hiding. He was holding a razor in his hand, contemplating 

slashing his throat. Meherjee and Raosaheb rushed forward and grabbed him just in time. They 

then escorted him to Baba. 

After hearing Meherjee’s description of the scene in the storeroom, Baba reproached 

Chhagan, “You should be ashamed of yourself. When you have surrendered your life to me, what 

right have you to take it away? Your life no longer belongs to you. It is my property! What right 

have you to destroy that which belongs to me? 

“Your behavior is shameless. What is there in dying such a death? Timid, cowardly people 

die like that. Bravery lies in living while dying, bearing the punishment I mete out.” 

Baba then forgave Chhagan and embraced him. Chhagan forgot his sorrow and despair in 

the warmth of the Master’s loving embrace and resumed his duties with a light heart, knowing that 

his life was no longer really his own. It was an object lesson for each of the mandali. 

The next morning Baba rose unusually late, at about seven o’clock. All the boys were 

eagerly awaiting his darshan. Baba’s health was not good and he spent most of the day in his crypt. 

There was no “lecture” that night to the boys, but Baba sat with them while gramophone records 

were played. 

Earlier that day, while coming up the hill, Dastur grew faint and fell unconscious. He was 

carried to his room and Sidhu was appointed to look after him. When Dastur was feeling better, he 

was brought to the crypt-cabin. Baba discussed the school with him and announced a new idea. 

Baba said that a few Western children should be admitted to the school. He directed Dastur to go 

to England and bring back a few British boys to stay in Meher Ashram. 

But Dastur resolutely declined, replying, “I wish to stay near you, Baba. I will not leave 

you even for a moment. I would rather die than be separated from you.” Baba then chose Rustom 

for this mission. 

 

The intensity of the inner experiences for the four men in the Sadhak Ashram − who had 

now been sequestered for almost two months − went on increasing. On Friday, 20 January 1928, 

Manekar was dazed by a resplendent ray of light in his room and became entranced. In a semi-

dazed condition, he left his room and, approaching the crypt, he fell unconscious at Baba’s feet. 

Baba had just stepped out for a moment. After Manekar came to, Baba asked him why he had left 

his room. “Master, I heard you call me!” Manekar declared. Baba directed him to return and not to 

leave his cell again under any circumstances. 

Four days later, Shankarnath burst from his room and began roaming about, shouting out 

Baba’s name. With difficulty, Buasaheb restrained him and led him back to his cell. 

Mehrabanpur was also profoundly affected during this period. He would often weep and 

repeatedly shout Baba’s name again and again. Manekar and Gopal Swamy continued to have 

overwhelming inner experiences which convinced them of Baba’s divinity. Manekar also 

experienced a light which was so bright in his darkened room that he claimed he could have read 

a book by it. When Baba was told about this, he expressed his pleasure but remarked to the mandali, 

“This is not spirituality. Such phenomena are only a medium to attract the pilgrim to the Path. One 

should not be fooled and get ensnared. There is danger in the enchantment.” 

The women’s group was always kept separate from the men mandali. During this period 

of Baba’s seclusion, when Baba was always on the hill and not visiting the women at lower 

Meherabad, Mehera, Naja, and Small Khorshed wondered how they could draw Baba’s attention 

to them. They began preparing garlands of pink and yellow flowers, sending them to Baba with 



Kaikhushru Masa (Khorshed’s father). They would do this work at night since they were busy all 

day with their chores, which consisted mostly of cooking for the several hundred people at 

Meherabad, and the 170 boys in the ashram. 

One day Baba asked Kaikhushru Masa what time the ladies went to sleep. Masa replied at 

midnight, as they stayed up making garlands for Baba. Baba then sent a message to Mehera and 

the other women not to prepare the garlands but to retire early. 

Kaikhushru Masa kept Baba informed about the women’s health. Baba would always be 

sure to inquire about them. Although in seclusion, the Master kept the women mandali within the 

boundaries of his orders, and so, like the men, they had no freedom of choice. The men at least 

were able to go up the hill for work, whereas the women were ordered not to leave the bamboo-

matting compound surrounding their quarters at the Bathroom Building. In addition to this strict 

confinement, Mehera was also not allowed to read or write. Yet even under these restrictions, she 

was happy and found contentment in pleasing her Beloved Lord. 

On 23 January, Baba stopped drinking even milk and coffee, and for the next 28 days 

remained fasting on only hot water and weak tea, which the boy Lahu would bring in a flask 

prepared by Mehera. Baba had now been fasting for over two months. 

Raosaheb and a few of the boys were called to the crypt a few days before, on the 19th, 

and Raosaheb read aloud couplets in Persian from Shams-e-Tabriz. Abdulla, Rajaram, and Lobhaji 

each lost bodily consciousness that day. Vasant too was crying continuously. About Vasant, Baba 

remarked, “I will make him a kamal [remarkable, extraordinary] boy in the future.” 

Abdulla was most distraught when Baba sent the boys away and spent an hour talking with 

Dastur and others. During the night Abdulla even woke up and wandered off, unaware of what he 

was doing. The night watchman found him walking about and brought him back. 

Owing to the delicate physical state of many of the boys, Baba repeated his strict orders to 

the mandali not to talk with or touch them. On the 21st, Baba christened Abdulla Chhota (Little) 
Baba. Baba was particularly concerned about Chhota Baba and Rajaram, who had had 

extraordinary inner experiences. On 23 January, Rajaram remained in the hospital quarters all day, 

while Chhota Baba was brought near Baba from 2:30 to 4:00 P.M. Both boys were taken for a walk 

in the evening. 

When Pendu was helping Rajaram to the bathroom that day, he asked the boy, “Do you 

know me?” 

Rajaram said, “No.” 

“What do you see?” Pendu asked. 

“Baba.” 

During this period when Chhota Baba and the others were in this elevated state, a music 

performance had been planned. Baba canceled it, however, explaining his concern that if Chhota 

Baba heard music in his present state and started weeping, he would not be able to stop and could 

even die as a result. 

On the 24th, Baba instructed that enemas be given to Chhota Baba and Rajaram. Raosaheb 

was called at eleven o’clock to administer them in the dispensary. As Chhota Baba was being given 

an enema, he began to sob and cry out sadly, “Oh, what is this now? I don’t want it! I don’t want 

this world and all these things. Oh for God’s sake, let me be in my supreme state of bliss! I don’t 

want all this! Why are they coming between me and Baba? Why are they removing the sight of my 

beloved Baba? Remove these — I don’t want them! O God!” 

While this was going on, Baba was explaining to Padri that Chhota Baba was being brought 
down to gross consciousness. Chanji described Chhota Baba's tears as “like a child being deprived 

of its favorite toy … tears of real grief and disappointment, felt at losing an object dearest to the 

bosom.”  



Raosaheb was surprised by Chhota Baba’s tears, but when he related the incident to Baba, 

Baba reiterated, “He does not want to return to the gross sphere, even if it means dropping his body. 

Explain to him that he should not be afraid of anything. Say, ‘Shree will see to everything. 

Everything will be all right.’ ” He ordered Raosaheb to take Chhota Baba and Rajaram for a fifteen-

minute walk. 

Baba explained to the mandali: 

Abdulla’s weeping is due to his coming down from the mental sphere to the gross. He is thoroughly enjoying 

that state and never wishes to leave it, even at the cost of sacrificing his gross body, of which he has the least 

consciousness. His body is so very delicate at this point that it is not able to stand further strain. The slightest 

shock could be fatal to his body. By this process of cleansing his bowels, I am trying to bring him down to the 

gross. But he does not want the bliss to disappear, and hence he weeps. 

Abdulla’s present state is like a pir or wali [saint] on the sixth plane. He now sees me in all. Although this is not 

a small achievement, it is not everything that one must achieve. The last and most important step is still left. He 

is not one with God — not Realized. This Realization cannot be given to anyone other than circle members, 

except during Avataric periods when a few extra persons are selected to be God-realized. 

I have in mind to prepare two or three extras for Realization. I intend to make 20 or 25 individuals saints by 

giving them Sight, but Realization to only a selected two or three, and Abdulla is one of them. Although he has 

the sight of God now, he cannot be immediately God-realized for certain reasons. First of all, the strain of that 

Realized state would be too severe for his already strained and weakened body, which for the last two or three 

months has been in danger. His body may collapse any moment at the slightest shock. It is with great difficulty 

that he has been brought down to the gross from the mental sphere, as you are all well aware from the outward 

symptoms for the last five or six days. 

Then there is another more significant reason of the difficulty involved in bringing someone down after 

Realization, and that is to make him regain full normal consciousness. This is the most difficult task of all. 

Majzoobs can be easily made, but not saliks and Sadgurus. For this reason, Abdulla has been kept in “reserve,” 

to be God-realized with two others and brought down at the same time as the circle members. For when I give 

that great push forward toward final Realization and “backward” in order to bring them down, these two or 

three extra individuals will be pushed in and then out. 

In the meantime, Abdulla may now be at ease, having achieved the Sight. In his present state, he is even worthy 

of devotion. He is worthy of worship by yogis who may fall at his feet with much benefit to themselves and no 

harm to him, for he has now been freed from all bindings. If he leaves the body, he will be in me — free from 

the rounds of births and deaths. If he survives, he will be Realized and will prove a great asset to his [Islamic] 

community, being my special representative in Arabia. 366 

Rajaram of course is a much lower state than that of Abdulla. Though he too sees me in all and will remain so, 

he is not to be Realized. 

Now out of these saints that I will prepare, some two or three will be Realized, brought down with and at the 

time of the preparation of the circle. They will also be given special duty of lecturing in the world. They will 

have no circle, nor can they give any power to anybody, cannot even harm any. The only advantage people can 

have from them will be of their darshan and from their lectures. They will be salik types, hence conscious. 

As for majzoobs, these are Realized, yet being unconscious of the world, they can do very little for its people, 

who can only have the advantage of serving them, for they are Realized. 

The members of the circle have special duties assigned to them, after they are Realized and brought down. 

Internal as well as external. They can “turn” individuals only [towards the planes] but not realize anybody. 

People of the world can derive much advantage from their sahavas, discourses, and blessings. They can also 

attend secret meetings of Sadgurus. They have no circle. Except for the [Perfect] Masters, none has a circle. 

In short, Rajaram and Abdulla got Sight. Their gross bodies are yet in danger for another two or three months 

and must be delicately preserved. Any slightest shock through excitement may either endanger their life or 

could paralyze them. 

One of the reasons our task, as Masters, is so difficult in bringing someone down from the higher planes is that 

when the eyes are turned inward, the pressure of the blood in the human body, which usually flows downward, 

is to be reversed and turned upward. At this time, there being particular resistance while bringing someone 

 
366 Abdulla Pakrawan was of Persian origin but had lived in Arabia prior to migrating to India. (The name 

Abdulla means Slave of God.) 



down from subtle to gross, it is to be taken much care of. For the soul doesn’t wish to come down from its 

higher to the lower [gross] state — as was experienced just now in the cases of Abdulla and Rajaram − and in 

this resistance, the gross body may be cast off at any moment. 

Chhota Baba stayed near Baba from 2:00 to 4:30 P.M. and afterwards seemed to be a bit 

more normal. Ardeshir’s mother and brother arrived at Meherabad and asked him to accompany 

them to Poona. Ardeshir adamantly refused, but Baba told him to settle matters there and then 

return, which he did three days later. 

On 25 January, Baba gave Chhota Baba and Rajaram white kafnis to wear and had a place 

in his underground crypt-cabin made for them, beside his space separated by a curtain. Chhota Baba 

was now allowed to sleep there, a special privilege given only to him. (Even Gustadji had never 

been permitted to sleep so near the Master but had always slept outside whatever room Baba was 

using.) Chhota Baba was also given a pair of Baba’s pajamas and his sheet, which Chhota Baba 

wrapped around his head like a scarf. 

Day and night Chhota Baba remained inside the cabin, sitting next to Baba. Later, Rajaram 

and Lobhaji were allowed to sit inside the crypt during the day. Strict orders were issued that no 

one else should enter the new area except Raosaheb, as a special orderly, and Beheram, Buasaheb, 

and Pendu, but only when called for some specific work. 

At 9:30 A.M. on the 25th, after being asked whether he was able to read Baba’s cardboard 

alphabet board, Chhota Baba replied, “Yes.” 

Baba asked him, “Do you see me at the time of reading the board?” 

“Yes. With these gross eyes I see other things, but at the same time with my internal [third] 

eye, I see you, simultaneously. Even when I see somebody else and recognize him as so-and-so, I 

can see you in him, at the same time. I see you in everything, continually, even during sleep. I 

haven’t been able to sleep for so many days, but last night when I slept, even with my eyes closed 

I could see you.” 

“Have you any desires? Any thoughts?” 

“None whatsoever. Only seeing you always!” 

Rajaram was also seeing Baba continuously, but he could not recognize anyone else. Pendu 

asked him if he (Rajaram) knew who he was, and Rajaram replied, “Baba” and embraced Pendu. 

Even while with Baba, Rajaram caught hold of Baba’s feet and wept continually for fifteen minutes. 

Borker had come on his usual weekly visit and was wonderstruck at the condition of the 

two boys. Buasaheb and Raosaheb bowed down to Chhota Baba. Surprisingly, Baba was not 

displeased, although he said not to do it again. 

The following day, Baba held a meeting with Buasaheb and Raosaheb to select the best 

boys of good conduct and spiritual tendencies who had expressed real love for Baba. Twenty names 

were written down. It was decided that these boys would remain with Baba while the others should 

attend school regularly, keeping to their fixed schedule of study, play, and meditation without fail. 

Studies were to continue as strictly as before, with punishment given to those who neglected them. 

Baba designated that the 20 boys selected be kept separately in the third hall (east room) of the 

Water Tank. They were allowed to be near Baba for a certain time each day. 

 

Of the mandali, as noted, only Raosaheb was permitted to sit near Baba in the cabin with 

this group of boys. Baba expressed his pleasure with Raosaheb’s service and further instructed him 

to remain inside the crypt-cabin with Baba, Chhota Baba, Rajaram and Lobhaji, not outside, as 

before. At one point, Rajaram began seeing Baba’s physical form everywhere and went into a state 

of ecstasy. Vasant also continued to weep day after day for hours; only Baba was able to console 

him. 



Espandiar Vesali and another Persian boy were also ordered to be near Baba in his cabin 

from the 26th. “Both are select lovers,” Baba remarked. “Espandiar is the first of the school to 

‘come out’ and show others the way. That credit goes to him.” 

After evening arti on the 26th, Baba explained to Rustom and a few of the other mandali 

about the fana and baqa states. 

On 27 January 1928, a Zoroastrian named Kaikhushru Jamshedji Pleader, 29, came for the 

first time to meet Baba. He had read Upasni Maharaj’s biography and was very impressed, and 

subsequently met Upasni Maharaj, Narayan Maharaj and Babajan. Pleader, as he was later called, 

was unmarried, working in a bank in Bombay, and openly expressed his wish to remain in 

Meherabad. Baba, however, denied his request and sent him away. 

Pendu gave Baba a bath at 2:00 P.M. An hour later, Baba called Rustom, Padri and Chanji 

to his cabin. Taking them inside with Buasaheb and Raosaheb, Baba had a private discussion with 

them. Chhota Baba was sitting next to the Master, and Baba suddenly began questioning him then 

(and again the following day), dictating from his alphabet board. 

“Have you a mind?” Baba asked. 

“No, it is gone.” said Chhota Baba. 

“Temporarily?” 

“Forever.” 

“Have you any desires?” 

“None whatsoever.” 

“Do you see me everywhere?” 

“Everywhere — even in the smallest particle.” 

“Do you feel any pleasure or pain in the body?” 

“No, no sense of the body at all. I don’t care whether it remains or drops. It makes no difference to me. The 

sight is there while sleeping, awake, in all states — always.” 

“Do you see me always?” 

“Always! Without a second’s break.” 

“How long will you see me?” 

“Forever.” 

“Are you happy?” 

“Yes, perfectly. In unbounded bliss.” 

“How long would you enjoy this state of anand [bliss]?” 

“As long as you [Baba] are — forever. If you are everywhere and always, I too am everywhere and always with 

you; for I always — all 24 hours — see you and nothing else.” 

“Can you see anything else?” 

“What else is there to see but Shri [Baba]? Even in the smallest particle, there is nothing but Baba.” 

“If left alone, where would you go?” 

“When I am to go, I will go anywhere. I am everywhere with Shri.” 

“Do you feel anything while walking here and there, or coming in or going out, from your room to here?” 

“Nothing whatsoever. No feeling — all automatic.” 

Chhota Baba was then caressed by the Master and moved to his adjoining portion of the 

room. Turning to the mandali, Baba remarked, “He has no feeling whatsoever of these movements 



from here [Baba's seat] to there in the next room. This is fana — spiritual annihilation. In short, he 

is not the body; he is not the mind. He sees the Soul of souls.” 

Baba elaborated: 

There are two states of fana: one unconscious as in the case of Rajaram, to whom all is nothing but the divine 

sight. He sees nothing but me. He is unconscious of his body, the world and all, except that sight. This is the 

state of the seeing majzoob, seeing God everywhere (as opposed to the Realized majzoob who sees the Self 

everywhere). 

Rajaram is in a different state than Abdulla [Chhota Baba]: When Rajaram sees, he is conscious of his body and 

the world. He does not see that sight simultaneously, for he has the mind. Mind is not gone in him. And though 

mostly absorbed in the noor [divine light] that it sees, the mind sometimes is brought down, while talking, 

seeing other things of the world, and at that time he does not see the Light. But he can immediately take the 

mind out of the world and see the Light at will. 

The second state of fana is that of Abdulla, to whom the mind is completely destroyed, and the Sight is always 

visible in all; but with the difference that it, the Seer-soul, recognizes the object seen as such. But in that, again, 

he sees the divine light as me, Baba, so that his state is like a salik, but only Seeing — not Realized. He sees 

God, whereas the Realized Salik sees the Self in everything. 

The baqa state [abiding in the Realized state] is likewise of two kinds — unconscious and conscious. 

Unconscious in the state of a majzoob and conscious in that of a salik. This is not mere seeing, but being united 

[one] with the Source of all. 

Baba explained that the difference between Chhota Baba and Rajaram is not of their own 

making; it was Baba himself who gave them these different states. “Rajaram’s ardent devotion and 

staunch love earned him this state. He is now free from worldly cares and anxieties. When he drops 

his body, he will be freed from the rounds of births and deaths and will be in me.” 

Baba again repeated that Chhota Baba’s body was in danger of dropping during the next 

two months. When asked why he did not protect the boy, Baba explained, “After giving the spiritual 

push, for certain reasons, I cannot interfere [internally]. However, all external measures can be 

taken and are being taken to safeguard his body.” 

After questioning Chhota Baba on the 28th, someone asked Baba, “How can Abdulla read, 

reply, and go to the toilet without the mind?” 

Baba replied, “It is I in him that is doing all this.” Then he further explained about Chhota 

Baba: 

The mind is completely gone. He has no mind, hence no desires. Although he has a body, he has no 

consciousness of the same. He speaks only when asked. He himself would never speak without being asked. As 

far as his body goes, he would not care if he sat for 24 hours without sleep. Even I would be tired if I had to sit 

like that, but he would not, for he has no consciousness of his body and does not wish to have it. It would not 

matter to him if thousands came for his darshan, or if he were kept in a lonely room. To him, there is no 

difference. So perfect, so special is his case. None of the boys will be like him. He will be a great help to me in 

my work for the circle if he remains alive. 

 

On Saturday, 28 January 1928, Babajan’s birthday was celebrated. In the early morning, a 

holiday was declared for the schoolboys to play games and enjoy themselves, and at noon the 

mandali washed Baba’s feet and recited his arti. Bomanji and his family returned after a brief 

absence. They were kept in Gadekar’s room, and Gadekar was shifted to the Post Office. 

The next morning, Memo arrived to see Baba about her son Adi Jr., whom she had heard 

was not keeping well. She had a long discussion with Baba about sending one of her sons, either 

Beheram or Jalbhai, home to be married so that at least one of them would be there to look after 

Sheriarji and herself in their old age. Baba would not commit himself, and Memo left in the evening 

without an answer. 

That day, Ramaji came crying to Baba, lamenting that what little of Baba’s light he had 

been seeing was now gone. “Why?” he asked, pleading. “Why have you taken it away?” 



Baba put Ramaji’s head on his lap and raised it again, putting his fingers on his forehead. 

He then asked, “Do you see it now?” 

“Yes! Yes!” Ramaji exclaimed. Baba explained that Ramaji was experiencing a slight 

opening of his inner (third) eye. 

Chhota Baba was questioned further about his state the same day. When asked what he 

remembered when he fell unconscious, Chhota Baba said he remembered having seen Baba 

“entering” his body. When he was being brought to consciousness to the gross from the subtle 

(being given an enema) he said it felt “as if Shri was snatching away that bliss.” 

The following is Chhota Baba’s firsthand account, related years later, of what happened to 

him when the Master lifted him to the sixth plane: 

One day, at the end of a discourse, Baba looked deeply into the faces of each child, one by one, and remarked, 

“Those whom I find worthy I shall attract to the Mistress of Love, and I shall offer them the elixir of life. 

Children, only Truth is real — all else is worthless.” Although I did not have the strength to look into Baba’s 

radiant countenance and lowered my eyes, he glanced at me, addressing me thus: “Try and be diligent. I shall 

make pure gold from your mixed alloy.” 

The profound effect that his remark had upon me put me in a most bewildered state during that night and the 

next day. While playing field hockey, my schoolmates were puzzled as they noticed my manner of standing, 

running, and also the color of my face change. 

At lunch, after taking a few morsels, I suddenly felt a change overtaking me. I began to feel extraordinary heat 

and everything began to get dark around me — things actually began to vanish. Suddenly, beyond my own 

volition, a weeping welled up from the depth of my being and I began to wail. Within moments, I lost all 

consciousness of the people surrounding me and became insensible. After a short while, I found myself 

conscious again, repeating, “I am far. I am far. Where is He? And where am I?” 

Buasaheb tried to comfort me by reminding me of what Baba had promised to do for me. But the spontaneous 

weeping became louder and louder as my muscles were shivering, making my breathing deep and fast. I would 

quiet down for a while, only to start crying again. 

After about an hour, I began to calm down. I felt I was in a state of limbo between sleep and wakefulness; a 

feeling of bliss overtook me. I raised my head and found my beloved Baba sitting in front of me. His presence 

and the sight of his pure face once again moved me to tears, and unthinkingly I fell at his holy feet. (This time I 

was crying because I had disturbed him with my crying.) He was concerned as he gazed at me. I was dazed — 

lost in a sea of oblivion.  

After five minutes or so I became half aware, and took a glass of milk from the Beloved’s hand and drank it per 

his wish. I sat in front of Baba, motionless as a statue, gazing with bewilderment at his unrivaled beauty. My 

eyes were wet with tears and my heart was burning in flames. In my heart I was singing these lines about true 

love for God: 

O Beloved, I have lost myself, 

Yet I desire to lose myself even more. 

I speak to your eyes, telling them, 

“I want to be as drunk as you are.” 

 

I don’t want a crown; I don’t seek a throne; 

I only want to be thrown as dust in Your service. 

Who has ever had such a lovely idol as I have? 

Who has ever had a moon sweet as honey? 

 

The sight of Your countenance makes the earth shake 

As it will at the day of judgment. 

Yet in the paradise of Your beauty, 

Who would ever fear the fire of hell? 

 

My heart then pleaded to Baba as God: 

O life of my soul, without You 

Neither does joy make me happy 

Nor does rapture intoxicate me. 

 



You are my life; without You I know not how to live. 

You are my eyes; without You I have no sight. 

As time passed and weeks ended, the love of my Beloved, my exalted Master, became more apparent and the 

fire became hotter and more burning. It finally reached such an extent that even while doing normal things, 

such as eating and bathing, I would be drowned in thoughts of Baba, and there was not a moment that I could 

forget him. Weeks passed, while I was being consumed in the intoxication of his love. Then by December 

1927, desire for food eventually left me, and I had abandoned the care of my body and clothes, having become 

totally oblivious of my surroundings. I was lost in meditation and in the longing to behold the beauty of my 

Baba. His name was my meditation and the thought of him my remembrance of God. 

One night, as was usual, the children and mandali had gathered around Baba listening to him dictate a 

discourse, I found myself changed and began to see all around a radiant glow which betrayed the effulgence of 

the sun, quivering and flowing. I called out the Beloved’s name and instantly lost consciousness. I was 

unconscious for five hours, and when I regained consciousness, I was taken to Baba who consoled me and 

asked me to sleep. 

After that experience, whenever I was in Baba’s presence I would first kiss his feet, but no matter how much I 

would kiss and press my head on his feet, it would not soothe my burning heart; neither would it help the 

turmoil which had overtaken my heart. I was immersed in one thought — the thought of the Beloved. Without 

meditating or contemplating, my soul was enjoying peace and bliss, and my eyes were fixed on his pure and 

noble face. 

A short while following this experience, the focus of my concentration was fully established and I was in 

constant remembrance. I was so immersed in this natural meditation that during this period, I did not care about 

food and did not care whether I sat in the sun or rain. Many of my days were spent constantly weeping. 

It was in January 1928, when my inner state changed drastically. Sitting close to my Beloved Master, watching 

the sunset, I suddenly began to wail and scream and cry. My external eyes closed and my inner eye opened. I 

saw that my heart, my chest, all my limbs, veins, skin and bones were overwhelmed and ruled by a Being with 

such effulgence and glittering radiance that it brightened the most hidden corners of my heart. Awestruck by 

the sight of that Radiant Being, I forgot the world and all that was in it. 

Completely unaware of the apparent world and the people around me, I spent five days intoxicated in bliss and 

unconscious. During this time, the continuity of this vision remained unbroken and I saw nothing but the 

glorious sight of His radiant and blessed being. I was in the height of bliss and joy because of this sight of Him. 

I enjoyed this unique vision of my Beloved and exalted Master, Meher Baba, within my heart and soul 

throughout these five days. The visions of his glorious face made me hear a voice within me declaring, 

“Remove your shoes; you are on holy ground.” 

Because of this blissful vision of Reality I understood that the world with all its belongings and luxuries is 

really like a dream — an illusion — and that it is truly a binding. I realized that getting hold of a true and 

Perfect Master is the cause of eternal freedom and satisfaction. 

At that time I was told that Meher Baba mentioned to the mandali that I had progressed to the sixth plane, and it 

was then that I was called Chhota Baba. 

 

Another boy, Aga Ali, was one of the Master’s favorites in the Prem Ashram and he too 

had been having glimpses of Baba’s divinity. Ali’s spiritual nature was most remarkable for 

someone so young; his love for Baba was admirable and truly inspiring. The mandali, however, 

noticed that from the second week of January 1928, Baba began keeping aloof from Ali, who 

desired only to stay near Baba. If Baba called him, he would send Ali back after only a minute. Ali 

began feeling extremely restless due to this treatment, and was overcome with anxiety. 

On the 17th of January, Baba kept calling Ali back to him, as often as ten times that day, 

but each time he sent him back immediately on some pretext. Afterward, observing how Ali was 

seething within, Baba remarked: “Even in divine intoxication, the head should always be on the 

Master’s feet.” 

On Sunday, 29 January 1928, Baba revealed, “Ali is now fit for my touch.” That evening, 

criticizing Ali before the other children, Baba remarked, “These days Ali is more attentive to his 

studies; he has forgotten me. He thinks only of his father and longs to be reunited with him.” 



Hearing these words, Ali lost control over himself; he felt his heart break and he began 

weeping. He started running about aimlessly. Baba directed Raosaheb to catch him and bring him 

back. Baba then held him in his arms, patted and kissed his head, consoling him. But Ali could not 

help himself and sobbed convulsively for several hours. 

At last, Baba touched Ali’s chest with his own head two or three times. Immediately, Ali 

became quiet and his restlessness subsided. He seemed to be asleep. After fifteen minutes, Baba 

instructed Raosaheb to try to rouse him, but Ali did not open his eyes or stir. When his eyelids were 

lifted, his pupils appeared lifeless. He was questioned but he did not respond. Baba himself shook 

him, but there was no response. Keeping his head on his heart, Baba tried to listen to his heartbeats. 

Sometime later, on a sign from Baba, Raosaheb asked Ali, “How do you feel?” 

Ali replied in a barely audible whisper, as if speaking from far, far away, “Khush [Happy].” 

Raosaheb asked, “What do you see?” 

“Baba!” he replied. 

“Where?” 

“Everywhere!” 

Baba had him taken to the hospital where one of the men was told to look after him. That 

night Baba remained sitting in the upper portion of his room until about two in the morning, and 

frequently asked about Ali. 

As mentioned, Baba selected about 20 boys and kept them with him in his cabin throughout 

the day. To others, strict orders were given to go to school and attend to all functions punctually, 

adhering to the timetable on penalty of being sent away. 

Padri made every possible arrangement to keep Ali comfortable in the hospital. The next 

day, 30 January 1928, Ali began moving about, but his condition was far from normal and his eyes 

were vacant. 

Raosaheb asked Baba why he showed apparent partiality in the bestowing of his grace on 

Chhota Baba and Rajaram. Baba replied: 

In the case of Rajaram, he tried on his own and got it [divine sight] himself. He tried very, very hard and most 

sincerely, too, and got it. I myself have not given anything. Actually, it is his destiny, and I cannot interfere . In 

cases where I myself have personally given something [such as Chhota Baba], when I cannot interfere for a 

certain reason, how can I interfere in this case where all efforts were his own? Of course, I can help him and 

give him a push and do him much good, but I am only afraid for his health, for he may drop the body at any 

moment, which is not desirable. He must remain conscious as much as possible, and that is why I am feeling 

much concerned in his case, too. 

In such cases, one may either drop the body, go crack[ers] or the curtain [veil] may be opened. The curtain must 

be opened by his own efforts, as he himself tried to see without my interfering. To others I may give [divine 

sight], I can help them. (Even in these cases, too, I can’t interfere for two days at least). Anyway, if Rajaram 

dies, even now or afterwards also, he will be in me. I have already tried in his case two or three times to bring 

him to the proper conscious state, but seeing his already too weakened body, I had to give up. 

No one can imagine how Meher Baba suffered the whole night of the 30th to bring Ali, 

Rajaram, and Chhota Baba down from that spiritual state. Chanji noted in his diary: “Abdulla’s 

condition getting worse, quite dangerous and harmful. Heartbeats were quite fast and people said 

if it goes on like this, the heart will stop beating. Whole night Baba was awake and sat near [Chhota 

Baba’s] head all the time, and also during the day. Till four in the evening, Baba was continuously 

involved with Abdulla. This state of Abdulla was so delicate that Baba himself became sick; he 

took it upon himself.” 

On Tuesday, 31 January 1928, Baba appeared exhausted and did not even come to the 

window of his room, but remained inside most of the day. Raosaheb stayed with Baba and Chhota 

Baba (whose health too had not yet improved), while Rustom took over Raosaheb’s duties in the 

school. 



Baba had a private talk with Rustom that day, and Gulmai also visited and was permitted 

to sit on the platform outside Baba’s cabin for some time. 

Chhota Baba became more conscious that day and wept before Baba, pleading with him, 

“Please give me the tongue so that I may speak and declare to the world that I have been seeing 

you everywhere at all times. I will speak with the force of real experience of having seen for 

myself!” 

However, Baba ordered him to “keep quiet” for the present and stated that he would decide 

later, when Chhota Baba was stronger. The youth was fed rice and milk the next day, the first time 

in about 20 days that he had eaten. 

Ali was ordered to resume his studies, which he did from 1 February (along with some of 

the other boys who had not been attending school). Rajaram was ordered to stay and sleep in the 

staff quarters from that day. Meherjee received a letter informing him of his father’s illness, and he 

was permitted to leave for Navsari by the evening train. 

K. J. Dastur had left on the 31st for Bombay, but returned to Meherabad on the morning of 

2 February, and was given two hours of teaching duty at the school. At four that afternoon, however, 

Dastur began acting strangely, rolling on the ground and crying like a child. This state lasted for 

more than four hours, until 8:30 P.M. After he calmed down, after arti Baba offered him a sip of tea 

which he swallowed with difficulty. He complained that he found it hard to breathe. Baba explained 

to the other men, “Dastur readily followed my advice of thinking of me and creating love for me. 

He did it so sincerely and with so much dedication that for the last month he has hardly spent five 

minutes without thought of me, and suffered terribly. The extent of his agony can be judged from 

his difficulty in breathing. He hasn’t eaten anything for the last few days. Only I know how he has 

suffered — like a fish out of water.” 

The other mandali had criticized Dastur, thinking he was troubling Baba by coming to his 

cabin often and putting his head on Baba’s lap. But Baba remarked “Dastur’s love, in a way, even 

exceeds that of Swami Ram Tirtha, who too was a learned M.A.” 

Five days later, after taking Baba’s darshan, Dastur said that he could see a brilliant light. 

“Where?” Baba asked him. 

Dastur said that he saw it on all sides, and he kept his eyes shut. “Have you any pain?” 

Baba inquired. Dastur replied that his agony had disappeared and he was quite happy. Then he 

began singing Baba’s arti, waving his hands as if dancing, and reciting passages from Vivekananda. 

“O what bliss!” he declared. “I want to wash the feet of our Master with my blood for 

showing me this light!” 

“Why do you wish to wash your Master’s feet with your blood?” he was asked. 

“To demonstrate my respect,” he stated. 

Baba embraced him for four or five minutes, and Dastur was able to stop crying. He was 

taken to his room by Beheram where he fell asleep. Soon he awoke and called for Buasaheb, saying 

that blood had risen to his brain and was clotting. This was what Baba had previously mentioned 

to the mandali. The ashram doctor was summoned immediately and ordered to give Dastur an 

enema. While taking it, Dastur told the doctor, “Take out my blood so that I may wash Shri’s feet 

with it!” 

It was amazing to the mandali that this intellectual author and lawyer who, when he had 

first come to Meherabad hesitated even to sit on the ground while talking to Baba, was now 

uninhibitedly rolling in the dust and weeping. Dastur became unmindful of the others around him 

and of the adverse weather conditions. During a rainstorm on the 3rd, he had become drenched 

while sitting on the ground by Baba’s gaadi. 

Baba later commented about Dastur: 



He has earned what he has received. But even now, what he has experienced is very little. It is nothing 

compared with the real sight and Union. He has only glimpsed the divine light and even this seeing is not 

permanent. If he endures the strain, I will make it permanent. Otherwise, if his power of seeing stops, he will 

have to struggle and suffer terribly. Because now that he has actually tasted my wine, if his mind strays, the 

agony will be so severe he may be driven insane, leave the body, or commit suicide. 

But if he stands the strain, he will then see me in this light and that will be permanent. And, if he is fortunate 

enough to see that and me, being a university-educated man who holds advanced degrees, he will create havoc 

[be a force to reckon with]. For he will speak with actual experience of what he has seen, more authoritatively 

and more forcibly than others without experience. 

 

Sailor and Sadashiv arrived on the morning of Sunday, 5 February 1928, but both left that 

evening after meeting Baba privately. Sailor was instructed to return to Meherabad on Baba’s 

birthday and stay for some days. The same day, Gopal Swamy came out of the Sadhak Ashram, 

saying he had received all that he desired and now wished to leave. Baba permitted it. 

The next evening at 5:00 P.M., after coming out of the toilet, Baba mentioned the possibility 

of fasting and going into seclusion for seven days before his birthday. 

Two Zoroastrian priests, N. Namdar Dastur, of Bombay, and Sheheryar Irani, of Persia, 

met Baba on the 7th, and the Master explained to them about Zoroaster: 

The prayer books of all religions − Avesta of the Parsis, the Koran of Islam, Bible of the Christians, et cetera — 

are all written by priests and have nothing whatsoever to do with the Truth. Zoroaster meant for agni [fire] to 

burn your “heart” in love of God. The dasturs murdered the meaning and changed it to burning in the external 

sense of the sacred fire. So also, other religious dogmas and doctrines of kusti, prayers of the Avesta − are all 

ceremony and rituals. 

Take one name of God sincerely, lovingly, devotedly for a few minutes each day without the thought of 

anything else and that is much more beneficial than hours of prayers recited mechanically, the mind being all 

the while engaged and occupied in worldly affairs. 

Zoroaster had fourteen disciples whom he Realized. There was one whom he Realized after the fourteen. From 

him, the knowledge and experience of God was passed on from father to son for 700 years. But after Dastur 

Azar Kaivan [who became a Perfect Master], a false, deceitful dastur obtained the sacred gaadi and started 

collecting money. Those dasturs who followed him decreed as they thought. After them, until the present, there 

has been no Realized person among Zoroastrians. 

Whatever religious books [Avesta] the Zoroastrians have got now are books of these dasturs and not of 

Zoroaster. Zoroaster taught and gave out gems of Truth — gems of Sufism — but they are not known to 

people. To his special fourteen disciples he gave real Knowledge and Experience. To others (i.e., the world) he 

gave them tariqat of Sufism − laws, rules, regulations, etc. There were tremendous changes in the doctrines set 

down by Zoroaster made by the false dasturs. The same is true with Christ’s Bible, Muhammad’s Koran, et 

cetera. 

Suppose after I give experience to some, the members of my circle go out in the world and lecture before 

people. These lectures will be taken down by people and they will hereafter be taken as to constitute the next 

Avesta, Bible, Koran, Vedas, et cetera. These, too, will undergo various changes under different hands as time 

goes by. 

So my best advice to you is to create love for God. Earn something by your own efforts and in my contact. 

Otherwise, if you spend your time in discussions on religious doctrines and dogmas, it will take you nowhere. 

It is all rigmarole and will waste your precious time, which might better be used in thinking of God, meditating, 

and creating love. Love is the sum and substance of all religions and the only essential of all creeds. Leave the 

rigmarole alone. 

For example, the alphabet is taught to a child to make him begin to learn the language. But if he merely learns 

the alphabet without any efforts at proceeding further, he will learn practically nothing. It is the same in 

religion. The shariat, doctrines, and dogmas are given as a preliminary beginning — like the alphabet — to 

reach the ultimate aim of the Realization of the Truth. After one masters the fundamentals, one advances; but if 

a person merely sticks to religious ceremonies and rituals and believes that religion is that alone, then he does 

not advance at all. God and Truth are far, far above shariat, doctrines and dogmas, rituals and ceremonies. 



Namdar Dastur had been searching for God for many years and had contacted different 

gurus. But after meeting Baba, he told Chanji, “I thank the Almighty for bringing me here. I feel 

quite a different atmosphere from what I have experienced at other ashrams. Here, I internally feel 

the divine light, which I’ve not felt elsewhere. No one else I have met has so boldly declared 

themselves to be God, as Shri so lightly did. He actually gave me proof of his being God, as I 

internally felt and understood what he said to be true.” Namdar returned to Meherabad after a few 

weeks and was permitted to stay with the mandali for some months. Sheheryar was given the duty 

of teaching a Persian class. 

About Ali, on the 4th, Baba commented, “The more Ali sleeps, the more conscious he 

becomes.” That day (the 7th), Baba remarked, “Today, Ali was so ‘ready’ that with one embrace 

from me, he would have been drowned. I was at the point of doing it, but I stopped myself.” 

In the evening of 7 February, Baba gave an explanation to the mandali about the importance 

of obeying his orders: 

The best way of all for a disciple is to obey the orders of his guru, without using his mind and thinking over its 

merits or demerits. For instance, suppose Sidhu comes to me at noon and says that he is very thirsty. 

Considering the weather conditions and time, I may give him a cold drink. Now suppose Dastur comes at night 

in cold, chilly weather and says that he is thirsty. I may prescribe hot coffee for him, considering the prevalent 

cold temperature. Now if Dastur remonstrates and mentally argues about why Sidhu was given a cold drink and 

himself coffee when both were thirsty, it is useless. He must only obey. 

It is the same with saints and prophets who have given different doctrines and rules for attaining the same Goal 

of Truth, for these doctrines were given at different times and under different circumstances. These doctrines 

are, therefore, not to be mistaken for any error or superiority of importance of one over the other. They are 

ways to reach the same Goal and [when given by a Realized being] must be mechanically followed if Truth is 

to be realized. No argument, no discussion, no remonstrance. 

So, my good boys, listen − listen to what I say: Obey my orders and each of you will eventually gain something 

— each according to his own worth. The spiritual Ganga [Ganges] is now flowing at Meherabad. So wash your 

face and feet with its waters if you are not destined to drink it. Time is passing and vain discussions will waste 

your time and take you nowhere. Be aware! 

Dastur seemed improved on the 8th. He was calm and happy, enjoying the state of bliss, 

and loudly chanting his favorite divine poems in praise of God. Dastur reported that he saw with 

open eyes what he had seen the day before with his eyes shut, and also that he saw much more 

Light that what he had seen previously. 

While Dastur was recovering from his experience, it was Sidhu’s responsibility to look 

after him and he was instructed not to leave Dastur unattended. But that day, for just a short while, 

he left Dastur alone. Baba somehow found out and reprimanded Sidhu for making this mistake 

while performing his duty. 

Meherjee returned from Navsari on the morning of the 9th. 

That day, Baba reprimanded one of the boys, Abbas Khan, for not doing the five-minute 

meditation. When the boy claimed that he had meditated, Baba replied, “Well, I did not receive it. 

So you must not have done it sincerely and with love, as I instructed. It is only a question of five 

minutes, not five hours, days, months, or years. It is an easy assignment, but it must be done very, 

very strictly and sincerely.” 

Ramaji and Aga Ali complained that whatever they had been “seeing” had disappeared. 

Baba lightly touched their eyes and forehead and restored their “sight” once again, they confirmed. 

Baba noted the general indifference and disregard among the Zoroastrian boys in creating prem. 

“The Hindus and particularly Muslim boys rank much higher in this respect,” he observed. 

On the 10th the shahbad stones on the platform outside the window of Baba’s crypt-room 

were paved. 

 



On Tuesday, 14 February 1928, Baba appointed his brother Beheram assistant 

superintendent of Meher Ashram. Two days later, a man came for Baba’s darshan, and requested 

that the Master name his newborn child. Baba had him sit down among the mandali and ashram 

boys, but did not pay much attention to him. During the meeting, one of the mandali reminded Baba 

that the person was seeking his advice. Baba gave the mandali member a smoldering look and then 

changed the topic: 

If you marry, you incur seven more new births. It is for this reason that saints and Realized Masters advise their 

devotees to lead an unmarried life. These seven births go on multiplying as you proceed, lifetime after lifetime. 

For example, 7 X 7 = 49 X 7 = 343 X 7 and so on. How many former wives you have left in your past lives and 

how many new ones you will come into contact with in the future! None of the past wives do you remember, 

nor will you know of those to come. 

Hence, if at all you want to marry, marry me! A marriage with me means so much regard, affection, and love 

for only me; such thought and remembrance of me demands a great deal indeed — much, much more love than 

even that of yogis of ancient times. So marry me! Marriage with me means love, peace, and bliss. Ordinary 

marriage with a woman means jhagada [fighting] and a thousand and one worries arising therefrom. 

After the person and the boys had left, Baba lashed out at the mandali member who had 

spoken out, because he made the mistake of mentioning marriage in front of the ashram boys. Baba 

warned him never to do it again. 

Later that same day, Baba commented, “I actually advised my own mother this morning to 

take my name 1,000 times daily. It will be good if she does. Otherwise, let Memo and the family 

suffer for not heeding my advice. Thinking of material things will never satisfy her or those akin 

to me.” 

 

The intoxicating effects of the Master’s wine had disturbed the routine of the school. 

However, from the 2nd of February 1928, Baba had again ordered the 20 select boys to attend the 

school regularly and be attentive to their studies. Some boys wanted only to sit near Baba and not 

study, but Baba made them resume their classes. Aga Ali carried out Baba’s wish, and upon seeing 

his example, the other boys complied as well. Their studies now took on added force, and the 

teaching was imparted according to the prescribed curriculum. The boys were to appear for their 

final exams in the Missionary School in Ahmednagar, and it was astonishing that in the end all 

passed with good marks. 

The boys’ experiences over the previous two months − such as weeping uncontrollably out 

of love − caused false rumors to arise elsewhere. Some parents were saying, “Meher Baba is 

proselytizing to our children and turning them against their own religions.” Some of the Muslims 

were saying, “Why should we allow our children to be kept near Meher Baba? He makes them 

touch his feet and is trying to convert them to Zoroastrianism.” Others exaggerated what they heard 

was happening at Meherabad and were anxious about it. “Our children are losing their sanity there,” 

they fretted. “The boys have given up their studies and are being taught meditation and yoga. They 

will become sanyasis [renunciants] and give up everything material. It is better if they are removed 

from the school.” Still others claimed, “The boys are being forcibly detained in the ashram to extract 

ransoms from their parents.” 

Baba’s order for the boys to return to their studies was in effect a ploy meant to alleviate 

the misunderstandings in the minds of some of the parents. It was rumored that their children were 

not paying enough attention to their studies. The boys were taken into confidence and told that they 

must appear to be studying hard; otherwise, they were liable to be taken away by their guardians, 

who had started coming to Meherabad to see for themselves what was going on. 

Thus at the end of January 1928, these and other rumors were circulating and 

correspondence was received making all sorts of inquiries. Each letter was answered, assuring the 



parents that their children were being given the best possible care. Some of the parents were not 

convinced and arrived at Meherabad to remove their sons from the school and take them home. 

By February, seven of the Hindu children had been removed from the Meher Ashram 

school. Some of the Muslim parents from Bombay also came, demanding the return of their 

children. The mandali tried to explain the facts of the situation and in some cases were successful 

in persuading the parents to allow their boys to remain in the ashram. 

 

Occasionally, Baba would call some of the boys and listen to them reading their lessons, 

but he had never once called Ali Akbar Shapurzaman (Aloba). One morning at nine, however, Baba 

suddenly called him. Seated at the door of the underground cabin, Baba told him to bring his 

English and Persian books. Raosaheb was also called. Baba asked Shapurzaman to read a sentence, 

which Baba himself selected, from each book. After he finished, Baba signaled for him to go. No 

one knew why the Master had done this on this particular day, but at four that afternoon it became 

clear when Shapurzaman’s uncle from Bombay arrived in a tonga and demanded that both his 

nephew and his son be handed over to him. Thus after being in the ashram for ten months, 

Shapurzaman left for Bombay. 

Age noted regretfully, “Aloba and his cousin were forced to leave the Abode of Love, but 

no one could take away their love. Their awakened hearts were breaking, but their spirits were 

uniting with the Beloved, who fulfills such sincere longing with his constant presence.” 

On Friday, 17 February 1928, Baba mentioned that two of the boys, Aga Ali and 

Muhammad Hussein, were almost ready for a spiritual push, requiring only “the last touch.” There 

was a long discussion with Raosaheb, Buasaheb, and Baidul about these two boys, whose fathers 

had not yet signed the agreement (regarding keeping their sons in the ashram for a stipulated period 

of time). Suddenly that morning, Muhammad Hussein’s elder brother came to take him and another 

boy, Abbas Ali, away from the ashram. Baba became very sad and serious when he was informed, 

and retired inside, refusing to see any of the visitors and telling all to leave. 

Hussein began crying loudly and tried to run away. As the tonga was about to drive away 

that evening, the boy jumped down and Raosaheb had to catch him. His brother was angry and beat 

him severely, making him sit once again in the tonga. Breaking down then, Hussein pleaded with 

Raosaheb, “Please go tell Baba that I am being forcibly taken away. I can never forget him! Through 

my tears, I beg Baba not to forget the promise he has given me!” Hussein continued to weep bitterly 

as the tonga rode off. 

How could Hussein’s brother appreciate the agony of divine love? He who tastes the divine 

wine alone knows what joyful suffering there is in love. Meanwhile, most touching of all, Baba, 

too, had tears in his eyes. Chanji bitterly described it as a “black-letter day for Meherabad.” 

That night, Baba did not retire in the crypt but remained aloof, telling Rustom not to come 

up with the visitors for arti at nine o’clock as usual. Baba sat talking in the upper portion of his 

cabin, discussing Hussein’s situation with Raosaheb and Buasaheb. Baba did not sleep much that 

night, nor did the boys, who stayed awake until 2:00 A.M. Kabir’s lines about grinding grain on a 

handmill are apropos of the pain felt: “At the sight of the grinding stones working, Kabir bursts 

into tears./ None who is caught between the stones is saved.” 

What Baba’s tears were for no one really knows, but they expressed the deep love he had 

for the young boys and empathy he felt for the sorrow in their hearts. The other boys who witnessed 

this scene of their friends being forcibly taken home were sick with worry, fearing that the same 

fate might befall them. 

So the Song Of Wine was muted the next day, on Saturday, 18 February 1928, Baba’s 34th 

birthday. When Ghani, Munshiji, Babu Cyclewalla, Ramjoo, his sister Amina and her husband 

Abdulla, Sadashiv, Rupamai and Hormusji Karani, and Namdar Dastur arrived in the morning, they 



found Baba to be in an unpleasant, dejected mood because of the events of the previous evening 

and his subsequent sleepless night. At first, he actually canceled the whole celebration; but 

considering how far the visitors had come, he rescinded the order and gave permission for the usual 

darshan program. 

Accordingly, at nine in the morning, his feet were washed, first by the ashram boys and 

then by the women and men mandali. At eleven o’clock, Gustadji, Rustom, Naval, and Mohan 

Shahane gave Baba a bath. Darshan concluded with the singing of Baba’s arti. The people were 

asked to go enjoy their lunch. Qawaali and other musical programs were held in the late afternoon 

until six and again in the night, featuring Abdur Rehman, but the music and singing did not lighten 

Baba’s melancholy mood. 

On the 19th, all were ordered to leave Meherabad after having personal meetings with 

Baba. Kaikhushru Masa wanted to return to Bombay, where he had worldly responsibilities to 

fulfill, but Baba persuaded him to remain at Meherabad. 

On 20 February, a telegram was received from Aga Ali’s father, Haji Muhammad, who 

refused to give his signature to the agreement and demanded that his son return home. The news 

upset Baba, who remarked sharply, “If Ali goes, everything goes! I will come out of seclusion and 

close the school.” Jamshed Khan was sent to Bombay to reason with the father and bring him to 

Meherabad.367 (Baba also agreed to pay off the father’s debts.) Eventually, Ali was allowed to stay 

in Meherabad. 

On the 21st, Baba stated, “If this case of Aga Ali is settled, all will be well; the ashram will 

flourish. All castes, even foreigners, will come. If not, all will be upset. I will go after Ali and do 

the work even there [in Bombay], staying near him if I have to.” 

Baba explained to the mandali that the reason he was so concerned about Ali was that “Ali 

has some great link [connection] with me and with the ‘making’ [advancement] of three to four 

other boys. Besides, the seed of Divine Love has already been planted in this boy by me. If not 

properly nourished and taken care of, it would seriously affect the boy. He will either go mad or 

leave his body. At the very least, he won’t be able to apply his mind in worldly affairs.” 

A few days later, Baba said, “The making of the boys is a special thing for the world to 

see. It has nothing to do with the circle.” 

On the 22nd, other Muslim parents came from Bombay and removed three more boys from 

the ashram. They claimed that they did not like their sons bowing down to Meher Baba, which was 

against their religion. (Ironically, one of them was almost persuaded to remain in Meherabad to 

teach Islamic religious tenets to the Muslim children, and he was even offered the same salary per 

month [Rs.150] which he was presently earning. However, he did not accept Baba’s offer as he had 

never taught before.) 

On the 23rd, Ali’s father sent his business partner to bring his son back to Bombay, but the 

partner left when the importance of Ali’s remaining in the school was impressed upon him and 

when he saw how well Ali was being treated. Baba’s original refusal to admit Ali when he had first 

come to Meherabad in November was due to his father’s vacillating temperament, which the 

mandali were now observing. 

On Friday, 24 February 1928, the school opened at the new ashram premises, with a daily 

period for sports. Discussions continued about Aga Ali’s father, and Baba again repeated that if he 

took his son away, everything would be closed. 

The next day, Haji Muhammad himself came to Meherabad and this time he insisted on 

taking his son home. Raosaheb spent hours trying to persuade him to let Ali stay, and in the end 

 
367 Four Persian boys from Shiraz had arrived that morning. Three were permitted to stay at Meherabad and 

the oldest was taken to Bombay with Jamshed Khan, where he obtained a job. 



Haji again agreed to this. Raosaheb wrote out a new agreement, but in the meantime another 

Muslim arrived to remove his son. After talking with that person for only a few minutes, Haji 

changed his mind again and said he was going to take Ali home. This enraged Raosaheb who asked 

him if he intended to break his word. Ali’s father said, “Yes,” and remained adamant. He was not 

prepared to let his son stay in Meherabad for one more day. 

When Ali was informed of his father’s attitude, he took his penknife to his throat and swore, 

“I will solve the problem. This knife will be the cause of separating me from my father forever.” 

Raosaheb described the boy’s state-of-mind to Baba who sent for Ali, and scolded him, 

“Never think of doing such a thing! If you are taken away, I will either come out of seclusion or 

close the school.” 

Ali’s father, still obstinate, took his son away that day. Ali was quiet when he took his seat 

in the tonga. Only his Beloved knew the pain piercing his heart. 

 

After Aga Ali had left with his father, Baba asked Vishnu how long had he been in 

seclusion and fasting. He was informed that he had been fasting since 10 November, 107 days, and 

that he had been in seclusion since the 20th of December, 67 days. Baba remarked, “I have grown 

very weak. I will leave this seclusion shortly and commence eating. My object is not fulfilled and 

I will have to do it all over again. 

“Thank God, even if the case of other boys is left undone, at least one, Abdulla, is ‘made.’ 

Otherwise, had the ashram continued, it would have created saints of the boys, and the world would 

have actually seen and been convinced. Let it go. It’s luck. Never again am I going to establish 

such a Wineshop.” 

Baba then ordered, “No one, under any circumstances, should touch me for the next ten 

days, unless I order otherwise. I will be very sick.” Chhagan was sent to the station to see if Ali 

was still there. Khansaheb arrived late at 11:00 P.M. 

The next morning, Sunday, 26 February 1928, Baba informed the mandali that he would 

come out of seclusion sometime that day. He discussed the situation of Ali’s abrupt removal, and 

a few of the men suggested that one of them go to Bombay and try to convince Ali’s father to allow 

the boy to return. Baba liked the suggestion and promptly sent Baidul and Raosaheb to Bombay, 

emphasizing to them the importance of bringing Ali back within seven days. 

Baba had previously warned that if Ali left, he would close down all the activities at 

Meherabad. Accordingly, he now ordered a group of the mandali to begin pulling down some of 

the temporary structures on the hill. At the same time, Baba directed another group to repair and 

erect a few new structures! With Ali’s departure, Baba was acting most peculiarly in the eyes of 

the men. On the one hand, he gave orders for the demolition of buildings, and on the other, he gave 

orders for construction of new ones. 

He also stated that if he closed everything, he would “travel so much that the world will 

stop spinning! Whoever of the mandali wants to come, may come. We will beg for our food. Two 

or three of the boys who are ready can be taken.” 

Baba came out of his seclusion in the crypt-cabin that very day at 5:45 P.M. The rickshaw 

was decorated with flowers and Baba took his seat in it. The Prem Ashram boys pulled the rickshaw 

from the hill down to lower Meherabad. As the rickshaw halted near the dhuni, a strange, 

supernatural phenomena occurred. A blinding light suddenly flashed, and a flame rose up from the 

dhuni when Baba came near it. Those who caught a glimpse of it were dazzled. In a few moments 

the flame disappeared. Afterward, Baba was carried in the rickshaw to various places in Meherabad. 

It had been two months since Baba visited the women mandali in their quarters at the 

Bathroom Building and their joy was boundless. During the period of Baba’s seclusion, he took 

only one pint of coffee made by Mehera, which she sent to him every day in a flask with the boy 



named Lahu. But while taking the flask up the hill, Lahu would hide in a gully and drink half the 

contents, and then, recapping the flask, he would take the rest to Baba. At the time, Baba never 

asked why the flask was only half-filled, but now that he was out of seclusion, he inquired of 

Mehera, “I was fasting for months on only half a flask of coffee − when I had clearly told you to 

send a full flask each day.” 

Mehera was taken aback and said, “But Baba, I filled the flask myself. It was always full.” 

Naja and Khorshed confirmed this. 

Later, Baba called Lahu and asked him to explain the mystery. The boy honestly admitted 

his mischief, and because he told the truth, Baba forgave him. Baba smiled and remarked, “I was 

having Lahu’s prasad every day.” 

Baba then returned to the dhuni and sat there quite still for about fifteen minutes. He 

remarked cryptically, “The dhuni has just passed word to me that we should all continue our routine 

and go on with the work as before.” This was understood in reference to his earlier comments that 

he would be closing the school. 

Baba was pulled up the hill in the rickshaw and retired again to his underground crypt. The 

four men staying in the Sadhak Ashram were ordered to end their seclusion, but Baba’s fast of two 

cups of coffee per day continued. 

 

For the next five days, according to Baba’s orders, both the demolition and construction 

work went on. From his recent comments near the dhuni that the routine would continue, the 

mandali felt certain that the school would not be closed. All the other activities went on as before 

and there was no slackening in the children’s education or in other matters. As soon as Baidul and 

Raosaheb arrived in Bombay on the 26th, they sent a promising telegram about bringing Ali back, 

but Baba still appeared very unhappy over his absence. 

For most of the next day, Baba remained inside the underground cabin, moving in a restless 

state up and down between the upper portion of the room and the crypt. He would sit in the cabin 

for a while, then he would descend the stairs to the crypt, remaining there for only a few minutes, 

and again he would come up. These strange movements were repeated time and time again 

throughout the day. In addition, Baba would change his position every few minutes — first sitting, 

then lying down, then turning over. 

At 10:00 A.M. Baba went to Baily’s room where he remained for about fifteen minutes. At 

10:30 he told those near him that he was dying, and naturally the mandali became extremely 

concerned. The school was ordered closed after the 11:45 recess. Baba came out of the crypt again 

at 3:15 P.M. and sat in the dining hall for a few minutes before returning to the crypt. He came out 

at 5:00 P.M. and went to lower Meherabad, returning at 6:30 P.M. 

As the day passed, Baba seemed quite ill and, by sunset, his eyes were half-closed and 

looked vacant. His hands and feet had grown cold and his entire body was limp and lifeless. Thus, 

though the news from Bombay was hopeful, Baba appeared withdrawn and disheartened. 

After exerting himself by going to lower Meherabad, his condition seemed to worsen. 

Indeed, Baba spelled on the board, “I am God; I am everywhere; I am in everything. I am the source 

of all — Bliss and Power. I who give life to all, how can I die? From my shoulder to my toe, there 

is numbness. Still, I am not going to die until I am 95 years old.” 

Arti was performed at 9:00 P.M. with all sitting quietly with him for half an hour. 

Baba's condition was due to his Universal work and its medium at the time was Ali. While 

doing this work, Baba wanted the boy near him to lessen his suffering. It is incomprehensible, but 

to move the world, the Master could use a small boy as his medium — and for this great purpose, 

unknown to mankind, he would protect and nourish the child with all his heart. 



The following day, Tuesday, 28 February 1928, a discouraging telegram was received 

saying that Ali’s father and other relatives were not willing to send Ali back to Meherabad. But 

strangely enough, Baba was in a good mood that day, despite this disappointing news. In the 

morning he went to the women’s quarters and asked for a sari. Draping it around himself, and 

wearing a dhoti and a crown the women had fashioned, Baba walked around Meherabad and 

distributed some fruits someone had brought. The photographer S. S. Deen was called from 

Ahmednagar to photograph Baba and the children. 

The next day Baba spoke about Jesus and his parables, and again stated that after Jesus’ 

crucifixion, he went to Kashmir where he died. 

On 1 March, a letter was received from Ali, conveying that he felt quite forlorn being away 

from Baba and had stopped eating or drinking. At one point, he wrote: “In my awake state, I always 

see Baba; also while sleeping, I see Baba in a halo of light.” Some idea of Ali’s state at the time 

can be glimpsed from the following poem about the Master, which he included in his letter and 

asked to be read to Baba: 

The apex of the highest heaven is your abode. 

The home of Truth is your resting place. 

The world is illumined by your divine light. 

 

Your erect and graceful figure is like the garden cypress. 

With a touch of your hand, the dead have been restored to life 

Due to the power of resurrection you have within you. 

 

From the heat of the fire of your love, 

I am ever boiling like a pot full of water. 

Even if my bones dissolve, 

Your love will never be effaced from my soul. 

Raosaheb and Baidul returned from Bombay the next day and informed Baba that it had 

been impossible to bring Aga Ali with them. Despite their most persuasive arguments, Ali’s father 

would not consent. Much to the surprise of the men, Baba immediately sent Baidul back to Bombay 

to try to persuade Haji Muhammad once more. The mandali wondered why Baba had sent Baidul 

again when there did not seem the least hope that the father would change his mind. 

Throughout the rest of the day, Baba was aloof and seemed preoccupied in thought about 

Ali. When Dastur approached him on some matter pertaining to the school, Baba showed not the 

slightest interest and cut him short, gesturing, “Do as you like.” 

Around 9:30 that night, instead of retiring to the crypt, Baba walked to the deserted 

classroom of the school and for almost fifteen minutes sat quietly next to the seat which Aga Ali 

used to occupy. Raosaheb, who was standing nearby, said he could not help feeling, “It was as if 

Baba’s body were elsewhere. There was an unmistakable vacancy in his eyes during these few 

minutes.” Baba then walked to his underground crypt. 

Meanwhile, Ali had run away from home. He arrived at Meherabad at around 7:30 the next 

morning, Saturday, 3 March 1928, the last day of the seven-day period which Baba had originally 

stipulated for Ali’s return. He walked straight up to Baba’s window and stood outside, but Baba 

did not come out. Raosaheb was the first to notice him and took him to the dining hall where he 

was fed breakfast. 

At about eight o’clock Baba came out of the crypt and the scene that took place was 

heartbreaking. Baba held Ali against his chest for almost half an hour, and then presented him with 

a beautiful shawl and garlanded him with flowers. Afterward, proud of Ali’s bravery, Baba led the 

boy around the ashram and, at dinner time, allowed Ali to sit next to him. Baba even fed the 

youngster, putting the food into Ali’s mouth with his own hands — such was his love. 



To celebrate the occasion, in the evening Baba again was dressed as Lord Krishna and the 

boys rejoiced with songs. Baba was so happy that he took off his peacock crown and placed it on 

Ali’s head. Age wept with joy at seeing the love between the lover and the Beloved after their days 

of separation. 

The festive atmosphere continued the next day, but it was later marred by the acute 

suffering that overcame Baba. At 3:30 in the afternoon, Baba began having sharp spasms — as if 

he were suffering from internal shocks. Again at nine o’clock that night, Baba had another 

onslaught of spasms, each lasting approximately 45 minutes. During these painful spells, the shocks 

were so intense that Baba writhed in agony and appeared to be on the verge of dropping his body. 

Nothing the mandali did seemed to relieve these spasms, but after an hour they suddenly subsided 

on their own. 

That same night, after almost everyone had gone to bed, Ali’s father showed up and asked 

to see his son. Raosaheb discussed the matter with him late into the night, but the father would not 

listen and insisted on taking his son away. Out of sheer exasperation, Raosaheb blurted out, “All 

right, for God’s sake take your son away! You have no idea of the great pains Meher Baba and the 

officers of this school are put to on account of your son. None of us has anything to gain by keeping 

Ali here; on the contrary, it is for his own good that we have been trying so hard to convince you.” 

Raosaheb stood up to leave when Ali’s father called him back and agreed to sign a letter allowing 

Ali to stay in the school for one more year. 

Baba had been awake the whole night in the upper portion of the crypt-cabin, and only 

after Raosaheb informed him of the outcome of his negotiations with Ali’s father did Baba retire 

to the crypt underground. It was by then 5:00 A.M. 

When Ali awoke that morning, he was taken down the hill to meet his father who then 

returned to Bombay. To celebrate this happy occasion, Baba closed the school and took all the 

boys, teachers and the mandali to Happy Valley. He proclaimed it “Aga Ali Day,” and he allowed 

the boys full freedom to roam about and play in Happy Valley. A delicious meal was served, and 

later, despite his fast of months, Baba accompanied the boys on two hikes. 

During the second walk with the boys in the evening, Baba suddenly collapsed and, again, 

looked as pale as if he were about to breathe his last. The mandali anxiously carried him back to 

the Happy Valley dak bungalow where, within a short time, Baba revived and was again alert and 

active. These shocks and ordeals which Baba was undergoing were the inner effects of his work. 

How much Baba had to suffer because of Ali, he alone knew. Baba returned to Meherabad with the 

children that night, and the school was reopened the following day. 

 

Life at the school ashram returned to a normal schedule again. In the course of his 

explanations on Monday, 5 March 1928, the Master revealed this about Jesus’ statements: 

If poor God were only to sit in heaven like a thief, then He must be pitied. If Jesus said that God is in heaven, 

then he was not the Christ. But I know that he was perfect and divine, God-incarnate, and never meant that. 

What did Jesus really say? To the multitude he said, “God is in heaven; try to go there,” and to that end he said 

[to overcome] certain temptations and sufferings. 

To his followers he said, “God is everywhere; try to see Him,” and gave explanations to that effect. 

To the selected few [close circle of apostles] he said, “God is in me and in you, too,” and actually revealed this 

to them. 

Why did Jesus say different things? Owing to the time and the persons, according to their readiness to listen and 

understand. What Jesus meant was to leave all and follow him; that means to know him, see him, and 

experience him. 

The teachings that are being followed by Christians are not the real teachings that Christ gave. The priests have 

altered his words, added to his teachings and spoiled them. 



 

Baba had chosen Rustom to go to England to bring some boys back to India. On 7 March, 

Baba gave final instructions to him about his trip, telling him, “You may go to as many cricket and 

football matches as you like; you can go to the cinema. Just accept all the invitations that come 

your way, and speak about me to those you meet. Then my work will be done.” Rustom left 

Meherabad that evening and sailed from Bombay three days later. He was the first of the Master’s 

mandali to contact the Western world. 

The first English biographical booklet about Baba was published in March 1928, and 

Rustom carried some of the booklets with him to England. Written by K. J. Dastur (and Ramjoo), 

it was titled His Holiness Meher Baba and Meherashram.368 One thousand copies were printed, 

and they soon sold out. Another thousand copies were printed in June that year, and 2,000 more in 

August. 

Meanwhile, the atmosphere in the ashram was undergoing a transformation. The soil of 

Meherabad that was once wet with tears was no longer so. On Monday, 19 March, Baba explained: 

These sparks of love once ignited can never be put out. But to feed it, some kindling of individual efforts is 

required. Once the fire is sufficiently fed, instead of being extinguished, it will go on increasing automatically 

without the aspirant’s even thinking about it. The fire increases to such a degree that a time comes when the 

aspirant cannot bear its heat and wants nothing but to cool it down. 

Look how Ali Akbar has changed. He was so often repeating, “I don’t want God! I don’t want anything; only 

cool down this all-consuming fire in my heart!” But to put out the fire means to render the boy unconscious; 

this is the intermediate state between the fire and the light. But I am not going to extinguish it yet. To bear the 

burning of the fire is necessary in order to see the light, and once the light is seen, the pain of burning 

disappears. There are no more sufferings and agonies after that. 

Let us see what comes of Rustom’s trip to the West. It [the love] will not be as it was in January. No more 

“spark-sprinkling” now. It will be done in another way. By turning the eyes of the newcomers inward they will 

be shown the light, but without making them pass through the fire of love. The final touch will be given to all 

the boys through Ali, who is the link through whom all will get the light of love. 

After a few days, Baba informed the boys, “During the coming two months, keep studying 

and playing as you used to do when you first joined the ashram. During this period, however, I will 

not permit an outburst of love to occur. There will be no spiritual demonstrations [manifestations] 

now.” 

 

On Sunday, 25 March 1928, the Prem Ashram was formally established on Meherabad 

Hill. It was housed in a temporary structure near Baba’s crypt-cabin, while Meher Ashram 

remained in the compound next to the Water Tank. A new set of rules was formulated for the Prem 

Ashram. The boys were given the freedom to meditate at any time while they were alone, except 

in the evening when they were instructed to participate in games and other recreations. Baba would 

lead them on walks in the evening, thus giving them the opportunity of his intimate companionship. 

In late March, the boys became unruly and some of them began behaving strangely. At 

times, some would bite themselves, tear their clothes, cry loudly, and run away, refusing to come 

near Baba when called and even directly disobeying him. Even Aga Ali was disturbed and was not 

above exhibiting such disrespectful behavior, addressing Baba quite rudely on more than one 

occasion. Afterward he would sorrowfully regret his misconduct. 

Baba, too, had to suffer during this period because of the boys. Besides spending hours 

trying to calm and placate them with explanations, he had to tolerate their rough antics. Once in 

 
368 The booklet had been read to Baba and corrected on 19 February 1928. (Ramjoo had also been writing 

The Combined Diary.) A second edition of 1,000 copies was published in June 1928 and a third edition of 

2,000 copies, titled His Divine Majesty Meher Baba and the Meherashram Institute, was published in 

August 1928.) 



their excitement the boys tore his kamli coat in several places. The coat, which Baba had been 

wearing for almost six years, was his favorite, so he insisted that it be patched instead of discarded. 

The boys became so wild in their enthusiasm that, one day when they were pulling Baba in the 

rickshaw, they went so fast that the rickshaw overturned on the rough dirt road. Baba received 

numerous cuts and scrapes to his hands and legs. 

 

The event that took place at Meherabad on Sunday, 1 April 1928 will be written in the 

history of Meherabad in golden letters. It was a unique occurrence, the true meaning of which can 

be grasped only by those with divine consciousness. 

From 8:15 that morning, the Master began walking about on Meherabad Hill barefooted. 

All were surprised to see him doing so and it seemed to signal that something unusual was about 

to occur. The meaning of Baba’s behavior became clear when, suddenly at 11:30, Babajan arrived 

by car in Meherabad. Her car stopped by the railroad tracks, in front of the girls’ school bearing 

her name. 

Since moving to Poona many years before, Babajan had never left the city for any reason. 

Therefore, everyone was truly astonished to see her at Meherabad. A week before, she had 

expressed her desire to leave Poona and go “to my child’s place.” She was found to be constantly 

talking about Baba and remembering him very lovingly and wanting to visit Ahmednagar. 

After Rustom’s departure to England, Padri had been made the superintendent of 

Meherabad. In those days, the procedure before any visitor was allowed to meet Meher Baba was 

to inform Baba about the person’s arrival through a slip of paper with the person’s name and address 

written on it. When the note was read to Baba, he would respond as to whether or not he would 

meet the person. Following this procedure, Padri sent this understated slip to Baba: 

Date: April 1, 1928 

Name: Hazrat Babajan 

Address: Poona 

Raosaheb had accompanied Baba up the hill that day, carrying an umbrella over him. 

Normally, he would leave after Baba entered the compound, but that day Baba told him to wait. 

After Baba read Padri’s note, still barefooted, out of respect for his Master, Baba immediately came 

walking down the hill (even though the path was strewn with rough, sharp stones), not using the 

rickshaw as was his usual habit. He stopped at the railway tracks about 50 yards from Babajan and 

sat down on a large stone. Keeping Raosaheb near him, Baba told him, “Tell her to go back, not to 

stay here,” and motioned to the rest of the mandali to take Babajan’s darshan as he watched from 

a distance. Babajan remained seated in her car. As the mandali bowed at the ancient woman’s feet, 

she was talking to herself, praising Meher Baba and addressing him as usual as “my child.” She 

spoke with authority and unusual sweetness, and also mysteriously referred to many spiritual 

secrets which the mandali could not follow.  

When Meherjee bowed down, Babajan scratched his face; when Buasaheb bowed, Babajan 

twisted his large moustache so much that his upper lip began to bleed. When Raosaheb approached 

her, she began crying loudly and said in Urdu, “Merwan, mujhe jaane do ... Merra ko chore do…” 

[“Please, Merwan, let me go. Don’t harass me. I have given everything to you. Now, I am old. For 

God’s sake, let me vacate this body.”] 

Babajan was offered a little water to drink and within a short time she departed. The two 

Masters had actually neither talked nor had any physical contact. Only their eyes had met; but who 

knows what secret message they conveyed. 

After her departure, Baba explained at length about Babajan, concluding with an 

extraordinary remark: “Today is the most eventful and significant day of my life!” 



The next day, Baba went to Poona by car with the mandali to pay a return visit to Babajan, 

who was seated with a crowd in Bund Gardens. Baba remained at a distance again, this time 

standing across the river on the opposite bank. After the mandali had gone back and forth over the 

bridge for Babajan’s darshan, Baba returned to Meherabad. Again the two Masters locked eyes and 

communicated silently. 

From Sunday, 15 April 1928, two weeks after his visit to Babajan, Baba went on a strict 

fast, not even taking his usual two cups of coffee. He would not even drink water more than once 

every 24 hours. After a few days he stated, “If a certain number of people are prepared to fast for a 

certain period, I will consider breaking my fast.” K. J. Dastur asked him to clarify his conditions. 

Baba replied, “If 200 persons fast for 24 hours, then I will take food.” 

Accordingly, from the morning of 24 April, 200 residents of Meherabad fasted for 24 hours 

on water and milkless tea, taken only once. On the following morning, Baba also took a little 

milkless tea and broke his fast simultaneously with the rest. Instead of being the first to eat, Baba 

stated that he preferred to serve all those who fasted with him first. After serving the food at about 

nine o’clock — after a lapse of five months and fifteen days — Baba ate a little curry and rice. 

Although Baba is perfect, he has to do penance for the universe! He suffers for all beings, and thus 

worships the universe. How can anyone have an idea of his worship? His worship is performed 

from the depths of the Ocean of unlimited suffering. Only the Avatar can do such worship. 

Earlier in April, Baba had warned the boys that if they did not behave themselves, they 

would be transferred back to Meher Ashram and the Prem Ashram would be closed. On 25 April, 

he warned them again to improve their behavior. The boys began crying and Baba forgave any 

unruly behavior, but he urged them not to continue in such a manner. 

 

Meanwhile in England, Rustom tried his best to bring a few British boys to Meher Ashram, 

but failed. The details of Rustom’s three-week stay in London are not known, but he placed ads 

about the school in the local newspapers and interviewed prospective candidates at his lodgings 

(38, Ashchurch Park Villas, W.12), and appointed an agent to help him in his search. Boys aged 

ten to sixteen, regardless of religion or social status, were invited to apply, provided they agreed to 

stay for two years. All expenses — including traveling to India, room, board, books, and uniforms 

— were to be provided free of charge. 

As Rustom was preparing to sail to America, Baba cabled him on 16 April 1928: “Don’t 

worry. Don’t bring boys. Return.” No sooner had Rustom received this telegram than three British 

parents he had contacted agreed to send their sons with him to India. But now, according to Baba’s 

order, Rustom could not take them. He left his address with them, assuring them he would write 

soon. 

One individual who met Rustom in London and assisted him in searching for suitable 

pupils for the school was Meredith Starr, whom Rustom met at an afternoon tea party he had been 

invited to. Meredith had been interested in spirituality and Eastern mysticism for many years, and 

when he saw someone from India in attendance, he went over and spoke with him. Rustom, as 

instructed, told him about Baba. 

Meredith was highly intrigued and expressed his desire to travel to India to meet Baba. 

Subsequently, it appears, Meredith Starr told others about his meeting with Rustom and about “M. 

S. Irani, a Master in India.” Among those he contacted was the mystical poet John Caldwell-

Johnston, 47. Before Rustom left England, he had a strange encounter with Caldwell-Johnston, who 

Baba later confirmed was an advanced soul. Rustom received a letter one day inviting him to 

Portsmouth for an appointment, which he had never sought. Intrigued, he traveled there one 

evening, and met Johnston and his wife at their home at 2 Thurlow Mansions, Clarence Parade. 

Rustom describes what happened next: 



After the usual formalities were over, the gentleman dimmed the light and began to talk as if he were 

exchanging messages on a wireless apparatus, although he had nothing of the sort about him. 369 In a low and 

impressive tone, Mr. X [Johnston] began to thrill his already stupefied listener with the following words: “I see 

the Master. It’s two o’clock in the morning in India now. (Here he exactly described the Master’s seat near the 

Meher Ashram.) Other Eastern Masters of his [Baba’s] stage are not easily accessible and don’t like to be 

disturbed at such an hour, but he seems to be of a very loving nature. 

I have just told the Master that __ will not allow the boys to be taken to India. But the Master replied there is no 

power on earth that can come in his way; he is not very keen about getting the boys. He wants to lay the 

spiritual cable between the East and the West. Up to now, the East is looked after by Eastern Masters and the 

West by Western Masters. 370 He wants to join both these sections; and that is the reason why he sent you here. 

You are carrying with you, without your knowledge, a sort of wireless [radio] connection and it affects all 

those whom you meet.”371 

As a gift for Baba, Johnston presented Rustom with an autographed copy of his book The 

Book of the Beloved, inscribed to Meher Baba as follows: 

Farthest from Thee I depart, nearest I come to Thee; 

Most forgetting Thee, most I remember Thee. 

Rose of the world, whatever nightingale singeth, 

Sing what he may, that nightingale singeth to Thee. 

The one individual whom this “wireless connection” most affected was Meredith Starr. 

Starr (described by K. J. Dastur as “a well-known figure in English occult and mystical circles”) 

was to prove useful and significant in Baba’s future work. As Johnston stated, unbeknown to 

Rustom, it seems Meher Baba had sent him all the way to England solely to establish a link with 

the West.372 

On his return to Meherabad at the end of April, Rustom received Baba’s permission to send 

for the boys from England, and he made all the necessary arrangements for their voyage with Starr 

to be their escort. 

 

In late April 1928, Baba again entered seclusion. He was in the underground crypt and gave 

orders that no one was to be sent up the hill. One day three groups of visitors unexpectedly arrived 

at Meherabad for Baba’s darshan. The first group was a large number of Parsis from Bombay who 

had come to Ahmednagar for a few days. Since they were close to Meherabad and had heard of the 

“Irani Saint,” they decided to visit and arrived at about ten o’clock one morning. Only a few of 

them sincerely wished to take Baba’s darshan; the rest merely wanted to sightsee. 

 
369 Previously, in June 1927, Baba had said there was a man in England who had “tremendous powers, 

unknown even to his own wife.” And in December the same year, Baba had mentioned an advanced soul in 

London between the fourth and fifth plane, who acted as a “telegraph receiver.” 
370 Caldwell-Johnston was referring to saints, or advanced souls, members of the spiritual hierarchy who 

lived in Europe and America. With the exception of St. Francis, Perfect Masters are usually found only in 

the East. 
371 Ramjoo Abdulla, Sobs and Throbs (Ramjoo’s Diaries, Sufism Reoriented: Walnut Creek, 1979), p. 473–

474. John Caldwell-Johnston (1881–1943) was born in Ratnagiri, India, the son of an Irish circuit judge. 

When he was six, Johnston and a sister traveled to England for their education, where Johnston was 

enrolled in a public school (Sherborne). After graduating from Oxford in 1905, he married and joined the 

Home Office.  
372 In relation to Meredith, Baba later referred to John Caldwell-Johnston as “his Master.” Both Meredith 

and Johnston were considered notable “occultists” of the day and each had published articles in a British 

magazine, the Occult Review, so it seems certain they knew each other. By the time Baba journeyed to 

England in 1931, Johnston was living in Exeter. As far as is known, Johnston never had any direct contact 

with Meher Baba.  



Just before the group arrived, a Hindu couple also came to Meherabad with the explicit 

intention of having Baba’s darshan. The couple and the group of Parsis were told that Baba was in 

seclusion and was not seeing anyone or giving darshan. On hearing this, those who had come to 

sightsee merely laughed cynically and decided to go back. The sincere Parsis who had come for 

darshan were disappointed but decided to stay, hoping that Baba would come down the hill or call 

them up. They sat with Chanji and inquired about the Master, listening attentively to his stories. 

They left around four o’clock, after six hours of waiting. 

Also deciding to wait, the Hindu couple sat near Baba’s gaadi by the dhuni and began 

meditating. They continued meditating, waiting patiently until nine o’clock that night in hopes of 

having Baba’s darshan. Finally, believing it was God’s will that they not see Baba, they left with 

heavy hearts. 

The same day, a mendicant showed up at about five o’clock, expressing his desire to see 

Meher Baba. On being told the Master’s instructions, he spoke very forcefully, saying that he would 

have Baba’s darshan or else he would not leave. He went to the well where he washed himself in 

preparation for meeting the guru. Afterward he sat under the neem tree near the dhuni, silently 

repeating God’s name. 

According to Baba’s wish, travelers and fakirs who came from long distances were always 

given a meal, and so the mandali requested that the mendicant join them for supper. He answered, 

“Without the guru’s darshan, I shall not touch food or water!” The mandali tried to persuade him 

not to act so stubbornly and overrule the Master’s orders, but the fakir would not listen. That night, 

after hours of useless persuasion, he was invited to come and sleep inside with the men, but he even 

refused this and continued to sit by the main road. 

The next morning the mandali found the fakir sleeping on the verandah of their quarters 

and concluded that he must have given up his foolish behavior. But when the man awoke, his face 

was beaming, and he declared, “The guru heard my voice! My desire has been fulfilled. I had the 

guru’s darshan last night.” 

Thinking he must have seen Baba in a dream, the mandali told him that Baba often appears 

to his followers in their dreams and he was fortunate to have had such an experience. At this, the 

man jumped up, rebuking them, “What are you talking about?! This was not a dream! Meher Baba 

came to me, in person, gave me his darshan, and then returned up the hill.” 

The mandali did not believe him, as Baba was in seclusion and never came down the hill 

once he retired for the night. But then one of the mandali who had been on nightwatch appeared at 

lower Meherabad and related how for some unexplained reason, Baba had walked down the hill 

during the night and then returned. The fakir was proved correct. He was given breakfast and left 

happily. 

Baba later explained to the mandali the events of the previous day: 

The three groups that came yesterday reaped the benefits according to their capacities. Those who came to 

sightsee carried back, unbeknown to them, the benefits of this sacred atmosphere. The Hindu couple who came 

with devotion and stayed to listen to stories about me gained more spiritual benefit. They reaped the fruit of 

their faith and devotion, though they are unaware of it. 

But the one who was the most fortunate was the fakir. Due to his firm determination and intense devotion, I had 

to disturb my seclusion and come down the hill. There has to be such true faith and longing to have the darshan 

of God — to move Him and bring Him down from the mountain! 

On Tuesday, 1 May 1928, Baba concluded a discourse with the boys on Union with God, 

by stating, “In the end, the lover, the Beloved, and love all become one.” 

He then quoted a Persian couplet: 

The inmost core of my heart is so filled with the thought of my Beloved 

That my own name and existence are lost in thinking of Him. 



Baba urged the boys, “So create love and you will see your Master. The Beloved can be 

loved even from a distance. There is no question of distance or nearness. Love is required and love 

can be awakened by constantly thinking of the Master.” 

 

 

7: TOKA 

Some months before, Meher Baba had remarked that change would take place, but at the 

time no one understood what he meant. When Aga Ali was taken away by his father, Baba had 

commented in reference to the ashram, “This will have to be done all over again.” Because of these 

hints, the mandali came to believe that a great change was about to occur, but no one could foresee 

that the entire Meherabad community would be shifted to a completely different location. 

On Monday, 7 May 1928, several people came to see Baba and among them was Ramjoo’s 

brother-in-law Abdulla Jaffer. During his conversation with Baba, Jaffer mentioned that there was 

a very good place in Poona which would be quite suitable and comfortable for Meher Ashram. It 

was then summer and extremely hot in Meherabad. The desert-like climate was a source of constant 

discomfort. Baba replied, “Yes, I too am thinking of changing the site of the ashram.” 

This brief remark, stated so seriously, astounded the mandali, because to move an 

institution of 400 people from one place to another was not an easy task. But in the play of Wine, 

outward considerations have no importance. And the Saki can shift his tavern wherever and 

whenever he must. 

Early the next morning, Baba left Meherabad for Poona at 4:30, taking Chhota Baba and a 

few of the mandali with him. Chhota Baba was kept quite aloof from the rest of the boys during 

this period, staying night and day in Baba’s crypt. He had not stepped out of Meherabad for months. 

The mandali who remained behind again witnessed a rare and remarkable event when 

Babajan unexpectedly arrived for the second time at Meherabad, on the very day that Meher Baba 

went to Poona. The ancient woman met the mandali and boys, kissing each boy and embracing the 

residents. After a brief visit she left. 

On his way to Poona, Baba’s car had actually passed Babajan’s, and it passed hers again 

on his return to Meherabad. Twice both cars, carrying the Masters, passed each other in opposite 

directions on the road, but neither stopped. 

While in Poona, Baba saw but did not approve of Jaffer’s recommended location. After 

returning to Meherabad, he revealed that shifting Meher Ashram was unavoidable. Then in 

reference to Babajan, he remarked, “It has now become imperative after the Old Man’s second visit 

here.”373 

Concluding the discussion, Baba asked the mandali again to decide whether or not they 

wished to stay with him. On 9 May, he had the following notice posted: 

As it is intended for certain reasons to remove the entire establishment from Meherabad to a new place to be 

fixed hereafter, the whole of the mandali is hereby ordered to read and think over the following and inform 

Baba of their decision one way or the other and as soon as possible. 

For Those Who Wish To Stay: Their stay should be unconditional, absolutely without any condition or promise 

as to time, place or result. No question at all is to be raised regarding these points. Shri may go anywhere, may 

stay any length of time there, or may remove or go elsewhere as it pleases him with no promise of any result, 

either spiritual or material. In addition, those who wish to stay will be required strictly to try to obey and 

observe all Shri’s orders without any question as to reason, argument, or discussion. 

 
373 Hazrat Babajan used to refer to herself as a man instead of a woman, and Baba too used the appellations 

“Old Man” or “Emperor” when referring to her. 



For Those Who Wish To Leave: Those who cannot manage to observe or accept these conditions, or desire to 

leave for any other reason, are hereby given complete freedom to do so, and are allowed to go anywhere and do 

anything they like after informing Shri about it. 

A discussion then ensued about a suitable place for the ashram. Navsari and Daman in 

Gujarat and Sinhagad west of Poona were mentioned as possibilities. Baba left in Rustom’s car to 

visit these places at 4:30 A.M. on Tuesday, 15 May 1928. Baba was driven straight to Sinhagad 

where B. D. Pudumjee had offered his bungalow for Baba’s use. But because of the altitude and 

heavy rainfall there during the monsoon season (which was imminent), Baba did not like the site 

and decided to leave for Bombay.374 Baba and the mandali had intended to catch the Gujarat Mail 

for Navsari, but they arrived in Bombay three hours late and missed the train. Baba instructed 

Chanji to proceed to Navsari alone and search for a suitable spot, while he and the rest of the 

mandali returned to Meherabad the following afternoon.375 

Rustom’s car with Baba and the mandali was overloaded, carrying ten persons and a heavy 

amount of luggage piled on top. On their way back, the car abruptly stopped while ascending the 

mountainous pass near Khandala and it began rolling backward down the steep hill. The mandali 

became frightened, fearing the car was out of control. Rustom applied the brakes, but they failed. 

The car was rapidly rolling backwards, about to plunge into the valley below! Jalbhai and another 

man jumped out and began shouting about the oncoming cliff. Rustom loudly called out Baba’s 

name. Baba, who was in the front seat, then leaned heavily to one side and firmly pressed his hand 

on the steering wheel. The car came to a sudden halt. 

The mandali were amazed. How the car stopped remains a mystery to this day. Rustom 

embraced Baba sobbing, with tears of gratitude and relief streaming down his face. Everyone 

thanked Baba profusely for saving them from certain death. The rest of the mandali got out of the 

car and managed to traverse the ghat by pushing the car up the hill. After the ghat was crossed, the 

car started again and they continued on. 

In the evening, after they had traveled some distance, another mishap occurred between 

Talegaon and Shelarwadi. A tree had fallen across the road, but due to the car’s dim headlights, 

Rustom did not see it and the car struck the tree at full speed. Except for a cracked windshield, no 

other damage to the car was noticed in the darkness. None of the mandali was seriously injured, 

though some incurred minor bruises. The engine was still running and they proceeded on to Poona, 

20 miles away. Near the Poona railway station, they examined the car and found that the hood and 

bumper were twisted and bent, and water was leaking from the radiator. After they took a break for 

tea, Baba indicated that he wanted to be back in Meherabad as soon as possible, so they left 

immediately, arriving there in the early hours of the morning on 17 May. Soon afterward, Rustom 

was sent to Ahmednagar to have the car repaired. 

Within a short time after returning to Meherabad, Baba again brought up the problem of 

where to find a suitable area to shift the ashram. During this discussion, someone suggested Toka. 

Interested, Baba wished to see the place immediately and went there the same evening, returning 

later that night. 

The Master liked Toka so much that the following day, 18 May, he had a plot of land 

purchased there and gave orders for temporary structures to be erected on it. The improvised, tatta 

quarters at Meherabad were pulled down and the materials were taken to Toka.376 Because their 

 
374 Pudumjee had offered Baba his bungalow before, in December 1926, but Baba had not stayed there then 

either. 
375 Sohrabji Desai expressed misgivings about relocating the ashram to Navsari, probably due to likely 

opposition from the local orthodox Zoroastrian community. Nevertheless, he tried to obtain land (on 

Fuwara Road, where D. D. School is located), but was unsuccessful.  
376 The crypt-cabin was left standing. 



residence had been demolished, the men mandali at Meherabad had to sleep out in the open for 

some days. 

Later, in Toka, work went on day and night, and in two weeks temporary structures were 

erected. The Table Cabin by the dhuni was transferred on 30 May to Toka (in a cart pulled by four 

oxen), and everything else was ready for establishing their residency there. Eleven bullock carts 

came on Friday, 1 June 1928 to transport items from Meherabad, Meher Ashram, the Family 

Quarters, and the ladies quarters. Baba came down the hill four or five times that day and personally 

supervised the loading of the carts. 

 

Toka, located between Ahmednagar and Aurangabad, is 45 miles from Ahmednagar. It is 

situated at the confluence of the Godavri and Pravara Rivers, and it is said that Shivaji’s Master 

Swami Ramdas and Sai Baba both spent much time in the vicinity. Although Toka appeared to be 

deserted, the pleasant scenery of hills, trees and the rivers surrounding it appealed to Baba. An 

atmosphere of peace pervaded the area. 

In Meherabad, while all the activity of moving the ashram to Toka was going on, many 

people from nearby villages and towns came and demanded Meher Baba’s darshan. In fact, the 

numbers dramatically increased for darshan because many had heard that the Master was leaving 

the area. 

Earlier on Sunday, 27 May 1928, in the midst of the packing and last instructions, 

Kaikhushru Pleader and Savak Dinshaw Kotwal, both desiring to join the ashram, arrived with 

Minoo N. Pohowala. Baba permitted them to stay in Meherabad for a few days so they could 

acquaint themselves with the mandali and become familiar with the various work. Ramjoo left for 

Lonavla and Bombay in the evening. 

The next day, Baba called Pleader to him on Meherabad Hill and asked what he wished to 

attain. Pleader replied, “I want to see God.” 

Baba warned him, “It is the most difficult thing in the world. For that, one has to possess 

unimaginable courage and undergo untold hardships.” 

Nevertheless, Pleader showed his readiness to endure all deprivations and discomforts, 

saying that he had no family responsibilities and was completely free from the world. Baba 

instructed him, “Go back to your home and arrange everything satisfactorily. When you are totally 

free of all your responsibilities, come back.” Pleader accepted this and returned to Bombay. He 

informed his relatives of his decision, attended to a few details, and was back in Meherabad within 

the week to join Baba permanently, just before the move to Toka. 

Savak Kotwal was also granted a private interview. 

At night on the 29th, Baba revealed to the mandali that, within sixteen months, he would 

be recognized in Persia as the much awaited Master, with many miracles attributed to him. Baba 

also declared, “War will break out this year.” 

On 31 May, Baba visited Toka again to assure himself that all arrangements for the new 

ashram had been made by the mandali to his satisfaction. He left early at 5:00 A.M. with four of 

the mandali and returned at 11:00 A.M. 

On 1 June 1928, Baba had another private meeting with Savak Kotwal. Although just 24 

years old, Kotwal was a genuine seeker and had previously contacted Upasni Maharaj (after reading 

Sakorina Sadguru), Narayan Maharaj, and Hazrat Babajan. He came to see Meher Baba because 

someone in Poona had told him that the Irani guru at Arangaon was the chief disciple of Babajan. 

Kotwal opened his heart to Baba and revealed, “I desire God-realization in this birth.” 

Baba replied, “Either long for God or for the world — you cannot have both! It has never 

happened before and it will never happen in the future.” 



Kotwal wanted God, but at the same time he was married and had a child, and wished to 

be assured of his family’s welfare. Baba encouraged him, “I know how much you want to tread the 

spiritual path and I will see that you enter it. You will make rapid progress toward that goal and 

you will eventually be completely swayed toward it.” Baba instructed Kotwal to visit him every 

weekend. This satisfied Kotwal and from that time on, the longing to be one of Baba’s resident 

mandali was aroused in him. He left Meherabad that evening when he received a telegram from his 

wife Nergiz that their baby daughter Najoo was seriously ill. 

Savak Kotwal had had the darshan of Upasni Maharaj on many occasions. The first time 

he met Maharaj was in Bombay, where Maharaj was giving darshan. Maharaj had given orders that 

day that no one touch his feet, but no one had informed Savak. When Savak’s turn came, he bowed 

down, but Maharaj gave him a hard slap and scolded him, “You are ruining my whole work and 

your own, as well.” Deeply distressed, Savak resolved never to go back to him. When he was 

departing, however, one of Maharaj’s disciples came running with this message from him, “Don’t 

worry. I only slapped you because I have some specific spiritual work to fulfill. You should not 

feel disturbed about it.” 

Even after meeting Meher Baba, Kotwal continued to visit gurus, sadhus and other holy 

men — one in particular was named Tyagi Baba. When Kotwal next visited, Meher Baba informed 

him, “Tyagi Baba does not even have a whiff of spirituality in him. Leave him alone. Those who 

know the Emperor have no need to bow before the palace guards in order to gain entrance.” 

Baba did, however, instruct Kotwal to contact the great saint Tipu Baba in Bombay and 

convey to him this seemingly simple message: “The Emperor has sent me.” 

When Kotwal did so, Tipu Baba, who seldom spoke to anyone, immediately replied, “Say 

Allah ho akbar, Allah ho akbar [God is great]! I give these blessings. Go now. The task is 

successfully completed.” 

Later Baba told Kotwal to visit Tipu Baba often, but he was not to meet any other holy 

man. On one such visit, Kotwal brought a framed photograph of Meher Baba and asked permission 

to hang it in Tipu Baba’s room, and the saint agreed. When Kotwal had hung the photograph, Tipu 

Baba exclaimed, “The whole world exists on Meher Baba’s name!” 

On 2 June, the day before leaving Meherabad, Baba met privately with Minoo Pohowala. 

As Minoo was in the habit of going to one saint after another, Baba pointedly explained to him: 

When you sink a well, you first select a spot before beginning the drilling. But if you stop drilling halfway and 

start anew at a different spot, you will never find water and all your labors will be wasted. But if you keep 

drilling at one spot, you will surely find water eventually. A spirit of fortitude is required. If you are easily 

disappointed and keep trying at different places, you will never succeed. 

Similarly, if you continue running from one saint or Sadguru to another, you will never gain anything. Stick 

firmly to only one Master and carry out his wishes. Dig, dig, and keep on digging, and one day you will get the 

water of Realization. 

 

Preparations were made to take the mandali and boys to Toka in the early hours of the 

morning on Sunday, 3 June 1928. At three o’clock, Baba came down Meherabad Hill and arranged 

for the children of the ashram and the women mandali to be taken first. They were accommodated 

in four trolleys, with Baba accompanying them. After seeing them safely to Toka, Baba returned 

to Meherabad by noon and again started for Toka with the teachers, the men mandali, and the family 

groups (of Kaka Shahane, Kisan, Ramjoo, and Chhagan). 

In Toka, the women mandali, the children, teachers and families, consisting of nearly 500 

persons, settled in their new quarters, although the men mandali had to spend the night in the open 

as their temporary quarters were still being constructed. Rustom, Padri, Pendu, and Pesu, with a 

few of the children, had stayed behind in Meherabad to see to the transport of the remaining trunks 

and baggage. 



As the Lord departed, Age looked back and saw Meherabad weeping. A feeling of 

depression descended like a fog on its deserted fields and hill. The dhuni’s ash lamented the 

separation, the Jhopdi’s walls ached with the suffering of his silence, the flowers stopped smiling, 

the birds ceased flying, and the breeze lost all interest in blowing. Everything of nature and man, 

every wine-soaked particle of Meherabad, longed to know only one thing: “Why has the Beloved 

shifted his headquarters? Where has he gone? Without his presence all is dry and without interest. 

Were you displeased with us, O Lord of Creation, to abandon us, leaving us weeping in sorrow?” 

But the Beloved had not forgotten Meherabad. He had taken its devotion along with him, 

for as soon as he arrived in Toka, Baba named the new ashram Meherabad. The wind carried this 

news southwards and, hearing it, Meherabad felt happy − knowing its memory was secure in the 

Beloved’s infinite heart. 

The tears of Meherabad seemed to reach Baba at Toka, for on the first night of their stay, 

rain began falling. The mandali went without sleep, as they spent the whole night moving the grain 

and other provisions out of the rain. Baba, with his usual lightning speed, helped in the labors, 

assisting the women and supervising the men. After a sleepless night, the men were so tired they 

thought, “Is this really happening or are we dreaming?” Baba’s movements were so rapid that the 

men had to run to keep pace with him. This first night was quite stressful for the mandali, who were 

already exhausted from the arduous two-week period spent making the necessary arrangements for 

leaving Meherabad. Under Baba’s direction, they had to provide accommodation for everyone, 

make provision for food, see to the studies of the boys, and attend to the many other details of the 

evacuation and relocation. 

Also during the first night in Toka, in the midst of all the commotion, Ramjoo’s wife 

Khatija suddenly became seriously ill. Her pulse was feeble and her body cold. Baba was called, 

and on his touching her, she soon felt better. 

From the next day, the women mandali, consisting of Mehera, Naja, Big Khorshed, Small 

Khorshed, Soonamasi, Daulatmai, Gulmai, Dolly, Walu, and Pilamai, were given the duty of 

preparing 1,000 chapatis a day for the ashram residents. The mandali helped to clean the wheat, 

and Waman Subnis, who was strong and muscular, would knead the dough and also milk the cows. 

Chhagan’s wife Shanta prepared chapatis with the women mandali, and at night Chhagan was on 

duty near Baba as his watchman. Kaikhushru Masa, his wife Soonamasi, and Pilamai slept in a 

small tatta hut adjacent to the kitchen, and Kaikhushru continued his watch duties by the women’s 

side. 

 

On 5 June Baba spent the whole day with the mandali selecting the locations for putting 

up the various other buildings, such as a storeroom, dispensary, hospital and a private room for K. 

J. Dastur. Baba talked with Baily about his writing work and sent him to Poona that day.377 That 

night Baba went for a walk in the moonlight with Chanji, Chhota Baba, Raosaheb, and Jalbhai after 

the others had gone to bed. 

Two days later, Baily returned to Toka at noon with Baba’s father. After staying for only 

two hours and discussing matters with Baba, Bobo left with Mani who cried much when leaving. 

Rustom, Padri, Pendu, and Pesu arrived early the same morning with the remaining 

luggage. No one was left at Meherabad. Pesu was assigned the duty of going to Ahmednagar for 

marketing once a week. Baba warned him to be careful when he crossed the Pravara River, for it 

was monsoon season and at times the river was flooded, which made crossing it treacherous. 

 
377 Baily was writing an account in Gujarati of his contact with Baba.  



On 8 June, the boys were taken to the riverside for baths and a haircut from 9:00 A.M. to 

12:30 P.M. Baba personally supervised. Meherjee left for Navsari for a brief visit, and returned ten 

days later. 

Rustom went for a swim across the Pravara River on the 8th, but in midstream he became 

exhausted and began choking. Within moments, Baba, followed by some of the mandali, walked 

rapidly from the ashram to the river. Baba pointed to Rustom, who was about to go under the water. 

Without hesitating, Sohrab Hansotia jumped into the river and brought him to safety on the bank. 

This was another occasion when Baba saved Rustom, for if Baba had not suddenly appeared, 

Rustom would have certainly drowned. 

The following day, Saturday, 9 June 1928, the mandali began leveling a meadow with a 

roller for the students’ playground. They were given tea four times that day to sustain them in the 

strenuous work. The school had already started from the very first day in Toka (4 June), and Baba 

scolded Dhake and Manekar for arriving late for their classes. Rustom’s wife Freiny and their two 

sons, four-year-old Mehlu, three-year old Falu, and their one-year-old daughter Meheru arrived the 

following day, brought by Adi Sr., and began staying in the new ashram. (Adi returned to 

Ahmednagar.) 

On 11 June Baba ordered Kaikhushru Masa to dig a hole in the ground near the Table Cabin 

for a dhuni. Soon after, a heavy rain started and poured down throughout the rest of the day. The 

scenery around Toka was bucolic, but at night there were hordes of pestering insects. Snakes and 

scorpions were also found in abundance. Chhagan was an expert at killing snakes, and every night 

he would be required to demonstrate his skill. 

Some sense of the hardships the mandali faced can be had from these lines from Chanji’s 

diary of 11 June: 

The heavy rains caused all work to be stopped — and though there was a distinct change in the atmosphere, the 

nuisance at night, particularly the hundred various sorts of worms and insects, also the risk of scorpion and 

snakebite − made all a little uneasy, and for a time upset. There was much congestion in the Makan [mandali’s 

residence]; members who had been sleeping outside were forced to come in because of the rains. The 

inconvenience was all the more felt when three Hindu ladies and one gentleman [Chhagan’s relatives] had to 

stay in the Makan for the night. 

The dhuni was lit on Tuesday, 12 June 1928 at 7:30 in the evening, and Baba’s arti was 

sung. That day a telegram was received from Meredith Starr, the man Rustom had contacted in 

England, stating that he had boarded a boat for India along with his fiancée (or paramour) and her 

sister, but without any boys. The British government had refused to allow the boys to emigrate. 

Baba was very annoyed at the news, for he wanted some boys from England in the school ashram. 

The next day, the weather was cloudy and full of gloom, reflecting Baba’s mood. He 

complained, “I am fed up with everything and everybody! And the climate here is terrible. What 

earthly good is my coming to Toka if the [spiritual] purpose for which I have come is not served?” 

He added, “I will stop eating and remain only on milkless tea, wearing only a loincloth.” 

He took off his sadra and remained in his baggy chaddis (boxers). 

Soon afterward, Baba became quite restless and began walking about from one place to 

another. He would sit down and then immediately stand up and move on again. He did not remain 

in one position, sitting or lying down, for more than half a minute. No one could guess the reason 

or alleviate his apparent anxiety and distress. The mystery was solved the following day, when Aga 

Ali’s father arrived in Toka, demanding his son’s return. Haji had heard a vicious rumor and was 

upset. However, due to Raosaheb’s convincing assurances that his son was quite well, he calmed 

down and left. Only then did the mandali understand the reason for Baba’s restlessness the previous 

day. 



On Thursday, 14 June 1928, Baba prepared a timetable for the boys in the Prem Ashram 

and laid down the usual rules for the mandali concerning every facet of their life. Buasaheb was 

appointed manager of the ashram. Referring to him, Baba remarked, “Though Buasaheb is 

reasonable, the tone and the way he talks with people is not befitting. For instance, instead of 

saying, ‘My mother,’ he says, ‘My father’s wife!’ He serves me faithfully and with all his heart, 

but he puts people off by his manner of speaking.” 

Adi Sr. arrived in Toka and spent the night, returning to Ahmednagar the next day. During 

this period, Rustom, Dolly, and Gulmai were staying with Baba, while Adi was living in Khushru 

Quarters with his father Khansaheb and running any errands that needed to be done in Ahmednagar. 

On 15 June, a new seat was made for Baba near the Table Cabin. Zoroaster’s birthday was 

observed, and Baba made a special visit to the women mandali’s quarters to allow them to perform 

his arti. He would go to see them every day, making certain that they were living strictly according 

to his orders. 

 

During 1928, Meher Baba’s name and message began to spread in certain circles in Europe. 

On 16 June, a discussion arose about a group of enthusiasts in Warsaw, Poland, who had written 

that they were forming an association to promote the cause of spirituality as outlined in Dastur’s 

recently published booklet about Baba. Baba remarked that it was a “good sign.”378 

A local village madcap came to see Baba in the afternoon when Baba was deeply absorbed 

in his daily routine of activities. He asked Baba’s permission to perform on his shehnai, and to 

please him Baba permitted it.379 At the same time, Baba conveyed to the mandali by gestures, “What 

is wrong if one more headache is added to my 1,700 worries! He is in trouble and so am I.” 

The “musician,” not knowing what Baba was saying, went on playing the shehnai loudly. 

Baba pretended to enjoy the music. The man concluded his performance, exclaiming, “Baba, only 

you appreciate my art! I’ll come often to make you happy.” Smiling, Baba agreed and the mad 

musician left. 

Baba then remarked, “See how I always keep others pleased despite my being upset and 

preoccupied.” 

That night Nusserwan Satha came from Ahmednagar to see Baba after a month’s absence. 

He spent the night and left the following morning. 

Since Baba had stopped wearing his sadra for the previous four days, he moved about 

dressed only in baggy boxers. But on Sunday, 17 June 1928, the women dressed him in an attractive 

gray kafni. Even though Baba admired it, after a short time, he took it off and presented it to Chhota 

Baba, and once again he donned his usual white sadra. 

Each of the women staying with Baba wanted to comb his beautiful long hair. To resolve 

the problem of who would be given this privilege, Baba proposed to hold a lottery every day. This 

lottery continued for some days, but Baba eventually gave this special duty to his dearest Mehera. 

The Master allotted separate rooms to Chhota Baba, Gustadji, and Gulmai near his seat on 

18 June, and a new timetable was drawn up for the Prem Ashram boys. In the afternoon Baba pulled 

the heavy roller with the help of Baily and Jalbhai, preparing the ground for the construction of the 

mandali’s new Makan. 

During this period, Baba did not approve of the mandali members being too friendly with 

one another. He wished for a real bond of friendship between them. For a time, this meant that 

outwardly they should actually behave indifferently toward each another, while inwardly remaining 

 
378 A few weeks later one of the Warsaw group wrote asking permission to come to Toka, but they never 

came. 
379 A shehnai is a double-reeded musical instrument resembling an oboe. 



friends. The reason Baba did not wish them to be so close was that it gave rise to partiality. It would 

greatly upset Baba if, due to partiality, some mistake of a mandali member was kept hidden from 

him by one of his friends. 

For example, on the 18th, Baba took Vishnu severely to task in regards to Rustom, warning 

him, “Now you too are siding with Rustom. Padri and Pendu are his old friends because they have 

past connection with him from previous births. But why do you want to fall into that pit also?” 

Baba concluded, “True friendship consists in not hiding the faults of one’s friends, so that 

they will be freed of their drawbacks. Partiality here is not helpful!” 

Baba later remarked to the mandali, “Toka is good, but my heart is not happy. At the Taj 

Mahal Hotel [in Bombay] one is surrounded with all comforts and good food. But if you get a 

stomachache, you would be unable to enjoy it. In the same way, despite everything being suitable 

here, my heart is not happy. As a doctor advises a change of place for one’s health, my doctor tells 

me to change my environment because my heart is unhappy.” 

On 19 June, the schoolboys, Ali Akbar and Ramaji, broke one of the established orders, 

causing Baba to complain, “What is the use of remaining here when the mandali and boys disregard 

my wishes? How could I be happy when I have to pamper all, fulfilling their whims and patting 

everyone just to get him to do his duty?” 

Since moving to Toka, Ali Akbar and Ramaji had been causing much trouble in the ashram. 

Baba was quite fond of both boys, but because of their disobedience and their inattentive and 

indifferent attitude, Baba asked the mandali to prepare an estimate of expenses necessary for 

moving the ashram from Toka. Since they had been staying there for less than two weeks, the 

mandali were naturally shocked that Baba was thinking of leaving already. 

Despite their behavior, both Ali Akbar and Ramaji received special attention from Baba. 

On the 19th, Baba explained certain matters to Ramaji for over two hours, emphasizing to him, 

“Obedience to a Master’s orders is most important, and love is only born when my orders are 

obeyed. Remember this: Even in the midst of the highest state of intoxication, let your head always 

be on the Master’s feet! If you follow this, you will turn into a touchstone.” 

After the outburst of emotion on the part of the Prem Ashram boys the previous January, 

Baba would discourse to them on various spiritual subjects, trying to improve their conduct and 

character by pointing out their smallest mistakes. Now, he was adding fragrance to the flower of 

their love by being strict and emphasizing complete obedience to his orders. 

 

Baily was Baba’s childhood friend and would, at times, take advantage of his long-term 

contact with Baba. Due to certain indiscreet actions on Baily’s part, Baba decided to teach him a 

lesson. He presented Baily with his kafni (robe) and directed him to begin wearing it from that day 

on. Baily was also instructed to keep silence for some days. Later, when the mandali were being 

treated to tea, Baily appeared in his conspicuous attire. After tea, when Baily had gone to his room, 

Baba remarked, “This is called pampering on my part!” Baily felt special that Baba had singled 

him out to wear this distinctive dress, as he had done earlier with Chhota Baba. 

After some days, however, Baily found himself in an increasingly distressful situation 

wearing the kafni around the ashram. The initial pleasure he felt was nothing compared to the pain 

he later experienced from the sharp sting of Baba’s goading arrows. Baba was taunting him 

because, while Baily was in Karachi, he had allowed some naïve people to worship him by 

performing arti before him. When he was living at Meherabad he had a false air of pride and self-

importance about him, and he was easily offended and short-tempered if anyone questioned his 

actions. To “take him down a peg,” as it were, Baba played a trick on him by feeding his ego: He 

paid respect to him by asking him to wear this special kafni — making him appear among the select 

like Chhota Baba. 



Baily soon realized his mistake, however, and asked Baba’s permission to dress in his 

regular clothes again. But Baba would not hear of it and ordered him to keep wearing the kafni. 

After a number of days, Baba finally released him from the order, and Baily inwardly swore to 

have nothing further to do with posing as an advanced soul. He remembered well the Master’s 

warning given to him four years before during a walking trip in South India, “Never become a 

Baba!” 

 

On the 19th of June, a swing was erected near Baba’s seat where he would sit and rock 

himself. Since moving to Toka, the mandali observed almost constant changes in Baba’s moods. 

One moment he would look pleased and the next furious; one moment he would be solemn and the 

next his usual genial self. 

On Wednesday, 20 June 1928, the mandali moved into their new Makan quarters, which 

was finally ready for occupancy. Baily described their accommodations: “Amidst the small and 

large tress were scattered, small and larger houses made out of bricks and sand, divided into two or 

three groups. According to convenience some houses had five to seven mandali staying and in some 

twelve to fifteen.” A brick room for Baba had also been constructed.  

Borker had come on his usual Wednesday visit that day with Angal. 

In the evening Baba ordered tea for all in honor of the mandali moving into their new 

quarters. A chapter titled “The Master and His Greatness” was read out from the book Some Hours 

of Meditation, by T. Alexander. Angal translated it into Marathi and Raosaheb into Persian. While 

it was being read, one of the boys, Abbas Khan, collapsed after (in his own words) “being dazzled 

by a powerful light.”  

On the 21st, Baba played cricket with the boys for the first time since moving to Toka. 

Dhake was living in Toka with his wife, Kashibai, in the family quarters along with the other 

teachers, some distance away from the mandali’s residence. That morning, Vishnu had gone to 

Dhake’s room for tea. When Baba found out about their meeting, he berated Vishnu and Dhake 

and then ordered the mandali, “None should enter the family quarters or the compound of the 

women mandali.” A notice was prepared to this effect and handed out to every person to read. From 

that day on, Meherjee and Ramjoo were appointed to keep watch near the women’s quarters from 

two in the afternoon until eight at night. 

Whenever Baba visited the women mandali, the Prem Ashram boys would follow him and 

try to bring him back to their side. The boys would not leave him alone, even though the women 

were given very few occasions to be with Baba privately. One day, when Baba was sitting with the 

women, the boys appeared on the scene. When the women complained that he was not giving them 

enough of his company, Baba replied, “What am I to do? Where am I to be — here or there? If I 

remain here, the boys are disappointed, and when I am with them, you become displeased. So now 

decide the issue by a tug-of-war. I will go wherever I am pulled!” 

Baba stood in the middle and the women held one of his arms and the boys his other. “Pull 

with all your might,” Baba indicated. “Let’s see who is stronger — and who loves me more.” The 

contest began and Baba was tugged back and forth. It lasted for several minutes and the women 

won. As a reward, from that day on Baba spent additional time with the women mandali. 

The Master would go to the women’s quarters for his bath and meals. During his bath, he 

would wear his chaddis. Mehera’s sister Freiny would wash Baba’s head, Khorshed his back and 

Mehera his feet, after which they all would rinse him with warm water. It was the duty of a maid-

servant named Saku, then staying with the women, to bring the buckets of bathwater. She too had 

the opportunity of pouring water over the Master. He would discuss spiritual subjects with Saku, 

and the women felt that Baba had a great affection for her. 



But his love for Mehera was unique, as Krishna’s was for Radha. Once Baba said to 

Mehera, “My love for you is excessively more than for anyone else.” 

One day, while explaining certain spiritual matters, Baba related this tale to the women 

mandali: 

There once was a yogi who had the power to remove his intestines and wash them. One day he did this and kept 

them in the sun to dry. A dog saw the organs and ran away with them. Terribly upset, the yogi ran after the 

dog. 

You may think I am exaggerating, but it is a common feat among yogis. Such powers do not count along the 

Path. I am going to give you something quite different; my gift is something special. I am not going to give you 

such powers − otherwise, you might have to chase after dogs! 

Baba wanted the mandali to serve him with humility and do very lowly tasks. For example, 

as there was no sweeper in the ashram, Baba’s uncle, Masaji, was given the duty of cleaning the 

toilets of the women mandali (as he had done at Meherabad). He would also clean the cistern several 

times a day whenever it would fill with the runoff bathwater and residue water used to clean the 

pots and laundry. 

As in Meherabad, the residents in Toka were divided into three sections under the 

management of Buasaheb, Raosaheb, and Rustom. Buasaheb was in charge of the boys of Meher 

Ashram, Raosaheb of the Prem Ashram boys, and Rustom of the mandali. At meals, the mandali 

were given stale chapatis to eat and had no proper arrangement for cooking. But under Buasaheb, 

the children did not suffer in this way; the food cooked for them was excellent and they were given 

milk each day. The mandali had to remain content with their bland diet, and hence Pendu named 

the mandali’s section the “Harijan Department.” 

Baba entered seclusion inside the Table Cabin on Friday, 22 June 1928. He remained in 

the small cabin fasting on one meal a day, which Gulmai would bring from the women’s quarters. 

This sudden seclusion, without any prior intimation, caused the women mandali to wonder whether 

Baba was upset with them. (Gulmai even informed them that Baba had said he would remain in 

seclusion for several years!) All except Freiny decided to keep silence while Baba was in seclusion. 

Gulmai conveyed this to Baba and he sent them this message: “I am not displeased or offended 

with you in any way. I have to remain alone for my spiritual work. So start speaking and stop 

worrying.” The women obeyed accordingly. 

Baba would call for his meal at any time during the day, which required Naja to keep his 

food always ready, and because of this she would serve leftovers to the women mandali. They 

eventually complained to Naja to give them Baba’s food at night if he had not requested it. So 

finding that Baba had not called for his food all day, Naja served it to the women that night at nine 

o’clock. However, at midnight, Baba suddenly called for his food, but there was nothing left to give 

him. Baba sent this message: “All who kept me hungry by eating my food will get a stomachache.” 

This incident made things much easier for Naja as now all the other women understood that food 

should always be kept for Baba, even at night. 

The next day Gadekar left for Poona to continue his studies.380 Baba stayed in seclusion 

throughout the day. 

On 24 June Baba rose at six o’clock and found that there was no one nearby to attend to 

him. Also finding no water kept nearby to wash his face, he became very angry. He had specifically 

ordered Jalbhai not to leave his place beside the cabin, but Jalbhai was not there. Baba reprimanded 

the mandali, “Since no one pays any attention to me, I will now attend to my own needs. I don’t 

need anyone’s help. All of you are tall-talkers and self-praisers! You boast that you are my 

disciples, but no one is there to faithfully carry out his duty. All respect me as their Master, but give 

me only trouble, harassing me instead of serving me.” 

 
380 Gadekar was pursuing a degree in Education to obtain a teaching certificate. 



Baba concluded, threatening, “I am now absolutely fed up; I'm disgusted! One day I will 

go away all alone — and no one will ever see me in my physical form again. You will not be able 

to find me. This is for sure; write this down.” All morning a tense atmosphere prevailed, but by 

evening Baba’s mood simmered down. 

Nusserwan Satha and the Jessawala family came at noon (and returned four days later), 

and Adi arrived that night. While speaking to the mandali about the expected arrival of Meredith 

Starr, his fiancée and her sister, Baba revealed: “It’s a pity that adults are coming from England 

instead of boys. Starr is a little in the [spiritual] line. But his Master, Johnston, is much advanced. 

The only one in Europe [of his kind]. He has written nice books.”381 

Chhagan, who was an expert swimmer, was directed to teach the boys swimming in the 

Godavri Rirver. One day, without his knowledge, some of the boys went for a swim. When 

informed, Chhagan became very worried and ran to the river where he found the boys on the point 

of drowning. Chhagan swam out to them and rescued them. The following day, Mehdi Khan 

rescued Abbas Khan from drowning, and when Baba found out about this incident, he stopped the 

swimming lessons. 

On 25 June, when Rustom requested that Baba allow the children to swim again, he 

consented, remarking, “What a pity! You all know how to swim, and I, in whom all swim, do not 

know how.” 

When Dastur asked Baba why he had not learned swimming, Baba joked, “Because I no 

longer need to swim. I have swum in eternity and now all swim in me. But they are unaware of it.” 

 

At Toka, Chhota Baba was still being kept in close proximity to the Master. Another seat 

was carefully built by Pendu and Padri for Chhota Baba alongside Baba’s Table Cabin. Tatta 

matting was erected surrounding it for privacy and a red flag was hoisted above it. All were 

cautioned not to go near the area when the flag was being flown. This order was also written on the 

notice boards in the Prem Ashram and Sadhak Ashram. On the 27th, Baba declared, “From the 1st 

of July, I will closet myself in this seat for my work for the Prem Ashram boys.” He added, “I will 

make them the envy of all!” 

The mandali anticipated a further outburst of weeping on the children’s part. From 

Thursday, 28 June 1928, Baba began spending more time with the Prem Ashram boys, once again 

fixing certain times of the day when the boys should come to him. They were ordered to be near 

Baba every day from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M. and again from 5:00 to 7:00 P.M. 

Later that day, while discussing the ashram boys, Buasaheb complained to Baba that 

Raosaheb and Chanji were a hindrance in his work. Dastur backed Buasaheb, and Chanji and 

Raosaheb were called before Baba. Buasaheb claimed that, due to interference from these two men, 

the children were being spoiled. 

Dastur entered, and a prolonged and heated discussion followed, in which Dastur angrily 

shouted his opinion. Baba admonished him, “What you say is true, but your way of talking is not 

good.” Dastur lost his temper again and flew into a rage, threatening to leave for Bombay. For some 

time Baba listened patiently and then replied, “If you want to go away you may. I don’t need you 

— you need me! You are not in the least obliging me by staying here.” 

 
381 Previously, Baba had stated that there was an advanced soul in London between the fourth and fifth 

planes, so it seems likely that he was referring to John Caldwell-Johnston. Rustom had met Johnston in 

Portsmouth and told him of Baba. In addition to The Book of the Beloved: A Modern Epic in Three Parts 

(London: Lund; New York: Dutton, 1923), Johnston was the author of Cantabile: Songs and Poems 

(Dutton, 1927), and various poems that appeared in the Hollywood-based Theosophist and The Star in the 

late 1920s and early 1930s. His poem “The Praises of Fuji” appeared in Asiatic Review n.s. 21 (1925), p. 

607. 



Hearing this, Dastur stood up and stalked off to his room. Disgusted by his behavior, Baba 

remarked, “How long am I to swallow this? You men don’t oblige me in any way by staying with 

me. Although I am your Master, I serve you; and you people are under the impression that you are 

serving me.” 

In the evening Baba sent food to Dastur, but he refused it. When it was sent again, Dastur 

relented. He informed Baba that he would be leaving the next day. Baba replied, “Beware of what 

will happen to you if you are proud.” Baba then forgave him, consoling him not to worry and have 

a good sleep. 

The next day, the Master spent a long time explaining certain points to Dastur: 

It is best if there is a balance between the head and the heart, but to combine them and keep them balanced is 

almost impossible. Even in small, petty matters, the intellect rules the heart and spoils its mood. There is 

nothing better than if your duty is performed according to my wish, and with a balance between the head and 

the heart. Try and I will help you. 

Even as a little salt spoils an entire pail of fresh milk, so also the virtues of a man are nullified by a streak of 

pride in his character. 

 

Meredith Starr, 38, along with his fiancée Margarita (Margaret) Ivelyn Ross, 36, and her 

younger sister Esther, 31, arrived in Toka at noon on Saturday, 30 June 1928. With them came 

Minoo Pohowala and Ardeshir Shapurji (“Kaka”) Baria from Bombay, Keki Irani from Ghatkopar, 

and Rusi Irani from Quetta. Rustom met them at the confluence of the Pravara and Godavri Rivers 

and brought them to Toka in his car. They were pleasantly surprised at the beautiful surroundings 

and immediately liked the place. The group offered flowers and fruit to Baba. Rustom took them 

on a tour of the ashram, and they were allotted special rooms, which had been built for them, 

furnished with furniture brought from Meherabad. 

Roland Meredith Starr had been interested in Eastern philosophy and spirituality from an 

early age.382 When he read the Upanishads he felt as if he had lived with such thoughts for ages. 

He spent time with Aleister Crowley and then Rudolf Steiner.383 After much meditation and periods 

of solitude, he gained some spiritual insight, and when he met Rustom in London in April, he said 

his prayers for the guidance of a living Master were finally answered. He and Margaret had sold 

all their belongings before coming to India, expecting to live in Meher Baba’s ashram permanently. 

Meredith later wrote: 

Before meeting the Master, for nearly 20 years I had sought with unabated ardour for the secret of life. During 

this period many remarkable experiences were vouchsafed me, including states of cosmic consciousness lasting 

for several months. 

Yet, on meeting Shri Meher Baba, I realized that during the whole of my previous life I had been like a man 

stumbling about the desert in a starless night with only a rushlight [rudimentary candle] for guidance.384 

Later that night, explaining to Starr about meditation, Baba stated, “Meditation and 

concentration should be as natural as a lizard concentrating on its prey oblivious to everything else. 

 
382 Meredith Starr’s given name was Herbert Close. His father, a successful investor, was deceased, but had 

separated from Meredith’s American mother. Meredith had changed his name when he was 27, perhaps in 

relation to his work as a reviewer for the Occult Review, in which he also published some of his poems. 

Meredith married in 1917 and had two sons, but he and his wife divorced in 1930, and he married Margaret 

Ross later that year. 
383 Aleister Crowley (1875–1947) was a British occultist and writer; Rudolf Steiner (1861–1925) was an 

Austrian mystic and Theosophist. 
384 The Occult Review, November 1929, p. 335. 

 



Its concentration is so one-pointed that it only waits to pounce with no other thought except the 

hunt, until it has caught its prey.” 

On 1 July 1928, after a gap of two months, Baba ordered the boys to meditate at six o’clock 

in the morning for 45 minutes and again in the afternoon from 4:00 to 4:30. Classes in the school 

were regularly held and daily attendance was required. 

There was a full moon the following day and a holiday was granted. In the morning the 

boys washed Baba’s feet, and games were played throughout the day. At midnight, Baba took a 

stroll in the moonlight with some of the men. They stopped by the river and rested for a while, and 

Faram, Minoo, and Edke entertained the Master with songs. 

Dastur was still disturbed. After keeping himself aloof for some days, on 3 July, he asked 

permission to go to Bombay and Baba allowed him to leave. Minoo also left that day. 

Later in the day, when the boys were playing in the field, a cow suddenly rushed toward 

them. Baidul ran forward and caught hold of the cow’s horns. The animal did its best to fling him 

off, but Baidul twisted its head and succeeded in bringing it to the ground, thus saving the boys 

from harm. Baba was pleased with Baidul’s courage, and the next day, in his honor, he gave 

everyone a tea party with bhujias. Afterward, Rustom and Vishnu delivered speeches of 

appreciation. 

On Wednesday, 4 July 1928, Baba ordered Meredith to observe silence for a period of time, 

conveying this message to him: “The time of my manifestation all over the world is very near. You 

will play an important part in that universal game of mine.” 

While in the ashram, Margaret and Esther were given the duty of sewing for three hours 

each day and were also instructed to meditate. Occasionally, Baba would send for them and they 

would sit beside him. To Esther, Baba said, “Do as I say and I will make you another Sister 

Nivedita.”385 

Margaret had previously written a note of instruction to the mandali, which stated: 

When Mr. Starr is meditating and does not wish to be disturbed, he hangs a piece of orange ribbon over the 

partition. If anyone coming with a note or message from Baba sees the ribbon, then please give us the message 

or, if we are not there, put it on the table and tell Baba. Then if it is important and he wishes Mr. Starr to be 

disturbed, do so. That is all right. Of course Baba may enter at any time. 

However, on 5 July, Meredith tacked this sign on his door: “Do not disturb, I am 

meditating.” Later Baba went to his cabin and knocked on the door. Meredith did not open it and 

Margaret pointed to the sign. Baba smiled and left without commenting. He had asked Meredith to 

keep silence — not to meditate. The object of Starr’s meditation had come to see him; but the 

meditator was not to be disturbed. What could the Master do? Baba wanted to awaken Meredith’s 

heart, but Meredith was trying to see Baba only through his mind. 

On the 5th of July, Baba began another long fast inside the Table Cabin. He did not even 

drink water the whole day, but at night he sipped a little and had a cup of weak tea. As the red flag 

was flying over his cabin, no one approached the area. In the evening Baba remarked, “All accept 

me as their Master and revere me, but no one carries out my orders and obeys me as I wish. I am 

still without a single disciple. In fact, all are my Masters and, I am their disciple since I have to act 

according to their wishes.” 

The boys in the Prem Ashram were all spiritually inclined and frequently would become 

overexcited in their enthusiasm. Regarding his spiritual work with them, the next day Baba advised 

the boys, “Don’t be hasty. The preparations are being made and you are being prepared for what I 

want to give. You would not be able to assimilate anything new if I were to give it to you now. It 

 
385 Sister Nivedita was born Margaret Elizabeth Noble (1867–1911). She was an Irish social worker, author, 

teacher, and disciple of Swami Vivekananda, whom she met in 1895 in London. Three years later, she 

moved to India and joined Vivekananda, who christened her Nivedita (one who is dedicated to God). 



would be too heavy a meal for you to digest — too strong a dose. So be patient and wait for the 

banquet.” 

Khak Saheb had been to Poona and returned on 6 July with his family, and they began 

staying in the ashram in separate accommodations. Dastur returned from Bombay the same day and 

rested for a short while on Baba’s gaadi. Baily reported this to Baba, who replied, “So what? I only 

want love and he has it. I have no objection to his lying there.” Baily felt that to occupy the Master’s 

special seat was a great insult, but Baba made him understand that he gave no value to a piece of 

wood and some cushions. It was only love and obedience that mattered to him. 

Gulmai’s birthday was celebrated that day and Baba distributed sweets and tea. At two 

o’clock Baba suddenly left the Table Cabin, complaining, “This place is not suitable for my work,” 

and proceeded toward the riverside in search of a better place for seclusion. He walked to many 

different spots but found none to his liking; finally he selected a corner near his gaadi where he 

could remain undisturbed. 

But there was another reason for Baba’s sudden break in his confinement. On Saturday, 7 

July 1928, Aga Ali’s father again came to Toka to take him away, saying that he had heard a report 

that Meher Baba had left the ashram and all the schoolboys had gone insane. Haji was taken to 

meet his son and after observing that the boy was well and normal, he returned to Bombay the 

following day. 

 

As mentioned, Ardeshir Shapurji Baria, 37, had come to meet the Master at Toka and 

wished to stay in the ashram. To test him, Baba directed him to do the work of preparing bamboo 

matting. He was unfamiliar with such work, but Pendu showed him how to weave them and he 

brought the finished mats to Baba. After inspecting the mats, Baba put on Baria’s chappals and 

remarked, “Your chappals don’t fit me. What can I do? When your chappals are my size, I will 

keep you with me.” Baria was confused by Baba’s words. What Baba meant was that Ardeshir 

Baria was not yet ready to stay with him. So Baria left Toka after some days to pay the price for a 

suitable pair of chappals for Baba — to “prepare” himself and make his life worthy of staying with 

the Master. 

Ardeshir was later known as Kaka Baria, and became one of Meher Baba’s closest 

mandali, but he suffered two years of testing before he was fit to join the Beloved. Kaka was born 

in Navsari on 23 February 1891. He studied mechanical engineering in college and worked for two 

years for the Greaves Cotton Mills of Bombay (the same company for which Chanji had worked). 

After working for a similar firm in Nagpur for five years, Kaka spent two years at the Tata Iron & 

Steel Company in Jamshedpur. He had also worked in Iraq as an automotive mechanic. In 1928, 

when he met Baba, he was living in Bombay and was the owner of several taxicabs. 

From childhood Kaka had been interested in visiting the tombs of well-known saints. While 

in Nagpur he met Tajuddin Baba, who assured him, “All will be well with you.” 

He also visited Hazrat Babajan when he was in Poona. Even though he would see her 

regularly, he would never say a word to her. One day she inquired why he never asked her for 

anything. He replied, “You are the Ocean and I am but a traveler who has come to drink from the 

Ocean.” 

Kaka met Narayan Maharaj as well, who had him sit near him and treated him kindly. 

Finally he met Upasni Maharaj, and it was Maharaj who actually told Kaka to go for Meher Baba’s 

darshan. 

 

Since no barber in Toka was willing to cut the hair of the Mohammedan and Harijan boys, 

Pendu was asked  to shave and cut the hair of the boys and residents. A structure made of bamboo 

matting was improvised with two mirrors, two chairs and a bench for keeping newspapers and 



magazines. A man named Subedar volunteered to help Pendu.386 The opening of the shop was on 

Sunday, 8 July 1928, when Pendu shaved Baba, his first “customer.” Phonograph records were 

played in the background and the atmosphere was filled with lighthearted fun. Meherjee entertained 

the group by doing gymnastic tricks, and tea and refreshments were served. 

Later that day Baba recounted this tale: 

A Sadguru once caught hold of a boy and said how he wished that he would become his disciple. The boy was 

not interested, but the Sadguru persuaded him to be his disciple by promising him progress on the spiritual 

path. He promised to take the boy through the planes and let him have powers. Day after day, the boy regularly 

came to the Master solely in hope of this achievement. He waited six years, but never entered the planes. He 

eventually realized that the Master’s promise was a ploy and meant something else. 

It is the work of Sadgurus, it is the profession of Sadgurus, and it is the wish of Sadgurus to keep those of past 

connection near them by giving them “false” promises to make them stick to them. 

 

From the 1st of July 1928, a sanyasi named Shankar Pate had been staying in Toka. Baba 

had instructed him to meditate while seated under a tree, and he was given one meal a day. Of all 

the sanyasis, wandering yogis, mendicants, and fakirs who came to the Master, this one proved to 

be the most steadfast, remaining under Baba’s direct instructions for six months. 

The sanyasi lived like a recluse while at Toka. One day, while mentioning his solitary 

nature with the mandali, Baba was reminded of Nusserwan Satha. Baba had advised him to give 

up politics and remain with him, to which Nusserwan agreed but so far had not done. Baba quoted 

this couplet by Vivekananda, "Maya, let go thy hold,/ O sanyasi, be bold!” − which meant that one 

should be courageous enough to take the step of breaking one’s connections with the world. Despite 

Baba’s repeated advice, Nusserwan never gave up politics and never joined the ashram, though he 

continued to stay in contact with the Master his entire life. 

Even though Baba was fasting, he would often serve meals to the mandali and boys, and 

was careful to see that no food was wasted. On Monday, 9 July 1928, some of the mandali discarded 

a portion of their lunch. When Baba found out, he asked with obvious displeasure, “Why did you 

throw away some food?” They replied that he had served them more than they could eat. “I will 

serve as much as I like,” Baba scolded, “but you should never waste food. You should have eaten 

it even if your stomachs had burst. You know it is my standing order not to waste food. Why did 

you break that order? Am I so mad as to give you more than you could eat? Haven’t you at least 

that much understanding after so many years? This Path is not as easy as swallowing laddoos all 

day long. You have no idea what I am giving you through this food.” 

Once a week Pesu would go to Ahmednagar for marketing, and would always dress in torn 

clothing. In spite of Rustom’s constant pleading with him to wear better clothes, Pesu refused to 

change his attire, even though Rustom offered to pay for the material and tailoring charges. One 

day Pesu went for a swim in the river and left his tattered clothing on the bank. On Baba’s 

instructions, Rustom snuck up and tore his clothes even more. When Pesu came out of the water 

and found his clothes in shreds, he wrapped a towel around himself and ran to Baba. At the time 

Baba was serving lunch to the boys. Pesu could not contain himself and said, “Baba, Rustom ...” 

Baba interrupted him and asked, “Why didn’t you bring lemons from the bazaar?” 

Pesu again tried to explain what Rustom had done, but before he could continue, Baba 

asked the same question. This exchange was repeated two or three more times until at last Pesu 

walked away. Afterward Baba burst out laughing with a big silent smile, and all the rest thoroughly 

enjoyed the joke. 

Pleader was new to the mandali, having recently joined, and he expressed his willingness 

to serve Baba in any way. As mentioned, there were no sweepers in the ashram, and this was a 

 
386 Subedar had lived at Meherabad for a time in 1927. 



problem as there were no flush toilets or septic tanks − just tin boxes under each toilet, which had 

to be emptied and disinfected daily. Masaji was given the duty of cleaning the women’s toilets, and 

the men would relieve themselves in the fields. But the boys’ toilets required cleaning and this was 

done by different men mandali. 

One day Baba informed Pleader, “You should either work as a sweeper or fast for seven 

months on water. Which do you prefer?” Pleader (who was from a wealthy family) chose to fast, 

but Baba suggested otherwise: “We Masters also work as sweepers cleaning toilets [meaning 

sanskaras] and we do that internally. You should attend to the external latrines and I will see to the 

internal. Don’t think of anything else except this duty.” Pleader hesitated, but Baba assured him, 

“Don’t let it bother you. I will give you another duty after some time.” 

Gustadji’s brother Sohrab suggested to Baba that for exercise the men should swim four to 

five miles in the river every day. Baba exclaimed, “Swim in me; I am the Ocean! Chanji and 

Buasaheb have crossed it, and you are all swimming in it. I am the Ocean of love!” 

On Tuesday, 10 July 1928, the third anniversary of the Master’s silence was celebrated. 

Minoo Pohowala and Ghani came. At two in the afternoon, Baba’s feet were washed and the 

mandali and boys gave him a bath. The daily singing of the Gujarati arti composed by Baba, 

Bujaave Naar, began from that day. As prasad, Baba distributed sweets and tea to all. 

 

Although Baba was in seclusion, he would come to the ashram every day for inspection 

and also go for a walk to the riverside. In the moonlight he would often go for a ride along the river 

in a rowboat with the boys and mandali. Most of his time was spent with the boys. When not 

explaining spiritual matters or giving them a discourse, Baba would play cricket, atya-patya, and 

Ping-Pong with the boys. In the games of cricket, Baba would be the captain of one team and 

Rustom of the other, and every day a match was played between their respective teams. 

The classes in the school were being conducted regularly with exams given periodically. 

On Sunday, 15 July 1928, S. N. Deshpande was hired to help Edke teach in the school.387 Baba 

himself would keep a watchful eye on the teachers’ lessons. Four boys were shifted from the Meher 

Ashram to the Prem Ashram that day. Ramaji was out of sorts and insisted on leaving, so he was 

sent to Arangaon on the 17th. 

Baily left for Poona on 19 July, where his mother was ill. One of the boys named Damu 

had been ill for almost three weeks with a persistent high fever. Baba called the boy and took him 

on his lap, saying, “Tell your fever to go to Baba! Don’t worry. I am always near you, with you, 

and in you.” Baba played chess that night until 10:00 P.M. with Khak Saheb and Ramjoo. 

Parents of the boys were permitted to visit their children in Toka, and Baba even paid for 

their transport charges. A bus was arranged to leave from Ahmednagar and the parents could come 

free of charge. But when some of the parents began asking for the bus too frequently, this facility 

was stopped. They could still visit any number of times, but they had to bear the charges for coming. 

A boy named Jamshed Afseri continued to disobey Baba’s instructions and on 21 July, he 

was asked to leave the ashram, which he did, showing no sign of regret. The next day, Aga Ali was 

reported to be misbehaving, so he was transferred back to the Meher Ashram. It was a severe 

punishment for Ali and he cried throughout the night. Two more boys who were especially 

troublesome were Jamshed Khan and Mehedi Khan, both of whom left the school on the 23rd. Baba 

was not, however, displeased by their departures. On the contrary, he remarked, “A great burden 

has been lifted from my shoulders. I will be able to breathe freely now after half a year of tolerance.” 

The next evening, several of the other boys began crying uncontrollably and behaving in 

an uncooperative manner. Baba was upset and blamed the staff, complaining, “If this is the result 

 
387 Two teachers (one named Kamble) had been hired at the end of June. 



of so much labor and spending lakhs [hundreds of thousands] of rupees, it has all been useless! 

Now it is better to close down the ashram.” 

On 23 July 1928, Baba called Meredith Starr and discussed his future work. In the course 

of their conversation, Baba remarked, “I will work through you in the West. You will work for me 

directly. You are fit for this [spiritual] line and so I have drawn you here. I will make you perfect 

in this life.” Thinking himself to be someone important, Starr was of course delighted to hear this. 

Pleader had been to Bombay for a few days and returned that day with his mother and a 

friend, both of whom were pleased to meet Baba. 

On 24 July, the ashram boys were punished for their misbehavior the previous day by not 

being allowed to go near Baba or have his darshan. Baba did not visit the school, although he made 

his usual rounds of the ashram. Because of his misconduct, Aga Ali had been ordered to attend 

school and he obeyed, though he had tears in his eyes and soon expressed his desire to return to 

Bombay. Baba readily consented and motioned for him to leave immediately, but Raosaheb 

intervened, appealing to Baba to forgive the boy. After several hours of discussion, Baba at last 

pardoned Ali. The next day he forgave all the boys and allowed them to take darshan. Baily and 

Ramjoo returned at noon; Padri left with Pleader’s mother and returned three days later. 

 

The weather in Toka continued to be damp and dreary, which caused some of the mandali 

and five of the boys to fall ill with fever. When Dr. Sathe, the ashram’s physician, did not show up 

for three days due to flooded roads, Baba himself began treating all the patients. He would prescribe 

and distribute medicine, take the patients’ temperatures and feel their pulses. He would even wash 

their plates and glasses, not permitting anyone else to do this work for fear of contamination. 

Someone remarked, “Perhaps this place is unhealthy,” to which Baba replied, “I am jamir 

[resilient] enough for that. Let us see.” And amazingly, all the patients became well within two 

days. Karim had been suffering from a high fever but he was ordered by Baba to continue his duty 

in the Prem Ashram − and even he felt better. Ramjoo was similarly affected, but recovered quickly 

after Baba visited him at 11:00 P.M. and gave him medicine. 

Padri was in charge of the dispensary at Toka, with Beheram serving as his assistant and 

as compounder. After residing in Toka for two weeks, Edke (one of the teachers) developed terrible 

sores on his leg, which became septic and would not heal. His condition became so severe that 

Masaji had to carry him around on his back. No treatment cured the infection. Dr. Sathe was 

convinced that the only resort was to send Edke to Ahmednagar where the leg would have to be 

amputated. A date was fixed for the operation and the doctor came to Toka for one last checkup. 

This time Baba attended the examination and inquired what medicines had been tried. Pointing to 

a bottle of lotion, Baba asked if it had been used. Dr. Sathe replied that it had not, so Baba picked 

it up and, handing it to Edke, directed him to apply the lotion. The very next day, all traces of the 

infectious sores were miraculously gone and no amputation was necessary. 

On Sunday, 29 July, Raya, Anna 104, and Gulabsha arrived in Toka. Raya and Anna had 

been staying in Ahmednagar since the move to Toka, and Gulabsha returned after being away since 

December. A cricket match was played that day. In the evening Meredith read some of his poetry, 

which he would write daily.388 Afterward, Khak Saheb read out one of his compositions to Baba. 

The next evening, one of the mandali commented that it was remarkable that a few 

Europeans had come to stay at Toka. Baba pointed to Starr’s quarters and said, “In the future, many 

will come. This whole line [of buildings] will be full of Europeans.” 

On 1 August 1928, Shankar Pate, the sanyasi at Toka, was told to fast on only water, and 

he agreed. He did so for two days and was then given oranges to eat. 

 
388 A collection of Meredith’s poems were published in 1930 titled, Arrows of Flame.  



Baba went to the night watchman’s quarters on the 1st for a tea party. Kaka Shahane’s 

family sang the Marathi arti and the mandali sang the Gujarati one. That night at 9:00 P.M., Baba 

took two dozen of the mandali boating in the moonlight. They returned after half an hour, and Khak 

recited one of his songs, followed by singing by Edke, Sidhu, Dhake, and Sohrab Hansotia’s son 

Dara, who was staying at Toka and helping in the school. 

When Dara arrived, like everyone else, he was expected to obey the following six standing 

“Don’t” orders from Baba: 

1. Don’t drink anything in a standing position. 

2. Don’t accept any eatable outside the boundary of Meher Ashram, without permission. 

3. Don’t touch the body of any boy of the ashram. 

4. Don’t touch any article belonging to others, except with permission. 

5. Don’t use a plate and glass not belonging to you. 

6. Don’t give your plate and glass to anybody. 

On 3 August, Baba rose at five, and at eight o’clock he called all the boys and presented 

each one with new coats, books, pencils, photographs of himself, and books about his life (probably 

Dastur’s booklet). 

Two days later, something quite different occurred. While Baba was seated on his gaadi 

with all the boys gathered around him, he called each boy for a “special prasad.” And what was 

that prasad? A kick in the pants from Baba! For the first time, a physical reprimand was meted out 

to all the boys of the Prem and Meher Ashrams. Phonograph records were then played and a prasad 

of sweets was distributed. 

Baba’s special prasad was not without meaning, for within a few days the behavior and 

attitude of the boys seemed to undergo a radical change. The boys began meditating more and more, 

some even rising at 1:00 A.M. to begin their meditation, and they would meditate on their own 

without being instructed to do so. Within a few days, more than half a dozen boys were ready to be 

transferred to the Prem Ashram. The marvelous part of it was that this new group of spiritually 

inspired boys included some of the ones who had been the worst troublemakers. The mandali in 

charge of the boys were quite impressed to see how Baba’s special prasad had its effect. 

During a discourse on Sunday, 5 August 1928, Baba emphasized to Gustadji’s brother, 

Homi Hansotia, who had arrived in a Mohammedan outfit and announced that he had converted to 

Islam: 

Mukti [liberation from all future births and deaths] is not possible without surrenderance to a Perfect Master. 

The outer forms of religions, their rites, ceremonies, and shariat, are bindings, and religion itself is a prison. 

This “conversion” of yours is nothing but jumping from one prison to another. 

To celebrate the Parsi New Year the school was closed on 9 August, and cricket was played. 

From 10:30 until noon, Baba’s feet were washed by the boys. Earlier during the cricket match 

Baba’s knee was injured, but despite the pain and being on a fast, Baba played as actively as ever. 

He later served food to everyone, which they ate under the shade of a tree with Baba seated among 

them. At three o’clock cricket was played again, but this time Baba did not participate due to his 

injury, but he watched from the sidelines. 

To entertain Baba and the ashram boys, Baidul, Buasaheb, Dhake, Dastur, Masaji, 

Nadirsha, Pendu, Raosaheb, Mehrabanpur, Subnis, and Namdar staged a play that evening. 

Baba loved Kaka Shahane’s family very much and had accepted responsibility for the 

maintenance of the family and the education of the seven children. On 10 August, Mohan Shahane 

left the ashram to further his higher education. He and Gadekar had both been serving as teachers 

in the school. Baba did not wish Mohan to leave, but the young man was not deeply drawn to the 
spiritual life and wished to attend graduate school and pursue a Master’s degree. He had only been 

staying in the ashram to fulfill his father’s promise to Baba, which was that after Mohan’s college 

graduation he would stay with Baba for six months, and that period had now expired. Baba revealed 



to Kaka Shahane, “If Mohan stays with me, he will become internationally famous,” but Mohan 

decided to go his own way and left Baba for the rest of his life. 

When Mohan was leaving, Baba turned to Chhagan and Padri and remarked sadly, “He 

will not see me again for 700 years.” 

On Saturday, 11 August 1928, the Collector (Chief Administrative Officer) of 

Ahmednagar, A. M. Macmillan, paid a visit to the ashram especially to meet the three Europeans, 

Meredith Starr and the two ladies. The man was quite impressed that Britishers would migrate to 

India to join a spiritual ashram. 

That same day Aga Ali’s father Haji Muhammad again returned, demanding that he be 

allowed to take his son away “only for a few days.” It seems that Jamshed Afseri, who had been 

recently sent from the ashram, had gone to Bombay and was instigating opposition against Baba 

and the school. The resentful boy was spreading all sorts of false statements about what was 

happening in Toka; he claimed to have personally witnessed and suffered the cruelty of the mandali, 

teachers and staff of the institution. Baba was always indifferent to such slander. When this news 

about Jamshed was conveyed, Ramjoo remembered Baba having remarked to him in April, 

“Jamshed is not what he appears. He will prove a traitor.” Baba’s words were coming true. 

For two days and nights, the mandali tried to reason with Haji, but the old man refused to 

allow his son to remain at Toka. Finally, the mandali reminded him of the agreement he had signed, 

and they refused to cancel it unless he compensated Baba for the expense of the boy’s education, 

lodging, and boarding to date. Baba of course did not care about the money; the mandali were only 

trying to make Haji listen to reason. Ali’s father left, but was disturbed and did not return to 

Bombay. He went to Ahmednagar and reported the matter to the police. 

On 11 August, Baba began giving discourses to the boys again, which he had stopped since 

January. Explaining about the transitoriness of life, he stated: 

Sin and virtue, good and bad, heaven and hell are all bindings because they are transitory [and illusory states]. 

But such truths cannot be mentioned to the outside world because most of mankind lacks the preparedness and 

understanding to digest such knowledge. If some things are revealed, instead of being enlightened, people may 

fumble more in the darkness of their ignorance. Instead of making a good impression, if such things are not 

properly explained, the outside world would have a very distorted, bad impression about the things I tell you. 

The Master was in a splendid mood that night after arti. At 8:30 he revealed to the mandali 

that a pir in Africa on the sixth plane had just given up his body, and at that moment Baba felt a 

shock. He also disclosed that there was an advanced soul between the fifth and sixth planes in 

Baghdad, who acknowledged himself as Meher Baba’s disciple. “There is another one in Egypt on 

the fifth plane,” Baba stated. “He too has full powers, but he is unknown [to the general public].” 

The following day, there was a quarrel between Baily and Buasaheb. Buasaheb wanted to 

know who had given Baily tea and bread without his permission. It was a petty matter and Buasaheb 

stirred up a storm unnecessarily. Baba severely took him to task over it, and Buasaheb apologized 

for being overzealous. 

After Buasaheb acknowledged his mistake, Baba ordered him to place his head on Baily’s 

feet, which he did. But this did not pacify Baily who wished to be transferred to Rustom’s 

department in the ashram. While permitting it, Baba remarked to him, “If despite Buasaheb’s 

apology your heart has not forgiven him, then you have no heart.” This, in turn, made Baily 

apologize. 

The men mandali’s department was officially referred to as Meherabad (even though they 

were living at Toka), but as mentioned before, Pendu had humorously named it the Harijan 

Department due to the poor quality food being served. On 13 August, Baba renamed it Maharwada, 

meaning the Mahar Locality where low class people live. Baba also gave each man a number such 

as Mahar Number 1, Mahar Number 2, and so forth. 



The next day, the school was given another holiday in celebration of Zoroaster’s birthday. 

The boys happily played games in the morning, and at 10:30 Baba’s feet were washed. Pendu, 

Padri, and Pesu were Baba’s attendants, but during the washing of his feet, they were absent and 

this displeased Baba. Later Baba also reproved Vishnu and Shahane for some negligence, “Why 

are you people harassing me in this way? Even though I agree to this ceremony because you wish 

it, you fail to make the proper arrangements.” 

At the evening program, Dhake and Dastur delivered speeches — the former’s talk was in 

a comical vein and the latter’s quite serious, causing Baba to quip, “Dhake’s was very humorous 

and Dastur’s very high.” 

Ramjoo’s sister, Amina Jaffer, who stayed with the women in Toka, contracted cholera 

and on 15 August appeared critically ill. Showing special concern, Baba would visit her even in the 

middle of the night and personally gave her medicine to make certain that she recovered. 

 

Meanwhile, Aga Ali’s father had not found much help at the police station in Ahmednagar. 

He was informed that his complaint was not a matter for the police but for the courts. When this 

was reported to Baba, he surprisingly remarked, “It is good if he takes us to court. Let the court 

decide one way or the other so that we will not be disturbed any more.” 

Principal Dhake was late again for school that day. When Baba found out, he scolded him 

and gave Dhake an unusual punishment, making him give a humorous lecture for half an hour. 

A Ping-Pong table was kept in the dining hall, and that evening Baba played Ping-Pong for 

one hour with Jalbhai, Beheram, and Gustadji’s nephew Dara. 

Meredith Starr was staying aloof and meditating during the day, and at night also. He was 

having mere glimpses, yet every day he would narrate his experiences to Baba as if they were 

extraordinary. He was naïvely convinced that he was now ready for Realization. On Thursday, 16 

August 1928, when Starr described his most recent “brush with the Infinite,” saying that he had 

experienced bliss during his meditation, Baba seemingly expressed his pleasure. However, he 

wanted Starr to be humble and turned to Dara, advising him, “Don’t think of Union or Realization, 

only love. Try to love me by meditating on me. Leave all other thoughts behind. There is a saying 

in Persian: ‘A thousand kings and emperors like Jamshed and Kaikhushru are like slaves before a 

Qutub.’ ” 

On the 17th, Baily left for a few days. That day, Baba began acting peculiarly, flinging 

things about which were near at hand. Twice he sent his cuspidor and his alphabet board flying, 

once at noon and again at night. In the evening Baba had his gaadi placed in the dining hall for the 

first time and sat there while the boys ate. 

 

Several of the boys who were meditating from 1:00 A.M. until sunrise were obviously not 

sleeping much. Concerned about their health, on 18 August, Baba began giving private interviews 

to the boys, inquiring whether they had slept and how they were feeling. Almost 30 of the 

youngsters revealed that they were rising in the middle of the night for meditation. Yet it was 

observed that, despite lack of sleep, the boys seemed as alert and active as ever. 

Khak Saheb wanted to write more poetry in Urdu, and Baba told him, “Begin writing after 

a few days, when I go ‘in’ [into seclusion]. I will give you some experience, and your writings will 

then guide many souls.” 

The following day, an elocution contest was held and Dhake and Ramjoo were declared 

the winners. Just as the prizes were being distributed at five o’clock, the happy atmosphere was 

spoiled by the sudden intrusion of an angry group of Muslim parents demanding the return of their 

children, including Aga Ali’s father who had brought a legal writ to this effect. 



Baba had the parents wait, and for more than two hours discussed the problem with the 

mandali, who had various opinions about what to do. Some felt that they should fight the matter 

out in the courts, but others felt that they should simply hand over the boys and end the trouble. 

Surprisingly, Baba sided with the latter group to avoid a court case, and Aga Ali and three other 

boys were put in custody of their parents that night. 

Afterward Baba commented about the fate of Aga Ali, “Four boys have departed, of whom 

Ali was the best. Ali will suffer much, but the suffering will bring him closer to me. To suffer for 

me is good, though it would have been better had his father let him remain here. If he stays with 

his parents and is happy, well and good. If he goes mad, his father will bring him back to me. If he 

dies, he will be in me [liberated]. But anyway, it will be all right for he has love which no one can 

rob from him.” 

Baba had been continuously fasting since the 5th of July. At times he would drink milkless 

tea or sherbet. Yet during this period, despite fasting, he was always energetic and agile. Up to then 

he had not stepped out of the ashram at Toka since arriving in June. But on Monday, 20 August 

1928, on the Hindu festival of Naag Panchmi (worship of cobras), Baba left at 7:30 A.M. with 

eighteen people for a visit to Ahmednagar and Shendi. Accompanying him were a few of the 

mandali, a number of boys, Chhota Baba, Meredith Starr and the two Western women. 

They arrived in Ahmednagar at 9:30 and the group went to Akbar Press where they stayed 

for three hours. Sitar and tambura music were played and breakfast served. Afterward they went to 

Shendi, a village a few miles from Nagar which Baba had visited a year before. Baba was received 

with great enthusiasm. Borker had set up the program and the Patil of the village had seen to all the 

arrangements. Baba was taken in a grand procession to the Patil’s house where he was covered with 

garlands. At seven that night Baba returned with the group to Toka. 

For some time, Chanji’s brother, Naoroji Dadachanji, who lived in Bombay, was suffering 

from a severe case of dysentery. Despite many different treatments, he was not recovering. Baba 

called him to Toka and asked him to begin eating only chapatis and milk. Although this idea did 

not appeal to him, he followed Baba’s advice. But Naoroji’s dysentery seemed to get worse, and 

after two days, on 21 August, when Baba asked him how he felt, he said, “Baba, my trouble has 

increased by eating chapatis. For this disease, chapatis are poison.” 

Baba replied, “All right, then you may eat rice.” Naoroji was happy and switched to this 

diet. But the rice seemed to aggravate his dysentery even more and he became desperate over what 

to do next. Through Chanji, Baba sent him the message to return to Bombay. Naoroji was 

disappointed and sought Baba’s forgiveness, pleading that whatever Baba told him to eat, he would. 

Baba asked him, “Willingly or unwillingly?” 

“Very willingly!” Naoroji replied. “I now have full faith and trust in you.” Baba then 

instructed him to eat only cream of wheat and in a few days his health was nearly normal. 

 

Without explaining the reason, Baba seemed quite indifferent to Aga Ali’s removal this 

time and did not send anyone to bring him back. He concentrated instead on the spiritual progress 

of the remaining boys who, for the previous few weeks, had been increasingly drawn to him. On 

Wednesday, 22 August 1928, Baba eased the school curriculum for one month and ordered the 

mandali to let the boys come to him whenever they wished. During this period, Baba was 

surrounded by the children wherever he went. Many of the boys would wake up at midnight and 

sit in meditation. At the same time, they would observe the routine during school hours, study, 

meals, and games without feeling tired. Baba indicated that this was a good sign and he was pleased 

with their enthusiasm. A complete change in the Prem Ashram was noticed and the play of Wine 

began again. 



The Master started paying particular attention to a boy named Bhiwa, often calling him to 

be near him, and patting and kissing him.389 One day at 1:30 P.M., Baba gathered all the Prem 

Ashram boys and asked whether they were having any problems meditating at night and early in 

the morning. Many replied that they were not, but Bhiwa began shedding tears and did not answer. 

Baba questioned him. After hesitating, Bhiwa answered, “While meditating, I don’t see your 

physical form. Many thoughts assail me.” 

Baba consoled him with an explanation about the mind: 

The mind is a terrible curse. Its business is to think and think — the more so when we do not wish to think of a 

particular person or thing. For instance, when you sit down for meditation or concentration on the guru or the 

Beloved [God], other worldly thoughts of a thousand and one kinds, of which ordinarily you would not have 

dreamed, are sure to rush into your mind. Thoughts always creep in with their continuous onslaughts, for it is 

the business of the mind to think, think and think. 

But the real thinker and meditator is he who would not pay attention to these thoughts and would go on 

meditating on the image of his worship, even amidst the strongest attacks. This intervention of other ideas is 

not a sin, or a defect, or even a mistake of the sadhak [aspirant]. These thoughts do and will come as long as 

that terrible mind is there. The sadhak has only to persist strenuously to drive away these as much as he can and 

think of the Beloved. He should not give up meditation or feel disturbed or disappointed by these attacks. 

You need not worry or cry that you cannot love when you cannot meditate due to other thoughts disturbing you. 

For don’t you get up from your sweet sound sleep at midnight with the idea of doing meditation? That is half 

the work done — sacrificing your sweet sleep for meditation of your own accord without any compulsion. Do 

you not try to sit down for hours until morning to meditate on me when others are in sound sleep? This is three-

fourths of the work done! Now, only one-fourth is left; that is, thinking of only one thing. And try to do that. If 

you are successful, all right; if not, don’t worry. Three-fourths of the work has been done by your waking up 

and trying to sit for hours in meditation. It is no fault of yours if you do not get the image before your eyes. 

Persevere and persist in your efforts. Do not be discouraged and give up the effort. Do not try to throw away 

the sitar because it is hard to tune. Try to adjust and tune each string persistently, with the firm intent of making 

the instrument work. Similarly, try to catch outside thoughts by the ear and throw them out. 

Suppose there are innumerable mosquitoes swarming around and some start biting you at night. What would 

you do to get rid of this annoyance? Would you just sit there and cry? No! You would at once get a mosquito 

net. You would resort to a remedy and it eventually would have the desired effect. Even though the mosquitoes 

would come in hordes at first, you would not feel disturbed, for they would almost all be outside the curtain, 

though a few might have come inside the net. Likewise, deal with all these thoughts. They, like mosquitoes, are 

sure to come and annoy you, but you have to put up a curtain of thoughts about me, by letting my divine image 

be present before your mind’s eye. Meditate on me so that the other thoughts automatically stop pestering your 

mind. Let the mosquito net of meditation on me save you from being bitten by your thoughts. 

To bring my image before your mind’s eye, think of me in my various physical activities — going here and 

there, discoursing, giving darshan, kissing and embracing the boys, playing games, joking with the boys, 

reclining on my seat, listening to records, et cetera. And while you will thus see me in my activities, an image 

will surely come before your eyes. No sooner than you get this scene, let it not escape, but have a firm hold on 

it in your mind and concentrate on it with all your affection. Thus your meditation on my various activities will 

lead you to a concentration on my form, and you will then sit for hours concentrating on it. 

Remember what I explained, call to me and keep me in mind, and then meditate on my movements, gestures, 

facial expressions, and activities, whatever you remember. If thoughts interrupt, let them. Do not pay any heed. 

I will teach some of the selected boys and a few of the mandali the methods of meditation. It should be done 

quite aloof from everyone. Meditation should not be a troublesome burden or boring. It should give joy and be 

continued. 

Baba demonstrated three sitting postures and made a revealing remark, “When I was Jesus, 

I showed these methods to a thief.” 

Continuing, Baba stressed the importance of awakening early in the morning, between 4 

and 6:00 A.M., for meditation and then quoted this saying: 

During the first part of the night, most people are awake. 

 
389 Bhiwa had served as Baba’s orderly for some time in January 1927.  



During the second part of the night, before midnight, merrymakers and gluttons are awake. 

During the third part of the night, after midnight, thieves are awake. 

During the fourth part of the night before dawn, yogis are awake. 

When one of the boys asked for an explanation of how a yogi meditates, Baba commented 

briefly on the difference between the yogic form of meditation and what he had explained to Bhiwa: 

There is a great difference between a yogi’s meditation and sincere meditation [on God or the guru]. A yogi’s 

meditation ends in samadhi, while meditation done out of love ends in Union. A yogi’s meditation ends where 

love’s activity begins. 

A treasure hunt was organized for the boys on the 31st, a Hindu holiday. The mandali were 

impressed with the boys’ ability to solve the difficult clues. The game was played from 7:00 to 9:00 

A.M., followed by washing of Baba’s feet. 

At 8:00 A.M. the next morning, Saturday, 1 September 1928, a gathering was held in the 

new quarters of the Prem Ashram. Baba explained about the four types of samadhi and then 

dictated: 

For God-realization, all experienced mahatmas say, “Go to a Sadguru. Serve him; love him; and remain in his 

shelter.” Swami Vivekananda, in his life of Ramakrishna Paramhansa [My Master], expresses his opinion that 

God must be worshiped as man, i.e., as an incarnation of God, and blessed are those races which have such 

incarnations of God to worship. These incarnations are living Gods on earth. These Man-Gods are real Gods 

who have been worshiped [in ages past].  

Of what use and advantage are mere mystical principles? We must put our faith and our hope in these Man-

Gods. When we think of them, they enter our soul and make us like them. Therefore, meditate on me because I 

am a Sadguru.  

Baba ended by stating: “Love me sincerely. None will repent for having loved me. None 

will repent for having served me. None will repent for having surrendered to me — though at 

present you may feel so!” 

At two in the afternoon a cricket match was played. In the evening a program of comical 

skits and speeches was held in the House of Nonsense, the name given by Baba to the evening 

sessions in the dining hall where, for the previous several days, regular entertainment programs 

were staged. That night there were humorous songs, speeches, and plays. Ramjoo excelled by 

speaking in four different languages, composing nonsense poetry and changing his hat every few 

minutes to suit his varied presentation. Bhau Cheema also performed a small farce. 

The next day, Kaikhushru Masa, his wife Soonamasi, and Pilamai left Toka for Bombay, 

from where Pilamai traveled on to Karachi. 

On the evening of 3 September, there was a discussion about poets and Baba remarked: 

Persian poets are the best, followed by the Urdu ones and then the Marathi poets. In English, only Wordsworth 

and Shelley are of that caliber. Hafiz’s poems are truly the most inspiring and revealing. Rumi’s and Shams’ 

are philosophical, but they are filled with beauty and truth. 

Baba added, “Our Khak Saheb, after he gains ‘experience’ will be inspired, and a flow of 

writing will pour forth from him in the future, which will be extraordinary.” 

The children greatly enjoyed this period of being in Baba’s constant company. They were 

allowed many liberties that no adult would have dared before the Master. On several occasions they 

persuaded Baba to be photographed after they dressed him in different attire — as a king, as Lord 

Krishna and Ram. Baba had informed them that one day he intended to visit Europe and America, 

so they even dressed him in a Western suit. 

At four o’clock on the afternoon of Tuesday, 4 September 1928, he allowed them to dress 

him as a local farmer. The children wrapped a long, white dhoti around Baba, made him wear a silk 

coat and wrapped a rose-colored turban on his head. Baba then took his seat in the rickshaw and 

was pulled by the boys and the mandali to the banks of the river at five o’clock. Photographs were 



taken by Raosaheb. Baba looked as if he were calling the world to join him in the boat. Age urged 

one and all, “Sail with him across the river of life to the Eternal Shore! Who has the courage to 

heed the Captain’s call? Who has the heart to transcend his own mind?” 

Baba and the boys had a splendid time riding the boat on the river. Afterward he took his 

seat in the rickshaw and was again taken for a ride. Stopping at one place, Baba’s mood became 

serious and he revealed the difference between mercy and compassion: 

Mercy is one thing and compassion is something else. I do not show mercy in the ordinary, worldly sense, but I 

do have compassion. For example, two people see a man shivering — freezing to death in the cold. One feels 

sorry for him, but walks past. The other feels no pity, but realizes the man needs covering. So he takes off his 

coat and gives it to the man, thereby exposing himself to the cold. That is compassion. 

The seventy-plus boys living at Toka were so enamored of Baba that they had moments of 

divine madness. They were not content to have only his personal companionship; they wanted his 

belongings as well. They would pick up his handkerchiefs, bedsheets, chappals, tobacco and betel 

nuts — anything that the Master had used or touched. Late at night on 4 September, some of the 

children ran to Baba’s room at eleven o’clock calling him to come out. The mandali were upset 

with the children for disturbing Baba in his private room, interrupting his rest and internal spiritual 

work, but Baba took the disturbance lightly and came out, and lovingly met with them for a while. 

However, he ordered them, “Henceforth, do not come to me before 2:00 A.M. After that, it is all 

right.” 

As Chanji noted in his diary that day: “Boys all crazy to run after Shree. Quite a queer sort 

of game going on here nowadays; all rules, et cetera, being for the time laid aside as far as Shree’s 

visit and nearness to the boys was concerned.” 

Saturday, 8 September 1928, was Lord Krishna’s birthday. A procession was formed at 

eight in the morning, starting at the mandali’s quarters and proceeding to Meher Ashram and then 

to the riverbank. Baba was elaborately dressed as Krishna by the women mandali. As there was no 

palanquin, Baba was carried in his gaadi on the men mandali’s shoulders. All were so engrossed in 

utter joy that they forgot themselves and lifted Baba with such abandon that he fell off the gaadi 

and landed in a thicket. Baba kept smiling, despite being hurt, and eventually the procession 

returned to Meher Ashram. 

Cricket was played there and though Baba was still fasting, he played energetically on both 

sides. According to the tradition of the day, an earthen pot containing yogurt was hung at a height 

and smashed with a stick, and there was a scramble by the boys to taste some of the curd. 

Photographs of the ashram group were taken by G. M. Shah, and afterward Baba served food to 

all. 

The next day, more photographs were taken — one of Baba with Murli, and another of 

Baba, Chhota Baba and the mandali in the boat. Photographs of Baba with all the Prem Ashram 

and Meher Ashram boys were arranged, as well as separate photographs of Baba as Krishna. 

Despite having few materials on hand to work with, the women had made a beautiful crown for 

Baba. The guests actually believed it to be a real jeweled crown. Ramjoo’s sister, Amina Jaffer, 

was so impressed, she mused, “One day I too shall adorn you, Baba, in a splendid outfit.”390 

The Master broke his long fast on Krishna’s birthday by eating a little rice and dal, but 

began fasting again two days later. Besides singing his arti, the boys had also begun washing Baba’s 

feet every night with milk. 

Three days after this (13 September), Baba discontinued taking milk tea and remained on 

only a cup of sherbet, fruit juice, or weak black tea. This fast lasted continuously for the next 43 

days. 

 
390 Years later, Amina did dress Baba in an Arab robe and headdress. 



 

It was Baba’s order for all to take a lantern while going out at night in the dark. On the 

night of 10 September, Meherjee went out to urinate, but forgot his lamp. His mistake had its 

immediate consequence, for a large scorpion, which he would have otherwise seen, stung him. The 

whole night, he reeled with pain and restlessness, and because of this incident, he never forgot the 

lesson of what happens when the Master’s word is not honored. Edke was also stung by a scorpion 

that same night. 

Gustadji’s brother, Homi Hansotia, who was living in Toka at this time, knew certain 

mantras which were said to alleviate the pain of a scorpion’s sting. Some would be benefited by 

his “mantra treatment” while others were not, though Homi claimed that every victim was definitely 

relieved. 

One night a scorpion stung Homi himself and the whole night he was in pain. The mantras 

did not help him, so at one point he began screaming, “O Meher Baba! O Meher Baba!” After a 

few minutes, he shouted, “O Sai Baba! Sai Baba!” Then he called out, “O Babajan! Babajan!” In 

this way, he kept calling to all the Perfect Masters to help him — first Meher Baba, then Sai Baba, 

Hazrat Babajan, Narayan Maharaj, Upasni Maharaj, Tajuddin Baba and then reverting to Meher 

Baba again. 

The next morning, Homi complained to Baba, “I was in so much pain last night that I 

became hoarse from calling you. But you did not listen and come to help.” 

“On the contrary,” Baba replied, “I heard every word, but you did not allow me to come. 

Last night, I was in the middle of a very important meeting with the Perfect Masters. Sai Baba, 

Hazrat Babajan, Upasni Maharaj, Narayan Maharaj and Tajuddin Baba were all there, discussing 

important Universal work with me, when I heard your cry. And though it was a very important and 

urgent issue concerning the world, I cannot ignore the call of my lover. Therefore, leaving aside 

this discussion, I rose to come to you, but then you shouted, ‘Sai Baba! Sai Baba!’ So, I thought 

you were calling to him and he would help you. I sat down and Sai Baba got up, but then you called 

out, ‘Babajan! Babajan!’ and he sat down. 

“You kept doing this and your repeated cries to every Perfect Master convinced us that you 

had no faith in any of us, and you were simply calling on one after the other in hope that something 

would work. Had you called on only one with full faith, he would have helped you. 

“What could I do?” Baba asked him. “I was ready to help you, but your faith in me was 

lacking.” 

Homi replied, “I have full faith in you, Baba.” 

“Had your faith in me been only in me, you would have called on me alone. Remember 

that by holding firmly to the feet of only one Master, your aim is achieved. But by leaving one 

Master for another, you will be left in the lurch.” 

 

Meanwhile in Bombay, Aga Ali was longing desperately to be in the presence of his 

Beloved, and once again, overcoming the restraints of his family, he ran away. He had almost 

reached Ahmednagar when a friend of his family recognized him and held him captive, sending a 

telegram to his father. Haji Muhammad left Bombay immediately and came to take Ali back before 

he could reach Toka. 

On Wednesday, 12 September 1928, Baba embraced all the boys except Ali Akbar. The 

boy could not bear this and began crying, resolving to go away, but soon Baba comforted him and 

he quieted down. It was the pain of Baba’s indifference that Ali Akbar could not bear. The boy was 

to learn that love flourishes, is nourished and strengthened by the pain of the Beloved’s arrows. 



During this period, Baba dictated this riddle in rhyming Gujarati: “The inside is like 

Bomanji’s oven; outside is the confluence of the Ganga and Jamuna [Yamuna rivers]. It is like wax 

fighting with steel; helpless, yet how obstinate!”391 

When no one could guess the answer, Baba explained that it was Ali Akbar and that the 

riddle described him well. 

Zoroaster’s birthday was celebrated on the 13th. Surprisingly, Baba showed no interest in 

joining the cricket match played that day and, as mentioned, began a long liquid fast then. At night 

a very funny play was enacted which pleased Baba immensely and brought him out of his sullen 

mood. 

Since Krishna’s birthday the week before, Baba had been suffering abdominal pains from 

being lifted up and down in the gaadi when his empty stomach was so extremely sensitive due to 

the prolonged fast. He was also in pain from having fallen from the gaadi into the thicket. These 

physical discomforts had no doubt contributed to Baba’s moodiness. 

The following day, the children wished to have Baba taken around the ashram in the 

rickshaw, and to please them, Baba tolerated the ride. But the constant jolts on the rough terrain 

only increased his stomach pain, and he was then unable even to drink water. That night there was 

no talk or discussion after the arti at nine o’clock. Keeping the boys at a distance, Baba leaned his 

head back on the gaadi and closed his eyes. All were ordered to go to sleep quietly. 

Baba looked very sad the next day. Despite his ill health, he tolerated the boys’ constant 

botherations throughout the day, which did not allow him to take the rest he so desperately needed. 

In the evening Baba sent the boys for a walk and instructed them to keep silence and speak only 

after they returned. Baba directed eight of the boys to pull the rickshaw around the ashram, carrying 

his kamli coat in it. 

In the evening at arti, Baba looked grief-stricken and fatigued. Seeing him like this, a boy 

named Tukaram Kamble burst out crying. When Baba asked him what he wanted, he replied, “I 

don’t want anything except one thing. I want your suffering. I cannot bear to see you suffer. Give 

me your suffering or I won’t leave!” 

“How could I give you my suffering?” Baba gestured. “It cannot be given to anyone. It is 

destined only for me.” 

Tukaram cried that he could not endure seeing Baba in this ill condition. Baba comforted 

him by assuring him that within two days he would be all right. 

The next day, Sunday, 16 September 1928, on the insistence of the Prem Ashram boys, 

Baba took a little milk. This relieved the boys’ anxiety. Baba’s father Bobo came to Toka that day 

with Padri, who had gone to Bombay four days before. After spending the night, Bobo left 

accompanied by Padri and Jalbhai. 

A discussion was held on the 17th in the Prem Ashram after reading out a few passages by 

the inspirational author James Allen published in Ashoi (Righteousness) magazine.392 That night, 

Dastur and Ramjoo hotly debated the controversial powers granted to King George. Baba 

commented: “King George is wise, and the Prince [Edward] of Wales is also very good. The best 

king of all is the King of Afghanistan [Amanullah Shah], who is noble, good-hearted, and clever. 

The only spiritually-minded king in the world today is the King of Nepal [Tribhuvan Bir Bikram 

Shah].” 

 
391 Ander Bomanji ki bhatthi/ Bahar Ganga Jamuna ekatthi./ Momki lohese lattha latthi/ Ajez lekin kitna 

hatthi! 
392 James Allen (1864–1912) is the author of As A Man Thinkth, who urged a life of voluntary poverty, 

manual labor, and ascetic self-discipline and self-improvement. 



On the morning of the 16th, the Patil of Toka village had approached Baba and prayed to 

him to bring rain. He said, “All of the villagers have done their best in worshiping the gods and 

goddesses of our ancestors, but there is still no rain.” Baba consoled him that he need not worry; 

rain would soon fall. Baba’s blessings were immediately translated into action as a heavy shower 

began shortly after the Patil departed. 

It rained heavily for four days without stopping and the river flooded. The ashram and 

women’s quarters were inundated. Baba went to the women to help them bail out their residence. 

Standing at the entrance of their quarters, he picked up a little mud and made a small dam in the 

doorway, diverting the water. 

After four days of rain, the villagers returned to Baba, this time with the prayer to stop the 

rain. They were afraid of the river flooding to the point of submerging their village. Baba assured 

them that it would not happen. The flooding was becoming a serious concern, not only in Toka but 

throughout Ahmednagar District. The amount of rainfall was unprecedented. Houses were 

collapsing and several people had been killed. The roads were closed and traffic had come to a 

standstill. The Pravara River was completely flooded, nearly overflowing into Toka village. 

Late in the night of 20 September, Baba asked Waman Subnis and Pleader to offer prayers 

to stop the rain. At 2:00 A.M., with a few persons, Baba walked to the banks of the Pravara River. 

There he sat down and dipped his feet in the water. Soon after, the rains diminished and the flood 

waters gradually receded. The village of Toka was saved and its residents were greatly relieved. 

 

The temporary structures at Toka were made of tatta (bamboo matting) but a permanent 

brick building, seven feet square, named Meher Manzil was erected for Baba. Quarters for the Prem 

Ashram boys were built inside the Meher Manzil compound, consisting of 32 rooms, each seven 

feet by four feet. 

On Friday, 21 September 1928, Meher Manzil was officially opened. Baba was given a 

bath by some of the boys after not having bathed for the previous eighteen days (a record as far as 

the mandali could recall). Despite this, there was no unpleasant odor from his body. Baba had been 

wearing the same sadra during this period, which had become quite dirty, and that too he changed. 

Baba’s Table Cabin was brought to the Meher Manzil the next day, and the new residence was 

inaugurated with bhajans and sweets. Baba was garlanded and photographed, and speeches were 

delivered by Dara and a few others. 

The Prem Ashram boys were shifted to Meher Manzil two days later, and Baba allotted 

separate rooms to each of the 32 boys. He remarked, but did not explain: “My plan here is to forge 

links.” What Baba meant by forging links may have had to do with his Universal work, for which 

he required separate “links,” and the boys of the Prem Ashram were perhaps to be those links. 

Although for the most part Chhota Baba was kept aloof near the Master, occasionally he 

would mix with the other boys. On the day they moved into Meher Manzil, Chhota Baba, advising 

some of the younger boys, said, “You will know Meher Baba by listening to him and obeying him 

100 percent. At present, none of us knows who Meher Baba really is.” 

 

Life in Toka was very strict. Every person who lived in the ashram had to obey Baba’s 

orders. The mandali had orders not to talk with the Prem Ashram boys, and if they happened to see 

any coming they would quickly retreat for fear the boys would start a conversation. They were also 

ordered not to come inside the Meher Manzil compound. If Baba happened to catch someone 

entering, he would question him, “Why did you come inside? What is in here to see? Go away!” 

On the 21st, due to some disagreement, Gulabsha was sent away from the ashram. 

During this period, Chanji once went for a bath in the river. He did not know how to swim 

and was bathing on the ghat (stone platform) which led down to the river. All of a sudden, a rush 



of flood waters increased the level of the river and Chanji was pulled in. He called out for Baba’s 

help and actually saw two hands in front of him pick him up and bring him safely to the bank. He 

recognized them as Baba’s hands. Chanji then fainted, and when he came to he found himself lying 

on the bank. He immediately went to Baba, proclaiming that this was the second time in his life 

that he had saved him. Feigning ignorance, Baba inquired what had happened, and Chanji narrated 

the incident. 

On Tuesday, 25 September 1928, the sixteenth day of Baba’s fast, while playing a game 

of cricket in the evening at six o’clock, Baba gave the cricket ball to Pendu though it was Chanji’s 

turn to bowl. He then handed it back to Chanji, and in this way went on changing the order of 

bowling. Khak Saheb was sent from one team to another and again transferred to his own team. 

Baba did the same with Pendu also. When the game was over, Baba remarked, “I have done great 

work today. I am honest; that’s why I am telling you.” The real meaning behind his actions is 

difficult to grasp. Baba’s every word and movement was a reflection of his Universal working, and 

he alone knew what important work he was doing by making such constant changes while playing 

a game of cricket. 

The same day, Meherjee was depressed because he had been dismissed as Baba’s personal 

attendant. Baba first teased him, but then he joked with him to appease him. The following night, 

Baba beckoned him, “Ask of me whatever you want and I will give it to you. The sky, the depths, 

the earth, the waters — anything that you may desire. You have only to ask for it.” 

Meherjee humbly replied that he did not want anything. Baba insisted, “Oh for God’s sake, 

ask for something! I am happy tonight and I will give you anything you want.” Meherjee persisted, 

saying that he did not want anything other than to serve him well. So Baba reinstated him as his 

orderly, and Meherjee was satisfied. 

Sailor visited on the 27th, as did Bhau Cheema who performed a comical bhajan program 

from 8:00 to 10:00 P.M. 

 

Baba’s health had become steadily worse. On Friday, 28 September 1928, he stopped going 

to the school or to the mandali’s side. Later he held a long discussion with the mandali about closing 

the ashram at Toka. After several hours, it was decided to continue the activities and Rustom was 

again appointed Barra Saheb as he had been at Meherabad, with full authority to oversee all the 

affairs in the ashram according to Baba’s orders. 

The next day Baba had a high fever. His head, waist, and stomach were aching, yet he 

continued his fast, staying at Meher Manzil the whole day surrounded by the boys. Ramjoo 

happened to pass by in the morning, and Baba gestured to him, “How do I look?” Ramjoo replied 

that Baba looked his usual self. “Still,” Baba remarked, “last night was terrible for me. I had a 105 

degree temperature throughout the night. My limbs have gone limp. My back is sore and aching. I 

could not rest even for a second. Had you been in my place, you would have dropped your body.” 

Then abruptly changing the subject, Baba turned to one of the youngest boys in the ashram, 

eight-year-old Pundit Mehendarge, and asked, “Tell me what you want. God, freedom, paradise, a 

motorcar, toys, or anything else that you like. This is the time; ask me whatever you want today 

and I will give it to you!” 

Pundit immediately replied, “Baba, I want your sufferings to cease. I want you to get 

completely well.” Ramjoo was so touched by these simple words from one so small that he was 

speechless. It was the wine of love speaking through Pundit. How can those who have never tasted 

this Wine ever understand it? 

Although Ramjoo had stopped keeping a diary (as he had done during the period of Manzil-

e-Meem), he now began thinking of collecting all the stories relating to the miraculous events 

surrounding the Master and ashram boys. During this time, as if reading his inner thoughts, Baba 



sent Raosaheb to tell Ramjoo, “Baba wants you to write the adventures of Aga Ali.” This was later 

developed into his book Sobs and Throbs, which was based on diary notes then being kept by 

Chanji. 

Aga Ali was not the only Prem Ashram boy to suffer separation from the Master and risk 

grave dangers while escaping from his parents’ home to return to the ashram. Another was a twelve-

year-old Muslim named Abdul Wahab Kalingad, who had been taken away on the same day as Ali 

but had managed to find his way back to Toka within a week. On 27 September, however, 

Kalingad’s elder brother again came to the ashram and took him away. Within three days, the 

brother was back demanding Kalingad’s return. The boy had escaped on the very day they reached 

Bombay, but had not yet turned up at Toka. The brother eventually relented, seeing that Baba was 

truly the light in Kalingad’s heart, saying, “When he comes, let him remain here,” and he left. 

On 1 October, Kalingad finally showed up and his brother was immediately informed by 

telegram. A party was given at five in the afternoon to celebrate his return. 

Age too rejoiced: “Where there is a lamp, there are moths. No one can understand the play 

between them without having the experience of being a moth. Every nerve was strained to keep 

these moths away from the lamp! But how could they survive without seeing the light burning in 

their hearts?” 

A new timetable for the Prem Ashram boys came into effect from Monday, 1 October 1928: 

5:30 A.M.— Wake up, wash and brush teeth, et cetera 

6:15 A.M. — Breakfast and thereafter, a walk. No meditation. 

7:00 to 10:30 A.M. — Meditation 

10:30 to 12:15 P.M. — Bath. Those not bathing should rest. No meditation. 

12:15 to 2:00 P.M. — Lunch and rest 

2:00 to 3:50 P.M. — Meditation 

3:50 to 4:00 P.M. — Attend the dispensary for treatment. If not, rest. 

4:00 to 5:00 P.M. — Meditation 

5:00 to 6:30 P.M. — Walk or play a game 

6:30 to 8:30 P.M. — Rest; no meditation 

8:30 to 9:30 P.M. — Dinner, walk; no meditation 

9:30 P.M. — Retire for the night 

The same day, the following rules and regulations for the Prem Ashram boys came into 

effect: 

1. Boys not to touch one another. 

2. Not to speak to one another in Baba’s presence. 

3. Not to make holes in the bamboo matting separating rooms to peek through. 

4. Not to enter another’s room. 

5. Not to use another’s articles. 

6. Everyone should use his own glass to drink water. 

7. Not to go out of the compound without permission. 

8. Not to take a walk in the hall. 

9. Until further notice, no one should study or read any books. 

10. No one to write anything without permission. 

11. No one should urinate in the bathing rooms. 

12. No one should lean against the bamboo-matting fence. 

13. Not to do anything else, except the routine work, without permission. Not to touch 

anything in the ashram without some reason. 

14. All should obey the officer concerned, especially Agha Baidul. 

15. To tell Agha Baidul if anything is needed, or in his absence, to his deputy [assistant]. 

16. While sitting on the floor, not to forget to use a gunny sack underneath. 



17. Everyone to keep his room clean and not to spit or clean his nose there. 

 

For several days, Baba was in a dark mood and mentioned leaving Toka and disbanding 

the ashram. Because of the heavy rains throughout the night, the weather was quite chilly, which 

Baba did not like. Going to the toilet in the open field was inconvenient for the men. The boys were 

brought to the school with difficulty and, because of the physical discomfort, it was practically 

impossible to teach them; almost half of the benches and chairs were wet. Chanji was scolded for 

putting the boys to so much trouble. Because of the wet weather, Baba ordered the school closed 

on Tuesday, 2 October 1928. They were to rest that day as if it were Sunday and hold classes the 

following Sunday to make up for the lost day. 

K. J. Dastur went to Bombay for a few days on the 3rd. Before leaving, he bid farewell to 

Mastan and then stepped forward to embrace him, as he sometimes did. Mastan flew into a rage 

and practically attacked Dastur, who quickly backed away while one of the mandali restrained 

Mastan. 

Baba left the same day for Nasik with Jalbhai, Raosaheb, and Ali Akbar (whom Baba had 

recently nicknamed Majnun), and picked up Nusserwan Satha on the way in Ahmednagar.393 

(Chhota Baba would have been taken, also, but the car was too small.) In Nasik the next day, Baba 

visited the Dastur Parsi High School, which was located in a beautiful setting. Baba liked the 

school, but the priest who was running it did not like his suggestions of how to give the boys 

spiritual as well as religious instruction. The priest insisted that he was giving religious instruction 

according to Zoroastrian custom and was indignant when he confronted Baba. 

Baba was piqued by his attitude and commented to the mandali, “Intellectual training in 

itself is not sufficient. I know what sort of instruction these priests give, as I myself studied in a 

Catholic school. Priests and dasturs are truly hardheaded! These days there is too much stress 

everywhere on religion. Religion is the root cause of all strife, both internal and external, and is the 

cause of all wars in the world.” 

Baba visited Gangapur Falls, and on the way pointed out a small village called Gavalwadi. 

“This is the village where Upasni Maharaj often used to go,” Baba remarked. “Maharaj would 

collect cowdung here and take it on his head to Nasik to sell. On top of the adjoining mountain is 

Bhorgad Hill where Maharaj as a young man passed one full year alone in a cave, living only on 

water.” Baba also pointed out a cave at a distance where he and Maharaj sometimes met. 

While on the way to Nasik, the car was stopped briefly near the tomb of Bapu Saheb in 

Ahmednagar. Many of the local people believed Bapu Saheb to be a saint; however, Baba revealed, 

“Bapu Saheb was Perfect (God-realized), but he was a majzoob and not a salik.” (In other words, 

he was absorbed in his state and had no duties in the gross world.) 

Within a few minutes, on their way to Akbar Press to have lunch before proceeding to 

Nasik, another car passed them from the opposite direction, noticeably slowing down for a few 

moments before continuing on. To the amazement of the mandali, seated in the car was none other 

than Hazrat Babajan. 

This was not the only coincidental meeting of the two Masters during this trip. On his return 

to Ahmednagar two days later on 5 October, Baba again stopped at Akbar Press. A special room 

had been kept there for Baba to rest, and he went there while the mandali had their meal. Within 

moments, Baba came out into the compound and sat in a chair on the verandah by himself. Thinking 

 
393 Majnun is a famous Persian character who fell in love with a woman, but because of tribal 

circumstances could not be united with her. The suffering of not being with her eventually drove him mad. 

In the end, however, he encountered a Perfect Master who gave him Realization. Majnun was a befitting 

nickname for Ali Akbar, because his love for Baba was very near divine madness, and the boy was perhaps 

the most intense and restless of those in the Prem Ashram. 



that the Master was sitting in solitude for his special work, the mandali and devotees purposely 

kept silent and at a distance. Again to their utter surprise, they saw a car drive up with Babajan 

inside and stop on the road exactly opposite to where Baba was seated. His face looked wonderfully 

joyful. There was an exchange of glances between the two Masters which signified some 

incomprehensible “message” between them. After only a few minutes, the car with Babajan drove 

off. 

This was the second meeting between Babajan and Meher Baba. Asked about the 

significance of these meetings, Baba enigmatically replied, “Babajan met me today for the second 

time. It means that I am now free.” 

Perhaps Baba was referring to Aga Ali. Coincidentally, on the very same day that Baba left 

Toka for Nasik, Aga Ali began his second escape from Bombay to Toka. More significantly, Ali 

arrived at the exact time that Babajan and Meher Baba met at Akbar Press. At seven in the evening, 

Baba and the group arrived back in Toka where Baba happily welcomed Ali back, embracing his 

“hero” tenderly. 

Baba intended to proceed to Aurangabad and farther north to Nagpur that very night. 

Leaving Raosaheb and Ali Akbar in Toka, he started for Aurangabad with Chhota Baba and Khak 

Saheb, but the car got stuck in the mud after covering only four miles. Baba and the group spent 

the night in a wayside shelter, and returned to Toka the following morning at eleven o’clock. 

 

Baba had transferred the responsibility of the ashram to Rustom and was now wholly 

occupied with the Prem Ashram boys. The boys were eating only once a day and sleeping only 

three hours a night, but they were remarkably healthy and energetic. Baba would discourse every 

day to them on God, divine love, the spiritual path, obedience to and faith in the Master, and many 

other themes, inspiring them to tread the path of wholehearted devotion to God. The atmosphere 

was surcharged with the Master’s presence, and the wine of love was smiling through the boys’ 

joy. In the presence of God in human form, their hearts felt a joy that the world could not contain. 

Although several of the boys had been quite mischievous during his absence, Baba did not 

reprimand them. At five o’clock on Sunday evening, 7 October 1928, Baba went for a walk to the 

riverbank with the boys. The river was more than a mile away, and while walking they had to 

remove thorns from their feet and walk on rough stones along the path. When they reached the river 

and all had gathered around Baba, he stated: 

See what troubles we have taken to reach the bank. We decided to come and have arrived. Had we been in the 

ashram, we would have had no idea about the river — its powerful current, the expanse of its water, et cetera. 

You drink water here and tell others you have drunk it and invite them to do the same. The inner path is 

similar. 

A person has to undergo terrific hardships and becomes annoyed and tired, but I tell you not to give up patience 

and not to retrace your footsteps. Once you step on the Path, never go back, but always go forward. This is only 

a river, but I am the Ocean. Remember that. 

Afterward, sitting among the boys, Baba distributed chocolates and sweets. 

During this period, the mandali found the opportunity to be with Baba only in the evening, 

for during the daytime, no one was permitted near him. Concerning the boys, on 8 October, Baba 

explained to the men: 

I have a thousand and one thoughts about these children. At the moment, they are merged in me, so I have to 

look after their health. They keep awake the whole night remembering me, but this time I will see to it [give 

them a push]. Have no doubt about it. 

The only thing I fear is their parents’ interference. If they were to put forth obstacles, the children would be 

neither here nor there. This Path is not a laughing matter. It is not a joke. Some of the boys are quite good, but 

no immediate push can be given to them all at once. After all, they are only children. 



In 1928, Colonel Irani began publishing critical articles about Meher Baba in the 

newspapers, inciting in the Irani and Parsi communities ill will and hatred toward Baba. The 

Colonel became totally preoccupied with his misconceived, false propaganda and also started 

sending objectionable letters directly to the Master and certain close followers. 

Concerning Colonel Irani’s activities, on 9 October, Baba remarked, “All this has no 

substance. There is nothing in it. It is not real suffering for me. Christ had no roof over his head 

and had to wander all the time. I have no such hardships, yet I want and rather invite them. Let him 

write and speak against me. It will bear good results.” 

So, in actuality, Colonel Irani was a powerful medium for the Master and his work because, 

due to the Colonel’s blasphemous attitude, Meher Baba’s name rapidly came into prominence. 

When the Master began gathering disciples, different Zoroastrian communities were almost 

fanatically opposed to him. But gradually, as their hostility simmered down, some of those who 

had been most antagonistic to him eventually bowed their heads at his feet. 

In fact, Baba was giving inner help to Colonel Irani to spread more opposition to him as an 

impetus for his work. Baba had once warned, “Parsis and Iranis will be the cause of my death.” It 

did not mean that he would physically fall victim to their attacks; Baba’s allusion was to this 

opposition to his cause. And those who opposed him in the beginning were to find him nearer to 

them in the end. Baba had to work inwardly very hard and quickly through their opposition to bring 

them nearer to him, and this labor itself meant his near death. But all this was Baba’s wish — to 

excite his detractors and intensify their opposition. It was Baba’s spiritual game and it is impossible 

to understand the inner work he accomplished through those who opposed him. The important thing 

is that those whom Baba had said would be “the death” of him came closer to him later on, and 

eventually they realized who he really was. 

 

Later, after dinner and arti on 9 October, Baba sent for the Prem Ashram boys to come to 

the Manzil. (It had been a long time since he had called them after dinner.) Rustom had recently 

brought some new gramophone records from Poona (including one featuring a clarinet) and Baba 

and the boys enjoyed them. Selections were read aloud from The Mystics of Islam, and Baba 

commented on the passages.394 

Baba allowed the boys to bow down to him and each sat quietly afterward close to Baba. 

One boy, Vasant, continuously stared at Baba and another boy, Dattu, sat with his head on Baba’s 

knees. Kalingad, while sitting beside Baba, fell asleep. Baba tossed his handkerchief at him and he 

awoke, slowly opening his eyes. Observing his reaction, Baba stated: 

People all over the world are like that. When awakening, first they gradually open their eyes and it is the same 

with me. I take two and a half hours for rest or sleep, but I do not really sleep. My body is here and you think I 

am sleeping, but I am inwardly working at different places. I perform my duty during these two and a half 

hours, but it takes me half an hour to become fully conscious. In a similar way, Ramakrishna Paramhansa [of 

Calcutta] would take one hour to become fully conscious. 

A Perfect Master never sleeps. While he is doing Universal work strenuous efforts are required to open his eyes, 

as if after a long sleep. Sai Baba looked like he was actually sleeping while sitting in the presence of his 

disciples, but he was, in fact, engaged in his universal duty. To bring him “back,” an old devotee would put a 

chillum in his mouth and he would “come to” after a long time. 

Babajan also used to take an hour to be fully awake. She would go to sleep or rest at 4:00 A.M. and not awaken 

until 9:00 or 10:00 A.M. 

 
394 The Mystics of Islam, by Reynold A. Nicholson (1914), “has long been recognized as a classic and 

definitive introduction to the message of Sufism. This short but comprehensive work by one of the greatest 

Islamic scholars of the early 20th century provides the general reader with an easy approach to the study of 

Islamic mysticism.” 

http://www.worldwisdom.com/Public/Authors/Detail.asp?AuthorID=34&WhatType=1


The next day, Baba urged the Prem Ashram boys, “If you love me, I will make you 

Jivanmuktas.” (This meant that if pleased by their love, Baba would bestow Realization upon them 

but not give them any spiritual duty.) 

On Wednesday, 10 October 1928, the thirty-first day of his fast, Baba entered his special 

seat in the Table Cabin at Meher Manzil and informed Vishnu, “I will not leave here starting from 

tomorrow.” For the next twelve days and nights, Baba did not step out of the Prem Ashram, but 

worked exclusively with the boys. Though he was fasting and not eating, he would serve food to 

the children. His entire concentration was on the boys of the Prem Ashram. If one of the mandali 

were to approach Baba about any other facet of the ashram, Baba would express his annoyance and 

abruptly cut the person short, snapping, “Do as you like!” The divine tavern was open, and the Saki 

wished to immerse the young ones in his Ocean of love! 

This period was especially intense, and Baba seldom rested at night. He would watch the 

boys meditate to make certain that they were following his instructions about meditation and certain 

postures. He would correct their mistakes and guide them. He was with them constantly throughout 

the day, sharing their periods of recreation as well as their study times. The afternoons were for rest 

and relaxation, and Baba would gather the boys around him and listen to phonograph records. On 

occasion, the boys would sing to him in Marathi or Urdu, which he enjoyed. Only in the evenings 

at eight o’clock, for a brief half hour, were the other boys of Meher Ashram and the men mandali 

allowed to enter the Manzil compound and sit by Baba to enjoy his company. 

During these evening sessions, Baba gave many revealing discourses. On 11 October, he 

emphasized to the Prem Ashram boys the way of love: 

Love is the divine gift given by the Sadgurus. Even if the whole world wants to, it can never bestow such a gift. 

And once it is granted, not even all of humanity can snatch it away — no matter how hard it strives to do so. 

Love is the divine gift. 

Once you know how to love, there is no trouble. Once you have adapted yourselves to the way, your hardships 

disappear. At present, Ali Akbar, Ramaji, and other boys are troubled. They have love but they do not know the 

way of it and so feel disturbed. Now I shall show you the way, because in your intoxication of love you break 

my orders, even though you are unaware of it. But now the time has come to point out the way. After I show 

you the way, you will not be troubled. 

Do not be afraid; I am with you. Your luck is indeed great. Sadgurus take birth only for people like you. I will 

show you the way as it has never been shown before. I will give away everything, but first you must give up 

everything and dedicate all to me. 

Outwardly I have assigned the management of the ashram to Rustom; likewise, even the inner management can 

be assigned. Within these next six months either I will “make” you [what I intend to make you spiritually] or 

shut everything down. If no difficulty crops up, I will “make” you. The plan is there to keep difficulties away; 

the only thing is Rustom should manage everything outwardly within my orders. You do not have the slightest 

notion of what I will do now. So just continue doing your work according to my wish and do not worry. 

The subject then turned to different types of food and Baba made the following remarks: 

There are three things that are very good for increasing and purifying the blood: pomegranates, grapes, and 

tomatoes; but grapes have one defect, they create acidity. Okra is good for people with waist pain. Potatoes 

give strength, but can cause an upset stomach. Lentils are good; beans, squash, cabbage, and cauliflower are 

not nourishing, but are tasty. Eggplant is the worst. To eat eggplant is to commit suicide because it actually 

shatters the blood, which in the form of water causes “discharge” [mucus]. Radishes create gas but they are 

good for the intestines. Tomatoes are the best for the blood. Methi [fenugreek leaves] and sooa [dill] are also 

very good. 

Rustom jokingly interjected, “Chicken is good because it has no sanskaras.” 

“We are not talking of sanskaras, but of the quality of things,” Baba corrected. Then he 

continued: 

Among non-vegetarian food, fish is the best for the brain because it contains phosphorus. Eggs too are good, 

but are hard to digest. Among all food, milk is the best because nothing is killed in obtaining it. The next best 



are vegetables because life in them is not fully developed. The worst impressions lie in non-vegetarian food. 

By eating meat a person at once contacts animal sanskaras which stimulate anger and lust. 

The give-and-take of sanskaras depends on the attitude of the mind, i.e. if you do a certain action with good 

intentions, you catch good sansakaras, and if with bad intentions, bad sanskaras … When you go on a hunt, you 

kill an animal for the sake of sport and enjoyment. You therefore take its bad sanskaras. But suppose you are 

going through a forest and a wild animal attacks you. In order to defend yourself, you kill it. In that case, you 

do not catch any sanskaras. 

That is why, without attracting sanskaras, you may destroy the lives of bugs, mosquitoes, scorpions, et cetera, 

which cause injury to humanity. You may kill the serpent which comes to bite you; but you must not kill the 

serpent which you happen to see in a jungle while taking a walk. 

About the early morning meditation some had been instructed to follow, Baba explained:  

The best time for meditation is between 3:00 and 5:00 A.M. Why? (This is a secret.) There is some connection 

between the sun and the universe, and in order to meditate one must cross the solar [astral] planes. In order to 

give a push to the devotees, Sadgurus especially stand in the points of those planes and the universe between 

3:00 and 5:00 A.M. No Sadguru has ever explained it so clearly. 

The day before, Baba had shown Jalbhai a spot underneath a tree where he directed him to 

construct a dhuni, ordering a tin shed to be built over it. Jalbhai prepared everything in one day, 

and Baba came to inspect it on the 11th, accompanied by Baidul, Raosaheb, Chanji, Meherjee and 

Chhagan. Summoning the boys, Baba had them sit down around him. He then explained: 

Listen carefully to what I have to say. It is for you that I am sitting inside [in seclusion] and working. Therefore, 

while I am working, there should be no disturbance at all. If I am disturbed, you will not progress; if I am not 

disturbed, I will see that you advance on the Path. 

Nowadays your education and study have been stopped. This is a problem as there is opposition against me in 

the newspapers and elsewhere. If one of your fathers comes here and finds that you are not studying, he will 

think otherwise and take you away. The village headman is also keeping his eyes on us to satisfy the public 

outcries, and if the police come they will discover that you are not studying. Therefore, a shed has been erected 

near the Manzil where only English will be taught from two to five o’clock. 

I do not like all this scholastic education, but for various reasons you have to learn English so that you may be 

able to read Ram Tirtha, Shams, Hafiz, and Vivekananda without any difficulty. But really speaking, education 

does not have the least connection with this Path. You have no idea what work I do and will do. But this is to 

show people that you are studying and it will also help you in later years in reading the spiritual literature of the 

Great Ones. I am telling you this in case any of your parents turn up. 

But you should not think about all this. Just continually think of me and do as I said in yesterday’s discourse, 

and I will look to everything. Today I am leaving everyone and sitting inside [in seclusion]. What for? For you 

alone! 

It is not necessary that you think of anything else but me. Just do as I say. I will assuredly put you on the Path. I 

may awaken some of you at night for meditation. It will be cold, but never mind. If you do not listen to what I 

say, you will be at a disadvantage. 

Leave love aside for the time being and I will see that you benefit the most. But if love is given, you will be like 

fish out of water and your “thirst” will take time to quench. I do not wish to harass you and “thirst” is a terrible 

distress, indescribable. You do not have the slightest notion of it. Swami Ramakrishna’s thirst was so intense 

he would sit in the river for days! Chaitanya Swami Baba had such great thirst that blood would flow out of his 

hair! But I will see that you are not put to the least trouble. It is my responsibility! 

Baba then had several passages read out from The Mystics of Islam. Later, pointing to the 

dhuni he remarked: 

Here is the dhuni. When we feel cold we go near it to get warm and gradually the cold goes away. In a similar 

way, the Sadguru is the warmth and our sanskaras are the cold. That is why it is said that a Sadguru’s personal 

company is best and even half a moment in his presence wipes out millions and billions of sanskaras. 

At noon on 12 October, a place, enclosed with bamboo matting, was made for Chhota Baba 

to stay underneath Baba’s Table Cabin. Baba mentioned that a European man, who was inclined 

toward the Path, was coming the next day and would be staying in Chhota Baba’s room. From that 

day Baba began staying in Meher Manzil at night, instead of in the Table Cabin. Two other boys, 



Rajaram and Baban, who had been appointed as Baba’s orderlies, were accommodated in a room 

adjoining Chhota Baba’s room. 

On Saturday, 13 October 1928, the thirty-fourth day of Baba’s fast and the fourth day of 

his seclusion, all gathered at five o’clock near the entrance of the Manzil for the lighting of the 

dhuni. Afterwards, the boys and mandali were served tea and sweets. Baba cautioned the boys that 

during the cold weather they should sit near the dhuni in the morning. He ordered that the dhuni be 

lit at seven in the morning; then, after some hours, it should be extinguished and again lit in the 

evenings. Jalbhai was to prepare the fire, Chhagan to light it, and Baidul to extinguish it. 

At about noon the same day, Adi Sr. and Nusserwan arrived, bringing with them a gray-

haired Russian called Sadhu Christian Leik. He was the European that Baba had mentioned, and 

Leik was overjoyed at finding the atmosphere in Toka so congenial and uplifting, as he had been 

searching a long time for a guru. Vishnu accommodated him in the room previously occupied by 

Chhota Baba. “There is something here,” Leik said. “I feel it. After 20 years of longing and worship 

of such departed Masters as Ramakrishna, today I have finally met and seen a living Master!” 

Leik was 58 when he came to Toka. Born in the Russian province of Estonia in 1870, from 

childhood he had a contemplative, scholarly nature, and he became interested in Western and 

Eastern philosophy at an early age. As a young man, he had a lucrative position as the manager of 

a business firm in Moscow, but in 1902, he quit his job and traveled to England and France seeking 

knowledge of spirituality. During the subsequent years, he became a naturalized British subject, 

served as a naval officer and met Meredith Starr with whom he shared similar interests. 

After reading about Sadguru Ramakrishna and his chief disciple Vivekananda, Leik 

traveled to India in 1910 and began staying in Ramakrishna monasteries. He had been to the 

Himalayas, but found the atmosphere spiritually dry. After some years, however, he found himself 

longing to be under the guidance of a living guru. He heard that his old acquaintance, Meredith 

Starr, had recently gone to India and surrendered to a Master. He wrote letters to Starr and was 

informed of Meher Baba’s ashrams at Meherabad and Toka. 

The day after he arrived, Baba sent for Sadhu Christian Leik. When Leik was taking the 

Master’s darshan, Baba rested his head on Leik’s back. Baba did not embrace him then, but later 

that night he did. Baba personally showed him around the Prem Ashram where the boys were 

meditating. 

The following morning, Baba ordered Leik to observe silence and then instructed, “Remain 

here with a completely free heart. Keep silence from tomorrow. Do not worry. Whatever you may 

need, ask Vishnu. Don’t let your mind think of things that have bothered you. Have patience. I will 

make you steadfast in the Path. I am pleased with you because despite so many hardships and 

sufferings, you have stuck to the Path for years.” 

Leik replied, “As for patience, I have enough of it. I know I will be given the right thing 

— at the right time — when I deserve it.” 

Baba then instructed, “As long as I do not send for you, do not come to me. Even if I don’t 

call you for days, don’t come and don’t worry. I am with you. I will speak with you internally.” 

“I know,” said Leik, “Masters always speak internally.” 

Leik was a humble and unassuming person, which impressed the mandali. (For instance, 

he washed his own clothes, which was unusual for a European in India.) Baba too was pleased that 

he had come and indicated that he was a genuine seeker.395 

 
395 Some of Leik’s acquaintances in Estonia regarded him as more than a seeker and addressed letters to 

him in India as “most beloved Master.” 



Meanwhile, Kaka Baria arrived in Toka and was given the task of erecting a tatta fence. 

But Baba was testing him and Kaka was still not “fit” to stay permanently in the ashram. After only 

four days Baba sent him back to Bombay. 

 

On Tuesday, 16 October 1928, while discoursing to the boys, Baba disclosed more about 

the inner path: 

This Path is extremely difficult for the outside world, but it will be easy for you to tread because I myself will 

work through you. For example, suppose you have to go to the Manzil via the road, but the road is full of holes 

and rough, and in some places very narrow. What if you were blindfolded — how would you proceed? I will 

hold your hand and tell you where to put your foot since I see each and everything. My eyes are always open. 

Despite all this, if you do not hold my hand, how am I to guide you? To hold my hand means to do as I say. 

Therefore, I am telling you daily to always listen to me and to think of me constantly with all your heart. Then 

see what untold benefit you derive. 

Jalbhai, Baidul, and Chhagan were responsible for looking after the boys. On the afternoon 

of 18 October, Baba informed them, “For proper meditation the stomach should be light.” This 
implied that there was to be a change in the boys’ diet. From then on, for breakfast, tea and chapatis 

were served; for lunch, rice and dal; and at dinner, tea and chapatis again. (Vegetables were 

eliminated from their diet for some days.) Baba also outlined a new timetable to go into effect from 

that night: 

2:00 A.M. — Wake up 

2:00 to 3:00 A.M. — Weak tea after a wash 

3:00 to 6:00 A.M. — Meditation 

6:00 to 6:30 A.M.— Tea and chapati 

6:30 to 7:00 A.M. − Rest 

7:00 to 8:00 A.M. — Meditation 

8:00 to 9:00 A.M. — Discourse by Baba 

9:00 to 10:30 A.M.— Sleep 

10:30 to 12:00 — Bath (when no bath, do as Baba directs) 

12:00 to 1:00 P.M. — Lunch 

1:00 to 2:00 P.M. — Rest 

2:00 to 5:00 P.M. — School (With an interval from 3:30 -3:50 for medicine, etc.) 

5:00 to 6:30 P.M. — Some game or playing 

6:30 to 7:00 P.M. — Rest 

7:00 to 8:00 P.M. — Dinner 

8:00 to 9:00 P.M. — To be near Baba 

9:00 P.M. — Retire 

Baba would sometimes walk to the river with the boys where they would bathe. Chhota 

Baba, who had regained some of his physical strength and was nearly normal-conscious by now, 

was told to teach the younger boys how to swim. On the 19th, Chhota Baba was ordered to fast on 

liquids, which he did until Baba broke his fast five days later. 

At 6:30 that evening the boys gathered around Baba. Some began joking, however, and 

Baba became very annoyed that they were not paying attention to him. Baba made James Titus 

stand up and asked him why he was laughing. He replied that he was laughing at what Bhiwa had 

done. Chhabu and Banaji Karani had also been laughing the whole time. Baba scolded them, 

“Leaving everything and everyone aside − even my mandali − I am laboring for you, and you are 

laughing! I have no objection if you laugh while playing or at something humorous. But why laugh 

unnecessarily? Do you ever take food while answering nature’s call?” This quieted them down. 

Tuesday, 23 October 1928 was the Hindu holiday of Dassera. On this occasion, Baba came 

out of his twelve-day seclusion and broke his fast of 43 days. He had started passing blood in his 



urine and his general health had severely weakened. When Ramjoo expressed his concern, Baba 

explained, “When I observe a fast, it amounts to all the people in the world having observed it, 

since it is no one but I in everyone.” 

The Master transferred fifteen of the boys from the Prem Ashram back to Meher Ashram 

that day, leaving eighteen boys in Prem Ashram: Aga Ali, Ali Akbar, Baban, Babu, Chhabu, Dattu, 

Daulat Padir, Espandiar, Hormusji, James, Jawanmard, Khudabux, Maruti, Nana, Sahu, Suryabhan, 

Tukaram, and Vasant. Dattu’s younger brother Pundit wept profusely, pleading his usual case: 

“Give me one last chance. You are God, and I am but a little boy! Why be so harsh with me?” And 

he was therefore included among those remaining in the Prem Ashram. 

Lobhaji, Bhiwa, Chander and Banaji also would not stop crying and threatened to leave, 

but Baba consoled them, and in the end they obediently joined Meher Ashram. Changdev and Genu 

begged the mandali to plead with Baba to forgive them. Baba called both before him at four o’clock. 

Changdev said that he would be his servant “until death” and prayed that Baba overlook his past 

mistakes. Feeling their sincere, tearful entreaties, Baba forgave them and allowed them to remain 

in the Prem Ashram. 

The rest of the day was filled with cries of repentance. Those boys who were transferred 

wept bitterly. Hari nearly went mad with grief, tying a scarf around his neck to choke himself. After 

another ruckus, Baba decided to keep four boys — Shapur, Bansi, Jamshed Gustad, and Jamshed 

Namdar — separate in the “Meherabad” (mandali’s) section of the Toka ashram. A boy named 

Raghunath was ordered to get up at four o’clock in the morning and meditate. Baba gave some of 

the boys his kerchiefs, bottles, dishes, photographs, and other personal items to pacify them, and at 

5:30 that evening all were dismissed. 

Several of the men, including Ajoba and Ardeshir Irani, went back to their homes at this 

time, and it seemed to foreshadow coming events. 

 

The next day, 24 October, Baba sent some of the Prem Ashram boys to Happy Valley, 

where he intended to spend a few days. The boys left at five in the evening with Chhagan, Baidul, 

and Karim, and spent the night there. Baba arrived early the following morning at 3:30 with Chhota 

Baba, Jalbhai, Pesu, Rajaram, Ali Akbar, Aga Ali, Kalingad, Baban and Jawanmard driven by Adi 

Sr. At 5:30 A.M., Baba himself prepared tea and served it, and, with the help of the boys, he fried 

bhujias. Later Sarosh arrived, bringing vegetables and chapatis. In the afternoon Adi took Baba for 

a ride in the car for half an hour. After dinner Baba gathered the boys, and explained to them: 

Just listen to me. If you commit mistakes I will forgive them not once but a million times, but do your best to do 

as I say. If you obey I will see to your progress. 

Never be afraid of me. Suppose a child while playing puts a stone in his mouth and the mother sees it. Do you 

think she would stand passive at the sight? She would do her best to take the stone from his mouth or beat him. 

In the same way I am the mother of the universe, especially of you, and so what reason is there to fear 

anything? Never fear; I won’t send you to Meher Ashram as I sent the other boys. I will see that you tread the 

Path. 

Baba then distributed the toffees Adi had brought and informed the boys that while in 

Happy Valley they did not have to meditate. 

The next three days passed pleasantly. Baba went for walks with the boys; on occasion he 

had phonograph records played and explained the meaning of the songs, and he joined in games 

with them. They left Happy Valley after a break of five days, returning to Toka at 8:30 P.M. on 28 

October. 

The next day Baba called the boys and reminded them not to be drowsy during meditation, 

informing them, “Abdulla [Chhota Baba] has received an inner shock and his heart is palpitating, 

but I will see that nothing happens to him. He has had some experience of divinity, but nothing of 

the sort will you have to pass through. I will make you Perfect.” Afterward he handed medicine to 



those boys with colds (many had coughs), and then went for a brief stroll in the moonlight to the 

confluence of the Pravara and Godavri Rivers. 

Tea at dinner for the boys seem to be having a deleterious effect on their health, so from 

the 31st, vegetables were once again served with their evening meal. 

Baba accepted an invitation to go to the village of Newasa on Thursday, 1 November 1928, 

where a friend of Dhake’s, D. L. Karvade, had invited the Master to the housewarming ceremonies 

of his new home. Baba went there that afternoon in Vithal Bhokre’s truck with several of the boys 

and men. An enjoyable time was spent there, and Baba appreciated the bhajan singing very much. 

While returning to Toka, when they came to the river their car stalled. Dhake offered to 

carry Baba across on his shoulders. Baba smiled and replied, “I am prepared as long as you promise 

not to drop me.” 

“Never!” Dhake promised. “I may stumble, but I promise you will not fall.” 

Everyone laughed and Baba asked, “Are you a magician? When you fall, how will I remain 

on my feet?” 

Dhake, with a witty answer, said, “How could you fall, Baba? Those who make the fallen 

rise never fall themselves.” 

Baba then got on Dhake’s shoulders and crossed the river. On the opposite bank, Baba 

remarked, “You have brought me across the river today. I am pleased with your efforts and one day 

I will help you cross the river of Eternal Existence.” 

A singing program that was not as enjoyable as the one in Newasa was held at 4:00 P.M. 

on 4 November. A group from Baroda had come and waited for hours before Baba agreed to hear 

them, based on Vishnu’s recommendation. But when Baba heard their off-key voices, he stopped 

them after only fifteen minutes and sent them away with his blessings. Comparing their singing to 

a train, Baba joked to the mandali, “The elder singer sounded like the blast of the engine and the 

youngster like its whistle!” 

Rustom was a capable manager, to whom Baba had given management of all the ashram 

affairs while in Toka, leaving every decision to his discretion. Rustom had to use his own judgment 

and was even forbidden to ask Baba for advice in any instance. On the 5th, Baba reaffirmed 

Rustom’s responsibility, “It is your choice. You may serve me or meditate on me.” Rustom replied 

that he preferred service. 

Afterward Baba explained to the mandali and boys about meditation: 

Meditate on me to such an extent as to forget everything else. Be merged in me. Pleader, though he is fasting 

and meditating, is still not merged in me. Meditate spontaneously like the inhalation and exhalation of your 

breath which goes on automatically — like the tick, tick, tick of a clock. While sitting, eating, drinking, 

studying — amidst every activity — meditate on me naturally. Meditation with the help of mercy leads to the 

Path; with the help of the Master, to samadhi. But without grace, such meditation is not possible. 

Every day, Baba emphasized to the boys to be alert and not doze off while meditating at 

night. On Thursday, 8 November 1928, he gathered them at nine in the morning and narrated this 

story: 

Once an uncle and his nephew, who were both very stubborn and obstinate, came home and found a delicious 

laddoo on the table. Both wanted it and quarreled over who should have it. In the end they decided that 

whatever happened, whoever spoke first would lose the sweet. They sat down opposite each other and neither 

spoke for hours and hours. 

The aunt, knowing their stubborn natures, took everything out of the hut and set fire to it! But neither moved. 

All the while they stared at the laddoo. But when the fire reached them the nephew could stand it no longer. 

Screaming, he fled the house. Immediately the uncle picked up the laddoo and popped it into his mouth. 

You should be like the uncle and totally concentrate on me while meditating, without feeling the least bit 

drowsy. 



The 12th of November was an eclipse of the sun, and several thousand people from the 

surrounding villages came for the Master’s darshan. Baba was not happy taking time out of his 

schedule to give darshan, but he met the villagers anyway. He preferred to spend most of his time 

with the boys of the Prem Ashram. He would watch them play cricket, walk with them to the 

riverside and watch Chhagan give them swimming lessons; he would feed them with his own hands, 

listen to phonograph records with them and regularly give discourses. 

The routine at this time was 9:00 to 10:00 A.M. — a discourse; 10:00 to 12:00 P.M. — 

swimming; 12:00 to 2:00 P.M. — meditation; then lunch and either accompanying Baba on a walk 

or listening to music. Baba visited them late at night also, sometimes coming two or three times 

between 10:00 P.M. and 2:30 A.M. to check on their meditation. 

Different people would come and go under the Master’s direction. Soonamasi and her 

daughter Khorshed returned to Toka from Bombay to join the women mandali on 17 November. 

Chanji had been sent to Bombay and Navsari for ten days, and he returned the next day. 

 

In early November 1928, Baba again began complaining about the climate of Toka. Winter 

was approaching and the health of the boys and mandali was not good. Many were suffering with 

colds and fever. On Sunday, 18 November, in an unhappy mood, Baba stated, “Now it is better to 

shift the ashram back to Meherabad. Except for a few select boys, the rest will be sent back to their 

homes. The boys of the Prem Ashram are jewels and I will set them on the Path.” 

Baba then explained to all the boys that for a month they should go home until 

arrangements were complete for their stay at Meherabad, after which they would be called back. 

Due to Baba’s persuasion, the children agreed to return home under the impression that their 

separation would be temporary. Later that day, seven boys from Ahmednagar were sent home; the 

next day, eighteen more from Bombay, Karachi, and Poona departed escorted by Padri and 

Beheram. 

The mystery underlying this new development was unraveled when, on 19 November, Aga 

Ali’s father came to Toka for the third time. On this occasion he brought a notorious gangster with 

him to forcefully demand the return of his son. Ali was handed over to him and they left the 

following day. It was for this very reason that Baba had been working so strenuously day and night 

with the boys during the previous few months. As soon as his work was finished, he announced his 

sudden decision to send the boys away, and the next day Ali’s father arrived, threatening dire 

consequences by his “bodyguard” if his son was not returned to him. 

By 20 November, Pesu took home a third group of Hindu boys, leaving only a few boys 

remaining in the Prem Ashram. Among this group were the fourteen boys from Persia. 

Meher Ashram, which had started with only ten local Hindu children, had gradually 

increased in number until by 18 November 1928, the total number was 102 boys (49 Hindus, 32 

Zoroastrians, 20 Muslims, and one Christian).396 In addition to the boys, there were a hundred others 

— men, women, and families — living at Toka. 

The idea to publish a monthly magazine occurred to K. J. Dastur and Baba encouraged him 

to go ahead with his plan. On 22 November, Baba named the monthly the Meher Message, and also 

hinted at publishing journals in Urdu, Marathi, Gujarati, and Persian. Baba invited Dastur, Ramjoo, 

and Chanji to meet and share their views on the proposed publications. On hearing the proposal, 

and also the suggestion that a committee be formed to approve the articles for the periodicals, 

Dastur became upset and lost his temper. Except for the Meher Message, of which he had been 

appointed editor, he did not wish any other publications to be circulated. 

 
396 Of the 49 Hindus, 15 were Harijans, 15 Marathas, 11 Brahmins, 8 other castes. 



Baba drew Dastur’s attention to certain discrepancies in the magazine’s opening article, 

which Dastur had edited. Pointing to Chanji and Ramjoo, Dastur claimed that Baba always did as 

they said. Baba retorted, “If you really think I act according to their dictates, then there is no point 

in your staying with me.” 

After the discussion ended, Dastur returned to his room. Baba then informed Ramjoo and 

Chanji, “Let him do as he wishes. I will see what he does. I won’t permit anything objectionable to 

be published.” 

During the previous months, Ramjoo was busy interviewing the students about their 

spiritual experiences and the events in the school ashram for his book, titled Sobs and Throbs. The 

typing of the manuscript began on the day Aga Ali was removed from the ashram by his father and 

the bodyguard. 

Due to the cold weather, some of the Prem Ashram boys had severe coughs. On the 24th, 

Baba instructed Baidul to bring some bottles of cough syrup from the dispensary. By mistake, a 

bottle of iodine got mixed up with cough mixture as it looked exactly the same. All the bottles were 

given to Baba. Instead of dispensing the medicine, Baba twirled one of the bottles in his hand for a 

while. He uncorked it, smelled it, and handed it back to Baidul, declaring that it was iodine. Baba 

was very upset. “Had this been given to the boys,” he said, “they might have died!” Baidul 

apologized profusely for his mistake, and Baba forgave him. 

Among those of the mandali who were sick at the time were Padri and Meherjee. On 25 

November, Meherjee was so ill that he stopped eating. He secretly longed for some juicy Kabuli 

pomegranates or some oranges and apples during his illness, but did not reveal this desire to anyone. 

It was therefore a pleasant surprise to him when Baba came to his room carrying a basket filled 

with fruits, including Kabuli pomegranates. 

During these last days at Toka, the Master’s devotees in different places were telling others 

about the unique institution of Meher Ashram, encouraging them to enroll their children. At the 

same time, however, articles were published in the newspapers that the school was closing and the 

structures in Toka were being pulled down. This may sound contradictory but only Baba knew his 

real work, and everything was actually proceeding systematically according to his divine plan. 

 

On Monday, 26 November 1928, Baba left Toka in Rustom’s car with Gustadji and Chhota 

Baba. The remaining boys and their supervisors, along with the trunks and baggage, followed in a 

trolley, and all stayed at the Sathas’ at Akbar Press in Ahmednagar. 

Nusserwan rose early one morning to help in preparing chapatis for breakfast. Baba also 

came into the kitchen and lent a helping hand in the work. Nusserwan tried to stop him, but Baba 

explained, “I am obliged to do this work. Day and night I have to do it. If I don’t, the whole world 

will starve! I feed everyone from within, but it is to feed everyone externally that I have descended 

into the world.” 

On 29 November, Baba returned to Toka in Adi Sr.’s car. After a brief stay, he left at two 

in the afternoon with the women mandali for Meherabad. There the women took up residence in 

the Post Office building, while Baba resumed staying on the hill in Buasaheb’s old room on the 

south side of the Water Tank. A few of the mandali and the boys had walked to Meherabad that 

day and arrived in the evening. The boys were accommodated in the halls of the Water Tank 

building. 

Jamadar, the night watchman, had stayed on the hill, guarding the property during Baba’s 

six-month absence in Toka. Jamadar was so conscientious that even when he would be indisposed 

at times, he would still not shirk his duties. Jamadar’s wife, Bhagu, was also a hard-working, honest 

and sincere woman, and she was appointed to help the women mandali. 



Baba had Naoroji Dadachanji called to Toka on the 26th of November to supervise the 

demolition work of the temporary structures. The dismantled materials were shipped back to 

Meherabad. The work was finished by 4 December, and the remaining men mandali bid farewell 

to Toka and departed for Meherabad in hired trolleys. 

Toka became deserted, but, as Age reflected, “No place where the divine game of wine has 

been played can ever be the same. The Saki’s presence and his wineshop will always be there, 

where the thirsty can quench their thirst for ages to come. He who drinks his fill of wine will be 

able to cross the confluence of the holy rivers and find himself at the eternal shore of Everlasting 

Existence!” 

 

 

8: WINDING DOWN ACTIVITIES 

After the move from Toka, Meredith Starr and Margaret and Esther Ross were 

accommodated at Akbar Press in Ahmednagar and would occasionally visit Baba at Meherabad. 

From Toka, Sadhu Christian Leik had been sent on pilgrimage to different places in India but 

subsequently returned to Meherabad. 

At Meherabad, Baba assigned duties to each of the mandali. Baba, as usual, devoted most 

of his time to the boys. He would rise at 2:00 A.M. to supervise the boys who were ordered to 

meditate, making certain they were carrying out his instructions properly. At 5:00 A.M. Baba 

himself would help prepare tea for everyone and personally serve it along with chapatis. Later, he 

would inspect the construction work of the temporary structures and his crypt room and supervise 

the boys’ school lessons. Occasionally, he would change the ashram timetable and give new 

specific instructions to the teachers, one of which was to teach only one subject in the school — 

English. 

On the evening of Saturday, 8 December 1928, when Baba was on his usual rounds of 

inspection, he gave a candid explanation on divine intoxication and obedience to a Master’s orders. 

Baba explained the difference between the two states with this metaphor: 

A diamond or pearl is costly and valuable indeed, but they have absolutely no value in a desert when one is 

thirsty or hungry, and when a piece of bread or a pot of water would be more valuable than all the jewels in the 

world! In a similar way, intoxication with God is very good; it is indifferent and careless toward worldly affairs 

and relations as well as toward drinking, eating, or sleeping. It is due, of course, to the effects of the highest 

love for the Beloved. 

But this intoxication, however invaluable or desirable, has no value before the Master’s order. It is below his 

orders. His order is the highest and most supreme test. Strict observance of the Master’s order, in spite of any 

type of intoxication, is the best. Otherwise, the breaking of orders due to intoxication has little or no 

importance whatsoever. As I have stated before, even in the highest state of intoxication, one’s head should be 

on the feet of the Master. This is the meaning of the Persian couplet: 

Kiss even the chair of the Beloved; then go on crying and wailing that you are burning from separation. 

Then ask, “O kind Lord, listen to our complaint and do something! 

The couplet reveals that you must first surrender heart and soul to your Beloved and then cry from the pain of 

separation — not before. And surrender means giving up your mind and being only guided in life by the guru’s 

word and direction with absolutely no thinking. Crying, weeping and wailing without surrender are of no use. 

Most of these comments were directed at the boy Rajaram who, while under the influence 

of intoxication, would at times disregard Baba’s order to eat two meals a day. “You may have 

love,” Baba explained to Rajaram, “but it is of no use without complete obedience. Love, but don’t 

forget to obey. I mean first obey, then love.” 

 

On Sunday, 9 December 1928, after many days without a shave, Baba allowed Pendu to 

shave him. That morning, a discussion centered on Gustadji’s nephew, Dara Hansotia, whom Baba 



had warned that unless he awoke at 3:00 A.M. to meditate, which he loathed to do, Baba would not 

give him darshan. 

The topic then turned to sleep. Baba revealed to the mandali how to enjoy sound sleep and 

thereby maintain good health: 

Sleep, sound sleep, is good but it must be moderate. Four to five hours is sufficient for good health but it must 

be undisturbed by dreams. 

To have a sound sleep, the best way is to accustom yourselves to rise at night and not to go to sleep again after 

you have once been awakened out of your sleep. Suppose you went to sleep at 8:00 P.M. and awaken at 1:00 

A.M. for some reason — either for calls of nature or just abruptly. After you are once fully conscious and 

awake, do not go back to sleep again. Keep awake. Either meditate between 4:00 to 6:00 A.M., for that is the 

best time for meditation; or go for a walk, or read, even if you are awake at 11:00 P.M. having slept at 8:00 

P.M. and only get two or three hours of sleep. 

Being once awake and conscious from sleep, do not go back to sleep again, for that is injurious to health. Three 

hours at least must pass between your awakening from sleep and your going to sleep again; although if sleep is 

not taken, it would be still better. This habit of not going to bed again after the first break of sleep, though a 

little troublesome in the beginning, will eventually give good results of enjoying a perfectly sound sleep 

undisturbed by dreams, a most essential and invaluable factor in preserving good health. 

So try, all of you, to be awake and rise at the first break of sleep, and do not sleep again so you can have sound 

sleep and good health. Besides, the early hours of the morning are best for meditation. 

Once you accustom yourselves to this, you will not feel sleepy even while meditating. For example, the little 

boys of the Prem Ashram have been rising as early as 1:00 A.M. daily for the last month and have progressed 

marvelously. Although they were disturbed by sleep while meditating, almost all have now overcome the 

difficulty. Yesterday there was only one boy who left his meditation. 

Beheram, Gustadji, Dastur, Chhota Baba, Rajaram, Sidhu and the young mast Mastan had 

been staying in the Manzil at lower Meherabad, but they moved up the hill near Baba on the 9th, 

as their new quarters there were ready. 

Before leaving Toka most of the mandali had fallen sick and their illnesses continued even 

after their return to Meherabad. Baba arranged for their treatment and would look after them. 

However, no one was allowed to be inactive in Meherabad. Even those convalescing from illnesses 

were given the job of cleaning uncooked rice and dal of small stones and dirt. 

During this period, Homi Mama Satha’s wife Pilla, who lived at Akbar Press, became 

seriously ill with a high fever. She was treated by several competent doctors who pronounced her 

on the verge of death; all hope for her survival was abandoned. Homi Mama went to Meherabad 

and informed Baba, who consoled him, “Even if Pilla dies, she will come to me for she loves me 

deeply. So leave everything to me, have the best possible treatment given, and don’t be 

disheartened.” 

No sooner had Homi Mama left than Baba began suffering from chills. He had himself 

covered with several blankets, but his shivering continued. Soon after, it was observed that his body 

became as hot as a tawa (iron plate on which chapatis are baked) and he suffered extreme 

restlessness. Two hours later, Homi Mama sent word from Ahmednagar that Pilla’s fever had 

miraculously broken and she was feeling all right. Even the doctors, who had tried their utmost but 

were unsuccessful in bringing down her fever, were wonderstruck at how it had happened. After 

Baba received the news, his fever suddenly lifted, and he appeared normal again. This is one of 

many incidents when Meher Baba not only inwardly took upon himself the suffering of his lovers, 

but outwardly as well. 

 

On 10 December, while mentioning how much Aga Ali must be suffering in Bombay, Baba 

remarked, “I know that he is troubled. All are troubled, yet I will leave nothing unturned in troubling 

you. All here are harassed, but no one is as harassed as I am!” Baba then narrated this true tale: 



The spiritual path is not a bed of roses. After fourteen years of fasting, the great yogi Farid Shakkar Ganj had 

reached the fourth plane but only knew how to kill sparrows.397 Once a Sadguru was sitting in the shade of a 

tree observing him. Seeing the birds, Farid said, “Let all the sparrows drop dead!” Instantly all the sparrows 

were dead. Then Farid, by his command, made them come alive again. 

The Sadguru taunted him, “That is nothing! Learn fakiri [control over desires].” 

Once Farid found an old woman lowering a bucket into a well and drawing it back up again empty. This 

happened several times and he expressed his surprise. The old woman, who was a saint on the fifth plane, 

replied, “It is better than your commands of ‘Die and come alive!’ ” 

Hearing this, Farid was awakened to the reality of his powers and began searching for a Master. He found one, 

and by the Master’s grace became a Perfect Master himself. 

You say you are troubled, but it is nothing. Your troubles and harassment will eventually result in your gaining 

the power of not killing sparrows, but of killing your self! There is no use in my describing to you the 

effulgence of God. One day you will experience it. 

 

K. J. Dastur was busy arranging for the publication of the first issue of the Meher Message 

and informed Baba about it. On 11 December, Baba told Dastur many things in connection with 

this publishing work: “If Meher Message deals only with spiritual subjects, my nazar [sight] and 

blessing will always be on it.” Baba warned Dastur to steer clear of social and political issues and 

not to publish such articles in what was to be solely a spiritual journal. 

On Wednesday, 12 December 1928, Baba issued a new timetable for the boys’ classes, 

adding history, geography, and debating to their English studies. Dr. Sathe was summoned to treat 

one of the boys, and Baba asked him to begin coming to Meherabad once a week on Sundays, to 

treat anyone who was ill. 

As mentioned, at night, Baba would rest in Buasaheb’s old room on the south side of the 

Water Tank on the hill. It was a small room built between the two large halls of the water reservoir. 

On 13 December, Baba began spending his nights in the underground crypt on the hill again. The 

same day, Aga Ali’s father came from Bombay, looking for his son who had run away from home 

again, although he had not yet arrived at Meherabad. The father gave into the mandali’s persuasions 

and agreed to allow his son to stay with Baba. The next day the “hero” appeared at the ashram, 

exhausted from his latest escape. 

From the second week of December, a few of the other boys who had been taken home 

also slipped away from their parents and returned to the school ashram. 

Shankarnath, one of the five men who had been kept in the Sadhak Ashram, had withstood 

the severest tests and impressed everybody with his perseverance, devotion, and obedience to Baba 

under the most trying circumstances. But on 16 December, he expressed his desire to go to Benares. 

After staying aloof in the Sadhak Ashram for a long time, he now wished to leave Meherabad, and 

Baba permitted it. Shankarnath had recently recovered from a serious illness. The mandali observed 

that Shankarnath seemed spiritually advanced, out of touch with the world. For instance, when 

questioned, he would reply only in disjointed sentences. 

The following day, Baba began cleaning the boys’ latrines, allowing only Jalbhai to help 

in this work. Regarding this lowly task, Baba explained to the mandali: 

Sadgurus are in the highest state, yet they work like bhangis [toilet-sweepers] to abolish the bad sanskaras of 

sinners. Here I have to do this outwardly filthy work of cleaning the toilets and urinals. You will never know 

how sweet and wonderful this work is to me! How will you ever be able to understand my way of working? 

That same day, Meherjee’s father arrived at Meherabad unexpectedly at three in the 

afternoon with four Parsi priests. He had heard a rumor in his hometown of Navsari that his son 

had shaved his head and was moving about in a long robe like a sadhu. But when he saw Meherjee, 

 
397 Farid Shakkar Ganj (circa 1188–1280) is also known as Baba Farid Ganjshakar. 



he realized the stories were untrue. Nevertheless, he told Baba, “Meherjee is my eldest son [of eight 

children] and I have hopes of his shouldering the full responsibility of our entire family. I therefore 

wish to take him home.” 

Baba replied, “Your son is gold. You may take him with you, but I allow it with a pain in 

my heart.” Meherjee did not want to leave, but Baba took him aside and consoled him, “Go now. 

It is my order. I am sending you with my blessing. And remember, even if you leave me, I will 

never leave you.” 

Baba then asked Meherjee if he loved him. Meherjee replied, “If I did not love you, how 

could I wish to remain here?” 

Baba explained, “Obedience is higher than love. So carry out what I order you to do. Go 

now, and remember that I am with you.” Meherjee accepted, and with tears in his eyes accompanied 

his father home − taking Baba with him in his heart. 

Kaka Baria arrived at Meherabad on the morning of 19 December, and again expressed his 

wish to stay permanently with the Master. Baba remarked, “Now I think your chappals will fit me.” 

Kaka was confident that Baba would now keep him in the ashram, believing himself worthy to stay 

with the Master. 

But after two days, just as he was about to retire for the night, Baba asked him, “Why are 

you going to sleep? Go to Bombay and deliver these copies of the Meher Message to my lovers 

there.” Kaka had to return. This time, too, he could not find a place in the Garden of Meherabad, 

but the period of testing was only to prepare him for his permanent stay. The pain and 

nonfulfillment of his desire were necessary steps for that preparation. 

Baba cleaned the boys’ latrines on the 19th with Jalbhai. 

On Thursday, 20 December 1928, Baba emphasized to the boys, “Everything is in God, 

but the help of the Sadguru is needed in order to know and experience God.” To illustrate this, Baba 

narrated the following story: 

Once in the jungle, a tigress died after giving birth to a cub. The cub remained hungry, without food or water 

for days. A shepherd found it and took pity on it. He reared it among his sheep. The cub grew up thinking it 

was a sheep. He did not know that he was a tiger. 

One day a grown-up tiger saw the cub playing among the flock and was surprised. He went to the cub and did 

his utmost to persuade it that it was a tiger and not a sheep. But the young tiger would not believe him. So the 

tiger took him to a pool of water and made him look at his own reflection there. The young tiger was 

astonished and at last was convinced of his true identity. He forgot the notion of his being a lamb and passed 

the rest of his days among tigers. 

In this story, the sheep represent worldly people who are ignorant of the Truth. The flock of sheep represents 

the general public. The tiger cub is an ignorant man; the full grown tiger is the Sadguru; the pool of water 

symbolizes the Path; and recognizing the reflection is attaining God-realization. 

Although the tiger cub was a tiger, out of ignorance, it took itself to be a sheep. And as long as the other tiger 

did not show it its reflection in the pool of water, this misconception continued. In the same way, though man 

is potentially God, being quite ignorant of his Real Self, he thinks himself to be only a man and passes through 

cycles of births and deaths. He continues wallowing in ignorance until the Sadguru makes him see his own true 

image. 

From that day, the Prem Ashram school was reopened from eight to ten in the morning. On 

22 December, the name of the Hazrat Babajan High School for the Meher Ashram children was 

changed to the Hazrat Babajan English School, and Baba revised the schedule of the schools. For 

the boys of Meher Ashram, whose school had begun on the 19th, classes were held from seven to 

nine in the morning and again from two to four in the afternoon. For the Prem Ashram boys, school 

was set from nine to noon, including Sundays. New tatta (bamboo matting) sheds, serving as 

classrooms, were ready for occupancy, and the boys went there at sunset. Baba personally handed 

out books to each student that day. 



The previous few days, Baba had ordered Dara to meditate early in the morning, but he 

was often disobedient. Later that day, Baba asked him, “Why didn’t you meditate as I asked? I gave 

you special instructions about it.” 

Dara complained that it was so bitterly cold at 3:00 A.M. that he could not concentrate 

well. Baba countered, “If cold makes you shirk from the spiritual path, how will you ever progress? 

To complain about extreme cold in winter, too much heat in summer, and rain in the monsoon is a 

tendency of human nature. If at any time pretexts are ready [to justify disobedience], how on earth 

are you to progress in the Path?” After this reprimand, Baba pardoned Dara and instructed him to 

rise at 5:00 A.M. (instead of at three), tie a cloth around his eyes, and repeat God’s name until Baba 

told him to stop. 

Minoo Pohowala, his brother, and Nadir Dastur were visitors on the 22nd. Nadir was 

Minoo’s business partner in running the Meher Motor Works in Bijapur. 

On 23 December, while giving a discourse about God-realization, Baba revealed: 

The velocity of the force of maya is tremendous and requires stilling. That is, the force of maya must come to a 

stop gradually. It takes five minutes for this to happen before Realization. For example, a train coming into the 

station does not come to a halt all of a sudden. It slows down gradually after the momentum has stopped. 

Similarly, due to the “speed” of maya, it takes five minutes before one realizes oneself to be God. Just before 

Realization, the gross, subtle, and mental worlds all become still; but that continuous sound — “I am God; I am 

God” — is there. But this is all beyond the mind’s comprehension. 

That night, Pesu arrived at midnight with the last load of things from Toka. He and four 

other men quietly unloaded everything from the eight bullock carts and trolley. Baba came out at 

two o’clock to watch them. Pesu and Subnis had camped in Toka for several days in the extreme 

cold, watching over the remaining goods there and awaiting a trolley and carts. They had subsisted 

on only tea and bread, and occasionally rice and dal. 

The school was closed for Christmas on Tuesday, 25 December 1928. Meredith came to 

visit at noon. According to Baba’s wish, no religious ceremonies were observed that day. Baba 

explained to Meredith, “On all four sides, in every corner of the globe, religious precepts and 

ceremonies prevail. Were we to follow the same old sham and show here, then what would be the 

difference between us and the world? Here, to obey me is the best religious act you can perform, 

and by doing so you will free yourself from all the bondages of the customs and rites of religion.” 

Gramophone records were played at night, and Dastur left by train for Poona. Two days 

later, Chintaman Rao and his family were permitted to pay their respects to Baba. Vishnu’s friend 

Nilu also visited during his break from medical school. 

 

Criticism of Baba by the press was a regular occurrence those days. Behind it was Colonel 

Irani, who was quite clever and active in his propaganda campaign. He even went so far as to try 

to persuade Baily to agree with his viewpoint by bribing him. 

Adi Sr. had been to Poona, where he met Baily, Babu Cyclewalla, and Sailor. Adi came to 

Meherabad on the 26th with Nusserwan, and reported to Baba. The next day, concerning Baily’s 

involvement with the Colonel, Baba warned, “Baily writes fervently and lovingly in his letters, 

[which were read out], but perhaps this is because he wants funds to support his bad habits of wine, 

women, and song. If Baily succumbs to graft to support his habits, he will be like Judas. But I won’t 

allow it to happen. I love him and will see that he does not slip off the Path.” 

Baba sent Vishnu to Poona with instructions to bring Baily back, and also to see Kakubai 

(Vishnu’s mother) and Sadashiv. Vishnu returned with Baily on the 28th at noon. Baily sought 

Baba’s forgiveness with tears streaming down his cheeks. He promised Baba he would change his 

habits and said he would write a fitting reply to the Colonel’s allegations. Hearing this, Baba 

explained at length about the current antagonism against him: 



You should not hate him [Colonel Irani]; the man deserves to be pitied. We should not act in the same way as 

he does. We should harbor no bitterness for his criticism nor try to get the better of him. Instead we should 

patiently tolerate his obstructive tactics. How beautiful it was when Christ said, “If a person slaps you on one 

cheek, offer him the other.” This is the real thing; otherwise, there is no difference between the Colonel and 

Baily. 

If a man curses your father and you curse his mother, what is the difference between you? Such opponents are 

friends not enemies. They teach you the lesson of being calm, patient, and forbearing in every adverse 

circumstance — in the midst of all provocation. They thereby render you the greatest service. So forbear, 

forgive, and forget. 

Your attitude should serve as an example of forbearance and patience to the world. Therefore, don’t become 

like them. Tolerate everything, face every obstacle and learn to swallow anger. It is for this reason that Kabir 

has said, “If you want to gulp down anything, gulp down wrath.” 

You have a great lesson to learn from this opposition. Learn that those who spread deceitful lies about our 

actions and propagandize against us are thereby giving importance to our work without our asking. They 

publicize our cause, advertising it widely in a way which we could not have done. This is their service to us. 

Not only this, but by carrying on with all their propaganda, they are always thinking of me and giving me so 

much importance. This preoccupation of theirs is thus advantageous to them. You serve me in a favorable 

manner; they in an unfavorable manner, but it is service nevertheless. There is no doubt that in this way they 

are thinking of me and that is what matters. Their angle of vision is different, but they have the right to think 

and express their views and opinions. But while expressing their minds, too often they lose control over their 

tongues which leads them to ridicule and scandalize us. 

You may resent it and say that this is their weakness. But if you believe this and still adopt the same 

vituperative attitude toward them, does this not expose your own weakness? There is then no difference 

between you and them! And it shows that my teachings, discourses, and instructions have had no effect upon 

you. Compared to them, your weakness is greater because you have stayed with me, heard my discourses, and 

know me, which they have not. So remain calm, put up with hardships, and be tolerant; forgive them and forget 

all. 

The mandali, however, were not sitting idly in the face of the increasing opposition. Dastur 

and Chanji were vigorously working to counteract the effect of the Colonel’s campaign to malign 

Baba. They would write long letters to the editors of the various journals and Gujarati and English 

newspapers which printed the Colonel’s articles. Chanji even published a booklet in Gujarati about 

Baba, which included statements from Rustom and Daulatmai (the Colonel’s sister) clarifying 

Meher Baba’s mission. 

 

Another Muslim boy who had been taken away with Aga Ali in August was Ahmed 

Muhammad. On 28 December 1928, at sunset, as Baba was seated by his crypt-cabin discussing 

matters with the mandali, suddenly Ahmed came forward and garlanded Baba with roses. He stood 
with pride before Baba. The little fellow returned to Meherabad, having walked all the way from 

Bombay, 175 miles. He had gone without food during his long journey and suffered many hardships 

along the way. 

How intensely were the moths attracted toward the light! Their strenuous efforts to dance 

near the light made ascending the highest mountain peaks look like child’s play. Moths hunger only 

for light, without which they cannot live. They are at peace only when they turn into ash on the 

altar of light, and their transformation is their victory over maya. The moths and the Light were 

reunited at Meherabad in play, and the wine of love was being poured into their hearts again. The 

moths were being taught to die while still alive! They learned that true love is that which flows 

according to the Beloved’s wishes. 

On Sunday, 30 December, while expounding on the universe, Baba revealed: 

The speed of the revolving of the universe is so tremendous that it is impossible to tell whether it is spinning in 

motion. Look how many people, creatures, and inanimate things there are in this world. Every person and thing 

has a pulse; everyone has thoughts — hundreds of thoughts per minute. If all of these thoughts of the whole 

mass of humanity and all other living beings in the world are put together, no one would be able to measure or 

think of them. The amount is so measureless. 



Such tremendous speed has no calculable speed. It looks as if it is at a standstill. The pulse of the whole 

universe is so infinite; but this pulse I measure, I observe, and I feel. Think of what it must be. I know what the 

President of the United States thinks or will think tomorrow. I know the same about the Prime Minister of 

England. It does not take me even a moment to know their thoughts. 

You wonder, “How is it possible?” I say it is possible because all this is so close to me. Suppose I pinch 

Vasant’s hand, cheek, or tummy. Does he feel it? He does because all these are parts of his body. If I pinch him 

simultaneously at several places, he would feel the pinches. In the same way, the universe has ‘stuck’ to me; it 

is part and parcel of my being. I know and understand the thought of each and every living being and thing in 

the universe. How? Because I have clasped the universe to my bosom so tightly that I feel every heartbeat in 

creation. 

While staying at Akbar Press, Meredith Starr began to show his true character. Nusserwan 

became fed up with his inconsiderate ways and demanding attitude. (Meredith demanded dozens 

of oranges and lemons for his special diet, for instance.) Margaret Ross was unwell and had been 

sent to Poona by train. Adi Sr. had made the best possible arrangements for having her admitted to 

the hospital; but on 7 December, Meredith sent him an angry note asking why Margaret and Esther 

had been sent by train instead of in Adi’s car. Meredith had no regard for Adi’s sacrifices or the 

expenses incurred. Baba was paying for everything, including the Westerners’ passage to and from 

India, as Meredith had been called originally to bring boys from England to the school. 

Baba discussed the situation with Rustom, Nusserwan and Adi to try to find a way to send 

the three back to England. Baba still had work to accomplish through Meredith, so he did not wish 

to alienate him. He came up with this ruse instead. On 10 December, Baba sent Meredith a note: 

Meredith, I have been doing very important spiritual work these last few days. It has now become imperative 

that you leave for England at once. If you remain in India you will die! The two ladies will be saved, but you, 

being far advanced [spiritually], will die. Interference by me at this point is undesirable, for one of you must 

die if you remain in India any longer. 

It is better you leave for England now. Besides, your presence in England is most desirable, essential at this 

time, because you have much work to do for me there. Since you are a friend of and will always work with the 

poor, travel to Bombay by the lowest class. Begin keeping silence and do not break the silence until you land in 

England. 

The following day, Chanji was sent to personally explain Baba’s wishes. Meredith was told 

never to mention Baba’s name in any matter relating to finances or to refer to him for purposes of 

raising funds. He should talk about Baba only in spiritual matters, wherein Baba would always 

guide and help him. Baba again wrote to him, “Meredith, leave India immediately and take the two 

ladies with you. It is very necessary; otherwise, you will leave your body!” 

The ruse worked. After staying with Baba for six months, on the afternoon of 29 December, 

Meredith Starr bid farewell to Baba at Meherabad. According to Baba’s orders, he left for England 

with Margaret and Esther, sailing from Bombay four days later. 

 

On Tuesday, 1 January 1929, meetings were held about the financial affairs of the ashram. 

(A loan had been taken from Nusserwan, but he required some payment.) Buasaheb complained, 

“There are so many in the mandali these days and the activities being less and less, they do nothing 

but eat. To reduce expenses it is advisable to reduce their number.” 

Baba replied, “Don’t worry; everything will be all right. Last year it was the Prem Ashram 

boys who were crying, and this year it will be us who are weeping!” 

Baba started giving out hints that he would soon close the school, and the next day, nine of 

the boys were sent home. He then announced that he and a select group of men and boys would be 

leaving on a walking tour soon. Meanwhile, after Toka, Rustom and his wife and children had 

moved to Nasik. Since Baba was to go on tour, the women mandali were sent to Nasik on the 13th, 

where arrangements for their stay were made in a separate house in Rustom and Freiny’s 

compound. 



Although about ten of the boys had left, it was a shock when Chhota Baba, the favorite of 

all, declared that he too was leaving. None of the mandali had anticipated this, though for several 

days Chhota Baba had been speaking of going somewhere else. The mandali had taken his remarks 

lightly, but this time he was serious and decided to leave. Surprisingly, Baba did not try to dissuade 

him. However, the school was closed in the afternoon on 3 January to give him a befitting farewell. 

Raosaheb and Chanji made speeches praising Chhota Baba, and he was given a new coat and 

chappals. He left for the station in a tonga with Borker to catch the five o’clock train. Raosaheb 

followed by bicycle. In the evening the staff and boys waited by the railroad tracks at Meherabad 

to wave as his train passed. 

That night, while with the mandali, Baba revealed, “The time for a world upheaval is at 

hand. I shall speak out to mankind and make my voice heard and felt throughout the world.” 

Padri and Adi had been in Bombay arranging Meredith Starr and the ladies’ passage to 

England. While returning to Meherabad on 5 January (with Gulmai), they were startled to see 

Chhota Baba walking on the Dhond Road. He had decided to return to Meherabad after only two 

days, and they picked him up and brought him back to the ashram. 

Gustadji’s mother Bhikaiji arrived the same day with her son Slamson and had Baba’s 

darshan. 

Baba had expressed his opinion that the tone of the Meher Message was a bit too strident. 

He wished it made clear through a separate insert that the opinions expressed in the magazine were 

those of its editor, Dastur. But Dastur strongly objected to this. The first issues arrived a few days 

later on 6 January. Again, Baba told the mandali that, apart from contributing one of his discourses 

every issue, “I am quite aloof from the Meher Message and I have no connection with it. It is a 

matter between you and Dastur. I have nothing to do with it.” Hearing this, Dastur became very 

upset and had a heated argument with Raosaheb. Baba calmed them both and afterward clarified a 

matter which Dastur had dealt with erroneously. 

Later that night, while discussing future plans, Baba explained: 

I know I will have to suffer much more than Christ; and still I say that I am God. Look at the mentality of 

educated people. What do they say? “Can man ever be God? It is all humbug.” But I will continue to say, 

“Whatever I am, I am!” 

During a discussion on Monday, 7 January 1929, Baba revealed:  

The God you are in search of is not up in the sky. He is here — on this plane! I am That. 

I am in you, so search for me within yourself. I am not in any mosque, temple or church. You may claim that 

this is impossible — totally impossible. All right, then tell me do your eyes see yourself? They see the world, 

but they do not see you. For that you have to use a mirror. 

Similarly, through the mirror of love, you have to see yourself. And the person who has the mirror is the Perfect 

Master and no one else. Only a Perfect Master has the mirror of love. 

Baily came to Meherabad on the 7th for the day with Sailor’s wife Naja. Following the 

standard procedure, Homi Bhatena sent a note up the hill informing Baba of their arrival.398 

(Visitors were only permitted up with Baba’s permission.) During this period, Baba was fond of 

quoting a few lines of the Sufi Master Al-Hallaj to the boys and mandali. Baba had even written 

out the lines and given them to Baily (which Baily intended to use as the dedication page of a book 

he wrote in Gujarati about Baba’s life, although the book was never published): 

I am He whom I love, and He whom I love is I. 

We are two spirits dwelling in one body. 

If thou seest me, thou seest Him, 

 
398 Hormusji Shapurji Bhatena of Bombay had been staying with the mandali in Toka and at Meherabad. 



And if thou seest Him, thou seest us both!399 

Pendu had been coughing for many days and, on the 7th, Dr. Sathe prescribed some 

medicine for him. Baba’s brother Beheram, who was the compounder, mistakenly added some 

hydrochloric acid while mixing the medicine. When Pendu swallowed the mixture, he felt as if his 

throat were on fire, and his condition became serious. Baba immediately had Adi drive Pendu to 

Sassoon Hospital in Poona, Nusserwan and Dr. Sathe accompanied them. The doctors there were 

prepared to operate on Pendu’s throat. 

When this news was conveyed to Baba, he lost his temper and began flinging things about. 

His terrible mood lasted for half an hour before he became calm again. The next day, 8 January, a 

telegram was received that Pendu’s operation had been averted. Nothing serious had happened 

except that the painful burning sensation continued. Beheram did not disclose his mistake but Baba 

found out about it later. 

Pendu recovered and returned to Meherabad a week later. 

 

Because of Baba’s announced walking tour, preparations began on Saturday, 12 January 

1929, for sending away most of the boys of both the Meher and Prem Ashram. Telegrams were 

sent to the boys’ parents or guardians, informing them the school was closing. 

Aga Ali’s father was the first to arrive the next day to take his son home. Baba had warned, 

“If Ali goes, all go,” and this seemed to be happening. All but four of the boys (Aga Ali, Ali Akbar, 

Vasant, and Shapur) departed for their homes later the same day. Even the Persian boys were sent 

back to Iran with Raosaheb. These boys were especially heartbroken, and clung to Baba’s feet and 

wept at the time of departure. Watching them leave, Baba remarked to Ramjoo, “You can now see 

that the closing of the ashram has some connection with [Aga] Ali.”  

On Tuesday, 15 January 1929, Baba left Meherabad with a group of eighteen.400. Chanji 

was sent to Bombay in connection with some publishing work (perhaps the Gujarati booklet 

defending Baba). Pendu, who was being sent north to Quetta to work with Rusi Irani, departed with 

Chanji.401 Dastur also went to Bombay. Meanwhile, Gustadji’s brothers, Slamson and Homi, who 

had been staying at Meherabad, left for Indore.402 

Baba planned to walk to the town of Kolhapur via Pandharpur, but the group first walked 

to Ahmednagar where they stayed at Akbar Press for two days. Leaving there by truck, they traveled 

to Dhond, arriving on the evening of 17 January. They had to spend the night in an open space near 

the train station as the dak bungalow was occupied. 

The next day they walked eight miles to the village of Patas where they stayed in the dak 

bungalow. Baba then changed his plans and instead of walking to Kolhapur, they headed toward 

Karad — a holy place of pilgrimage in Satara District. 

At dawn on 19 January, they walked twelve miles to Rawangaon; but along the way Baba 

severely twisted his ankle. By the time they reached Rawangaon, Baba’s leg was paining him so 

much that it was decided to rest there in the dak bungalow. 

 
399 Meher Baba quoted the English translation from the Arabic, translated by R. J. Nicholson. This couplet 

is from a ghazal by Rumi, in which he quotes the first ghazal of Al-Hallaj’s Divan. (See illustration on p. 

1136 of Lord Meher, 1st edition.) 
400 Those traveling with Baba were: Ali Akbar, Baidul, Jalbhai, Beheram, Buasaheb, Chhagan, Dara, 

Faram, Gustadji, Karim, Manekar, Masaji, Pesu, Pleader, Rustom Dinyar, Mehrabanpur, Subnis and 

Vishnu. 
401 Pendu and Chanji stopped in Poona, where they met Babu Cyclewalla and had Babajan’s darshan. Later, 

in Bombay, they contacted Kaka Baria, according to Baba’s instructions. 
402 After Homi Hansotia left the ashram, he married a Muslim woman. Later, he lost his farm, became 

destitute, and lived like a hermit for a time in a hut outside his hometown.  



At midnight on Sunday, 20 January, they walked eleven miles to Diksal where they stayed 

in a dharamshala. Jalbhai named the group “The Bat Party,” since during the entire journey, they 

continued to do their walking at night. 

Baba’s ankle was not healing, so he decided to cut the walking tour short and return to 

Ahmednagar. On Thursday, 24 January, they left Diksal by truck, but the truck broke down along 

the way, forcing them to travel from Dhond by train. They reached Akbar Press the same day. 

Three days later, they returned to Meherabad — having been gone for only twelve days. 

Later the same day, Masaji arrived from Nasik with the women mandali, who had been called for 

a short visit with Baba. Baba’s mood was tranquil, and he decided to end the tour for a while and 

stay on at Meherabad, which was quiet and deserted since most of the residents had gone. 

 

Meanwhile, Aga Ali had managed to escape from his home in Bombay yet again, and he 

returned to Meherabad on 17 January, two days after Baba’s walking tour had started. The mandali 

at Meherabad informed his father of his whereabouts, but this time Haji Muhammad had a change 

of heart and allowed his son to stay. 

Monday, 28 January 1929 was observed as Babajan’s birthday. Baba had the occasion 

celebrated with three hours of singing and dancing by the local villagers. 

Kalemama, who was the chief officer of Dhulia municipality, had been repeatedly 

requesting that the Master visit his house, and Baba finally agreed to come. Baba was driven there 

on 5 February in Adi Sr.’s new Chevrolet, with Buasaheb, Jalbhai, Dhake, Shahane, and Vishnu. 

At noon, they reached Malegaon, where Dhake’s father-in-law Bapu Puranik warmly received 

them. Baba saw Dhake’s newborn son Kamlakar, and then left, reaching Dhulia in the early 

evening. Kalemama gave Baba and the group a hearty reception, and Baba spent the night at his 

house. 

The next day Adi drove the group to Yeola, but as he had to go to Nasik for some work, 

Baba and the group boarded a train and arrived in Ahmednagar at midnight. They went on to 

Meherabad where Baba began staying in the Jhopdi at lower Meherabad. 

On Friday evening, 15 February 1929, while Baba was sitting with the mandali discussing 

various subjects, one of the men mentioned to Baba, “If you would perform a miracle, thousands 

of people would come to your feet.” 

Rustom was there and said, “Baba, you should raise an incredible tower here in one night, 

higher and grander than the Qutub Minar [in Delhi]. If you do it, millions would come to you and 

accept you as a Sadguru. How will people believe in you without your proving your powers?” 

Baba dictated this reply: 

Have you ever heard of any Sadguru or the Avatar having performed such a feat? The effect of such a miracle 

would be disastrous. 

You think millions would approach me and enter the spiritual path. You are right in one way: There would be 

no limit to their numbers and they would come to revere me! But so many would come full of worldly desires 

they wished to have fulfilled! Those who needed money would say, “You have raised such a big minaret in one 

night; why don’t you give us a few thousand rupees by your powers.” Some would come in the hope of my 

relieving them of their suffering. Others would come with a desire to be freed of their worldly entanglements. 

It would reach such an extent that those who really wanted to live a life of renunciation would approach me 

thinking I should tell them to stop all the austerities and penances, which they must undergo, and give them 

liberation by my miracle! They wouldn’t come to me for myself or out of love for me; they would come out of 

their love for miracles and would, as a result, achieve nothing. This whole world is an illusion; and a miracle is 

an illusion into illusion. 

Someone then posed the question to Baba as to why he did not destroy this illusion. Baba 

gave this explanation: 



The sun that gives you light at present will burst after many crores [tens of millions] of years, but another sun 

will take its place. The earth is getting cooler and will eventually turn into a moon; but another planet, just like 

the present earth, will take its place. 

What has been in the past will be in the future. The processes of evolution and involution will go on forever. 

Ignorance and creation go hand in hand. 

The following day, Baba’s parents, Sheriarji and Shireenmai, arrived in advance to attend 

his birthday celebration. In the evening they had an hour-long discussion with Baba about family 

matters. Chanji returned the same morning with Kaka Baria and a few others, and Rustom and 

Padri arrived at midnight from Nasik. 

 

Meher Baba’s 35th birthday was celebrated in Meherabad on Sunday, 17 February 1929. 

The official program that day was as follows: 

7:30 — Tea with rawa 

8:00 A.M. — Procession to Arangaon and puja there 

9:00 A.M. — Washing of Baba’s feet by 200 devotees [on the hill], singing by Shankarbhau 

and friends 

10:00 A.M. — Talk about Baba’s life by Angal Pleader 

11:00 A.M. − Baba rocked in a cradle. 

Noon — Lunch on the hill 

2:00 - 8:00 P.M. — Qawaali singing by Pyaroo Qawaal with an interval for tea. 

8:00 - 9:00 P.M. — Dinner on the hill 

9:30 P.M. - 2:00 A.M. — Play by a local drama troupe and a procession. 

The procession started from Meherabad Hill and went along the railway tracks to the 

Arangaon level crossing, and then back to the dhuni, with a marching band and dancing by the 

villagers. Two to three hundred persons joined in. More songs were performed at the dhuni. All 

walked up the hill and departed at three o’clock. Hundreds had taken Baba’s darshan that day. 

Visitors included Ghani, Khak Saheb, Babu Cyclewalla, Sadashiv Patil, and Baily. 

The next morning at nine o’clock in the Water Tank Hall No. 1 (west room), a classical 

singer named Master Krishna sang to Baba for four hours. Baba did not usually enjoy classical 

singing, but he was so pleased with Krishna’s performance that he presented him with an 

elaborately woven spread. Again at three-thirty in the afternoon, Pyaroo Qawaal sang, and Baba 

praised his voice highly, also. 

Later that night Baba informed the mandali, “From the 21st of February there will be an 

absolute stop to darshan − and stop means stop!” But this new restriction applied only to outsiders, 

those unfamiliar to Baba or the mandali. A notice board to this effect was put up. 

On Thursday, 21 February 1929, Baba selected five men to be writers — Dastur, Chanji, 

Manekar, Ramjoo, and Raosaheb (who had recently returned to Meherabad from Persia). A 

committee was established and came to be known as the Divine Knowledge Publishers, with an 

office in the tatta lecture hall on the hill. Each of the men was given a separate room in which to 

write. Baba ordered Dastur to write in English, Ramjoo in Hindi and Urdu, Raosaheb in Persian, 

Chanji in Gujarati, and Manekar in Marathi. Two o’clock in the afternoon was fixed for the 

committee to meet with Baba and receive his advice about their respective writing projects. But, as 

it turned out, during this entire period, they had the chance of seeing Baba only twice. 

Necessary writing materials, such as paper, pen and ink were supplied to them. Only 

Manekar was given specific instructions about his project; he was first to translate Ramjoo’s 

manuscript Sobs and Throbs into Marathi and then to write Baba’s biography in Marathi. The other 

writers continued the work in which they were already engaged: Dastur with the magazine Meher 
Message; Ramjoo with Urdu articles for the newspapers; Chanji with Gujarati newspaper articles 



and pamphlets; and Raosaheb with the first book to be published in Persian about Meher Baba and 

the Meher and Prem Ashrams, titled Kashful-Haqayaque (The Revelation of Truth).403 

Up until 1929, the Family Quarters property in Arangaon had been rented. Baba had tried 

to buy it earlier for Rs.1,000 and later for Rs.1500, but the landlady refused to sell it. Unexpectedly, 

on 21 February, the woman on her own came to the Master and was willing to settle for only Rs.500. 

A legal deed was prepared and the building became Baba’s first property in the village. 

From 22 February, Baba reassigned some of the mandali’s duties: Masaji, who had been 

on night duty, was now put in charge of the cooking department on the hill. Chhagan was 

transferred from the Prem Ashram to Buasaheb’s department. Baba himself took on the work of 

bathing the boys, washing their clothes, and sweeping their quarters. Jalbhai, Pleader, and Karim 

were his helpers, although their only duty consisted in keeping boiling water ready for Baba and 

handing him the filled buckets when he bathed the boys. Everything else Baba insisted on doing 

himself. That day the school was reopened. The boys had been on a week’s holiday since Baba’s 

birthday. Beheram returned from Poona (where he had escorted Memo after the birthday) and he 

became the superintendent of the Prem Ashram. 

Two days later, Meherjee returned to Meherabad. He was planning to travel to Persia to 

work and wished to have Baba’s darshan and permission before departing. The proprietor of a firm 

had offered him a salary of Rs.60 per month, but Baba advised him not to accept the job. After 

some days, the proprietor approached Meherjee with an enhanced offer of Rs.100. Meherjee went 

back to Meherabad to inform Baba. This time Baba allowed him to accept the job. Before Meherjee 

departed, Baba remarked, “You may go and I will follow you. My nazar is on you.” Meherjee left 

for Persia as a lowly employee, but returned to India sixteen years later as a prosperous 

businessman. 

At noon in the dining hall on the 24th, Baba spoke admiringly of Sadhu Leik and made 

these remarks about him: “He is the member of the circle about whom I have been speaking often. 

He is a real man. There is a world of difference between Meredith Starr and Sadhu Leik. They are 

poles apart. Starr, however, was instrumental in bringing him here.” 

Baba concluded with this comment: “The real one comes; the unreal goes!” 

 

During the last week of February 1929, a Meher Ashram boy named Genu Chambhar fell 

ill with pneumonia and his condition grew serious. Day and night Baba nursed him and arranged 

the best treatment for him from Dr. Sathe. The boy was even moved to Baba’s underground crypt-

cabin, and Baba would visit him as soon as he came up the hill at seven or eight every morning. 

Genu was in a state of delirium and extremely weak, but his love and devotion were so great that 

as soon as he saw the Master coming, he would go to him and lay his head at Baba’s feet. Baba 

always consoled him tenderly. 

Sidhu and Subnis were told to look after Genu, and his family was informed of his critical 

condition. Genu’s father came to Meherabad and wanted to take him home. Baba tried to persuade 

him not to, but he would not listen. Baba sent Pesu to arrange for a taxi and ordered, “When the 

taxi arrives, Genu should be put in it and no one should do anything more regarding him.” 

However, when the taxi came, Pesu and Sidhu urged Genu’s father, “Why do you want to 

take him home? He is being given the best possible treatment here, and Baba himself is attending 

him.” Genu’s relatives agreed and the father eventually consented. 

Pesu and Sidhu were happy with their efforts and went to inform Baba that Genu would be 

staying after all. However, when Baba heard this, instead of being pleased, he became extremely 

 
403 Raosaheb’s intention in writing the book was to “set the record straight,” so to speak, as at the time, a lot 

of false rumors had been spread in Iran and elsewhere about Baba’s activities at Meherabad with the 

children. 



upset. “Why did you break my order?” he demanded angrily. “I had told you to send Genu away 

immediately, as soon as the taxi arrived. Why inform me you have done otherwise?” 

While Baba was scolding them, Genu’s father appeared and begged Baba’s forgiveness, 

praying to him to let his son stay at Meherabad. Baba replied, “That time has gone now. But if you 

wish him to be here, keep him here at your own risk. I will no longer be responsible for Genu. I 

have severed my connection with him. He will be given the best treatment and attention, but I will 

not in the least be responsible.” 

So Genu’s father accepted responsibility for the decision, and Baba agreed to let the boy 

remain in Meherabad. But Baba did not enter Genu’s room even once that day. At midnight on the 

24th, Genu died. His father felt great remorse for not listening to Baba, and Sidhu and Pesu also 

repented for not carrying out the Master’s instructions literally. 

There was a greater significance in the boy’s death, as Baba later remarked, “Genu has 

won, but his father, Sidhu and Pesu have lost. Genu is with me. He is freed and has no more births 

left.” With his last breath, Baba’s name was on Genu’s lips. He called out for Baba, and his soul 

merged with God. 

Although the boy achieved the Goal of life when he died, his death provided an invaluable 

lesson to his father, Sidhu, and Pesu, which they remembered for the rest of their lives. 

One day, soon after Genu’s death, Baba commented about various problems: 

Due to the demise of Arjun, who died away from me, there were many changes — I stopped writing, began 

using the alphabet board, and the schools were started at Meherabad. It was all for the best until 1928, when 

Abdulla [Chhota Baba] had his experience in the Prem Ashram and the fire of love began speaking through the 

boys. But when Muhammad Hussein was thrashed and beaten in my presence by his close relatives — coupled 

with the continual nuisance of Aga Ali’s father — I had to leave Meherabad temporarily for Toka. There was 

no other point in going to Toka and spending so much money unnecessarily, but this reason was there. 

And now a new difficulty [Genu’s death]. When Ali’s father listens to reason, another trouble crops up. This is 

the last chance. If Ali’s father again comes, we will try to persuade him to let Ali remain; if not, I will close up 

the whole shebang. For the time being, we should let things carry on as they are. 

If this one year passes smoothly, I will make Abdulla such that he will carry the whole world in his pocket! If 

not, then I intend to leave India for Persia. 

Meanwhile, in order to wipe out the mixed effects of Genu’s death, we should proceed to Happy Valley for two 

or three days. The moment we return, duties should be divided as follows: I will look after the Prem Ashram, 

Buasaheb is to supervise the mandali, and Baidul will attend the garden. Our work will progress with double 

the force if Baidul does his duty in the garden enthusiastically and with honest labor. 

Accordingly, a short trip to Happy Valley was arranged. The group left Meherabad on foot 

at seven in the evening on the 25th, staying overnight at Akbar Press. Early the next morning at 

6:45 A.M., they set out on the Aurangabad Road for Happy Valley. While walking on the outskirts 

of Ahmednagar, they were passed by a small platoon of army troops. The boys walked behind 

Baba, looking like little monks, and the mandali followed in odd assorted outfits; meanwhile the 

soldiers in uniforms marched past them on the road. 

After going some distance, Baba halted for a short rest. He asked if there was anything to 

eat. But they had brought nothing. Baba lamented, “This is my luck. I have not eaten anything since 

yesterday and am very hungry. Despite there being half a dozen orderlies buzzing about me, just 

see how they take care of me. To pay attention to what I say and desire is real meditation. What 

better meditation could there be than that?” 

Even though they had walked about fourteen miles, the boys were not tired. Reaching 

Happy Valley at about ten o’clock, they had a meal and Baba made the boys rest. The next day, 

Wednesday, 27 February 1929, Baba took a few boys sightseeing to Manjor Suba Hill and other 

spots, but he returned within fifteen minutes. Meanwhile, the mandali and the remaining boys had 



been divided into two groups — the Hindus led by Dhake and the Iranis by Baidul — and each 

group went to climb a nearby hill. 

Baba was so upset not to find anyone at the dak bungalow when he returned that he lost 

his temper and beat two of the men without any apparent reason. He began cursing those who were 

not present, “Why, when, and with whose permission have they gone? Were they unaware that I 

would require their presence at any time, particularly here, where I have come for enjoyment to 

relax and play cards?” 

Baba was especially annoyed at Baidul. For half an hour he expressed anxiety about the 

missing groups. He tried playing a game of cards with Chanji but seemed uninterested. “What are 

they trying to do — kill themselves?” he kept asking. “Idiots! Do they want to die?” No one could 

follow what Baba meant. But when Baidul’s and Dhake’s groups returned, they reported that three 

of the boys, while hiking on the hill, had narrowly escaped falling into the valley below and being 

killed. 

The next morning at six o’clock, Baba returned to Meherabad with the boys in a motor 

trolley. Buasaheb and Gustadji followed in the bullock cart, which the group had brought with them 

to haul their beddings and other necessities. On the way back, the cart overturned; Buasaheb was 

saved from harm, though Gustadji received minor injuries. 

Minoo Pohowala and Nadir Dastur arrived at Meherabad at noon. Baba discussed some 

work with Nadir and Baily on 1 March. Nadir returned to Bombay the next day and Minoo on the 

4th. Baily decided to make arrangements to stay in Ahmednagar. 

On the evening of Saturday, 2 March 1929, during a discussion with Nusserwan, Dastur, 

and Vishnu about the current Indian political situation, Baba stated: 

The British are the greatest benefactors for India — they sweep away all its kutchera [dirt; i.e., bad sanskaras]! 

Yet the Indians bawl out and curse them, because they do not understand this. If India were benefited 

materially it would be thrown back spiritually. It would be even worse than England. The reverse effect would 

be greater. 

The Prem Ashram school was reopened earlier that day, but during the next two months 

Baba seemed to be winding down the numerous activities at Meherabad. It was evident that he no 

longer wished to remain there as his work with the school and boys was nearing completion. 

During March and April, many of the mandali were sent to different places for work. Pendu 

was still in Quetta; Chanji and Raosaheb were sent to Bombay to arrange for printing their writings; 

Baidul and Ardeshir were also later sent to Bombay to sell Raosaheb’s Persian book The Revelation 

of Truth, as soon as it was printed; Buasaheb was sent home to Poona; Beheram was sent to Poona 

and Bombay to consult a doctor, as he was in poor health; and Padri, Edke, Masaji, Kaikhushru 

Masa, and Babu Cyclewalla were in Nasik (as were the women mandali). 

Padri arrived with Gulmai on 4 March, and Dr. Sathe came that day on his weekly visit. 

Baba’s crypt-cabin was being rebuilt in stone at this time, and at 3:00 P.M. on Wednesday, 

6 March 1929, the opening ceremony of the new pucca (permanent) room was performed. A tea 

party was held in celebration on the platform outside the Tomb with gramophone records being 

played and sweets distributed, brought by Adi from Ahmednagar. 

That night, while explaining about what happens to the soul after death, Baba disclosed: 

Suppose a person dies and his greater number of good sanskaras take him to heaven. There he experiences 

without a physical body the result of his good sanskaras of his past life. Similarly, if he has a greater number of 

bad sanskaras, they take him to hell and he experiences those sanskaras without a body. 

In both cases the grossness of either good or bad sanskaras is wiped out either in heaven or in hell, and still the 

faint stain of these sanskaras remains in the mind. These are subtle impressions. 

Suppose a dish of food overturns in your lap and your clothes become soiled with spots. You immediately 

remove or throw away the food, but the stains remain. These stains are like impressions. 



Sanskaras remain connected with the environment where a person dies for two or three days after death. 

Although they are disconnected from the environment after two or three days, they are not spent either in hell 

or heaven for ten to twelve days after death. They remain unspent during this period. 

 

Baba was planning to go on tour sometime in May. As if to compensate for the time he 

would be away, he spent nearly every day of March and April with the Prem Ashram boys — 

discoursing to them and giving them the immeasurable benefit of his personal company. 

On Monday, 18 March 1929, the boy Rajaram drank deeply from the cup of Wine and 

became God-intoxicated, losing consciousness of his surroundings for more than an hour and a 

half. When he came out of that state, his eyes looked vacant and he refused to eat or speak with 

anyone. His state continued for three days, during which time he was completely unconscious of 

his body. 

Dastur questioned Baba about him on the 26th, asking if Rajaram was as spiritually 

advanced as Chhota Baba. “Oh no!” Baba revealed. “He has a long way to go before he reaches 

Abdulla’s sixth-plane state. He has experienced an inkling of the bliss and has been enjoying it for 

three days. Now he experiences the gross world as a mirage.” 

When Dastur asked whether Rajaram would enjoy the bliss permanently, Baba replied, “He 

may or he may not. But this idea that the gross world is a mirage will continue to remain firmly 

fixed in his mind. It will not matter at all if he loses the bliss. It will be replaced by a higher sort of 

bliss. His spiritual progress will now be very rapid.” 

On Thursday, 28 March, one of the mandali asked Baba about the existence of matter, 

questioning, “You say that there is nothing but God, but you cannot deny that matter exists.” 

“Yes, I do,” Baba replied. “I deny that matter exists. There is nothing but God.” 

“But, Baba, you cannot prove that matter is nothing. I see my physical body and your body 

with my own eyes. How can you expect me to believe that matter does not exist?” 

The Master explained: 

To your mind matter exists, but only so long as your mind is working. When you are in sound sleep, matter 

does not exist to you. How then can you say that matter is real? It stands to reason that it is entirely dependent 

on the workings of your mind. It is an illusion — nothing more nor less than the work of your mind. 

Suppose when it is pitch dark and you are walking somewhere, you happen to see an object and jump back, 

concluding that it is a man whom you take to be a robber. You become frightened, but fortunately see another 

man walking toward you. Both of you decide to catch the thief. You cautiously approach the object, but no 

sooner do you begin beating it than you discover to your surprise that it is not a robber but a boulder. It was a 

mere stone. But until you discovered this, to your mind it was a robber. 

Pointing to the wooden stool, one of the mandali asked if that wasn’t matter. “To you it 

seems to be matter, but to me it is atma, a soul. What you call matter is nothing.” Baba then narrated 

this story from the toddyshop days: 

When I lived in Poona, one of my friends was named Kaikhushru Icecreamwala. He was an Irani who used to 

make and sell ice cream. He was in the habit of taking bhang [hashish mixed in milk], and once after drinking 

some, he went to sell ice cream. On his way, there was a small puddle, hardly half a foot wide. But to 

Kaikhushru that puddle was a lake! He actually ran and jumped ten feet over it in order to cross it. 

Now, if you had said to him, “This is not a lake, but a tiny puddle,” do you think he would have believed you? 

He would have called you mad. To him it was a lake. 

Similarly, to you, all this before you is matter. But to me it is nothing. Just as matter does not exist in your 

sound sleep, so it does not exist in my awake state. What you experience unconsciously in the sound sleep 

state, we God-realized persons experience in the awake state. Our awake state is real, but yours is false. When 

you realize God you will see for yourself. The existence of matter is due to the existence of the mind. When the 

mind disappears, matter also vanishes. 



Late in the evening on Saturday, 30 March 1929, Baba went to Nasik with three of the men 

to visit the women mandali. He returned at 2:00 A.M. on 3 April. Meanwhile, at the end of March, 

Manekar left for Dhulia where he had found a job. On 1 April, Sadhu Christian Leik left on Baba’s 

instructions to tour India and speak about Baba to whomever he met (orders similar to those given 

to Rustom before he left for England). Leik described his first stop at Madras, in a letter to K. J. 

Dastur: 

The only service I can render [to Baba] is to visit houses and have a talk with those to whom I am introduced. I 

have a feeling that Shri Baba wants me to go to different parts of India to establish a spiritual or inner 

connection with those parts, just as he sent Mr. Rustom K. Irani to England in the spring of 1928 to establish a 

connection with the West … Since Baba said he would be with me and I must not worry, I am gradually getting 

proofs of such care and this makes me grow in faith. I can see that through his inner workings he brings me in 

touch with those whom he wishes to help and bless. 

Leik subsequently traveled to Bangalore, Mysore, other parts of India, sometimes spending 

two weeks at each place. He was gone for six months. 

On Thursday, 11 April, Baba went to see the new hostel of the Ahmednagar National High 

School. He walked to the town at five in the morning with a few mandali, stopping first at Akbar 

Press. After performing the opening ceremony of the new school building, he returned by truck to 

Meherabad in the evening.404 

During April, Baba continued to give his constant company to the boys. Since he intended 

to go out on tour, there was the problem of what to do with the boys who remained behind. After 

being in such close association with Baba, it would have been traumatic for them to return to their 

parents. Yet at the same time, some of the parents might have objected if they had learned that 

Meher Baba was no longer residing at Meherabad. (Most of the boys were Hindus, and the main 

reason their parents were happy to allow them to stay at Meherabad was that they were under the 

direct supervision of a Spiritual Master.) 

The problem was solved by a plan to teach the boys a technical skill. Baba decided upon 

printing, and Vishnu and Jalbhai were sent to Ahmednagar for a month to learn the necessary skills 

at Mohan Printing Press so that they would be able to teach the boys in Baba’s absence. Baba even 

proposed setting up a printing press at Meherabad in the future. 

On Monday, 22 April 1929, Baba went to Nasik for another three-day-visit with the women 

mandali, and then returned to Meherabad. Chanji and Raosaheb arrived from Bombay on 1 May to 

report to Baba about the sales of Raosaheb’s book, which were so far disappointing. 

On Thursday, 2 May, the Prem Ashram was shifted to the Family Quarters near Arangaon. 

Baba advised the children, “Remain here and continue your studies as usual. I will come back after 

some days. See that there is no disturbance in the routine.” Following Baba’s instructions, Vishnu 

began teaching them the composing of type with the printing materials he had brought from 

Ahmednagar. 

Shireenmai had come for a visit and left on 3 May, with Rupamai and Banaji Karani, and 

Bomanji’s relatives. 

On 4 May, Baba stated, “Buasaheb was a Chinese emperor in a previous life, and Jalbhai 

was his wazir [minister]. Both were opium addicts − and its effect is still there!” 

The mandali as a whole were feeling confused, as no one yet knew where Baba planned to 

go on tour, or who he would take with him. On Sunday morning, 5 May, Baily complained to Baba 

that all of the men were fed up and bored. Hearing this, Baba replied, “I did not know that. This is 

the first I’ve heard about it.” 

 
404 The management of the school had inserted a full-page appeal for donations in the April 1929 issue of 

the Meher Message. 



He called Baidul and asked, “Are you feeling disgusted?” Baidul denied it. Baba remarked, 

“At least there is one man here who is not disgusted.” 

Then he added, without explaining further, “All right, in a day or two I will set things 

straight. I will go into hiding and you will never be able to find me. I will get myself imprisoned 

for seven years.” 

Pointing to Mastan, Baba remarked, “My heart is full of joy when I see Mastan. I forget 

my own suffering when I see him. He is a king! He has neither lust nor mind, nor is maya an 

influence on him. How beautiful is his state.” 

Turning to the men, he added, “Your disgust is the result of all the chaos and confusion in 

your minds, and when I try to uproot it, you say you feel fed up.” After a long tirade, Baba came 

to know that only Baily was disgusted, and he reprimanded him for wrongly including the others. 

The same afternoon at three o’clock, Baidul and Mehrabanpur left for Persia with six of 

the boys from the Meher Ashram, and the following day Sohrab Hansotia and his son Dara went to 

Bombay and Nasik respectively. In Baidul’s absence, Chanji and Raosaheb were ordered to sleep 

by Baba’s Jhopdi. 

Once when Raosaheb was on nightwatch, he heard a tremendous thunderous noise, like a 

squall, coming from inside the Jhopdi. After half an hour, Baba clapped and called him inside. 

Baba’s face was bright red, his hair in disarray and he was perspiring profusely. He told Raosheb 

to massage his legs. After ten minutes Raosaheb was told to leave. In the morning Raosaheb asked 

Baba about the incident. Baba revealed that one of his lovers was on a steamer that was about to 

sink. The lover had called on Baba to save them, and Baba said he had to respond to his cry for 

help and prevent the boat from sinking. 

Daily discussions about where to travel were being held in the Jhopdi. Aga Ali of course 

wanted to accompany them, but Baba would not allow it. Lately a change had been observed in 

Ali’s behavior. He had begun disobeying Baba and openly flouting his orders, yet Baba would still 

embrace him and speak lovingly to him. 

On Monday, 6 May 1929, Aga Ali again broke one of Baba’s orders, but Baba excused 

him. Afterward Baba remarked to the mandali, “What times we live in! A Sadguru succumbing to 

a boy!” 

The next day Ali Akbar was also disobedient, but this time Baba scolded the boy. Later, 

Ali Akbar refused to eat his lunch despite Baba’s persuasion. After a while, though, he sent this 

message through Raosaheb: “Baba, I seek your forgiveness for troubling you. I am sorry. I will 

now behave myself and won’t give you any further trouble.” 

At this Baba remarked, “Ali’s heart is very good. He is my Majnun, but at times he is 

swayed by some kink in him. He is strong in the head but sincere in the heart.” 

It is impossible to follow this game of Wine because it gives rise to such abnormal 

situations which are beyond our intellect. From the mind’s point of view, things are both good and 

bad; but from the spiritual viewpoint, good and bad have their place only in the darkness of illusion. 

Only by crossing both these limits can one gain the dazzling light. To destroy good sanskaras, bad 

sanskaras are needed. In the process, if any objectionable action is committed (Ali’s behavior is an 

example) it is considered “bad” in the eyes of the world. In the same way, to dissipate bad sanskaras, 

good sanskaras are acquired. 

Even to contemplate such things is useless, as no one knows about his own sanskaras, and 

only after surrenderance to a Sadguru is the right path found. For this reason, the relationship 

between the lover and the Beloved is incomprehensible, because to the intellect some things are 

favorable and some are not, where in fact there is no such thing as “good” and “bad” in the spiritual 

field. 



Age reminds the world, “One cannot judge the results of Baba’s work with the Prem 

Ashram boys, because the outcome may not manifest in this birth or in the next, but after several 

births. But one thing is certain: Once lit, the fire of love is never extinguished. The wind may diffuse 

its heat, but the heat of a raging fire one day engulfs the wind! The intoxicated ones in the Beloved’s 

Tavern will assuredly still the winds of maya — it is for this that the Beloved has prepared them.” 

The following is Ramjoo’s vivid description of the Persian boy Ali Akbar: 

The intensity of Ali Akbar’s love toward the Master is unique. None can come to the intense level of his highly 

active love, which always keeps him on the stir [restless]. He is seldom seen in one place for long or sitting 

calmly. 

When [Ali Akbar] first joined Meher Ashram, he used to be quite disinterested in discussions about love [for 

God] and spirituality. He would not only show open disinclination for divinity [divine experiences], but used to 

fight shy of all such subjects, and would remain as aloof as possible from meditation and concentration. But at 

the first exit of Aga Ali, the hero, Ali Akbar became all of a sudden surcharged with the divine grace of the 

Master. He began to roll and reel in the dust, quite literally, as a fish just out of water, till he would come into 

the Master’s contact, whom he would try to enfold in his little arms as furiously as a moth tries to devour the 

lamp.405 

 

On Wednesday, 8 May 1929, Baba sent for the Hindu children at the school (most of whom 

were Untouchables) and informed them about his coming journey: “Until I come back, all of you 

stay at your homes. Don’t go to Ahmednagar or anywhere else. If you find employment, good; 

otherwise, pass your time in singing bhajans. When I call you back on my return, you should come 

without fail. I shall be back within a month or two. Do as I say and you will be benefited. I will do 

what I have to do. I will find employment for you — as a driver, a mechanic, a printer − but for 

now do as I say.” 

All agreed. Shankarnath, one of the seekers from the Sadhak Ashram, had returned from 

Benares some time before. He persisted in his resolve to stay in Meherabad. Baba eventually agreed 

but ordered him to meditate for twelve hours a day. Shankarnath accepted the condition. 

Baba left by car for Akbar Press at noon that day accompanied by Ali Akbar, Buasaheb, 

Chanji, Chhagan, Gustadji, Masaji, and Pesu. A discussion took place over the destination of their 

journey. Suggestions were put forth but none satisfied Baba. He concluded the discussion by stating 

his preference of going to Rishikesh. 

Ramjoo and Baily had gone with the group to Akbar Press, but then returned to Meherabad. 

Ramjoo’s wife and children stayed in Poona. Aga Ali, Chhota Baba, Dastur, Raosaheb, Sidhu and 

the rest of the mandali stayed in lower Meherabad, and the other Prem Ashram boys, as well as 

Jalbhai, moved back up the hill. The Shahane and Bomanji families stayed in the Family Quarters. 

On 9 May, Baba left Ahmednagar by car for Nasik, where he met Mehera, Naja, Khorshed, 

Soonamasi, Daulatmai, Walu, and Freiny, as well as Rustom and Padri. He sent Padri to Bombay, 

and Rustom was ordered to continue looking after the arrangements for the women mandali in 

Nasik while Baba was on tour in the north of India − to the Himalayas.  

 

Rishikesh Trip, 1929 

 
405 Sobs and Throbs, (Ramjoo’s Diaries, Sufism Reoriented: Walnut Creek, 1979), p. 530. 



  

 

On Friday, 10 May 1929, Baba and the group took a bus to Manmad and then left on the 

Delhi-Allahabad Express for Hardwar. Along the way Baba played games of chess and cards to 

pass the time. 

Near the village of Khandwa an accident occurred; a man was struck by the train and 

severely injured. A large crowd gathered around the man. Meanwhile, Baba dispatched Chhagan 

to buy some rice and dal from a vendor. Chhagan thought to himself, “A man has just been seriously 

hurt − all are rushing to his aid − yet this Deva [God] feels hungry and wants something to eat! 

How can Baba be so merciless? Who could eat at a time like this?” With these thoughts in his mind, 

Chhagan made his way through the crowd to bring the food, but he could not return quickly because 

of the excited crowd on the platform. After some time Baba lost his patience and sent Gustadji to 

look for him, and when Chhagan returned, Baba admonished him for taking so long. 



Watching Baba eat, Chhagan thought, “Outside a man is dying and inside Divinity himself 

is quietly enjoying his lunch in peace. How can Baba be so cold?” 

Baba gestured to Chhagan, “What are you thinking?” 

Chhagan replied that it was nothing. Baba shrugged and then spelled out, “You only think 

of the man who is hurt, but you have no thought for me. How will you help him by thinking about 

him? Your sympathy is empty; it carries no weight. 

“You see me eating food, but what do you know of what I am really doing for that man? If 

you believe that everything is in my hands and not a leaf moves without my will, then why don’t 

you accept that whatever has happened to him − and whatever will happen to him − is according to 

my will? Your only duty is to follow my wish. Why give importance to your wish? 

“I am eating this food, but it reaches the belly of that man! You can’t see that. Remember, 

I am the Benefactor of all. Your sympathy cannot do a damned thing! To fulfill my wish, you have 

to burn up your desires. Only then will you be fit to serve me.” 

Baba then sent Chhagan to see what had happened to the injured man. Chhagan was 

dumbfounded at the scene which met his eyes. The man had not only regained consciousness, but 

he was enjoying a cup of tea! He was about to be removed to a hospital in an ambulance and a 

doctor remarked that there was no serious injury. He would be all right and be able to walk once 

his fracture was set. Hearing this, Chhagan repented for his thoughts. 

The fact was that Baba was not really hungry, but he pretended to be so in order to revive 

that man and to teach Chhagan a lesson about how he worked at times. Baba would go to such 

lengths to drive home a message to his disciples, sacrificing his own comfort and often spending 

hours in the process for their sakes. 

 

Reaching Delhi on Saturday, 11 May 1929, the group rested that night. They continued the 

next morning at 7:00 A.M., on the Peshawar Express into the mountains to Hardwar. The following 

morning, Baba walked to an isolated spot on the banks of the Ganges River, where he sat absolutely 

still for some time. To the mandali’s surprise, Baba then declared that his work in Hardwar was 

over and he wanted to depart. Age was perplexed. “What might Meher Baba have been doing by 

sitting silently at this spot for so short a time?” Age wondered. Only one who has infinite 

consciousness can fathom it, because the Avatar’s work touches every living and lifeless thing in 

his infinite shadow of creation. Every particle and every being is always before his eyes. 

From Hardwar, Baba proceeded to Rishikesh the same day. Coming across a group of 

sadhus and sanyasis, Baba remarked, “Look at them. They wear long hair, apply ash to their bodies, 

put on ochre-colored robes and give spiritual discourses. This is only an outward show; within, 

they are merged in maya. 

“They are hypocrites; it is a sin to pretend that one is away from maya. These so-called 

sadhus are full of desires and have thoughts of eating, drinking, and wearing fine clothes. 

Outwardly, they show themselves to be sadhus, but inwardly, they are quite the reverse. [They are 

merged in maya.]” 

Baba concluded, “Only he who has annihilated himself is a real sadhu.” 

Baba left Rishikesh by train for Quetta. On Thursday, 16 May, while dictating some points 

to Chanji in the train, Baba suddenly felt uneasy. He complained of heart pain and turned ghastly 

pale. Restlessness overcame him; one moment he would want to sit down and the next he would 

get up. 

The month of May is the hottest month of the year in India. The railway compartment was 

overcrowded and stifling. Baba got down at Rohri at 11:45 P.M. They slept on the open railway 
platform, since the waiting room was crowded, but the noise at the station was so bothersome, they 



left and sought shelter in a nearby dharamshala. Baba was unable to rest and had frequent loose 

motions. 

The next day, 17 May 1929, Baba looked just as ill and the mandali were naturally worried 

about his condition. But they were at a loss as to what to do to ease Baba’s suffering. Instead of 

asking for something for relief, Baba instructed them to sightsee through the town. They were 

completely taken aback by his strange order and hesitated; none liked leaving Baba in this critical 

condition. 

Seeing their reaction, Baba remarked, “Always remember to stay above your heart’s 

sentiments and wishes that are contrary to my orders. I have to shatter your minds and hearts to 

pieces! The greatest service is to obey me. Compared to my orders, your thoughts and emotions are 

nothing. You cannot serve me if you fail to carry out my words; you can only cause me greater 

pain.” 

Reluctantly, the mandali went to the riverside to bathe, while Baba rested under the shade 

of a tree there. After bathing in the stream and exploring the area, they returned. Baba then 

accompanied them to see the Sukkur Barrage — a large construction work on the Indus River. 

When they returned in the late evening, the heat was still intense. 

They started from Rohri for Quetta. The train was again crowded, and Pesu had to fight his 

way into their compartment.406 Pesu was so angry that he was at the point of fighting with one of 

the other passengers who refused to give way. Baba intervened and stopped him. After the train 

was on its way, Baba reprimanded Pesu, “Instead of conquering others, we should try to conquer 

ourselves. Striking out at our own wrath is more desirable than striking others. It is real bravery to 

control our temper, and sheer weakness to be swayed by it.” 

Baba quipped, “Don’t be like the sweltering heat of Rohri; be like the cool climate of 

Quetta.” 

Baba and the group arrived in Quetta on the morning of Saturday, 18 May. Rusi Irani was 

on the platform to greet them, as was Pendu, who had been staying in Quetta for the past five 

months. Baba was accommodated in Rusi’s house, where two little blossoms of the Beloved’s 

garden lived, Rusi’s daughters, Goher and Katie. “Do you know from what distance I have come 

especially to see you?” Baba asked them. “How fortunate you are.” 

Five years before, Baba’s disciple Nervous had died in Quetta after Baba had left the city. 

But before Baba left, he had gone to the Parsi cemetery and marked the spot where Nervous was to 

be buried. The day after his arrival in Quetta in 1929, Baba visited Nervous’ grave, and it seemed 

as if he had purposely come to Quetta to pay his respects to his dear disciple. Baba placed flowers 

on Nervous’ tombstone and sat quietly for a while. Then, surveying the entire cemetery, Baba 

remarked, “Those who are buried here are fortunate. Because of Nervous, they are having the 

opportunity of seeing me today.” 

Baba proceeded on a sightseeing tour of Quetta and the surrounding area and returned in 

the evening. Baba’s health was noticeably better in the cool climate, but he was still suffering chest 

pains. 

On Tuesday, 21 May, on Baba’s order, Rusi rented a separate house for the group, where 

Baba began fasting on liquids. But the house was found unsuitable for Baba’s seclusion, so a search 

began for another place. 

Like other mandali on past journeys, Chhagan became a scapegoat for Baba’s goading. 

Due to Baba’s frequent taunts since the journey started, Chhagan was becoming increasingly 

depressed. At 3:00 P.M. on 22 May, Baba criticized all: “No one gives me companionship. The 

 
406 It was the season of pilgrimage, both for Hindus to Rishikesh and Punjabis and Mohammedans to Rohri, 

where there is a shrine containing a hair from Muhammad’s beard. 



mandali have no thought for me. I am suffering with pain in my heart, and I have to suffer 

additionally because of the mandali not being in a good mood. No one has any thought for me; they 

only think of themselves. I can’t tolerate this suffering anymore. It is killing me! You are all trying 

to kill me!” 

Baba then lambasted Chhagan and Buasaheb for four hours, without letting up, until seven 

that night. The situation was so distressful that the group dreaded what would happen next. Baba 

concluded the scolding, “I fail to understand what Chhagan wants me to do. He himself suffers and 

he makes others suffer. What harassment I put up with! My health is very bad — you all know this 

— and on top of it I have to pander to your moods. Now, if you want to stay, stay. Otherwise, pack 

up and get out. I won’t tolerate this sort of behavior.” 

After a few minutes, Baba remarked to the other men, “I trouble Chhagan a lot. The whole 

night he keeps watch by my side, and when he is about to rest during the daytime, I don’t allow 

him to sleep. What can he do? But what can I do? I don’t like his sleeping and want him to be near 

me, but how can he maintain a good mood without sleep? Therefore, neither of us is to blame. 

“This Path is strewn only with hardships, and only heroes can tread it. Many pundits are 

there to give lectures and speak about philosophy, but only a hero can tread the Path. It is like 

balancing oneself on the edge of a sword. What am I to do? I have to keep you alive while jabbing 

my knife in your chest, which causes you to cry out. What can we do? This is our situation.” 

Failing to find a suitable residence in Quetta, Baba remarked to Rusi, “What is the use of 

your residing here when there is now no place for me to stay? You had better take your family and 

leave Quetta permanently.” There was hidden meaning in Baba’s casual remark. Unfortunately, 

Rusi was only able to understand its significance some years later. 

 

On the evening of Thursday, 23 May 1929, Baba and the mandali left Quetta by train, and 

reached Bombay on the morning of the 26th. Kaka Baria, his sister Banubai and her husband 

Manekji Confectioner were waiting at the station to receive them. Kaka offered his car for Baba’s 

use during their stay in Bombay. 

Baba went to Naoroji Dadachanji’s house, where he had a bath and gave darshan to a few 

visitors. 407 He also visited Burjor Dahiwala’s home. Pilamai was there and joined Baba and the 

group. Baba left Bombay for Meherabad by train, arriving there at 11:00 A.M. on 27 May. He had 

traveled approximately 3,700 miles in eighteen days. Baba had also been fasting since arriving in 

Quetta eleven days earlier. 

Telegrams were sent to different mandali informing them of Baba’s arrival at Meherabad. 

Pilamai stayed for two days and was then ordered to return to Bombay. Raosaheb and Chhagan 

were told to sleep in Baba’s Jhopdi. 

During the morning of Saturday, 1 June 1929, Baba broke his fast with a little rice and dal. 

Kaikhushru Masa, Soonamasi, Khorshed, Freiny, and Dolly met Baba that day, and Baba discussed 

Kaikhushru Masa’s personal affairs with him. 

Soon after his return to Meherabad, one day Baba went to the Family Quarters near 

Arangaon. He sent for Vishnu, who came running barefooted to Baba. After a brief discussion, 

Baba directed Vishnu to summon Raosaheb. Vishnu was about to leave when Baba directed him, 

“Don’t walk barefooted; take my chappals.” Vishnu picked up Baba’s sandals, touched them to his 

forehead and put them down again by Baba’s feet. “Master,” he replied, “I could never wear your 

holy chappals.” 

Thereupon, Baba bitterly remarked to the others present, “How unlucky Vishnu is! When 

I give him my chappals to wear, he just touches his forehead to them and puts them back. This type 

 
407 The address of the Dadachanjis’ home was Block No. 2, Rustom Bagh, Victoria Road, Byculla. 



of worship and reverence pains me. By disobeying me, Vishnu does not worship me; he punishes 

me. And the sad part is that he thinks he is revering me. 

“Not to keep my word and to worship one’s own sentiments is sheer disobedience. Vishnu 

does not revere me. He reveres his own emotions, and to him, they are apparently superior to my 

orders. Such things deeply pain me.” 

Disturbed, Chhagan asked, “Are we not to consider your sandals as sacred?” 

“Every belonging of mine is sacred,” Baba replied, “and to have a feeling of reverence for 

them is good. But they are not more important than I am. My word is the most supreme! For that 

reason, revere my word rather than my things. While carrying out my wishes, let there be no room 

for the expression of your own emotions and feelings.” 

Baba’s mood changed and he then asked those present, “Have you ever examined my 

feces?” 

Some replied, “Yes,” and some said, “No.” But none could give a description which 

satisfied Baba. 

So he himself explained: “You have no idea what my feces contain. In the beginning of 

creation, I defecated − and all the suns, moons, stars and universes came out. They are all my 

excrement! But just imagine! When this dirty thing is so beautiful, how can you ever imagine my 

real splendor? You will lose your senses if you ever see even a glimpse of it.” 

During this period, Vishnu’s friend Nilu was studying in Bombay to be a doctor, but he 

would come to Meherabad during his holidays. He arrived for a two-day visit on the 1st, and at that 

time, Baba remarked to the mandali, “You are unable to look after my health properly. I need a 

doctor here, as I intend to open a large dispensary. The doctor will look after me and also treat 

outside patients.” 

Turning to Nilu, Baba pointed to the men present and commented, “This whole lot is 

useless! When they are indisposed, I have to prescribe medicines for them. It is true that I am the 

Doctor of doctors and I possess medicine for every disease, but that medicine is quite different. I 

want a doctor who can give relief to my patients. That sort of doctor must be here.” 

The desire arose in Nilu to stay at Meherabad, but Baba advised him, “Mind your studies 

and don’t think of coming here yet. Vishnu will keep writing to you, pestering you to come, but 

ignore him.” Baba’s apparent unwillingness strengthened Nilu’s longing all the more, but it would 

be six long years before Nilu came to live permanently in the Beloved’s Garden. 

 

On Sunday, 2 June 1929, Sidhu complained to Baba that contrary to his wishes, Aga Ali 

and Ali Akbar were conversing with the mandali. Baba called the two boys and reprimanded them 

for their disobedience. Ali Akbar lost his temper and shouted back. Baba warned him, “If you don’t 

want to remain here, you had better leave.” 

In reply, Ali Akbar shouted that he was leaving. Baba snapped, motioning, “If you want to 

go, go! Who cares? When are you leaving?” Ali Akbar remained quiet and Baba then consoled him 

as well as Aga Ali, “You two don’t know how lucky you are to be here. For God’s sake, listen to 

me. By listening to me, you will be able to love me.” 

At this time, Ramaji, who was from Arangaon, was one of the older students in the ashram 

school. Baba was very fond of Ramaji and had forbidden him to marry, but disregarding that advice, 

the boy’s father had arranged his marriage and Ramaji had to comply. On 5 June, as the wedding 

procession was on its way through Arangaon Village, one bullock pulling a cart full of guests 

suddenly collapsed and died. Then heavy rain began falling, postponing the ceremony. The river 

near the village was flooded, and while crossing it, three or four persons were trapped; however, 

after some time they were rescued. 



Meanwhile, Baba had been inquiring about Ramaji. He finally instructed Bhau Cheema to 

tell Ramaji to come and take his darshan at least once before getting married; otherwise, Ramaji 

would have to suffer terribly. 

Ramaji was informed of Baba’s wish, and the next day, he sought Baba’s forgiveness. 

Seeing him weep, Baba forgave him and explained, “You have no idea what a great loss you have 

suffered by disobeying me. But since you have repented, you are pardoned. Had that bullock not 

died, your bride would have died. Do you have any idea to what extent I am troubled in order to 

save your bride?” 

Baba then asked, “How did the bullock die? Was it sick?” 

“It was very strong and quite healthy,” Ramaji answered. “It just suddenly fell down and 

died.” 

“You will never understand it. Remember not to break my orders again.” Ramaji felt deeply 

sorry and he wept much at Baba’s feet, but Baba’s embrace calmed him. 

On the 5th, portions of Raosaheb’s Persian book Kashful-Haqayaque were read aloud, 

including a passage about Shams-e-Tabriz. About searching for God, Baba commented, “How can 

you search for something which you haven’t lost?” 

Upasni Maharaj’s 59th birthday was celebrated on Friday, 7 June 1929. The mandali gave 

Baba a bath in the morning. He was then taken in procession to Arangaon on a palanquin which 

was attached to a tonga driven by the mandali. Bhajan singing was held and a feast served. Many 

came that day for darshan, including Chanji’s brother Naoroji and Kaka Baria, Banubai and 

Manekji. The program lasted long past midnight. 

The women mandali staying in Nasik were feeling the pangs of separation. They were 

looking forward to Baba’s arrival from Quetta, but he had gone on to Meherabad to be with the 

four Prem Ashram boys. Although since his return Baba had kept the boys aloof from him, he 

decided to set up a special section just for them. It was established on 8 June, and Chhagan was 

appointed their watchman. By this time, Raosaheb was fed up with the boys’ behavior, but Baba 

kept him as manager of the new Prem Ashram, remarking, “These youngsters are testing your 

patience. They are doing you much good, but you cannot understand it. The best boys become the 

worst.” 

After these arrangements were made, Baba left on Sunday, 9 June 1929 to visit the women 

mandali in Nasik. Chanji, Buasaheb, Kaikhushru Masa and Soonamasi accompanied him. 

Welcoming him back with happy smiles, Mehera, Naja, and Khorshed hung a garland of flowers 

they had woven around Baba’s neck. In his absence, the women would pass their spare time 

preparing adornments for Baba and on his arrival they would dress him in them. At times they 

would make a crown, a gown or a robe, and elaborate garlands. All of these items were drenched 

with a Wine of a vintage none can record. The unequaled quality of their love and adoration cannot 

be described in words. 

Baba went to see the Pandu Lena Caves in Nasik that evening. Liking the place very much, 

he remarked, “This place is most suitable for the boys’ meditation.” Baba asked Rustom to seek 

the Collector’s permission to use the spot. But when Rustom inquired, he found out that the place 

was outside the Collector’s jurisdiction. 

The next day, Baba visited two more shrines in the hills some distance from Nasik. One 

was a Jain temple, and since it was under a trust, it too was not available for the purpose of 

meditation. The other shrine connected with Lord Ram was on a very steep hill. Legend had it that 

Ram had stayed at this place during his advent. Finding that no steps led up to it, however, it was 

thought to be too hazardous to climb. 

That evening Rustom took Baba to see the Gangapur Waterfalls. There Rustom confided 

to Baba his desire to make a movie. “The idea of a film has been in my mind for a long time,” he 



said. “I’ve met Dadasaheb Phalke [a director] and he is willing to help with the financing.408 My 

idea is to portray spiritual themes through films, something the public has never been exposed to 

before. It will also be the best medium for spreading your teachings throughout the world.” Baba 

liked the idea and permitted him to pursue it. Rustom was greatly encouraged and the mandali were 

excited about the plan. 

After staying in Nasik for two days, Baba returned to Meherabad by train on 11 June. 

Immediately upon his arrival, he was informed that Ardeshir Irani had left for Persia. “I had thought 

of putting him on the Path,” Baba remarked, “but he left. What a fate! He was not destined for the 

Path.” 

Baba then visited the four boys in the new Prem Ashram. Finding Raosaheb quite 

depressed, he asked the reason. Raosaheb explained, “I do not like the attitude of the boys toward 

you. Those among them who had love before have now turned into mischievous devils! Ali [Akbar] 

is their ringleader and corrupts the other three. The boys who loved you so much, now disobey your 

orders. It is so disappointing after all your efforts on their behalf.” 

Baba consoled Raosaheb, “This is the second state of love. Don’t let it trouble you. It is 

meant to teach you tolerance. This stage of love will come to an end. Have patience.” 

When Baba visited the boys’ ashram the next day, he rode a bicycle for the first time in 

several years. The four boys were delighted watching him. After this incident, there was a decided 

change for the better in their behavior, and Raosaheb’s heart was gladdened. 

On Wednesday morning, 12 June 1929, Gadekar arrived bearing flowers and sweets with 

the happy news that he had passed his B.A. exam. Gadekar was sure he had failed, even though 

Baba had assured him he would pass. Raya and Chintaman Rao came the same morning to invite 

Baba to attend Dr. Sathe’s wedding in Ahmednagar. Baba declined, but that same evening he went 

to Arangaon with the mandali to attend the wedding of Dagdoo Shinde, one of the boys formerly 

in the ashram school. Baba heartily embraced and kissed the lucky groom. 

While Baba was taking tea at Walu Pawar’s house in the village, Nusserwan and Kaka 

Chinchorkar arrived. Baba was pleased to see them and praised them for helping him financially, 

remarking, “It is in times of such crises that great spiritual work is done. It is also a time of test.” 

He then discoursed about desires: 

Desires are harmful both ways, when fulfilled and when not fulfilled. For instance, a person has a desire for sex. 

Overcome with intense longing, he has relations with someone of the opposite sex and fulfills his desire. What 

then? After the action, one is dejected. Why when one’s desire has been fulfilled? It seems so strange, but there 

is nothing strange about it. For that is the eventual result of expression of his desire which brings on 

disappointment and dejection. 

Once a desire is fulfilled, there is another desire that arises ready to be satisfied. When that desire is satisfied, 

another is there and so on. It is not easy to escape the clutches of one’s desires. Only Perfect Masters can 

destroy the desires of their devotees, disciples and those on whom their grace descends. 

On the 13th, when Gulmai and Adi Sr. arrived in the evening, Baba for the first time 

mentioned establishing a trust in the name of the Prem Ashram boys. He proposed transferring 

ownership of “the hill” from Adi’s father Khansaheb to the trust. Adi and Gulmai tried to persuade 

Khansaheb, saying Baba was willing to buy the property, but Khansaheb refused. It would be seven 

years before Khansaheb himself agreed to gift the property to Baba. 

 

408 Dadasaheb G. Phalke (1870–1944), who was living in Nasik, was an early pioneer in the Indian film 

industry and is acknowledged as “the father of Indian cinema.” Baba had seen Phalke’s film Bhasmasur 

Mohini at Meherabad in 1925. Two other of Phalke’s early films depicted the lives of Ram and Krishna. 



On Saturday, 15 June 1929, Baba began spending the night up the hill instead of in his 

Jhopdi. At first, he decided to stay in the underground crypt-cabin, but due to heavy rainfall and 

the leaking tin roof, he slept in Hall No. 2 in the Water Tank reservoir. He appointed Gustadji and 

Chanji to be his watchmen; they slept in one of the sheds used to store furniture nearby. (When 

Baba was in the crypt-cabin, Gustadji slept inside it, while Chanji slept in Dastur’s former room in 

a tatta shed 100 yards away.) 

Beheram and Pesu arrived the next morning. Baba made arrangements for Beheram to 

study photography in Poona, and he returned there to pursue that career. Nusserwan was arranging 

the printing of Ramjoo’s book Sobs and Throbs at his Mohan Press in Ahmednagar, and that day 

brought a photographer named Nagesh Parkhe to take Baba’s photo for the book. Baba posed on 

the verandah of the Makan, and photos of Chhota Baba and Mastan were taken, as well. 

Baba was playing chess every day at this time with Chanji, Raosaheb, and others. During 

a game of chess on the 16th, he commented again that Rumi and Shams were also fond of chess 

and would do their spiritual work while playing. Baba was doing the same. On 21 June, he played 

two or three games of chess, but he seemed distracted and played indifferently. He explained, 

“While playing chess for the past few days with Chanji, I have been going to several places and 

been doing a lot of work.” 

A spiritual seeker named Biharilal Gangaram Agrawal, who resided in Ahmednagar, came 

to Meherabad on Monday, 17 June 1929. Biharilal had visited before, but at that time, Baba had 

told him to renounce all and then return to him. He had come after doing as Baba had instructed. 

Biharilal requested of Baba, “Please do not send me back now. I am fully prepared to stay with 

you.” 

Baba kept him at Meherabad for seven days and then called him up the hill at 1:30 P.M. on 

23 June, where Baba instructed, “Go to Hazrat Babajan and then to Dhuniwala Baba. Remain at 

each Master’s place for a month. Beg for your food and eat it as my prasad. I am there, too, so don’t 

worry about anything. After two months, come back to Meherabad. I will keep you secluded in my 

Jhopdi for two months, during which time you will fast only on milk.” Biharilal agreed and 

accordingly left that same day to meet Babajan. 

Kalemama and Dhake were permitted to see Baba on 20 June. Buasaheb was sent to Nasik 

that night to help deal with Kaikhushru Masa’s family matters. Vishnu resumed his duties as Baba’s 

orderly from the 21st, after being in Nagar for a few days on personal work. Chanji had filled in 

for him in his absence. On 22 June Buasaheb returned with Dolly and Masaji. Baba instructed Dolly 

to move back to Khushru Quarters and stay with her mother Gulmai, but she was permitted to visit 

Baba at Meherabad whenever her brother Adi Sr. came. Masaji was ordered to return to Nasik 

immediately. 

During a discussion with the mandali about overcoming lust that day, Baba narrated the 

following allegory: 

There was once a fight between Energy and Lust; Energy was defeated, so Mind stepped into the ring. A 

terrible fight took place between Mind and Lust. Mind was not so easy to defeat, but in the end, Lust won 

again. 

Then Soul challenged Lust to a fight to the finish. The result of their match was that Lust was defeated so 

completely, it never rose up again to challenge Soul to a rematch. 

 

Soon after Baba’s return from Quetta at the end of May, he began keeping aloof from the 

boys, especially Aga Ali, and he would not allow them to join him up the hill or for walks. This 

upset them, and as a result, they would not obey Raosaheb. However, Baba’s physical aloofness 

was meant to enhance the boys’ close inner contact with him. Through this separation, they would 

learn to follow the Beloved’s wishes and prove worthy of his love. 



Baba commented on 22 June, “Divine love is absolutely strange! Beatings are given, as 

well as affection shown. The way to the Path is totally different. Effulgence is there, but also ‘fire.’ 

Indifference from the Master devastates, but beatings from him act like a magnet!” 

A few weeks passed and Baba stopped seeing the boys or calling them to him. This caused 

unprecedented anguish in them. On 17 June, although it was against strict orders to do so, Ali Akbar 

quietly went and stood weeping by the crypt-cabin. Baba came out, and embraced and kissed him. 

Ali Akbar pleaded for Baba’s permission to be in his presence. Thereafter, Baba allowed him to 

come for two hours daily for ten days − but on the condition that Ali keep it a secret. 

All the temporary structures on the hill were dismantled on 17 June and the furniture taken 

to the Family Quarters, where the Prem Ashram was now located. From 21 June, Baba began 

teaching the four Prem Ashram boys from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M., and his personal attention lightened 

their spirits. On Baba’s instructions, Jalbhai began giving them music lessons, and Baba started 

cooking their meals with the help of two of the boys. 

Later in June, Baba mentioned going out on tour and, in his absence, finding employment 

for the Arangaon boys: “They should be taught to work in a printing press or how to drive a motor 

vehicle. But I have to see that these youngsters of today, who are the men of tomorrow, are taught 

morals and are fully roused to a sense of duty. Without morals, whatever they are taught — even if 

they are clever and pass in first class — has no value.” 

Commenting about the older boys, Baba stated, “If they remain celibate and don’t marry, 

it would really be for the best. They are the future workers of this Path. If boys like Dattu and 

Vasant are forced to marry, everything will go kaput!” 

Baba later added, “A trust for Meherabad Hill should be set up in the name of these 

children, but before it is done, their parents must be consulted. If they want them to get married it 

would be useless to put the trust in the [Prem Ashram] boys’ names.” 

On 24 June, Vishnu and Chhagan went to the village to call the parents concerned. While 

crossing a river near the village, Vishnu slipped and was carried away by the flood waters, but 

Chhagan, a strong swimmer, came to his rescue. 

With their clothes drenched, Vishnu and Chhagan returned to Baba accompanied by the 

boys’ parents. All the parents agreed to keep their children with Baba, but they did not like the idea 

of having them remain unmarried. Baba then advised, “For the present, let your sons be with me 

for one to four years. Leave every responsibility for their future to me. I will see to everything, and 

when I desire, I will arrange their marriages. Besides this, whatever salary they earn in the printing 

press or automobile works [garage] will be sent to you.” 

The parents were generally amenable but were uncertain about the marriage part of the 

offer. On 26 June, Vasant’s parents took him home against his will to Jamkhed village, 60 miles 

away. The Muslim section of the ashram was then closed, and Aga Ali and Ali Akbar were kept on 

Meherabad Hill with Raosaheb. Shapur stayed with the other boys. Chhota Baba and Kalingad 

were living with the men mandali at this time. 

 

On Tuesday, 25 June 1929, there was a discussion about an editorial in the Times of India 

regarding the “Bachelor Prince” of Wales, who later became King Edward VIII. Earlier, on 6 June, 

Baba had commented that the Prince had a very good heart. (Baba even revealed that he had been 

an Indian in his previous life.) On the 25th, Baba made some further appreciative remarks about 

him, saying, “He has a good character for a man of his position and surroundings. He has a past 

connection with me and will join me.” 

The mandali could only wonder silently, “But when?” 

Baba continued, “I like heroes such as Napoleon and Shivaji; they were never cowards. 

Napoleon was courageous till the last. Alexander [the Great] was brave, also. Emperor Akbar was 



brave, but not as brave as Shivaji. Even when the situation was hopeless, these leaders did not run 

away. That is good. That is bravery. One must fight till the last, do or die!” 

An unbound proof copy of Ramjoo Abdulla’s book Sobs and Throbs arrived on 26 June, 

but Baba showed indifference to the whole affair. His lack of interest was part of his recent attitude 

of disinterest in the boys. 

Later that day, Baba went to Nasik to visit the women mandali and returned two days later. 

Baba traveled by train via Poona, with Gustadji, Buasaheb, Raosaheb, Aga Ali, and Ali Akbar. 

Nusserwan also accompanied them. “Coincidentally,” the next day, Lord Irwin, the Viceroy of 

India, who was on his way back to England, traveled on the same train (which passed Meherabad). 
409 

Up until then, Baba was still wearing his kamli coat, which Yeshwant Rao of Sakori had 

given him eight years before, and he would not hear of any suggestion for a change. But on 29 

June, the mandali again beseeched Baba to have another coat made for his upcoming journey, and 

this time he agreed. Ramjoo soon left for Poona to buy some nice material, while Vishnu went to 

Ahmednagar in search of a skilled tailor. The chocolate-colored coat was ready in four days and 

Baba placed it in Vishnu’s care. 

 

From Monday, 1 July 1929, Baba began giving serious attention to his future plans. He 

mentioned closing down the ashrams and decided to go to Kashmir. Aga Ali, Ali Akbar and Chhota 

Baba were included in the planned journey. Only Ahmed Khan and Jamshed were allowed to 

remain in Meherabad; five of the boys were kept at Akbar Press and the other youngsters were sent 

home. The boys’ ashram was thus temporarily closed from 9 July. 

During the first week of July, Baba settled the details of the upcoming journey. He wished 

to travel by bus and ordered Padri to have a special bus built for the trip. On 2 July, Padri and 

Chanji left for Bombay to purchase a one-ton Chevrolet truck chassis and make other arrangements. 

On 5 July, the boy Vasant showed up at Meherabad. He had escaped from his parents and 

walked from Jamkhed, but Baba sent him back home that day. 

The names of those accompanying Baba were decided and each was assigned a separate 

duty. Aga Ali and Ali Akbar were to sit behind Baba’s seat in the bus and to speak only with 

Raosaheb. Baba gave orders to the mandali not to look at or talk to the boys, and vice versa. Padri 

was to drive the bus; Buasaheb was to be the manager of supplies for the trip; Ramjoo was to speak 

with travelers and other persons in the course of the journey; and Vishnu was to be the assistant 

mechanic to Padri. Chanji was to attend to correspondence; Chhagan was to be the cook; and 

Raosaheb was to take care of the two boys, Aga Ali and Ali Akbar. Chhota Baba and Gustadji were 

to sit in the front of the bus next to Padri. Each was to take one bedding roll and four changes of 

clothes. 

Jalbhai, Sidhu, Dastur, Karim and the Bomanji family were ordered to stay in Meherabad. 

Sidhu was to act as temporary manager of the property, and Dastur was to continue his writing 

work without interfering in the others’ duties. Pesu, Gustadji’s brother Homi and his nephew Dara 

Hansotia (who had returned to Meherabad) were sent to Bombay. Thus, by the 9th of July, all 

preparations for leaving were complete. 

 

The group left Meherabad in cars at 4:00 A.M. on Wednesday, 10 July 1929. It was the 

fourth anniversary of Baba’s silence, but he made no special occasion of it. After a brief halt at 

Akbar Press in Ahmednagar, where they were received by Nusserwan, Kaka Shahane, Raya, and 

 
409 Later, Baba commented that the Lord Irwin (1881–1959) was a good-hearted soul who had spiritual 

connection with him from Baba’s previous advent as Shivaji. 



Chintaman Rao’s families, they reached Nasik at 10:30 A.M. Baba met with the women mandali 

and after lunch went with them again to the Pandu Lena Caves. On his return, Baba informed the 

women about the trip to Kashmir. Baba had also been invited to Dhulia by Kalemama and was 

intending to proceed there from Nasik. 

Sarosh had driven one of the cars to Nasik, and Baba instructed him to have the body of 

the bus built to his specifications when Padri brought it from Bombay. Baba wished to be in total 

seclusion on the journey, even while riding in the bus, so a small cabin was to be built for him 

behind the driver’s seat. While dictating these instructions, Baba took Sarosh’s new camera and 

presented it to Aga Ali, who took a photo of Baba with it. 

Sayyed Saheb came to see Baba in Nasik after being away for more than a year, and had a 

long talk with Baba. The next day, Ramjoo and Ghani arrived from Poona. Ramjoo had fallen ill, 

and Baba advised him to remain in Nasik and join the group in Dhulia with Padri and the bus. 

All arrangements were thus apparently settled when Aga Ali’s father suddenly showed up. 

He obstinately demanded to take Ali away with him. For hours the mandali urged him to listen to 

reason, and at last he relented and left. Soon after, Baba went sightseeing with the women. 

Baba and the men left for Dhulia that night at 7:45 by car. After sleeping in the dak 

bungalow at Chandor, they arrived in Dhulia at 10:30 on the morning of 12 July. 

Kalemama held an important post in Dhulia as the municipal engineer. He had arranged 

everything for Baba’s reception with the help of Pandoba and Manekar. Upon Baba’s arrival, joyful 

cries of “Sadguru Meher Baba ki jai!” rang out. Baba was profusely garlanded with flowers, and 

amidst loud cheers of welcome and gladness, made his way to Kalemama’s house. 

Even though Baba had hinted indirectly about his Avatarhood, most people still looked 

upon him as a Perfect Master. He had made no direct mention or public declaration of his divine 

status, and for this reason, people still addressed him as Sadguru Meher Baba, or simply as Shri 

Meher Baba. 

Baba gave many explanations to the people who came to see him in Dhulia. Two elderly 

Parsis came for darshan and were so impressed that they invited Baba to their home. The next day, 

he went there and he also visited the house of a Marwari merchant, where he gave several 

interesting discourses. The first was about bliss: 

Really speaking, everywhere in the entire universe is bliss. It is all bliss, bliss and bliss! But poor, ignorant 

mankind cannot enjoy it, as man does not know how to enjoy it. The whole universe is full of infinite bliss, but 

disregarding it, man hankers after the transient happiness of affluence, influence, possessions, name and fame. 

This is all false and illusory, yet man runs only after this. It is due to his ignorance of what is real. One should 

try to acquire real happiness by eschewing that which is false. 

I am bliss personified! This five-foot, six-inch physical form you see is not real. If you could see my Real Form, 

you would not be yourself. The limited human mind has not the least conception of this sat-chit-ananda 

[infinite power-knowledge-bliss] state. This state is beyond the realm of the mind. It is called the nirvikalp [“I 

am God”] state. It is the infinite bliss state of Paramatma or God. 

Everyone is destined to attain this state and it is everyone’s duty to make efforts toward that end. Some persons 

may acquire Realization today; if not today, then tomorrow. Some may get it after years and some after many 

births. But at some time or other, one and all have to experience this elevated state. 

A discussion ensued about rendering social service. Baba made the following comments: 

The activities you are engaged in of serving the nation and the people in a way are good. But to acquire the full 

bliss through karma yoga, there is only one sure-fire way and method. And that is, while rendering service, 

there should not be the least thought or feeling of “I serve … I do this work.” Real service requires selflessness 

and should be done selflessly. There should not be the least thought of “I-ness” or “I do this.” Because such 

egoistic thoughts create pride, which gives rise to extremely dense and deep sanskaras, and it is most difficult 

to eradicate these types of sanskaras. 

People all over the world do some kind of service. Some serve their community and some their country. But in 

their service, the degree of egoistic self-respect and selfishness is immense. Some serve to bring their name 



into the newspapers, some with a view to be looked upon highly, some to gain prominence and applause, and 

some to appear good and decent in the eyes of others. Thus everyone serves with an ulterior motive of selfish 

ambition or pride, and this is not serving at all. What is done is all useless, worthless and totally meaningless. 

Be true karma yogis! Serve, but serve with absolute selflessness. Keeping your “I-ness” at arm’s length, serve 

in the name of Beloved God. 

A devotee requested that Baba elaborate on bhakti yoga — the path of devotional practices. 

Baba said: 

An easier way to progress on the Path and ultimately attain eternal bliss is bhakti yoga. It is an easy method in 

comparison with karma yoga, but it requires firm determination. There should be only one firm resolve to 

attain God, and devotions offered with that firm determination will be fruitful. Devotion is not gained by crying 

out with some selfish motive: “O God, give me a wife, give me a son, give me wealth … let honors flow to 

me!” Such “devotion” is insipid and dry, and quite empty. 

Devotion should be offered with the intense desire to see God — to be one with God. This one-pointed devotion 

should completely absorb the devotee’s mind. During such devotional practice, there should be no thought of 

one’s surroundings, one’s relatives or the world at all. 

Devotion does not consist in reading holy books all day long or chanting God’s name for hours on end. That is 

not devotion; it is sheer deceit, a show. The heart should be linked with God. Even five minutes of real 

devotion without any other thought, with concentration only on God, is the real thing. This sincere devotion 

gradually creates the thirst to love God, and eventually it results in merging in the Ocean of love divine. The 

more deeply you concentrate, the more intense will be your devotion and the speedier the result. 

Bhakti yoga especially requires aloofness and segregation on the part of the aspirant; it will come naturally in 

the course of time. As the mind becomes more absorbed in devotion, the more detached it will become from 

the world and its affairs. This is not the case in karma yoga, where the connection with the world is maintained. 

If both bhakti and karma yogas are practiced together, all the better. But it should be in the way which I have 

described. These two yogas need wholehearted intense longing and selfless devotion to realize God. 

Someone asked, “While meditating, whose name should we remember? Some say Ram, 

some say Krishna and some utter the name of God — Paramatma or Ishwar. Which is best?” Baba 

explained: 

Remember anyone’s name — either Ram, Krishna, Jesus, Muhammad, Buddha or God. But how are you going 

to remember God’s name? While remembering Ram, Krishna or any of the other Prophets, you can bring his 

image before your mind’s eye — but what about God? Mere remembrance of the name has no meaning. It 

should be done with one-pointed devotion, with a mental picture of God before you. If you have His image 

before you in any form, it becomes easy. How can you concentrate thinking only of God? You must have some 

suitable image of an Avatar or Sadguru before you. 

With a wandering mind, even if you go on saying, “Ram, Ram, Ram,” like a parrot for twelve years, it has no 

value. If you have a guru, keep his image before you. This is best. 

The devotee then said, “I find it difficult to concentrate. Please bless me and enable me to 

do so.” 

“I will see to it,” Baba promised. “While sitting in remembrance, concentrate on me. Keep 

my image before your eyes. If you do this, I will see to the rest.” 

An educated man, who had read many religious books and had a genuine interest in 

spirituality, came for Baba’s darshan in Dhulia. He was not satisfied with the perusal of books; he 

longed to renounce the world, but sexual desires persisted, he admitted. He sought Baba’s blessings. 

The Master explained: 

Renunciation is the stepping stone to the spiritual path. As soon as renunciation is born, the pilgrim enters the 

Path. But such renunciation is most difficult. It is not an easy thing. The reason is that the mind, which is the 

root of all disturbances, must be stopped. When it is annihilated, only then does renunciation happen. But it is 

not easy for the mind either to stop or be gotten rid of. It is as difficult as carrying the Himalayas on your head! 

The affliction of the mind should go; then [complete] renunciation comes. To get rid of this mental curse, you 

should try to have the longing for divinity to such an extent that you forget yourself. To gain renunciation is to 



lose your self; and you can only lose your self when your every thought, word and deed keeps Beloved God 

present and your lower self absent. 

In Dhulia, a Brahmin priest lived in a room adjoining the mandali’s. Every morning he 

would get up early and loudly chant Hindu shlokas (verses) from the Shastras (Scriptures). The 

mandali were complaining about him in front of Baba on Sunday, 14 July 1929, and Baba observed: 

Everywhere in the world, in the name of prayer and worship, this sort of useless babbling is going on. Nothing 

is gained by it; it has no sum or substance. Those who practice it derive nothing from it. Do they for a minute 

think that loud noises can bring results? For years on end, it has been happening, and it will go on for years to 

come. For ages, the Brahmins, the maulvis, the dasturs and the priests have been muttering hired prayers, and 

they are actually paid for such drivel! But not the slightest advantage has been gained by anyone as a result. 

The reason is that none of them does it sincerely or wholeheartedly. Their prayers are nothing more than the 

vocal cords’ useless prattle with no heart [feeling] in it. Their mind’s intellect, attention, and thoughts wander 

here and there, and this idle mumbo jumbo goes on. If it is done with a clear mind and with all sincerity, one’s 

prayers reach straight to God. God wants honesty and an open heart — not an outward show of meaningless 

chatter! 

From any corner of the world, heartfelt remembrance of God − even by the worst sinner or the most worthless 

and lowest of the low − immediately reaches God’s ears. I am deaf to the sound of that Brahmin’s chanting, 

though it is so near. I cannot hear it because it does not touch me. It has no effect upon me. Any type of loud, 

insincere “prayer” from any quarter leaves us Masters unmoved, because it is only noise and carries no mind or 

heart. Such dry flat prayers, however loud or lengthy, or done over a long period of years, have no effect on us. 

Instead, if anyone prays to me purely and honestly, from however far away and however slowly or softly, I 

immediately hear it and a connection is established. 

For example, take a long distance telephone station. Other telephones are connected to it and the desired 

connection is given immediately upon dialing. In the same way, the Qutub is humanity’s central main station; 

and if one remembers him sincerely and wholeheartedly, from however long a distance, one’s cry is heard and 

the connection is made. There is no question of distance here. The Qutub is the center, the focal point 

equidistant from one and all in creation. And he, as this center, serves the purpose not only for this world or 

universe, but for the three worlds − heaven, earth, and the lower regions!410 

But how is it possible that all prayers are heard at one and the same time? How is it that the prayers and calls of 

millions of persons bring immediate connection with the Qutub? The answer is simple. What is a Qutub? The 

ruler of infinite and unlimited powers! To him there is no question of one or twenty-one, a thousand, or a 

hundred thousand, or millions and billions. Everyone is equal in his eyes. But your call should be from the 

innermost depths of your heart. It will then reach his ears irrespective of distance or “traffic on the line.” 

All prayers and sounds are a mere show if they do not originate from the heart. If not, then such prayers, 

however loud and however long, are quite meaningless. But compared to this, offering hired prayers through 

Brahmins, dasturs, maulvis, and priests is much worse. It is nothing short of sheer hypocrisy. 

Someone questioned Baba, “If it is done with a feeling of devotion, is it bad for a person 

who has no time to pray himself to have it done through a medium?” 

In reply, Baba stated: 

This is total foolishness and completely absurd. It is an excuse and a useless pretext. It does not hold water. It is 

an insult to one’s common sense. Can prayer, worship or entreaties to God ever be hired? It is beyond one’s 

imagination. While still being lured by maya, it is like throwing the burden of one’s actions on the shoulders of 

others and paying them money to take one to God. It is a pretense for keeping oneself immersed in mayavic 

pleasures. 

A person says, “I have no time to pray.” Why not? Because he is unwilling to spare time for it. It is a 

meaningless excuse to cover up their preoccupation with the world and lack of time due to their desire to 

remain involved in mayavic pursuits. The mind is entrapped in maya and does not want to be freed; and so to 

achieve merit, hired prayers are being offered. Can this ever result in any meritorious action or virtue? 

If you want to remember or offer worship to God, do it honestly and loyally with all your heart and mind. Even 

if you can only remember or pray to Him a few minutes each day, do it sincerely. Compared to babbling for 

 
410 By “three worlds,” Baba was most likely referring to the gross, mental and subtle worlds, which he 

explained more fully in later years.  



hours on end, a sincere prayer of two minutes has more effect. It immediately reaches God’s ears. The reason is 

that God always listens to the voice of the heart. 

On Saturday, 13 July 1929, Chhota Baba gave the Master a bath with Raosaheb’s help. The 

next day Baba put on a new, short black coat and gave the chocolate-colored one to Ali Akbar. That 

day Padri, accompanied by Ramjoo, Rustom, and Freiny, arrived in Dhulia with the new bus. 

Rustom and Freiny left for Nasik that evening after meeting with Baba, and a program of bhajan 

singing was performed until midnight. 

Kalemama and his family took great care seeing to Baba and the mandali’s comfort. The 

whole family was absorbed in Baba’s love and dedicated their lives to him. Kalemama’s two sons, 

Babu and Murli, were still in Meherabad. Babu was longing to be with the Master permanently as 

one of the mandali. 

At ten-thirty in the morning on 15 July, Baba left Dhulia in the new bus for Indore. Many 

had come to see him depart and they bid him farewell with tears in their eyes. 

The seating arrangement in the bus for the group of twelve was as follows: 

 

Baba’s special cabin had windows on both sides and a separate door. The men sat on 

benches in the back; their windows had no glass, only canvas curtains. At the time of leaving 

Dhulia, Baba ordered the mandali to wear only a langoti (loincloth) for 24 hours. “Those who fail 

to do so,” Baba threatened, “will be made to get off the bus, and be abandoned on the roadside.” 

But when some of the men said they had not brought a langoti, Baba exempted them. 

The group reached the Khalghat dak bungalow at nine that night and rested after dinner. 

On 16 July, after tea, they left at seven in the morning and reached Indore. Gustadji’s brother 

Slamson had lived at Meherabad previously, during 1928, but had returned to Indore in January. 

The group was looking for the dak bungalow, when Slamson happened to cross the road. He 

stopped the bus and guided them to a Hindu serai. They stayed in Indore overnight and left in the 

morning for Bhopal, which they reached at 11:15 A.M.  

In Bhopal, Baba directed Buasaheb, “Start learning the Kashmiri language as soon as 

possible, because I will have to sit in seclusion there for a few days.” 

On Thursday, 18 July 1929, the group drove from Bhopal to Guna. They started late 

because of rain. The road was in a poor condition due to the incessant monsoon rains. It wasn’t 

muddy, but the wet conditions caused the bus to skid two or three times. For the first hour, Padri 

had to drive very slowly at only ten miles per hour. They stopped for lunch under a tree and reached 

the dak bungalow at Guna in the early evening. Chhagan prepared tea and then cooked dinner. 



Meanwhile, Baba set out for a walk with Aga Ali, Ali Akbar, Raosaheb and Kaka Shahane 

(who had joined the group). On the road, a strange looking man, half-naked wearing only a langoti, 

approached Baba directly and silently bowed to him. He said something to Baba, as if he were 

“reporting to his superior” Chanji noted, and handed Baba a flower. Then, just as mysteriously, he 

walked away. 

At 7:30 P.M., Baba called the mandali to the kitchen verandah and explained that the man 

was the spiritual chargeman of the area: 

My next real work in this journey starts from today. As you are aware, all my movements and such journeys in 

particular have some significance. This journey may be compared to a personal inspection tour of state by a 

king to see how his work is progressing at different places. 

When I was on a walk this evening, a man on duty here gave up his charge to me in a very peculiar way. We 

saw a man who looked like a sadhu, wearing only a langoti, coming straight toward us from the opposite 

direction. When he passed us, he gave me a flower, folded his hands to me, turned and walked straight back 

from where he had come. Neither while coming to us, nor while going away, did he look forward, backward or 

sideways, but he walked with his eyes straight ahead without minding anything in the surroundings. His eyes 

were very bright like Ramakrishna Paramhansa’s [the Sadguru of Calcutta]. 

It is men such as he who really know me. And they do their entrusted duties lovingly and pleasingly. Such a life 

is worth living. On the other hand, there are hundreds who come to me with their hundreds of worldly 

problems. They do not really “come” to me, but keep their distance by harboring their thousands of desires. 

It was quite a peculiar sight to see, as those who were with me will tell you: this thin, feeble, cracked-looking 

man coming straight ahead toward us, making a reverential bow, then giving me a flower and walking straight 

back without so much as glancing sideways. It was a sight. And more strange to see was that after the man 

disappeared, everyone who noticed us, Hindu and Muslim alike, would also fold their hands to us! 

So my work now begins, and I once again warn you all to have your langoti tied tight for 24 hours — i.e., to 

gird your loins and be ready to carry out all my orders fully. Stick to me during this journey until the end, for 

no one can tell what will happen. You know I work according to my lahar [whim]. I am as strict as I am mild, 

and who knows what my whim will do or where my fancy will lead us! So once again I caution you to keep 

your langoti tight [obey me] for the next 24 hours. Otherwise, not only will you get a thrashing, but I will, too! 

Believe me; what I am telling you is true. 

Don’t ask why. There is a reason. You know well how much love I had for [Aga] Ali at first. I actually gave a 

party to all at Meherabad when he returned for the first time. I kept him so near me for a certain period. Then I 

gave him up — kept him far from me for a long time and actually did not see him for many days. Recently, I 

have kept him quite close to me. Now again, from today, I am keeping him aloof and am not even touching 

him. There is a reason for this, of course. But let that be as it may and listen to what I am telling you. 

You all should not talk to him [Aga Ali]; do not even look at him and do not touch him. He is a very good boy 

if he is in a good mood, and a very bad boy if he loses his temper. His heart is very good, but his head is too 

strong. His love for me is excellent, but he is so obstinate that he will purposely do a thing which he is asked 

not to do. But don’t mind that. Don’t tell him not to do a thing, and he will eventually get tired and give it up. 

Now in this journey, I will proceed on and on, even leaving those who are unable to stick to me or follow me 

for some reason or the other. So try to stick to me. He whose langoti loosens along the way will be left in the 

lurch! 

I want a mountain to retire to for seclusion. But it is no use going back to the ones we have already crossed. 

Such a mountain will be found in Kashmir, and I shall be there for ten to twelve days, keeping one or two of 

you like Bua or Chanji with me for a few days. 

Chanji asked, “Will you show us the grave of Christ there?” 

Baba replied that he would and then continued: 

Yes, I will show you such magnificent sights in Kashmir that you will be wonderstruck! But first let us go there. 

Once I sit in [seclusion] and come out, I will shoot! [Baba held his hand as if shooting a pistol. None of the 

mandali could follow what he meant by this sign.] Only do as I say, even against your will and wish. Don’t 

become excited or angry. This journey is of the utmost significance. So, as I said, stick to me till the end and go 

on doing as I order. 

Padri will drive the bus, Chanji will answer the correspondence, and Chhagan will cook. Thus, all should 

continue their close contact with me. But remember these lines from a Persian poem: 



The more I desire union, the more my Beloved desires separation! 

I have therefore given up my desire for union. 

Now let the Beloved burn me in the fire of separation as long as he likes. 

Baba again explained about Aga Ali and Ali Akbar: 

Particularly, don’t have any connection with the two boys, especially with Aga Ali. I may keep him closest to 

me, or I may keep him the furthest away; it will be as I choose. I only want him to progress in the Path where, 

if he were to enter it, he will have achieved something; otherwise, he may end up topsy-turvy. He is so 

energetic that he will! He is puffed up [prideful], but after all, he is only a boy. Whatever habit he may develop, 

be it good or bad, he will stick to it with the energy that abounds in him. And the chances of him turning bad 

are great, for there are many attractions. I am trying to keep Ali out of such habits in my own way. You don’t 

need to think about it in the least, but listen to me and obey what I say. 

On 19 July, a man named Dhotiwala had seen Baba taking a walk the previous day and 

came in the morning for darshan. He complained about the scanty rainfall in the area and the 

farmers’ plight and probable heavy financial losses and famine. He requested Baba to bring rain. 

Just as he was stating his plea, a heavy shower began to fall and Baba humorously rhymed, “You 

have got the neer [water] and I have got the teer [arrow]!” 

Due to the downpour, they could not leave Guna as early as planned and left around 11:15, 

reaching Shivpuri in about two hours. In Shivpuri, they went to see Sakhya Sagar Lake, and 

Raosaheb took out a pair of binoculars and began scanning the scenery. Baba snatched the 

binoculars away and ordered Padri to throw them into the lake. 

Upset, Baba slapped Raosaheb so soundly that Raosaheb’s face turned red and he began 

shaking. Baba directed him to abandon the journey and leave the group. Raosaheb was overcome 

and he momentarily lost his temper. Baba rebuked him, “Despite my warning, you have allowed 

your langoti to slip.” Then winking, Baba joked, “Better pull it up; if it slips any further, people 

will laugh at you!” Raosaheb forgot his anguish and burst into laughter. 

Returning, all left for Gwalior, which they reached at quarter to nine at night, and stayed 

at the Park Hotel. On Saturday morning, 20 July 1929, Baba took a stroll with most of the mandali. 

Meanwhile, Vishnu and Gustadji went to the market, and Chhagan was busy cooking their meal in 

the hotel. At ten o’clock, Baba took a guided tour of Gwalior Fort and paid a flying visit to the 

Archeological Museum there. He admired the panoramic view from the top of the fort.411 

After spending an hour there, Baba went around the city, visiting the shrine of the late 

Maharaja Madhavrao Scindia and the zoo, where Bengal tigers and lions were kept free and open 

in natural surroundings, encircled by deep trenches. “Tigers take lakhs of years to take a human 

birth,” Baba remarked. “Bears are the most lustful among animals. Monkeys and gorillas are most 

advanced. They incarnate as human beings, first as savages.” 

After lunch, they left Gwalior at two in the afternoon, reaching Agra that evening. 

At this point of the journey, as had happened in the past, Chhagan was in a bad mood and 

not talking to anyone. In Agra, they stayed in the Empress Hotel in the cantonment area, and Baba 

remarked that they would stay in Agra for only a day. 

The next morning, Baba gathered the mandali at about eight o’clock. He questioned 

Chhagan about his sour disposition, which had been gloomy since the previous day. Baba then 

stated: 

This frequent losing of temper and being out of mood is of no use, particularly in the company of your Master, 

whose will, wish, and word must be your law. Hafiz says, 

“I cherish my enemies and allow my friends to perish. 

 
411 Gwalior Fort, the city’s most renowned landmark, stands on a steep mass of sandstone dominating the 

surroundings. Its history dates back more than a thousand years. and it has been a scene of momentous 

events, battles, and imprisonments. 



But none dare question the wisdom of my wish.” 

So whenever I tell you to do a thing, never question, “Why?” Only say, “Yes, Sir,” not merely outwardly, but 

inwardly from the bottom of your heart, and act accordingly. That is your real service to your Master, even if 

you know or pursue absolutely nothing of the Path, meditation, and spiritual things. Only this service to your 

Master enables you to enter the Path, and it is superior to all other devotional and yogic practices. 

The disciple Kalyan knew absolutely nothing except literal obedience to every word of his Master, Ramdas. 

Kalyan received his reward in due time, and so will you. It is rather you all who should together make every 

effort to keep me pleased always. That is your duty. But here, on the contrary, I have to humiliate myself to 

come and ask you each and every time when one of you is out of sorts, whether he is all right or not. I have to 

humor and pacify him, praise, flatter, and tickle him under the chin to bring him around. That is not at all good 

for you or befitting. 

Can you not do only this much for me? Just listen to my word and obey. Be a man if you keep a mustache! 

Otherwise, shave it off and act like a woman [weak]. 

Further addressing Chhagan, Baba spelled out: 

Take a drum and go to the bazaar and beat it like the eunuch that you are! Don’t be a child crying for paltry 

things. Are you a six-foot-tall baby or a full-grown man? Be a man! Don’t stick to petty things. Don’t get upset 

over trivialities. 

Even supposing you do have an excuse or a cause for provocation, and your mood is upset in the excitement of 

the moment, don’t stick to that one petty cause and keep on brooding over it with swollen [puffed out, grumpy] 

cheeks and a cloudy expression. Immediately after the excitement dies down, try to cool off and forget what 

happened. Take the cause of irritation out of your mind forever. Don’t try to bring it back again and again to 

memory, harboring it and crying over it like a woman or a child. Immediately after you are angry, forget 

everything. 

Still, if you don’t do it, what do I care and why should I? You all are well aware of my love for the ashram boys 

and the close connection I have kept with them for the last two years, avoiding one and all of you mandali and 

the outside world. But when the time came, I gave them up, too — my most loving pets! I have also kept away 

from those who are devoted to me. In short, I cut off my connection even with those I loved best. 

So, too, at any moment, I can disconnect with the rest of you who are with me now. Even at present, I have very 

little connection with you, being preoccupied with the two boys all day and night, playing with and teasing 

them. I come here [to the mandali’s rooms] only occasionally, once or twice during the day. And when the time 

comes — as it will — I shall cut off my connection with these two boys also, remaining quite alone by myself. 

Gradually, I have been cutting off all ties and connections. 

Likewise, mark my mode and taste for dressing. I wore that black [kamli] coat with a hundred patches for years. 

I also wore the chappals [made by Kanhoba Rao Gadekar] until the last moment when their original material 

had been totally replaced. And now you see that I have had a new coat sewn and wear it with new shoes and 

stockings, keeping myself well-dressed, spruce, and tip-top — quite the reverse of what I had been doing. And 

who knows, perhaps I may one day these clothes and remain only in a langoti, or even stark naked! No one can 

tell. 

Sadgurus and Perfect Masters, even though Realized, have their own ways of living and working. Babajan 

prefers to be well-covered in a long robe, even putting rings around her fingers; Narayan Maharaj lives in right 

royal fashion like a king; Upasni Maharaj remains naked except for a gunny sack wrapped around his waist. So 

each one maintains some definite mode for a long time. 

My style is quite different. I often change my food and attire, and there are reasons behind it. Even this external 

mode of living has connection with my inner working for the world. 

Elaborating further, Baba explained: 

A Sadguru never sleeps in the ordinary sense of the word, but “rests” at a resting place between the sixth and 

seventh planes. Even though people may find him snoring, he is not asleep. It is next to impossible to come 

down from that state. A Sadguru alone can manage it; no one else can. That is the reason almost all Masters 

select a quiet, separate and aloof place for resting — which you call sleeping — where they will not be 

disturbed. For who knows, a kick from a Master during his rest to one who disturbs him would be fatal — the 

person would be doomed! 

But apart from the different places of resting, the Perfect Master’s modes of resting also differ. All Sadgurus do 

not act alike. Sai Baba would rest on a hanging platform high above the floor to avoid disturbance by anyone. 

While resting, Babajan and Upasni Maharaj would get up suddenly at even the slightest touch of a finger. 



Hence, they all rest at different solitary places to their liking in different ways. I am the same, avoiding the 

slightest cause of disturbance. 

Therefore, I advise you never to touch a Perfect Master when he or she is resting. I may and do tolerate 

disturbances occasionally, but other Masters may not and generally speaking do not. And their one kick in that 

state would finish you forever [end your life]! 

Baba then consoled Chhagan by remarking, “Because you get tired, your mood is spoiled. 

Wherever we halt in the course of our journey, you have to cook; and when the others are out on a 

walk or sightseeing, you cannot go because you are burdened with the duty of preparing our meals. 

But what can I do? It is your fate. How lucky you are to cook the food which I eat. And besides, I 

like the food you prepare.” 

From 9:00 A.M. until noon, Baba took Chhagan and the mandali on a guided tour to see 

the Agra Fort, the tomb of Nurjehan’s father and mother, and the Taj Mahal. In the evening Baba 

went for a walk with the two boys, Raosaheb, and Kaka Shahane. 

 

The group left Agra for Delhi on Monday, 22 July 1929. They drove toward the telegraph 

office first, but Padri missed the turn and took them ten miles out of the way. As a normal route, 

travelers proceed from Agra to Delhi through Mathura, but Baba, for his own reasons, preferred 

going via Aligarh. For the first ten miles, the road was a muddy mess due to the heavy rains, so it 

took them more than an hour to cover the distance. 

At the village of Hathras, Baba ate lunch alone. Stopping near Aligarh, Baba was in a 

distant mood and sat alone under a tree. He directed the mandali to have their meal. While they 

were eating, Baba noticed Vishnu sitting with his shirt off. Baba asked him, “A cool breeze is 

blowing. Why are you eating without your shirt?” 

“It is the custom among Brahmins to take their shirt off during meals,” Vishnu replied. 

This upset Baba and he snapped, “If you catch a cold or a cough, you will forget your 

custom soon enough. But if you consider your custom to be more important than my pleasure, there 

is no use in your remaining with me.” 

Vishnu replied, “I don’t believe in any custom, but it has become a habit. If it upsets you, 

I am prepared to stop it now for good.” Holding food in one hand, Vishnu slipped on his shirt so 

hastily that the food spilled on his clothes. The other men burst out laughing, and Baba was pleased. 

“Farewell from today to an age-old custom and my habit since birth,” Vishnu declared and 

joined in the laughter. 

After lunch they started for Aligarh, where Baba bought sweets for all. Once they were on 

their way again, Baba revealed that he had contacted “the old man on duty” there. The mandali then 

understood why Baba had insisted on this circuitous route to Delhi, though none had seen Baba 

make any outward contact in Aligarh. 

When they were only ten miles from Delhi, Baba signaled the bus to halt. Accompanied 

by Raosaheb and the two boys, Baba walked for a little while along the road. The group reached 

Delhi at nine that night and checked into the Raj Mahal Hotel. 

From eight until noon the next morning, 23 July, Baba set out with the mandali and boys 

on a sightseeing trip through Old and New Delhi, then to the Qutub Minar (all the way to the top), 

the Red Fort and other places of interest. Baba pointed out a mast named Hafizji Nabeena, who he 

revealed was the spiritual chargeman of Delhi.412 Baba’s mail had been forwarded to Delhi and it 

was brought from the post office. After Baba replied to the letters, he sent Chhagan to Pandharpur 

with Kaka Shahane, instructing Chhagan to remain there and fast for seven days. 

 
412 Baba contacted this mast several times in 1939 and 1941. 



Leaving Delhi on 24 July, the group arrived in Ludhiana around 7 P.M. after covering 191 

miles in ten hours. Baba informed the mandali, “The one on duty here is blind.” 

In Chhagan’s absence, Padri cooked their meals and the other mandali helped. Only one 

room was available in the dak bungalow, which Raosaheb occupied with the boys. Baba slept in 

the bus and the mandali in the garage. 

The following morning they left towards Lahore, reaching Amritsar at eleven o’clock. 

Amritsar is the main city of pilgrimage for the Sikhs, and Baba viewed the magnificent gold-plated 

Golden Temple from a distance, outside in the large compound, but he did not enter the shrine. 

They left Amritsar and reached Lahore at 2:30 that afternoon, staying at the Empress Hotel. 

There was a ban on bus traffic within the city so they had to walk seven miles to find a place to eat. 

(Padri had not cooked that day since he was too busy cleaning the bus with Vishnu.) 

On 26 July, they stayed at the hotel the whole day. Baba spent the day listening to records 

and playing cards with the mandali. In the evening he went for a stroll with Raosaheb, Aga Ali, and 

Ali Akbar. This was the first occasion during the journey they had stayed in a decent hotel and were 

comfortable. Baba remarked, "Today amiri [wealthy], tomorrow fakiri!” 

Then he stated to the mandali, “You must learn to accept every type of life and have 

equipoise in all situations and circumstances. Every situation is, after all, a temporary situation and 

liable to change. So remain detached and not influenced by change; be steadfast in changelessness.” 

Both lunch and dinner were taken in the dining room of the hotel. As can be imagined, for 

the mandali, as Chanji noted in his diary ironically, to be seated in a formal dining room, being 

served by a retinue of waiters, and eating delicious fare off china plates with spoons and forks − 

was quite a change from their usual, meager wayside meals under a tree! 

On Saturday, 27 July 1929, they left Lahore for Rawalpindi, which they reached at 4:15 

P.M. and then spent hours trying to find somewhere to spend the night. There was no dak bungalow 

and the places they saw were filthy. They ended up spending night at a serai, camped underneath a 

tree (quite the opposite of the experience they had had the day before, when they had rested two 

nights in a fine hotel). The mandali slept on the ground, in the open, while Baba slept in the bus 

alone. 

Leaving Rawalpindi the next day, they stopped at 1:00 P.M. for lunch at the Imperial Hotel 

in Murree. They arrived at the Kohala dak bungalow that evening. It was a continuous ascent to 

Kohala through the foothills of the Himalayas, so driving was slow and arduous. But the scenery 

was spectacular. Several times Baba and the men got down to admire the mist on the mountains. 

But they had to get down several other times, as well, to push the bus, which had become stuck in 

the mud. By the time they arrived at Kohala, the men were exhausted. 

They left again early the next morning. On the banks of the Jhelum River they came across 

a wonderful looking old man who appeared to be a beggar but whose face was exceptionally bright. 

The old man stood up as their bus passed and folded his hands in obeisance without saying a word. 

There was a sliding window between Baba’s cabin and the driver’s seat, for Baba to instruct 

Padri. After traveling some distance, Baba signaled from his sliding window to halt the bus on a 

bridge (between highway stones no. 10/9 and 10/11). Baba got down, and taking off his coat, he 

viewed the surrounding mountains and valleys, remarking, “This place is splendid; here blows the 

breeze of the Path!” 

Baba went to a nearby stream and, putting his hands in the flowing waters, drank a few 

mouthfuls. He then stated, “If I fail to find a suitable spot for seclusion in Kashmir, I will return 

here to a mountain and stay in an improvised hut, while the mandali remain below at a house in the 

valley.” 

They reached Uri at six that evening. Although it was quite cold, Baba did not wear his 

coat the entire day. He cooked dal and personally served it to each in the group. While on tour, 



Baba usually remained incognito, but at the Customs House in Domel, a Punjabi customs officer 

recognized Baba and took his darshan. He was given a booklet and a copy of the Meher Message. 

 

They left Uri at 7:30 Tuesday morning, 30 July 1929, but after going some distance, Baba 

directed Padri to turn around. Back in Uri, Baba ordered Padri to stop near a blind boy. The boy 

was worshiped by the local people, who believed him to be an advanced soul. Baba lovingly placed 

a cotton scarf in the boy’s hand. 

They then left and reached the city of Srinagar in Kashmir at 20 minutes past noon. They 

lodged in houseboats on Dal Lake near the city. The story behind their accommodation is 

noteworthy: The night before Baba arrived, the four-year-old son of Sultana, the owner of the 

houseboats, saw the Master in a dream. The boy heard Baba speak to him, “I am God and tomorrow 

I am coming to stay in your town.” The next morning, the boy excitedly narrated this dream to his 

mother, but she only smiled in amusement. 

When Baba reached the lake, the boy saw him from a distance and pointing to him, shouted, 

“This is the same God I dreamed of last night!” Baba stopped by Sultana’s boat and the boy’s 

mother informed him of her son’s dream. So Baba stayed in their houseboat and the mandali in 

another nearby. 

The news soon spread and all the boatmen gathered to meet Baba. They prayed to him to 

set foot in their houseboats. So that day, Baba visited many boats and sat for some time in the 

houseboat of their leader, Karim, who said he had seen Baba’s photograph in an English booklet 

(His Holiness Meher Baba and Meherashram by Dastur) the year before. At night, the boatmen 

returned and sat around Baba. Musical records were played and the four-year-old boy gave a dance 

performance. All the Kashmiris were joyous to be in the Master’s company. 

On the morning of 31 July, Baba visited the boat where the mandali were staying. He 

became upset when he found that his breakfast had not yet been prepared. The men’s mood turned 

sour, because Baba had not told them to have his breakfast ready. Seeing their reaction, he took 

them to task: “Learn to put up with all sorts of difficulties, and don’t expect me to pat you on the 

cheek and humor you all the time. If you behave like this, your staying with me will be useless. Put 

up with these difficulties for a few days until I enter seclusion, and thereafter do as you please if 

you want to enjoy yourselves.” 

Baba added, “Serve me now and take my darshan a thousand times a day if you wish. Life 

has no real certainty; there is no knowing what may happen tomorrow.” 

Changing the subject, Baba explained about Kashmir: 

In Kashmir there is a balance between the powers of God and maya, and that is the way it should be. Where 

there is the real I [God], results of actions cannot hurt you; but in maya, the results of actions become bindings. 

For example, take the confluence of two rivers. A river is independent when it flows by itself, but where there 

is a junction of two rivers, it is fettered. 

Kashmir has a maharaja [king]. He has made laws for the Kashmiris and they have to obey them. These laws 

are for the good of the common people. But for his own close ones, there is freedom from these laws; they take 

life easy. Similarly, in many respects you are also free by staying with me. 

Afterward Buasaheb was sent to find a place for Baba’s seclusion. Finding fault with 

Vishnu and Raosaheb, Baba slapped them for eating without permission. When the situation 

calmed, Baba and the group sat under a tree for breakfast and tea. 

They then went to the areas of Anantag (Islamabad) and Acchibal, where Buasaheb had 

been sent, and Baba selected a spot for seclusion. But as they could not get permission to stay there, 

they went to Pahadi Martand, a hill where Baba selected a cave. Leaving the place, they descended 

the valley and sat by a brook. Baba gave water from the flowing stream to the boys and mandali by 

cupping his hands and pouring a little of the water into their hands. 



The next day, Thursday, 1 August 1929, Baba went to see a cave near Manasbal Lake, but 

he did not approve of the place. He then proceeded to Nishat and Shalimar, and though the 

mountains and scenery were magnificent around Dal Lake, Baba did not like the caves there, either. 

He next went to Harvan Lake, thirteen miles outside of Srinagar. There was an archeological 

excavation on a hill near the small village there. Baba liked the view of golden meadows and 

mountains, but expressed his dissatisfaction with the spot chosen and returned to Srinagar. 

The landlord of the Harvan property approached Baba soon after and expressed his desire 

to place his land at the Master’s disposal. Baba accepted his offer and ordered a hut to be 

constructed on a hill. He remarked to the mandali, “This place is very good, but I will be disturbed 

from morning to night if the local people find out that I am staying there. They will make pilgrimage 

to me there.” 

Meanwhile, a telegram arrived from Rustom in Nasik informing Baba that Kaikhushru 

Masa’s relatives, worried that Kaikhushru Masa would gift his business and property to Baba, had 

kidnapped Masa and forcibly taken him from Nasik to Bombay. The next day, Baba remarked that 

it was a serious matter, but that no one had cause to worry about Masa. Baba distributed fruit to all, 

urging them, “Eat it and be free from anxiety about Masa.” 

Baba returned to Harvan the next morning with Ramjoo, Buasaheb, Raosaheb, and the boys 

to settle the details of going into seclusion there. 

Baba planned to leave the houseboat and go to Harvan the following day. He discussed 

what the mandali’s food and living arrangements would be while he was in seclusion. At one point, 

Baba remarked, “Leaving Venice tomorrow, we will go to Palestine.”413 

Baba came to the mandali’s boat for a bath, but finding his water not yet warmed, he 

slapped Ramjoo and Buasaheb. After the water was properly heated, Chhota Baba and Gustadji 

assisted him in bathing. 

Later, Baba became upset with Chanji and beat him, also. Baba remarked, “Your grave 

will be here in Kashmir!” The significance of Baba’s remark to Chanji will be seen later on. 

The boatman’s wife came for Baba’s darshan and wept. Baba blessed her, “Your luck has 

changed!” To her husband Sultana, Baba presented his new black coat. Catching hold of Baba’s 

feet, the man cried like a child. That night the boatman’s wife played the sitar to entertain Baba. 

On Saturday morning, 3 August 1929, Baba and the mandali set out for Harvan at 11:00 

A.M. Many of the boatmen gathered for his darshan. Baba consoled them, “Have faith in God. He 

has His eye on everyone. He forgets no one. But you should also not forget Him.” Baba presented 

a shawl and a woolen sweater to Karim, and the man was overcome and wept. Each person asked 

for Baba’s photographs and lockets, and those were given. Baba’s love and compassion had 

affected every heart, for everyone was weeping, as if one of their closest relatives was about to 

depart on a long journey. 

Two small cottages were rented below the Harvan hill, one for the mandali and one for the 

boys. A hut for Baba was being erected 500 feet up the side of the hill. Baba was to remain in the 

hut and two of the mandali were to stay next to it. The rest of the group would be housed in the 

cottages below. 

 

413 Baba’s remark, in addition to being an allusion to Srinagar’s houseboats, may also have referred to his 

lifetime as Jesus. He once commented that Jesus had journeyed during his travels as far west as Venice 

when it was a part of the Roman Empire. (St. Mark’s in Venice is considered one of the four spiritual 

centers of Europe, along with Assisi, the Ligurian coast of Italy, and Avila in Spain.) 



When they arrived at Harvan, Baba climbed up the hill to inspect the work and returned 

after an hour. Looking down at the valley, observing the poor villagers, Baba remarked, “For years 

on end, these Kashmiris don’t take a bath. If you people miss a bath for just four days, you begin 

complaining. The same applies to your food and clothing. It all depends on habit. You are getting 

habituated to putting up with troubles and difficulties in small matters. Now that I am going to 

retire up the hill in seclusion, one trouble after another will arise, but I will deal with them.” 

Baba then again put on his patched kamli coat, and from the mandali’s cottage, he climbed 

the hill with Raosaheb, Chanji, Buasaheb, Ramjoo, Chhota Baba, Aga Ali, and Ali Akbar. 

Returning, all spent a freezing night in the cottages below. Baba gave his carpet to Aga Ali to sleep 

on. 

Padri was appointed to cook the meals, and Chanji was to carry the food to Baba, Raosaheb 

and the boys. The other mandali would come down to the cottages for their meals, except for 

Buasaheb, Gustadji, and Chanji, who were to be the watchmen and would have to spend the whole 

night on the hill. 

 

The next day in the mandali’s cottage, Baba asked Ramjoo if he was a human being or an 

animal. Taken aback, Ramjoo answered, “A human being!” Baba then gave this discourse about 

the human form and its attributes: 

The human form is the last form in evolution and it is the highest. Although it is the last and highest form in 

creation, it is still full of animal desires and lower qualities, such as eating, drinking, envy, hatred, anger, and 

lust. These blemishes are there because the human form has evolved through and out of creation; and in this 

evolving, all the faults and defects that are in animals are also in the human being. 

But this is not the whole story. Side by side with these lower qualities, a human being has created in himself 

certain higher angelic qualities, such as being able to free himself from base desires, and has the attributes of 

kindness and grace. In an ordinary human being, there is an admixture of almost half and half of the lower 

animal qualities and the higher angelic ones. Although both must be destroyed before Realization, the lower 

qualities must first vanish. The disappearance of these lower qualities then makes a man capable of further 

advancement in the angelic ones. Eventually, the angelic qualities are also destroyed and man becomes one 

with God. 

So to be a human being does not only mean to be born in a human form with the lowest animal qualities still 

sticking to it. A human form with the animal qualities destroyed and the angelic qualities developed, that is a 

real human being! But even that is not the perfect state. Angelic qualities developed to the highest degree still 

do not make a Perfect Being. The angels are free from the lower animal qualities and possess higher qualities 

of godliness, but they have no love — real love for God — which makes one worthy of Union. Angels, of 

course, have love, but it is in their nature. They have what can be called “natural love,” which makes them 

higher than human beings. But being devoid of love for God, angels cannot realize God. For that, they must 

assume human form with these higher qualities developed. In human form alone can they create love for God, 

qualifying them for the attainment of God-realization. Realization of God can never be attained without the 

human form. 

Baba then again addressed Ramjoo and motioned, “Now tell me whether you are a man or 

an animal.” 

Ramjoo replied, “It seems that I am part man and part beast. But I do not understand fully 

what the natural love of angels is. What do you mean by that?” 

Baba spelled out, “It is like this: A mother loves her child; she does not have to cultivate 

her love. This feeling of hers just happens and is natural, but it is not love for God. So also, the love 

of the angels encompasses many virtues, but it is not love for God. It is inborn in them − innate − 

and that is why it is called natural love.” 

Baba then spoke about freedom from desires: 

As long as a person is not free from desires, he is not ready for emancipation. Desires, both good and bad, are 

binding. Good desires bind a person with golden chains, and bad with iron ones. Why do you feel restless? 

Because you have a thousand thoughts of wife, children, and the world. One should be free of wishes and 



desires, but they are there. What creates them? What desires these desires, and what thinks these thoughts? The 

mind! 

As long as desires persist, there is no freedom. One who is completely desireless becomes the King of Kings! 

But people have no idea how to become desireless. Freedom from desires is real life. One has to go beyond 

desires to enjoy freedom. This freedom can never be imagined; it is beyond the mind. The mind creates desires 

and as long as the mind continues and does not die, a person cannot extricate himself and enjoy freedom. 

The soul is like a bird. When all desires vanish, the bird’s eyes open. It sees God and becomes one with Him. I 

am that God whom the bird sees when its eyes open. But desires blind the bird and it cannot see me, though I 

am standing right in front of it. 

Continuing, Baba said: 

Bliss is something quite distinct from happiness and misery. Happiness and misery are gained through 

[experiences of] the mind. Bliss is something totally different; after the death of the mind, what the soul gains 

through God is bliss. Happiness and misery are due to the mind, while bliss exists on account of the soul. Bliss 

cannot be described. It cannot be grasped. It is to be experienced. 

“But why is there always suffering and not happiness?” one of the mandali asked. 

You simpleton, I am trying to tell you that there is nothing like suffering! It is the mind that creates pain and 

misery. In reality, neither happiness nor misery exists. Only bliss is real, which the soul enjoys after 

emancipation. So to attain emancipation, first destroy the mind. First free yourself and then enjoy bliss. 

Become one — merge with the bliss! 

What is the meaning of God-realization? It means to become one with God. By thinking and imagining, one can 

never become one with God. Union is possible only after the death of thoughts and imagination — the mind 

must die. 

“But how is a person to know that he has realized God?” someone posed. 

It is automatic. You are a human being. Do you ever think to yourself, “Am I a human being?” You do not ask 

yourself this because you are a human being. In the same way, once a man realizes God, he spontaneously 

knows that he is God. He has the full experience of it by personal experience. 

Being in the mood, Baba continued: 

The difference between God and man is more than between heaven and earth! Man is bound by cravings and 

desires. You eat and drink, and whatever you do binds you. I too eat and drink, but I am quite free. Animals 

also eat and drink, but so do men. Is there no difference between the two? There is a vast difference. Similarly 

there is a difference between you and me. You are humans; I am God. 

A man has full faith in me today and sticks to me. But if tomorrow his thoughts change and he goes against my 

wishes and orders, becomes a turncoat, slanders and loses all faith in me, still I will be as I am. The change has 

taken place in him, not in me. I am always changeless; I am ever equable. 

For instance, look into a mirror; it will reflect you as you are. If you are serious, you will look serious in the 

mirror; if you are smiling, you will be seen smiling. If you contort your features, you will be seen with your 

face contorted. If you laugh, you will be seen laughing. The difference will be in you, not in the mirror. There 

is no change in the mirror; the change is in your facial expressions. The mirror is changeless, immovable and 

always steady. I, too, am like a mirror. The change you observe is in you — not in me. I am always so constant 

and still that it cannot be imagined. 

We have talked enough. Now listen carefully. You never do as I say. Try to listen attentively this time. Today is 

the 4th of August and my work will start from today. So do not bother me with your difficulties of cooking or 

any other problems. You manage everything yourselves! 

Soon after, Raosaheb brought a young Kashmiri boy named Pandit Mohammed Dukandar. 

Earlier that day Pandit had ardently requested Baba’s darshan. Baba called him and observed, “His 

heart is pure; he is clever and innocent.” 

Baba inquired of Pandit if he wished to ask him anything. “No sir, not now,” the boy said 

politely. “I will come back some other time.” 



“All right. Come within half an hour or one hour, but do come back,” Baba said. But instead 

of leaving, Pandit sat down. Baba then asked, “Do you want to finish school? Do you want a job? 

Do you want mukti?” 

“I want devotion to God!” Pandit exclaimed. 

“This is the best choice,” Baba replied. “I will give it to you; don’t think about it.” Pandit 

then touched Baba’s feet and left saying that he would come back. 

Many came for Baba’s darshan that day, but granting it to only a few, Baba directed the 

mandali to tell the others to leave. 

On 5 August, another telegram from Rustom was received, informing Baba that 

Kaikhushru Masa’s whereabouts were unknown. A reply was dispatched to Nasik urging Rustom 

to find Masa. 

Later that day Baba disclosed, “I have decided to be in seclusion here in Harvan for 40 

days, so be prepared. Make sure you buy sufficient supplies to last that long.” 

On Tuesday morning, 6 August 1929, Baba went up the hill at nine to inspect the work 

with Raosaheb, Ramjoo, and the boys. The hut was almost completed and preparations were made 

for Baba to sit in seclusion from the following day. The hut was very small; it consisted of a single 

narrow room with just sufficient space for Baba to lie down. The roof jutted out on both sides, 

forming a shelter for the two mandali who were to keep constant watch outside. Baba intended to 

lock himself inside the room. 

The area surrounding the hut was a known tiger haunt and Chanji told Baba that he had 

heard in the village that there was danger of their being attacked. Baba replied, “Don’t be afraid; I 

am here. At the most, what will the tiger do? He will eat you. But your living will then be 

worthwhile, since you sacrificed your life while serving me.” 

The local Kashmiris were a sincere lot and Baba permitted them his company while he was 

there. Most were Muslims. Baba gave general talks and explanations most evenings. About saints 

and Perfect Ones, Baba stated, “Those who come down after Realization are the greatest.” 

Before going up the hill and entering seclusion on 7 August, the following orders were 

issued by Baba: 

* No one should take Baba’s darshan or touch him from today. 

* No one should come near Baba’s hut except Gustadji and Buasaheb, who will keep watch near the hut. 

Ramjoo should go to them with the mail and telegrams; after delivering those, he should go back down. Only 

Gustadji and Buasaheb can answer when Baba calls. 

* No one should touch Chhota Baba. He will be with Baba inside the hut, but will come down for his food and 

tea. 

* No one should speak with the boys [Aga Ali and Ali Akbar], nor touch them or have any connection with 

them. 

* No one should go to the boys’ cottage, and the boys should not visit the mandali’s cottage. 

Only Chanji was allowed to carry Baba’s messages to the mandali. He was ordered to fetch 

meals for Baba, Raosaheb, and the boys, and take the empty vessels back. 

Baba then remarked about the nature of this seclusion, “God is within and without 

[manifest]. He is both. The situation here is the same. Two, myself and Abdulla, are inside in 

seclusion, or within; and two, Gustadji and Buasaheb, are outside. This means half within and half 

without.” 

Looking out at the landscape, Baba then revealed, “The place where I have chosen to 

remain in seclusion is connected with Christ. His body is buried near here.” 



In the afternoon, after giving the mandali certain other instructions, Baba had the orders 

which he had given to the mandali in the morning read out to the boys. Afterward, Baba explained 

the value of his touch: 

At first I stopped speaking; then I ceased writing, and now I don’t touch money. In spite of all this, I have 

permitted numerous people to take my darshan, and have willingly and lovingly embraced them also. I was 

repeatedly telling you all to make the most of this opportunity while touching is allowed. I was allowing you to 

massage me, to press my feet, take darshan and have my embrace. Thus, in any and every way, you were 

having my touch. This physical touch is priceless, and I had also warned you that afterward you would not 

have the benefit of it. You will have to cry for it; only then will you grasp the importance of this touch and 

appreciate its value. So take advantage of it while there is still time, before it is too late to lament. 

Some heeded me and benefited at the time, but most let the opportunity slip through their fingers. Now the time 

has changed. For 40 days there will be no touch, and there is no telling whether it will be resumed hereafter or 

not. It may or may not be. If I decide, I may eat, drink, bathe and permit you to comb my hair. But if not, I may 

give up everything to such an extent that I will get rid of my clothes and remain only in my langoti; and if I so 

wish, I may discard that also and remain quite naked even in public. If the latter happens, there will be no 

permission at all for touch. 

Pointing to Aga Ali, who wanted to embrace Baba and had wept about it the previous night, 

Baba stated: 

When you had the chance to touch me and I was embracing and kissing you, you put on airs and were 

coquettish and thereby lost the chance. Now what is the use of crying? If you neglected the opportunity, and 

were hesitant when embracing was allowed, there is no use crying now. But after all, what is there in touch? 

Inner love has nothing to do with the outer body. If you have that feeling and love, it is enough — it is quite 

sufficient. 

My dear children! You boys may remain near me, a privilege not permitted these days to any of the mandali. 

Thus, remaining around me now, you have the freedom to either dig the cave you intend carving out near my 

hut as a sign of perpetual remembrance for posterity, or you may sit here or walk around the area. 

If I am in the mood, I may call you, Ali, to play the phonograph, which will be my whole and sole life there in 

the hut. At times I may even ask you, Ali, to make tea for me. For the last two days, you have seen me prepare 

tea for everyone and cook the meal yesterday. 

Chhota Baba has no work to do, except to stay with me. He will leave only for his tea and meals; otherwise, he 

will remain by my side day and night. He will have no duty, nor will he have my touch, but he will remain with 

me inside the hut. This is for his benefit, and no one should salute him or touch him, either. 

I will mostly rest during the daytime inside the hut and do my work at night. No one should come to take my 

darshan, even from a distance. If at all I send for anyone for work, he should be careful not to touch me. 

Continuing, Baba explained: 

Why no touch? There is some great purpose behind it. It is said, “To be a lover is not easy.” Yet it is more 

difficult to become the Beloved — I should say most difficult! Many can become lovers, but very, very few — 

almost none — can become the Beloved. The reason is that a lover gives up his body, mind, spirit, soul — in 

short, his very life — for the Beloved, who is not an ordinary, common beloved. A Murshid [Master] is no 

ordinary being and beloved. He is the knower of everything! He can order his lover to do anything at any time, 

which gives rise to doubts in the mind of the devotee. Such doubts bring about his undoing and the lover fails 

the Beloved. 

Once a mureed [lover, follower] was sleeping by the side of his Master. After a short time, the mureed 

awakened and, finding the Master sleeping soundly, he sat in reverence by his side. All of a sudden, the Master 

had a nocturnal emission and woke up. To cleanse himself, he went to the river to bathe, quietly returned to his 

bed and went to sleep again. To the utter amazement of the mureed, the Master gets continual discharges 

throughout the night — 75 times — and each time, he woke up, went for a bath, and again lay down and fell 

asleep. 

Seeing this, doubts assailed the disciple. “How could a Perfect Master suffer from wet dreams? And so many 

times!” 

The next morning, the Master did not say anything and quietly went to his mandali. There, in the presence of all 

including the doubting disciple, he declared that he had had as many as 75 nocturnal emissions that night. 



Hearing this, all were silent in deep thought. But a clever fellow among them said, “Master, because you are 

connected with everything in the universe, you had these discharges. Just as you answer the call of nature, 

because you eat and drink like an ordinary man. Thus you also had those emissions since you have connection 

with your physical body’s system. It is natural because you have a body in contact — in touch — with 

everything.” 

But the Master said, “It is not so. These nocturnal emissions did not happen due to any physical reason, nor 

because my body has connection with everything. It happened for the benefit of you, my close disciples. What 

doubts did this unimportant event raise in your minds? You even doubted my Mastership! Had you full faith in 

me, you would not have had such thoughts. True faith should be rock-like, unwavering. I wanted to test your 

faith, and I find you lacking in faith despite so many years of my contact.” 

Baba further elaborated: 

The love of the Beloved is not commonplace or ordinary. His fancy or lahar [whim], his mood and actions, can 

create in a second doubts in the minds of his lovers. Where there is doubt, there is not love, as doubt and love 

cannot live together. The lover who has doubts about his Master has no love for him. 

Kalyan and Arjuna were the beloveds of their Beloved Masters, Swami Ramdas and Krishna; but Jesus had 

none. The Avatar descends on earth for his beloveds, his real lovers, and he works for them side by side with 

his working for the entire universe. But it is not necessary that all Avatars must have a beloved. 

Zoroaster lived some 6,000 years ago. His Master was a Jew [Israelite]. But what the world knows about the 

religion that came from him is practically nothing. All these Zoroastrian rites, rituals and ceremonies have 

come down from the dasturs [priests] and Zoroaster’s followers who began them centuries after his death. For 

example, those emblems of the Zoroastrian religion — the sadra and kusti — are the outcome of the preachings 

of the dasturs centuries after Zoroaster’s advent. It has no connection with his teachings. They are nothing but 

“after-creations.” I am telling you the absolute truth. 

Zoroaster was the greatest Sufi. He was the Father of Sufism, and its very foundation owes its creation to him. 

Sufism began with Zoroaster and ended with Muhammad. 

After these explanations, at three in the afternoon, Baba hiked up the hill with the entire 

group. Three times along the way he stopped by a stream to wet his feet; once he gave water to the 

boys from his own hands. Baba instructed Chanji to keep silence. He directed Gustadji, Buasaheb, 

and Vishnu to fast on milk taken twice a day. The mandali left the site of the hut at 3:30, and 

Raosaheb and the boys left after dinner at seven. Gustadji and Buasaheb remained outside the hut 

on nightwatch. 

Starting on 7 August, Baba fasted during the entire period of seclusion, taking only water 

which was passed to him through a small window of the hut. At a fixed time each day, Baba would 

knock from the inside and receive the water through the window without being seen by anyone. 

Ramjoo and Chanji were to come up twice a day with fresh water for Baba, and milk for 

Gustadji and Buasaheb. During their stay near the hut, they had to observe silence and only 

communicate if necessary by hand signs. They were not to make any noise when doing anything, 

for Baba had stated, “Absolute silence is necessary for my work here.” 

The next day, Baba informed Ramjoo and Vishnu that he might send them back to 

Ahmednagar, and they agreed to abide by his decision (though this did not happen). Baba later 

assigned Vishnu three hours’ watch by his hut instead of having him repeat God’s name 10,000 

times per day. Although Padri was not well, he attended to his duties of cooking the meals and 

driving the bus to town for marketing and picking up the mail. Padri was the only one who did not 

walk up the hill each day. 

In the afternoon of Thursday, 8 August 1929, the villagers of Harvan were fed a bountiful 

feast by Baba’s order and were very happy. That night, Baba split the nightwatch between Chanji 

and Buasaheb. 

At that time, the hills of Harvan were choice hunting grounds, abounding in tigers, bears, 

wolves, and other wild animals. Throughout the night, Buasaheb, Gustadji, or Chanji could hear 

the constant roars and rumblings from these fierce animals. But Baba had given them strict 

instructions not to move from the hut under any circumstances. The villagers had warned the 



mandali that to camp out at night without a gun or rifle was foolhardy. The only source of protection 

they had was a staff to keep scorpions, snakes, and small animals away, so a fire was lit at night to 

keep the wild animals at bay. 

But on the night of 9 August, Ramjoo forgot to bring wood from the village for the fire. 

Chanji was keeping watch near Baba’s hut and became frightened in the blackness of the night as 

he listened to the howls and cries from all sides. It was pitch-dark and Chanji could hear the 

footsteps of some creature prowling in his immediate vicinity. He told Baba, “I am afraid. I don’t 

think I can sit here all night.” 

Baba replied through Chhota Baba, “For God’s sake, I am hardly a foot away from you. 

Why are you afraid? If a tiger comes, I will make you ride on its back!” 

“No, Baba, I could never sit on the back of a tiger.” 

“All right, then I will make the tiger sit on your back.” 

Chanji pleaded, “Baba, please forgive me. I will die of fear up here — alone in the dark.” 

“That’s right; you will have to die here [in Kashmir]. So why be afraid of death? Don’t feel 

frightened. Even the tiger’s father won’t kill you tonight. I am here and if any tiger appears, I will 

send him running with one snap of my fingers.” 

Chanji was still reluctant to accept the duty of night watchman, but Baba, with his 

humorous sallies, kept him on watch from 1:00 A.M. to 6:00 A.M. each night. Buasaheb, who was 

on watch in the evening until 1:00 A.M., was not in the least afraid. 

On 10 August, leaving the hut after sunrise, Baba went down to the mandali’s cottage. 

Meeting with them, he unexpectedly suggested leaving Kashmir after spending only two and a half 

days in seclusion, and not forty as planned. Chanji was the first to agree with the suggestion, since 

the previous night had been such a dreadful and frightening experience for him. 

Baba was highly pleased with Padri’s service during their stay in Harvan and presented 

him with the horns of a stag. The mandali broke their fast of four days that morning. Baba, who 

had been fasting since he entered seclusion, drank only buttermilk. Baba then ascended the hill to 

his hut, accompanied by Raosaheb and the two boys who stayed with him the whole day. 

At quarter past six in the evening, Buasaheb, Chanji, Padri, Ramjoo, and Vishnu climbed 

up the hill for the last time. Padri took a photograph of the hut and one of the Master with his 

alphabet board. Meher Baba’s photograph was kept in the hut in memory of his presence along with 

a brief inscription. At seven o’clock the mandali returned, and Baba came down after a while with 

Raosaheb, Chanji and the boys. 

Pandit, the pure-hearted Kashmiri boy, came again and was given a locket with Baba’s 

picture in it. Baba decided to leave Kashmir the next day. Coming to know of this, the villagers 

formed a long procession for darshan. Although it had been banned for the past three days, many 

had come and sought darshan. The headman of the village declared sincerely, “The whole of 

Harvan is sanctified by Meher Baba’s presence.” 

 

Kashmir Trip, 1929 

 



 

 

At eight o’clock on Sunday morning, 11 August 1929, Baba and the mandali hurriedly 

departed from Harvan, thereby eluding another long procession of farewells from the villagers. 

They traveled all day and stopped at a rest house at Banihal at 5:40 P.M. where Buasaheb and 

Vishnu cooked rice and dal. Baba too broke his fast and joined the mandali for dinner at 9:00 P.M. 



Raosaheb (who was out of sorts and refused to eat) took the first shift of nightwatch from 10:00 

P.M. until midnight, and Chanji did the remaining watch from midnight to 4:00 A.M. 

The next day, while the bus was moving, Baba informed the mandali that he wanted to eat 

and ordered them to cook dal, which was difficult to do in the jolting back compartment. Though 

it was very awkward, Ramjoo and Vishnu lit the kerosene stove and fresh dal was cooked. Their 

hands were scorched while cooking, but Baba’s remark consoled them, “By burning your fingers 

today in preparing dal for me, you have obliged me to make you into something one day.” 

They stopped near a stream where Baba had the dal with bread. It was becoming warm and 

Baba took off his kamli coat. The connection this coat had with Baba’s work in Kashmir was deeply 

significant − but Baba never explained what it was. 

After traveling for four days, they reached Panipat on 15 August. Baba, with the help of 

Aga Ali, prepared tea. He later remarked, “From today, we won’t stop in any city or town for the 

remainder of our journey.” So from Panipat, they began camping out in the open under the shelter 

of trees during the night, or under the bus. While journeying to Kashmir, they had slept in hotels, 

dak bungalows, or dharamshalas; but from the 15th, Baba wished to spend the night under the stars, 

in forests, or by the side of a river. They would drive all day, stopping only for their morning meals, 

and continue driving late into the night, sleeping outside, sometimes even in the monsoon rain. 

The following day at 10:45 A.M., eight miles past Agra, Baba gestured to stop at a wayside 

inn. Their meal was cooked by Baba, with Aga Ali and Ali Akbar assisting him. After lunch, the 

journey continued. It had rained the entire time they had stopped. 

Between Dholpur and Gwalior, mistaking Padri to be a military officer from the attire he 

was wearing, some soldiers smartly saluted him as he drove by. When the same thing happened in 

Guna, Padri burst out laughing, knowing that they had no idea what his condition really was: driving 

the bus day and night single-handedly, and silently enduring Baba’s teasing, taunts and torments 

on top of it all! 

In Gwalior, Padri mailed the exposed rolls of film to a photographer in Ahmednagar for 

processing, but the rolls were lost in the mail. Hence, no photographs of this journey were to 

survive. The Master’s seclusion on Harvan Hill, near where Jesus is buried, was therefore more 

pronounced than any of the mandali could imagine at the time. 

On their return journey from Kashmir, Baba continued cooking the meals himself. But this 

was not prasad to the mandali; it was a painful taunting. They had to bear Baba’s repeated 

censuring, “It’s all right. You all take rest; all of you are so tired. I will cook for you; don’t worry, 

since you are exhausted.” These sarcastic remarks would pierce their hearts, but they could do 

nothing to alleviate the situation. Not only would Baba not allow them to help cook, he would tease 

them about it, making them all the more irritated. His sharp words and critical mood were wounding 

them, and they had to bear the indignation and swallow their hurt feelings. 

On Sunday, 18 August 1929, their bedrolls, which were tied on top of the bus, got drenched 

in the rain. That evening they had to sleep without them while exposed to the damp weather. It was 

a miserable night. 

From Indore, Gustadji’s brother, Slamson, joined the group, and Baba began accepting the 

men’s help in preparing meals. Automobiles were a rare sight in those days, so it was natural for 

passersby to stare at the customized bus and its passengers of every caste. 

Early the next morning in Khalghat, 31 miles from Nimrani, Baba had the bus stop. Tea 

was prepared, after which Baba, the boys and Raosaheb went to bathe in a stream (perhaps part of 

the Narmada River). He instructed the other mandali to stay nearby. Within a few minutes he sent 

for them and, according to his wish, they each gave him a bath. Then Baba himself gave Gustadji 
a bath, remarking on how fortunate Gustadji was to be bathed by him. Baba was in a good mood, 



so Padri took a photograph of him and the mandali, and another of Baba with the boys. For dinner, 

Baba permitted Ramjoo, Padri and Vishnu to cook dal and rice. 

During the journey, Vishnu would clean the cooking utensils, and Baba would help by 

pouring water over them as Vishnu scrubbed. Even while washing dishes, no one was aware of the 

depth of the Master’s inner work. Even though Baba was outwardly active day and night, he was 

doing more work on an internal level than any of the men realized. 

Baba and the mandali reached Kalemama’s residence in Dhulia at around 9:30 A.M. on 

Tuesday, 20 August 1929. Baba was again received with great reverence by Kalemama and his 

wife, who pleaded with Baba to remain at their home for three days, to which Baba agreed. Upon 

his arrival, so many people demanded darshan that Baba had only enough time to change his 

clothes. Baba and the mandali had no opportunity to rest after their tiring journey. It was a Hindu 

festival that day, the full moon “Coconut Day,” and there was a special bhajan program from nine-

thirty until midnight. 

Angal Pleader’s brother lived in Dhulia and he and Angal (who had come from 

Ahmednagar) invited Baba to his home, where Baba went the following morning. Mr. Sawant, a 

judge in Dhulia, came for Baba’s darshan with his son and poured out his dissatisfaction with life. 

Explaining matters to him, Baba repeated a portion of what he had said earlier about bliss (when 

he was in Dhulia previously), which also led to other topics: 

The whole universe is full of bliss. In fact, nothing really exists except bliss. But ordinary mortals cannot 

achieve it and they run after material happiness, trying to extract pleasure out of the world by acquiring 

possessions. Man tries one pleasure after another, but all fade away and he is never satisfied. When he is fed up 

with one, he tries another. When that one proves distasteful, something else is tried, and so on. For ages on end, 

mortal beings have tried in vain, birth after birth, to gain happiness from the world. 

But where is this bliss found? What is man to do if all his efforts are in vain even after ages? How is he to find 

real bliss? Only the Sadgurus and Avatars enjoy this divine bliss. If you need something, then you have to 

approach the person who has it. Similarly, to acquire this bliss one must go to those who have it, and who 

continuously experience and enjoy it — the Realized, Perfect Ones. Only they can give it to you, and for that 

you must remain with them. 

Satsang [the company] of these Perfect Ones is the best medium and path to the attainment of bliss. By the 

grace of the Sadguru, you can gain this bliss in a moment. So the Master’s grace is essential, but you have to 

earn it by staying with him and serving him with all your heart. 

Elucidating further, Baba stated: 

These Realized personalities are of two kinds: saliks or Sadgurus, and majzoobs. Both are Realized and enjoy 

perfect bliss; but outwardly, there is a vast difference between these two types. The majzoobs, though God-

realized, go about in rags or are completely naked; they remain in dirty surroundings and are oblivious to the 

world and people, to whom they appear to be crackpot beggars. On the other hand, saliks and Perfect Masters, 

though fully God-realized, act just like ordinary mortals. They eat, drink, sleep, talk and appear to suffer like 

any other ordinary man. 

But how can you recognize them? Among 100,000 so-called saints, there may be only one who is real. What is 

the test? The best test is to have his company. Maintain your connection with him; stay with him. Then you can 

know him and, even in your own limited way, judge him by your standards, understanding him to some degree. 

For example, there are two glasses full of water. One glass contains a little salt in it. But how can you know 

which is which? For that, you have to taste the water and only then are you able to know the difference. 

Similarly, by keeping the close company with a so-called saint or Master, you will come to know who is real 

and who is false. 

Someone asked, “But how can we acquire the desire for the company of saints?” 

Baba replied, “By killing all desires except one — longing for real bliss. Thus only by 

longing for bliss will you have the chance to come in contact with a Perfect Master and then, as I 

said before, his sahavas, his contact and his service will do the rest. You will gain real bliss.” 



Someone else asked, “But how do we earn that opportunity? All of us cannot think of God 

and have the intense desire for real bliss.” 

Baba explained at length: 

Naturally, this depends on one’s sanskaras. There is a course of experience through which every being must 

pass to realize God. Suppose an ordinary person who has no thought of God or desire for real bliss gives 

something to charity out of his philanthropic nature and feelings for the poor. This is a good deed, and due to 

that and his mercy for those suffering, he is helped inwardly and progresses. His kind and generous mentality 

enables him to progress further and further until a time comes when the desire for real bliss is created. The 

desire for bliss is born in him automatically. This desire leads him to a Sadguru and, by thus reaching the 

Original Source of everything, he is eventually able to attain bliss. But before achieving this state of being able 

to create a desire for real bliss, he has to pass through a succession of experiences, both good and bad. 

Amplifying this point, Baba continued: 

In fact, there is nothing such as happiness and misery, virtue and vice, or good and bad. Only bliss exists! The 

experiences of happiness, misery, virtue, vice, good and bad are nothing. But they are the necessary stepping 

stones on the course to higher things which, though illusory, everyone has to pass through. 

Only the Sadguru can alter, divert, or destroy this “course.” That is, he can change the course of a person’s 

destiny. This automatically occurs once a person comes in contact with such a Master. Unless all the 

experiences and sanskaras of this course are wiped out totally, there is no chance of Realization for the 

disciple; and only a Perfect Master can do that. 

Giving an analogy of a water-diviner (a person who locates where a well should be dug), 

Baba said: 

There are five types of men: those who are water-diviners, those who know the water-diviners, those who use a 

machine to test for water, those who begin digging a well, and those who, in order to drink water, go to a well. 

The water-diviners are the Perfect Masters and God-realized beings; they know that water (love) will be found 

in a particular area and they lead others to the spot. Those who know the water-diviners are their disciples and 

lovers, and they eventually find water by following the instructions of the water-diviners whose knowledge is 

sure. There are others who rely on machines (their minds) to try to find water. Still others begin digging a well 

with no test at all — first in one place and then in another — following one Master and then another from place 

to place. Still others do not even begin to search for water. They only drink water when they find it in a well; in 

other words, they don’t even try to look for it. 

Therefore, to be sure to strike water (gain true love and knowledge), find the water-diviner who is certain to 

lead you to it, and stick to him. 

Someone asked about yoga, to which Baba replied: 

The state that comes from yoga is like a state of intoxication. It is like a drunken man whose thoughts have no 

sum or substance. So create the longing and have the thirst, all the time thinking: “O God, when will I meet 

You? When will I meet You?” And to have such thirst, create love. 

While Baba and the group were in Dhulia, there were daily programs of house visits, 

darshan, bhajan singing and spiritual discourses. Baba liked the area and began looking for a 

suitable place for a longer stay. He particularly liked a spot on the property of Mr. Garud, and this 

sincere person did not hesitate to dedicate the land for Baba’s use. Baba directed Kalemama to erect 

a hut for him there. Baba also visited K. K. Manekar’s residence, where he had dinner on the 22nd. 

Meanwhile, news arrived from Nasik that Kaikhushru Masa was still being held prisoner 

by his relatives in Bombay, and no one connected with Meher Baba was allowed to see him. Baba 

remarked, “Although the situation is serious, I am not worried about the outcome.” 

Baba sent Ramjoo and then Chanji to Nasik to discuss the matter with Rustom. 

As mentioned, Kaikhushru’s relatives were antagonistic toward Baba and did not approve 

of Kaikhushru, Soonamasi, and Khorshed staying with him and living under his guidance. They 

feared all of the family’s wealth would be given to Meher Baba. So before Kaikhushru could do 

that, the relatives forced him to have his property legally transferred to them, after which he was 

set free. 



“Baba’s early disciples suffered much more than communal ostracism,” Age noted. 

“Oftentimes they suffered financially, as well.” 

 

On Friday, 23 August 1929, Baba wished to proceed to Aurangabad, and they departed in 

the bus at three in the afternoon. Many devotees from Dhulia came to see Baba off. Kalemama and 

his family bid Baba farewell with especially heavy hearts. 

After the bus had gone some distance, Baba changed his mind and gave Padri directions to 

drive first to Malegaon. When they arrived, Buasaheb asked, “Now where do we go from here?” 

This displeased Baba and he answered sharply, “From the start, I declared my intention of 

proceeding to Aurangabad. So why do you ask me this question? Since it is now obvious that you 

think me to be a fool, tell me where you want to go. Meherabad, Nasik or Panchgani?” 

Concluding, Baba spelled out, “Those of you who want to go to Meherabad should pack 

for your respective homes immediately.” 

On the verge of losing control of his tongue, Buasaheb began packing his belongings to 

leave. Baba called him back and explained, “You cannot understand these sudden and frequent 

changes of my plans. There is a great mystery behind making these changes. Stick to me and bear 

everything with patience. I know what I am doing.” 

Like Ram, Baba shot arrows into the hearts of his close ones, piercing the veil of the ego-

mind in order to create a feeling of love. It is a torturous process. Since Chhagan’s departure, Padri 

had become one of Baba’s favorite targets. 

As Padri was driving, Baba shot a few arrows at him, inquiring, “When I tell you to drive 

fast, why don’t you do it? Why do you ignore me?” 

“Baba, the condition of the road is very bad,” Padri said in his defense. “If I were to 

accelerate, there might be an accident.” 

“That means you know more than I do!” Baba snapped. “Has your father ever driven a 

bus?” 

“My father was a driver and now I am one, too!”414 

“You have the features of an animal,” Baba exclaimed. “You look like a giraffe! Besides 

being tall, you talk quite tall!” Padri stopped the bus. 

As Baba continued teasing him, Padri stood up to leave. Baba motioned to him, “I will beat 

you soundly and tie you up so you won’t be able to leave. Now sit down, stupid!” 

After the situation calmed down and the tension was diffused, Baba led the group to visit 

the Malegaon bazaar. At one point, they stopped for tea at a restaurant. Padri was still steaming 

inside and refused the tea, personally given by Baba. Baba handed him a cup, forcing him to drink. 

After tea, Baba asked the men, “Now where should we proceed?” They discussed it and 

settled on Yeola. They drove there, and after driving around the town, camped under a tree for the 

night. They left for Aurangabad the next morning, 24 August. 

Reaching the Ellora Caves at three in the afternoon, Baba sat alone in one of the caves for 

about fifteen minutes, after which they proceeded. Baba wanted to go on to Pandharpur, a place of 

pilgrimage for Hindus, but after inquiry it was learned there was no passable road to Pandharpur, 

and going there would necessitate crossing a river which would be extremely difficult in a bus. 

 
414 Padri’s father was a train engineer, hence his surname was Driver. 



Baba decided to rest for the night and had the bus parked in a grove of trees near Jalna. 

Due to the rains, the ground was wet and so they couldn’t take down and spread out their beddings 

and had to sleep inside. Chanji kept watch near Baba during the night.  

 

On the morning of Sunday, 25 August 1929, Baba discussed visiting several other places. 

However, it was decided to proceed to Nasik, which they reached at 8:45 that night. The journey 

came to an abrupt end for the three boys; Baba decided to send Aga Ali, Ali Akbar and Chhota 

Baba with Raosaheb to Quetta. Baba and the mandali went to see them off at the railway station 

the next day, and it was a very touching sight to see Baba tightly embrace the three boys. 

After returning from the station, Baba remarked, “I feel for Aga Ali. For a long time, day 

and night, I kept him so close to me and now I have sent him thousands of miles away. My lahar is 

truly wonderful! And now I feel for him. Why? Because he will feel the separation so much. The 

arrows of his pain already prick and pain me! 

“In the same way, I feel for Vasant who is made to stay at home with his parents when his 

heart only longs to be by my side. I don’t feel for anyone else like this, and this pain is my gift to 

Vasant and Ali.” 

Later that day, Jalbhai and Nusserwan arrived in Nasik. They reported the recent news of 

Poona and Ahmednagar. Sailor Mama was living in Nasik and had opened a canteen named the 

Brahmanand Hotel. Baba visited it and the mandali had cold drinks there. 

The women mandali living in Nasik were Mehera, Daulatmai, Naja, Big Khorshed, 

Soonamasi and Small Khorshed. Gulmai’s daughter, Dolly, had returned to Ahmednagar before 

Baba left for Kashmir. (She later rejoined the group.) Masaji was staying in Nasik to look after the 

women, do their shopping, and help in any way he could. 

Whenever Baba was traveling, the women mandali would prepare a play or skit to be 

performed upon his return. Besides their specific duties, Baba would request that they produce a 

funny play. To please him they would rehearse it well, and Baba was always much amused when 

he saw it. 

Baba left Nasik for Meherabad with the men mandali on 27 August. After driving about 77 

miles, Baba asked the bus to be stopped a few miles from Rahuri. The group got out and Baba sat 

down under a tree to discuss their future plans. As the sun was setting, Baba suddenly requested 

that his arti be sung. This was done and the mandali bowed to him and took his darshan. The 

discussion continued for another five minutes, and Baba surprisingly wanted the arti performed 

again. Thus, after a lapse of several months, Baba had the whim for arti, which was sung to him 

twice. 

They reached Ahmednagar by early evening. The local lovers had gathered at Akbar Press 

to welcome Baba. Baba spent the night there and left for Meherabad the following morning. 

 

From 28 August to 2 September 1929, Baba held long discussions for finalizing plans for 

another trip to Persia.415 Baba decided that the following eleven men should accompany him: 

Buasaheb, Chanji, Chhagan, Gustadji, Jalbhai, Kalingad, Karim, Maruti Patil, Masaji, Sidhu and 

Vishnu. Meanwhile, Raosaheb, Chhota Baba, Aga Ali and Ali Akbar, who were in Quetta, were 

sent a cable to meet them in Persia. Bomanji, Baily, Dastur, Padri, Ramjoo and the mast, Mastan, 

were to stay behind in Meherabad. Rustom and the women mandali remained in Nasik. Babu 

Cyclewalla had relocated from Nasik to Manmad. 

During this period, there were still five other Prem Ashram boys with whom Baba 

maintained close connection; they were staying at Akbar Press. Against his wishes, fifteen-year-

 
415 Baba had traveled to Persia five years before, in 1924, but had only stayed for a few days. 



old Vasant was staying at his parents’ home in the village of Jamkhed, where he would barely speak 

to anyone, and answer only in monosyllables. Baba had once observed about the boy, “He is almost 

a saint already!” 

On Sunday, 1 September, Baba remarked, “Vasant is the best of the Prem Ashram boys. I 

must not leave Meherabad on my next tour without giving him the benefit of my company for at 

least half an hour. If he learned that I was here and had left without seeing him, he would feel so 

bad he might even die!” 

The next day, Baba was driven the 60 miles to Jamkhed especially to meet this lucky youth. 

Vasant was overjoyed at the good fortune of having Baba’s darshan, and was profoundly humbled 

to know that the Master had come so far to see him. 

In order to secure passports and visas required to visit Persia, Baba left Meherabad for 

Bombay on 3 September 1929, two weeks prior to his scheduled departure. Chanji, Gustadji, and 

Ramjoo accompanied him, among others. In Bombay, Baba was accommodated at Naval and Dina 

Talati’s apartment in the Shivlal Motilal building on Bellasis Road at Byculla. Many new devotees 

came into the Master’s contact during his week-long stay there. 

At first Baba instructed Dina not to allow anyone to enter the house for darshan unless he 

called them. So she stood at the entrance of her home to prevent people from coming inside. But 

there were two entrances to the residence. “As soon as I told someone of Baba’s orders from the 

front door,” Dina recalled, “Baba would send one of the mandali to call the person from the other 

door, give them darshan, talk to them, and even ask them to stay for lunch!”  

When they were leaving, they criticized Dina, “Don’t think this is your house. The house 

where God is staying belongs to all!” 

Dina replied helplessly, “It was not my idea; it was Baba’s order! What could I do?” 

After a few days, Dina decided to stop preventing people from entering. Baba scolded her. 

Dina said, “Whenever I do that, you send someone from the other door and invite them in, and then 

they abuse me.”  

Baba said, “What of it? Whatever abuses you receive are a gift from your Master. You only 

have to carry out my instructions. It is up to me and my discretion whether or not I call someone.” 

After supper, Baba would go each day for a walk or a drive in a car or a victoria. He would 

ask for his meal at any time and Dina always had to keep it ready. Even after Baba had finished a 

meal, Dina would keep a portion aside, knowing that Baba might be hungry again later. Dina 

thought to herself proudly, “How well I serve the Master. No one is able to serve him as I do. 

According to his order, whenever Baba needs anything — at any time of the day or night — I 

supply it immediately. Is there anyone else who can do this?” 

But she was soon to learn an important lesson. One evening, after dinner, Baba asked Dina 

to accompany him on a drive to get some ice cream. Rushing to join him, she forgot to put some of 

his food aside. After Baba and she departed, the mandali ate their meal without knowing that Dina 

had not saved some portion for Baba. They ate all the food, and put the pots and pans away after 

washing up. 

On the way back from their drive, Baba told Dina, “I couldn’t eat properly before and now 

I am feeling very hungry. In fact, I am ravenous!” 

Dina said, “The food is kept for you, Baba. I do so every day. I will serve you the moment 

we reach home.” However, when they returned, she found to her dismay that there was nothing 

left. She began weeping. Meanwhile, Baba sent Vishnu to inquire why he had not yet been served. 

Vishnu found Dina crying in the kitchen and told Baba. Baba came and asked Dina what 
was wrong. When she told Baba, he exclaimed, “You don’t even have this much respect for me? 

Are you so inattentive that you forget to save something for me? You lied to me. You only think 

of yourself.”  



Pointing to his stomach, he repeated how hungry he felt. Dina was in tears over her mistake 

and pleaded to be allowed to prepare something for him to eat in five minutes. But Baba replied, 

“I’ve lost my appetite now. I’m not hungry anymore.” 

Dina, however, insisted that Baba eat. He reluctantly agreed and had a little bread and 

butter. Baba’s expression softened as he consoled her, “Don’t worry about it. I forgive you. I have 

used you for some special, inner work of mine. My work is done; forget all about it.”  

The incident taught Dina a great lesson: Never take pride in serving the Master. What could 

one do for he who serves the universe? 

Another incident involving food made Dina keenly aware of the folly of such thoughts. 

One day Baba instructed Dina to cook for him as well as for the mandali, but the men were to help 

her. When it was ready, Dina informed Baba and he came to the dining room with everyone who 

had come for darshan that day. Seeing the numerous guests, Dina was taken aback. She took Baba 

aside and whispered, “There is not enough food to feed everyone. I didn’t realize you wished me 

to cook for so many persons.” 

Baba asked, “Why? Did you cook less?” 

“I cooked for only you and the mandali, as usual. I didn’t know about these other 50 people 

with you!” 

Baba made no further remark and began serving the food himself (okra and chapati). He 

served large portions to each person as Dina nervously stood by watching. All were served and still 

there was an abundance left over. Baba called Dina and gestured, “You eat the rest.” Dina was 

shocked when she saw how much food remained. Jesus had performed a similar miracle with fish 

and loaves of bread, she thought. 

A second incident occurred with Alamai M. Katrak, who had heard of Meher Baba from 

her sister, Jerbai, who was married to Kaikobad Dastur of Navsari. She had also heard much about 

the Master from her neighbor Ardeshir (Kaka) Baria. Alamai had met Baba a year before in 

Meherabad with her husband and two children, and she too came for his darshan at the Talatis’ 

home, bringing a tasty dessert of sweetened milk and fried puris. She had only brought them for 

the Master, but Baba beckoned her to distribute them among all those present. Alamai was confused 

and Baba asked, “Why did you bring so few puris?” 

Catching her by the elbow, Baba motioned to her to distribute the puris generously. Alamai 

hesitatingly obeyed, with Baba walking at her side to see that she did so. After all were served, 

Alamai was greatly surprised to find the same number of puris left over in the container! Baba 

informed her, “Why did you hesitate? Besides the puris, you have brought that which never lessens 

— no matter how much it is distributed. You have brought love.” 

One day Kaka Baria, his sister Banubai, and her husband Manekji were sitting beside Baba 

in the Talatis’ living room. One person who had come for darshan brought in a basket of figs. Baba 

instructed Manekji to wash the fruit. When Manekji returned, Baba motioned to the gathering, “I 

will throw the figs to you all, so be alert and try to catch them.” Baba would look in one direction 

and throw the figs in another. During this enjoyable occasion, Banubai told Baba, “Throw one to 

Manekji. Don’t forget to let him have your prasad.” 

Baba threw many figs, but none to Manekji. One last fig was left. Baba raised it, looked at 

it and ate it himself. Banubai stared at Baba in disappointment, pained at not finding her husband 

favored, but Manekji solved the mystery himself. He later confessed to his wife that while washing 

the figs, he had eaten one without asking Baba. “Baba was sitting in the living room,” he told his 

wife, “but I am now fully convinced that his eyes are everywhere.” 

Chanji’s brother, Naoroji Dadachanji came with his wife, Bachamai, his three daughters, 

Arnavaz, eleven, Nargis, seven, and Roda, five, and his three-year-old son, Tehemtan. Baba asked 

Arnavaz about school and advised her not to study so hard. This was a surprise to Arnavaz who 



liked school. Naoroji was also taken aback, for he wished his daughter to continue her education. 

“Baba, Arnavaz is very bright,” he objected, “and my eldest child. If she gives up her studies, it 

will have a bad effect on my other children; they might lose interest in their education.” 

“Have you no faith in me?” Baba demanded. “Discontinue her schooling for one year and 

then restart it.” By obeying this simple order, Baba was preparing Arnavaz to serve him. 

At this time, a young Parsi relative of the Dadachanjis, sixteen-year-old Nariman Merwan 

Dadachanji, came for Baba’s darshan. He stood silently before Baba with a garland and bouquet of 

flowers. Baba embraced him without making any remarks. There was no verbal exchange between 

them. The usual introductions and pleasantries were strangely missing. But the effect of this quiet 

embrace was that Nariman dedicated himself with full faith to the Master’s cause and became an 

important and staunch devotee. 

One person who came to the Talatis’ to meet Baba at this time had much to get off her 

chest. She was 20-year-old Nergiz Kotwal. Ever since Nergiz’s husband Savak had had Baba’s 

darshan the year before in Meherabad, he was often away visiting saints. Nergiz naturally felt 

neglected and blamed Meher Baba. She mistakenly thought that Savak had been influenced by 

Baba to abandon his family − and, without informing her husband, she came to the Talati’s to give 

“this Baba” a piece of her mind! 

Nergiz approached Baba, seething within. “So you are that Meher Baba!” she said 

sarcastically. With a smile, Baba nodded yes. She then poured out her tale of woe about Savak’s 

indifference, pleading, “What type of devotee is he? Is this how you wish your followers to 

behave?” 

Dictating from his board, Baba spelled out, “I have come to unite, not to divide. Don’t 

worry. Everything will be all right. Even if you leave Savak, he will never leave you.” These simple 

words pierced the young woman’s heart and she repented for her angry outburst. 

Nergiz had been suffering intestinal tuberculosis. Baba gave her a rose petal to eat and then 

instructed her to dip a locket with his image in a glass of water and drink the water each day while 

repeating his name. By obeying Baba’s instructions, she was cured after some time. 

 

Various close ones wanted a more recent photograph of the Master, so Baba went to Russell 

Studio on Thursday, 5 September 1929 with Kaka Baria, Gustadji, Chanji, Ramjoo, Naval and B. 

D. Pudumjee (the wealthy Parsi who had offered Baba the use of one of his bungalows at Sinhagad). 

After having his portraits and a group photograph taken, Baba visited Pudumjee’s house in 

Bombay. Sohrabji and Jamshed Desai and others from Navsari also met Baba that day. 

On one occasion, Dinshaw Marker and his family invited Baba to grace their bungalow, 

Bom Villa, in Kandivli, a suburb of Bombay.416 No one would stay at the bungalow because it was 

said to be haunted by ghosts. However, when Baba went there on the 6th of September, he liked it 

and even assured Marker that he would stay there for a few days before going to Persia. Baba also 

visited another devotee’s home in the suburb of Borivli.  

Later that day, Pleader came and questioned Baba about God-realization. The Master 

explained: 

Before Realization, the veil must be torn away and the mind must die. It is due to this veil that every individual 

mind functions in the gross and subtle bodies. Removing the veil would separate the gross from the subtle; 

when that occurs, in the subtle state you would be able to see internal things with as much clarity as you see 

gross objects. While doing all physical activities such as eating, drinking, sitting, standing — while your body 

is functioning — there is simultaneous progress into the subtle world, like killing two birds with one stone. 

But the veil must be ripped off. Though this veil is thin, at the same time it is very strong. It cannot be slit 

easily, but it can be rent in an instant by a Perfect Master. If it is torn, the consciousness of the soul at once 

 
416 Dinshaw Marker and his brother may have met Baba in Toka the previous year. 



enters the first plane. It is like a parrot which escapes from its cage; it flies straight into the air without looking 

at its surroundings. 

But progress comes to a halt at the first plane if the rent in the veil is made through one’s own efforts or with 

the help of an imperfect guru [yogi or saint]. Seekers advance on their own, but it is ultimately useless, as they 

inevitably become entrapped. If a Perfect Master is there to help, he would not tear the veil unless the aspirant 

is fully ready; then the Master would take him straight to the goal. 

Continuing, Baba explained to Pleader: 

Only a Sadguru can free one from the cage of illusion, but three conditions are required — longing, patience, 

and rock-like faith. Nothing is gained without longing. This is all that is needed, but the aspirant should remain 

restless continuously. For instance, if a man is stung by a scorpion, he constantly thinks of how to overcome 

the burning, throbbing pain. He forgets about eating drinking and worldly pursuits. He forgets everything and 

has only one thought: how to make the pain subside! 

In the same way, there should be continual longing to be one with God. There should be no other thought 

except this: “I must be one with God today — immediately, this moment!” The mind and heart must be devoid 

of any other thought. Even though many years of suffering may pass, patience should never be forsaken. At 

first the longing is intense, but gradually it lessens and cools down. This should not be the case; patience must 

not be lost. It must be persistent. In the beginning there is great enthusiasm and a person is convinced he will 

soon gain Realization. But with the passing of time, his enthusiasm wanes. 

A person may be purposely snared by the Master and then thrown out! I, too, do such things. But a wise man 

silently puts up with everything that comes from a Master. One who is unwise becomes impatient and starts 

grumbling. But Masters always coax the aspirant along and gradually give him a push on the Path. We always 

behave like this; it is our nature. 

Traversing the Path is like a pulling-pushing tug-of-war. But a wise man does not act in this way. A clever bird 

who is caught in a trap does not flap its wings to free itself. It remains quiet and unflustered, waiting for an 

opportunity to escape. An inexperienced bird flutters and squirms, becoming flustered and injuring itself more. 

Think how patient Hafiz remained to have endured the treatment of his Master for 40 years! Your steadfastness 

and determination should be like the steady flow of castor oil when poured. 

Pleader was in the habit of visiting different saints and sadhus, and to caution him against 

doing this, Baba advised him: 

Do not be after gatekeepers or watchmen; catch hold of the Emperor! Never be after his servants; no minister or 

secretary will help. A king is, after all, a king, and his servants, only servants. Once you have approached the 

king directly, it is of no benefit to maintain a friendly attitude with his servants. Your friendship with the king 

might precipitate any situation, but you should stick to him. Even if you were about to die, you should never let 

go of his hand. 

The Emperor is perfect knowledge. One should forget everyone and everything in his company. One should 

stop one’s previous habits. One should not think of meditating, or repeating God’s name or any other type of 

worship. The most that could happen with any of these practices is that you would enter samadhi. Such 

practices can never make you one with God. 

Instead, one should submit oneself to the Emperor’s will, having only this thought: “O God, when will You 

meet me?” This longing must be present 24 hours a day. If the feeling is intense enough, God will surely fulfill 

it. 

To help people is good, but service done under the guidance and according to the instructions of a Perfect 

Master is the best. Service to half-baked gurus and false saints will throw you into a gutter. You will be left 

hanging by those hypocrites. If you are unlucky enough to find a false guru, he will accept you and take you 

into his service. However, he will then give you up, and that will cool down your longing! Instead of losing 

sanskaras, you will accumulate them, and become disappointed and disgusted. 

These false saints cannot give you anything, while those on the first and second planes, and walis and pirs of the 

fifth and sixth planes, can raise you to a higher state with just one look! But that is not the perfect state, as these 

advanced souls are not perfect. At times, even Perfect Masters cannot help those caught in these nets. 

Therefore, except for the Perfect Ones, do not be beguiled even by the fifth- and sixth-planewalas. 

Stick to the Emperor and don’t leave him for any reason! I am in everyone; but if you catch hold of me, you 

will have the root of all creation in your hands. Then you will not need to go after the branches and leaves. 



If you are lucky enough to catch hold of the Emperor, you should never, never leave him. Go on digging until 

you find water. Don’t keep changing the spot. If you get impatient, and dig two feet here and four feet there, 

you will never strike water. If you only dig a shallow well, you will get impure water. Only patient, laborious 

digging will result in your finding crystal-pure water; and for that, you have to exert energy and dig deep. 

This Path is not easy at all; and if you enter it, you will not find joy here. Therefore, I warn you, think seven 

times before entering it! If you are after God, you will have to give up everything — your father, your mother, 

the whole world. You have to renounce each and every thing. Therefore, ponder well and then take the step. If 

not, forget about it and attend to your worldly duties. 

Once you fall for the Path, don’t be afraid of anything in the world. “Who will look after my parents? How 

about my job? What will the world think of me?” All these thoughts are useless. If you had died, who would 

have looked after your near and dear ones? Those affected will care for themselves. God takes care of 

everyone. He is the true sustainer. Once you have entered the Path, you should desist from such thoughts. 

Try to be a lover of God. If you know how, you will go mad! The real lover is never influenced by the world or 

what people think of him; he will not even care for his life. He will remain what he is — totally indifferent to 

the world, unashamed of anything. 

Baba ended by saying: 

All rivers flow in me. I am the Ocean. Stop looking elsewhere and look only at the Ocean. By concentrating on 

me, you yourself will become the Ocean. To look at the Ocean means to carry out my wishes at all times. 

Pleader was very moved by Baba’s discourse and took what Baba dictated to heart. 

The next day, Padri drove the bus used on the Kashmir journey to Ahmednagar where it 

was sold to Kaka Chinchorkar for Rs.2,500. After a long time, Baba met with Munshiji and Lateef 

at 11:30 A.M. that day. Sayyed Saheb (who had seen Baba in Nasik in July) came with them. At 

night, Baba went for a drive around the city, to Malabar Hill (where he strolled about), Null Bazaar, 

and Chowpatty Beach. 

 

Many visitors came to see Baba in Bombay. K. J. Dastur saw Baba on the 11th and returned 

to Meherabad the following night. 

Savak Kotwal came on Monday, 9 September 1929 and prayed to the Master to put him on 

the Path. Baba assured him that he was under his nazar. “The Path is most difficult,” Baba 

remarked. “Only heroes can tread it. It is better if you look before you leap. Think well before you 

ask this of me. 

“Think of the untold sufferings and sacrifices to be undergone in this line by giving up 

everything, even your nearest and dearest ones and the whole world. In this Path you must carry 

your life on your sleeves! After giving all up, you should not have the slightest thought of your 
sacrifices. You should not even think of it. Your mentality should be fully ready for the renunciation 

of everything.” 

Savak requested, “Shower your grace on me, Baba, so that I will have no other thoughts 

but of you alone.” 

“What is grace? To make you like me. That is grace. Grace does not lead a person to 

renunciation; it means that as soon as a person receives the Master’s grace, he becomes like his 

Master.” 

Quoting Kabir, Savak then said, “God’s grace consists in giving one a human form; and 

the Master’s grace consists in making one renounce the whole world.” 

Baba replied, “The whole universe is to be renounced. Making one like his Master, that is 

grace.” 

“Baba, make me yours,” Savak said. 



“When the guru’s grace descends, then he himself makes one do everything and the result 

will be his. But you have to understand this and do as he says. There should be no thought at all 

while carrying out his orders; the mind should not turn to anything else. Are you ready for that?” 

Savak kept quiet, and Baba asked him, “Are you prepared to do so? Come on … This is a 

very cheap bargain — quite easy. Are you ready to accept the bargain?” 

Savak seemed to be weighing the proposition in his mind and kept quiet. Baba asked, 

“What are you thinking? There is nothing else except God everywhere. So what is the use of 

thinking? This won’t do. That is why I say, think not once but a hundred times before stepping onto 

this Path. 

“If I asked you to sit on the verandah for one year, you would start wondering why. That 

would make you sink deeper and deeper into thought, and your mind would harass you. Perchance 

you might have agreed to do it, but then you would have repented, come to trouble, and had millions 

of thoughts. 

“Therefore, I tell you candidly, never try to be friends with us [Masters]; and if you want 

that friendship, then seek it with your life in the palm of your hand. Otherwise, instead of gain, you 

will come to ruin. Instead, it is better if you take darshan and offer homage from a distance and 

depart.” 

Several years were to pass before Savak was ready to completely surrender to Meher Baba. 

Baba innocently inquired about Savak’s wife Nergiz, without informing Savak that Nergiz had met 

him at the Talatis’. Baba instructed Savak not to neglect her or their baby daughter. 

 

Rustom Dinyar and Kharmen Masi, 35, had become regular visitors to Meherabad, and 

Kharmen’s sons had stayed in the Meher Ashram school for some time. During this stay in Bombay, 

Baba visited their house. On that occasion, Baba indicated to Kharmen Masi that he was very 

hungry. She replied that food was being brought from outside. “I do not like restaurant food,” Baba 

replied. “I only require leftovers — chapatis and dal.” 

Oddly enough, this was the only food left over in the house. But when Kharmen Masi 

opened the cupboard to get the food, she found it empty. She looked puzzled, and Baba asked her 

what was wrong. After Kharmen Masi explained, Baba remarked, “When you were taking a bath, 

a thief came and ate up all the dal and chapatis. Do you know who that the thief was? He is standing 

before you!” 

Kharmen Masi’s eyes welled up with tears and she exclaimed, “O God, strange are Your 

ways! You ate stale bread and dal from the house of a poor woman like me. How loving you are to 

someone as unworthy as I. You are the sole support of the poor, Baba!” 

Taking her in his embrace, Baba gestured, “You are not poor; you are very rich! What 

wealth is greater or higher than love? It is because of your love that I have come to your home.” 

Kharmen Masi’s love for the Master was exemplary, and she would later live and travel 

with the women mandali for two years. 

 

Meher Baba had stopped writing since 1927, but to obtain a British passport to travel to 

Persia was not possible without his signature. Prior to departing, for two weeks every effort was 

made to secure the necessary documents. Pudumjee (who had influential contacts), Padri, and 

Chanji approached the highest authorities, but to no avail. For his own reasons, Baba was not 

willing to sign his name − and without his signature, the authorities refused to issue him a passport. 

The men accompanying Baba had to obtain passports and there was some indecision as to 

what exactly to write in concerning their professions. Most of the men simply wrote: “Private 

servant of M. S. Irani.” 



When Buasaheb went to the Persian Consulate to obtain visas in the mandali’s passports, 

he mentioned the difficulty Meher Baba was having in obtaining a British passport. The Persian 

Consul himself suggested Baba declare himself to be a Persian subject, having been born to Persian 

parents. Baba did so. He went to the Persian Consulate on Thursday, 12 September 1929 and easily 

obtained a Persian passport by giving his thumbprint. 

Baba went for a drive around the city that night, and again the next afternoon at 4:30 to 

watch a cricket match. He and the mandali shifted to the Kandivli bungalow on the night of the 

13th. As ordered, Dina continued to cook meals for Baba, and Bachamai Dadachanji cooked for 

the mandali. 

Baba had ordered Dina not to allow anyone to touch his food while she was preparing it, 

and she was usually vigilant not to let any of the servants or other ladies help her in any way. One 

day, however, unbeknownst to Dina, Bachamai sliced a lime and put it on Baba’s tray. Dina didn’t 

notice it, but when she presented the meal, Baba became angry and told her to take the tray away. 

“Today, I don’t want your food,” he said scornfully. 

Dina was taken aback, and then Baba inquired, “Tell the truth. Who has prepared this 

food?” Dina said that she had, but Baba continued, “You are telling me a lie.” Dina was perplexed. 

She assured him that she had prepared everything according to his instructions. Baba pointed to the 

lime and asked if she had sliced it. Dina noticed it for the first time and admitted she had not. Baba 

told her to find out who had done it. All were in tears over their mistake, but Baba forgave them 

and told them, “Now, be more careful in the future to follow my orders, even if they seem 

unimportant.” 

Baba then ate the meal. Afterward, Dina asked Baba, “How did you know that someone 

had touched something? You were here when the food was being cooked in the kitchen.” 

Baba spelled out, “Does it behoove you to ask such silly questions? Of course I knew; that 

lime told me what happened. That is how I came to know about it.” This made Dina burst out 

laughing, but thereafter she was more cautious when preparing Baba’s food and in carrying out his 

orders. 

Word of Meher Baba’s presence spread throughout Bombay, and new people wanting his 

darshan thronged to the house at Kandivli from morning to night. Due to Chanji’s tireless efforts, 

(in contrast to the current opposition raging in the Gujarati press), many Zoroastrians came to know 

the true facts about Meher Baba’s activities. For most, their doubts were dispelled the moment they 

met Baba in person. Some of those who had vilified him came to be his staunch supporters. Thus 

those who were spreading antagonistic publicity were in fact doing Baba’s work. But to bear such 

hostile criticisms was difficult for Baba’s early followers. 

“Only the Avatar could overcome such contrary conditions and diffuse the rays of love’s 

light,” Age reflected. “The story of the Avatar’s work is one of both sorrow and joy which he 

dedicates to the world with a loving smile from his cross.” 

Munshiji, Sayyed Saheb, and Usman Saheb came to Kandivli on the 14th and spent the 

night. 417 

On 15 September Baba took an early morning walk in the garden, before the daily stream 

of visitors began. Two or three times he lay down on the ground or grass for a few minutes. Dinshaw 

Marker and Pilamai had interviews that day. Baba sat upstairs on the balcony until 10:30 A.M., 

giving his company to Munshiji, Sayyed Saheb, Gustadji, Ramjoo, Buasaheb, and Chanji. Vishnu 

came and asked permission to go into Bombay with Chhota Baba and Jalbhai, and Baba permitted 

it, but told them not to spend any money. Rustom arrived from Nasik the same day. 

 
417 S. M. Usman was a former devotee from the Poona Jhopdi days, who had first introduced Ramjoo to 

Baba. 



Baba served lunch to those who had come, before going to Pudumjee’s residence and then 

to the Reclamation Grounds to watch a cricket match. When he returned at 4:30 P.M. the house was 

full of more devotees seeking darshan. Again Baba served dinner to all, and then went for a walk 

in the gardens. To a man named Mr. Anthony who had come, Baba remarked, “I come alone, I go 

alone. I am all.” Gramophone records were played until 10:30 P.M. 

Early in the morning of Monday, 16 Sept 1929, Baba was taken to Mount Poinsur (also 

known as Mandapeshwar Caves), where he saw a ruined Portuguese church, a Franciscan 

monastery, and a large orphanage. A statue of Jesus adorned the top of the church, which 

commanded a panoramic view of the surrounding hills. 418 Baba ate lunch that day at Naoroji’s 

house and served the meal to all who came. 

Baba had succeeded in obtaining a Persian passport, but the thumbprint proved insufficient 

in acquiring a visa, which would be necessary to re-enter British India on a Persian passport. The 

officer at the British Consulate declared that no application was valid without a properly endorsed 

signature. He added that they were free to proceed to Persia − but re-entry into India would likely 

prove problematic. 

Chanji explained the visa difficulty to Baba on the 16th, and Baba replied, “The greater the 

trouble, the better for all.” Baba then directed Chanji to keep trying to obtain a visa. 

Baba left Bombay for Nasik that day to bid farewell to the women mandali and took with 

him copies of the photos taken at Russell Studio to give them. He returned to Bombay the next day 

and was informed of the latest developments. On 18 September, Rustom was assigned power of 

attorney on Baba’s behalf during his absence. 

The next day, Chanji made an appointment with the governor about Baba’s case, but he 

had been warned that the chances of success were doubtful. While Chanji was at the office, Baba 

suddenly remarked, “Everything should be completed today.” The visa problem, which had been 

dragging on for two weeks, was finally settled after Chanji’s half-hour meeting with the governor. 

Traveling papers were issued and all arrangements were completed to sail for Persia the following 

day. 

Meanwhile, Aga Ali’s parents appeared on the scene, demanding to know what was Baba’s 

intention concerning their son. Ali was in Quetta with Ali Akbar and Chhota Baba under 

Raosaheb’s care. During the farewell darshan program for his many Bombay devotees, Baba 

patiently explained his current plans to Aga Ali’s parents. 

Before leaving, Baba ordered Ramjoo, Padri, Naval, Kaka Baria, Dastur, and Pleader to 

fast on only milk and to occupy one single room together at Meherabad. But later the order was 

changed and applied only to Pleader. The other men were to fast on milk only for one day. 

 

9: TUMULTUOUS TRAVEL 

 

At quarter past nine on the morning of Friday, 20 September 1929, Kaka Baria drove Baba 

and the mandali to Victoria Docks. Several of the Master’s devotees had come from Poona, 

Ahmednagar, and Bombay to wish him farewell. Memo and Gulmai were the first to garland Baba. 

 
418 Carved out of solid rock, the caves at the base of this hillock date as far back as 750 AD. Built by 

Buddhists, worshiped by Hindus, fought over by the Portuguese and Marathas, they now stand unoccupied, 

still under dispute. All that remain are empty chambers, underground caverns filled with water, mutilated 

statues of Shiva and the remnants of a Christian cross carved on the wall outside. Legend has it that the 

Portuguese converted its sadhus and laid the first foundations of Christianity on the island of Salsette. The 

Church of Our Lady of Immaculate Conception still stands today among the ruins of the previous 

monastery. Its parish, the oldest in Bombay, dates back 400 years. 



The group boarded the SS Varsova and sailed at 11:00 a.m. Cheering, all his devotees joined in a 

hearty bon voyage. 

Age witnessed this scene and reported, “Baba’s close lovers were waving kisses with such 

depth of feeling it seemed as if they were bidding farewell to the very source of their being! Angels 

wept at the unique expression of their love. They watched as the Master waved from the deck of 

the ship to his lovers of all castes and creeds, rich and poor. When the lover speaks to the Beloved 

through tears, it cannot be described; only the heart can understand what sonnets of love are 

exchanged between them.” 

On board the ship, it was puzzling to the other passengers to see the one who was given 

such a loving and grand send-off occupy an open space on the third-class deck. A wealthy Parsi 

merchant and contractor from Nasik named Burjor F. Joshi whispered to Chanji, “A saint of Meher 

Baba’s caliber should not travel third class. I will arrange a special cabin for him.” Chanji explained 

that Baba always traveled third class. Not satisfied, the man approached Baba directly and pleaded 

respectfully, “Your Holiness, the deck is no place for a person of your saintly status. Permit me to 

arrange a cabin for you and your companions in first class.” 

Baba gestured in reply, “I am quite happy where I am. A fakir’s place is always among the 

poor.” 

But the merchant could not accept this. Joshi found the captain of the ship and requested 

that he provide a proper accommodation with all comforts for Baba and the mandali at his expense, 

and he especially asked him to see personally to all their needs. The captain made all the requested 

arrangements, but Baba shunned the offer despite Joshi’s frequent inquiries. At his earnest request, 

however, Baba did agree to shift to a second-class cabin. Joshi had heard of Meher Baba, but he 

was meeting him for the first time. His first encounter with the Master caused a profound turmoil 

in his heart; he was determined to see Baba more comfortable, and his efforts surely proved a 

blessing at some point in his life. 

While on board, Baba frequently remembered Aga Ali and would often kiss his 

photograph. Maruti Patil and Buasaheb became seasick during the voyage, and their treatment was 

arranged. 

On the night of 21 September, the ship arrived in Karachi. Baba and the mandali were met 

by Pilamai, Baba’s maternal aunt Banu Masi, and Merwan and Homi, her two sons who had been 

at the Meher Ashram school. The most distinguished among the few others waiting to receive them 

was the the President of the Municipal Corporation of Karachi, Jamshed N. R. Mehta. Pilamai 

invited Baba to her house and he went there at 11:30 P.M., accompanied by Buasaheb and Vishnu. 

Baba met with people until two in the morning, giving a discourse on divine love to 

Jamshed Mehta, 43, and praising the selfless service he was doing in Karachi to assist the 

downtrodden classes and lepers. Baba then stated: 

Real worship is within — inside the heart — not in the outward muttering of words. To enter the spiritual path, 

one has to go beyond religious ceremonies. One cannot grasp Truth through the intellect, but, at present, people 

are averse to know even an iota of it! 

All the disorder of the world is due to the mind. He who conquers it, conquers everything and is a real hero. 

Baba woke early, had his bath and breakfast and was ready to leave at 5:00 a.m. Pilamai 

had been instructed to inform only a handful of lovers of Baba’s arrival, but more than 50 persons 

came – relatives, acquaintances and neighbors. Banu Masi had not been feeling well, so Baba made 

arrangements in Karachi for an operation she needed and instructed his cousin Merwan to attend to 

her. His other cousin, Homi, wished to stay with Baba permanently. Baba gave him no answer then, 

but asked him to remind him about it on his return from Persia. 

Baba and the mandali were driven back to the ship in the morning on Sunday, 22 September 

1929, and they left Karachi the same day, amidst a loving farewell. During Baba’s brief visit, 



Jamshed Mehta established a closeness with Baba and was to become a significant contact. He was 

a friend of Mahatma Gandhi and it was through Mehta’s influence that Gandhi eventually came to 

meet Meher Baba. 

During the first few days of the voyage, Baba refused to come up on deck. The cabin he 

had been provided with was in the hold and the men were sweltering in the heat. Baba remarked, 

“It’s my luck. This place [the hold] is destined for me and I like it.” Later, he agreed to stroll on the 

upper deck – but ony for five to fifteen minutes, no more. 

On 24 September, Baba began goading Buasaheb. Once while Baba was teasing him, 

Buasaheb, in his vexation, said something regrettable, and Baba advised him, “Learn to swallow 

your anger. Try to remain cheerful in all circumstances. Try to be humble and don’t ever answer 

me back. 

“These sharp arrows of mine are very good for your spirit; the wine is hidden in them. You 

have been my companion the longest. Have courage; it is because of your courage that I am going 

to Persia [Buasaheb’s birthplace]. Keep me pleased and remain content that you do so. I have to 

retire in seclusion for four months, after which we will have to travel around the world.” 

Baba then gave these special orders for the men to follow: 

No one should talk about me, either on the ship or in Persia. None should distribute any books, photographs, or 

lockets without my permission. No one should come to know of my presence, as that would disturb my 

seclusion. After my work is done, I myself will speak and inform others. Remain quiet and continue doing as I 

order until then. 

Before having received these instructions, Buasaheb had given Dastur’s English booklet 

on the Meher Ashram to a fellow passenger. The next day, Chanji found out about it and informed 

Baba, who was furious with Buasaheb. Chanji managed to get the booklet back from the man, but 

on account of it, two or three other persons came to the cabin for Baba’s darshan. 

Thereafter Baba remarked, “For seven years I have tried to stay in a quiet place, but I could 

not manage to. This is the last attempt. If it fails, then everyone will have to face hardships, if not 

directly then indirectly.” Then he said, “Christ held the key to the world in his hand, but he was 

nailed on the cross!” 

Although none of the passengers were informed of Meher Baba’s identity, once they saw 

him they could not help but stare. A Muslim who worked in the ship’s engine room would stand 

silently in a corner and gaze at Baba, feeling too moved to speak. He never uttered a word, nor did 

Baba seemingly pay attention to him. After five days passed, Baba sent for the person and handed 

him his handkerchief. The man had tears in his eyes in appreciation of the precious gift, which he 

said he would never part with. 

On another occasion, a Catholic Goanese steward questioned Chanji, “Who is this Christ-

like person? Is he your living Master? Your guru?” 

“He is our friend,” Chanji replied, “and yours, too.” 

 

By Thursday, 26 September 1929, the ship reached the Persian port of Mohammerah 

(Khorramshahr), and all were requested to be inoculated against cholera. Chanji tried to have Baba 

exempted from this, as he had already had a vaccination in Bombay before leaving, but he failed 

and Baba was forced to take the injection. 

When they disembarked and were going through customs, the customs officer seized all 

the books, lockets, photographs, and phonograph records they were carrying. He claimed they were 

anti-Islamic. Baba observed, “They won’t return these things to us. They will create difficulties and 

will interfere in my work in seclusion.” 

Pointing to Buasaheb, he remarked, “Because of your slight disobedience, the whole plan 

is upset and out of kilter. What a calamity, and it is due to the negligence of one man! What was 



the necessity of bringing these books with us? What a misfortune you have caused; you should 

know by now that a conversation had with good intentions at times gives rise to chaos.” 

Meanwhile, a meeting with higher officials failed to clear the luggage (but it seems the 

photos and lockets were returned to them). The books were shipped to Tehran for clearance and all 

in the group felt harassed. Baba remarked, “Even in the midst of this confusion, I am quite happy, 

because I remember roaming throughout this place in a past incarnation.”419 

With the help of a wandering dervish, they found a suitable house for their stay in 

Mohammerah after two days of looking. Jalbhai humorously remarked, “Where are all the Persian 

grapes and pomegranates we’ve heard so much about? The grapes are said to be as big as 

Raosaheb’s head!” 

Since arriving, everyone had been thinking of Raosaheb, who had failed to arrive in 

Mohammerah with Chhota Baba and Ali Akbar as planned. (Aga Ali had been dropped off at his 

relatives’ house in Yezd.) Baba had dozens of telegrams dispatched to various people in Persia 

trying to locate them. Due to an accident to the bus they were traveling on, Raosaheb and the boys 

had not been able to arrive on schedule. While the telegrams were being sent around Persia, 

Raosaheb and the boys were only a few miles from Mohammerah where they were stranded for 

three days. On the third day (the 28th), when the conversation was again focused on their 

whereabouts, there was a knock at the door. When it was opened, Raosaheb was standing outside 

with the two boys. Baba’s smile welcomed them with joy. 

That night after dinner, Baba went for a walk with the men and sat for a while at a small 

café where they listened to Arabic gramophone records. When they returned, Baba talked with 

Raosaheb until late at night. 

Parts of Persia are extremely cold in September. Remarking about it, Jalbhai teased Maruti 

Patil, “In Isfahan and Yezd, it is so cold that without drinking wine people can’t survive! We too 

will have to drink and drink, just to stay alive!” Maruti took Jalbhai seriously, however, and, as he 

was a strict Maratha, he was worried that he would be made to imbibe alcohol. 

When Baba was informed about it, he remarked, “It is true that the weather will be severely 

cold, but why are you concerned about drinking wine? Are we eating meat when we don’t get 

vegetarian food? [They were not.] Such talk is rubbish!” 

Explaining further to the men, Baba stated: 

Wine is good for both health and the spiritual life. It is an intoxicant and tonic for both. If after drinking wine, 

thoughts are diverted to spiritual advancement, it is a great push toward the Goal; otherwise, it can lead to hell. 

Wine is such that either it raises you to the highest pinnacle or makes you fall into the deepest ditch. 

The main object of drinkers of old − in the ancient past − was spiritual. Seekers then used not only wine but also 

hemp, heroin, hashish and opium; so much so that even Sadgurus would indulge in them. Sai Baba used to 

smoke a chillum and Upasni Maharaj smoked beedies. But eventually during those times, ordinary people 

indulged in these intoxicants for the wrong reasons. They could not understand their proper use and the effects 

of the intoxication diverted their thoughts to carnal desires — worst of all to lust, the greatest obstacle in the 

Way. 

In the spiritual path, lust is the greatest obstacle. Even a thought of it should not enter the mind. That is why I 

tell you, “Keep your langoti [loincloth] tight,” which means to have no lustful thoughts, do no lustful actions, 

and do not touch or even look at a woman. Lust is so forceful that even looking at a woman sets one thinking; 

and thinking leads to action. 

 

419 Baba was referring to his previous advent as Zoroaster, who was born and carried out his Universal 

work in Persia over 6,000 years ago.  



Compare the love between a child and his mother; the child plays in her arms and touches her without creating 

the least thought of lust. But the slightest touch between the father and mother may arouse lustful thoughts in 

them. 

After a few days, Baba directed Raosaheb to hire a bus for the journey through Persia. 

There were fourteen in the group with Baba (three boys and eleven men), and they planned to travel 

from one corner of the country to the other — west to east. At this time, there was a grave danger 

of thieves and dacoits on the way from Mohammerah to Isfahan; by traveling along this route, they 

were told, they were literally putting their lives in jeopardy. 

After Reza Shah had ascended the Persian throne, military patrols were placed at fixed 

locations along the main highways which lessened the threat of highway robberies. In addition, 

since Baba’s first visit to Persia in 1924, religious feelings were not as hostile as they once were 

and to some extent, brotherly feelings prevailed between the Muslims and Zoroastrians, which 

made travel less dangerous for Baba and the men, some of whom were of Zoroastrian descent. 

However, heavy motor traffic had only recently started in Persia and the roads were so horrendous 

that it was practically impossible to drive a long distance in one day. Another problem was that 

there were no road signs of towns posted along the way, which made knowing the exact route very 

confusing. But their worst difficulty while traveling in Persia was obtaining vegetarian food, as it 

was simply not available. At times, the group would have to remain only on dry bread. To find a 

suitable means of conveyance through the desert regions was also a problem, but somehow 

Raosaheb managed and all the transportation arrangements were made. 

Since arriving in Persia, Baba’s health had broken down. His mouth was swollen with 

sores, he had a cold, as well as headaches and stomach pains. On 30 September, Baba remarked, 

“When my inner spiritual work is intense, it affects and strains my physical body. But I have no 

care for this bodily burden.” That day, after many months, Baba shaved off his beard and so did 

Chanji. 

The police commissioner of Mohammerah and other officials wanted to meet Meher Baba, 

and when this was brought to Baba’s attention, he scolded the men sternly, “I have told you a 

thousand times not to disclose my identity to outsiders. I don’t like it. I do not wish to see anyone 

here. I might give darshan of my own accord elsewhere, but not here. Not one of you listens to me, 

and this creates all these unnecessary harassments.” 

It was later discovered that the dervish who had arranged for their house had informed 

others about Meher Baba. When they first met him, the dervish did not know at the time who Baba 

really was, but he found out when Baba visited Ardeshir Irani’s house in Mohammerah.420 But 

Baba was adamant and did not grant darshan to anyone in Mohammerah. 

 

Persia Trip, 1929 

 

 
420 Ardeshir Irani first met Baba at Manzil-e-Meem and later lived at Meherabad, where he was appointed 

“Director of Agriculture.” He had returned to Persia a few months before, in June. 



 

 

On Tuesday, 1 October 1929, Baba decided to leave for Isfahan. Three cars were hired. 

Baba ordered that the cars follow closely behind one another, but due to a disagreement between 

the drivers, the three cars took off in three different directions! Except for the car carrying Baba, 

the other two cars developed mechanical trouble and broke down after going a short distance. Thus, 

another transportation arrangement had to be made. To accommodate the mandali and the group’s 

luggage, a truck was hired. Baba continued to travel by car with Raosaheb and the two boys. Baba 

reached Isfahan on 15 October after eleven days of driving and stayed at the Asre Talai Hotel. 

Meanwhile, the truck carrying the mandali was having serious problems. Besides the 

mandali, the truck carried their 79 pieces of luggage. And besides these, the driver had stealthily 

piled fourteen heavy bags of sugar onto the truck. Due to the excessive weight, the tires burst on 

the second day of the journey. The mishap occurred in a desolate area, and the mandali had to spend 

two days there waiting for new tires to arrive. As for food, nothing was available but cucumbers. 

When they eventually left, the truck again broke down and they were forced to halt at two more 

places along the way. 

The men stayed two days and a night at one place where nothing except meat and eggs 

were available, and once again they had to be content subsisting on cucumbers. Their next stop was 

a mountain pass 7,000 feet high where no shelter for the night was found. They were stopped by a 

military guard and spent a freezing night sleeping in the truck. The next morning all were numb. 

There was nothing they could find to eat and they went hungry. The area was notorious for thieves, 

and they felt in constant danger of being robbed; however, there was no alternative but to proceed. 

The truck broke down once again and could not be repaired. After waiting two days, a bus was 

hired in which they traveled to Isfahan and met Baba on 17 October, two days after he had arrived. 

They had been traveling for sixteen miserable days and were exhausted. 

Meanwhile, in Isfahan, Baba had sent Raosaheb to the telegraph office several times each 

day, with instructions to cable the Commander of the Army, the Governor, the police and other 

authorities along their route to make inquiries about the mandali. Every reply said they had no 

information about where Baba’s men were. Nevertheless, Raosaheb was sent again to insist that 

the investigation continue. This went on for two days. Finally, the telegraph clerk told Raosaheb 



that he would inform him if any information was received, so Raosaheb did not send any further 

inquiries. 

When he returned, Baba asked him, “Did you send the cables?” Raosaheb admitted he had 

not. Baba slapped him three times and began abusing him harshly. “You bloody fool!” he said. 

“You’ve spoiled my game. Whatever I told you to do, you should have listened and done exactly 

as ordered. It was my work, for the betterment of Persia. With every telegram I told you to send — 

to the Army Chief, the Governor, the police — I was working for their good, to improve things. 

But you spoiled it all.” 

When the mandali finally reached Isfahan, Chanji and Karim both had high fevers. Karim 

was unconscious and his mouth would not open. He appeared to be in a coma and on the verge of 

death. Baba, however, did not pay the slightest attention to him and only asked the mandali about 

their journey. After an hour he inquired, “Who is that lying in the corner?” When told that it was 

Karim, he called for a cup of warm tea. Karim’s pulse was faint and his complexion was as pale as 

a corpse. Baba opened Karim’s mouth and poured tea down his throat with a spoon. In a short while 

Karim began perspiring and, after an hour, regained consciousness. Within two days he was 

completely revived and fully alert. 

On Friday, 18 October 1929, the men were permitted to take a bath at a hamam khanna 

(Turkish bath) and launder their clothes, having not done either for more than ten days. The cold 

had been intense, so they had hardly perspired. Isfahan was also cold, yet they felt refreshed after 

washing off the dust and sand of the journey. Baba took a hot bath at the same place the next day 

with some of the men who had not gone the day before. 

After their bath on the 19th, the talk turned to the kings of old. Baba remarked: 

Akbar was large-hearted, kind and broadminded; he wasn’t as brave as Shivaji. He was matchless among the 

Moghal kings. 

Shivaji was brave; knew no fear. Was very kind and clever. He was the founder of a kingdom and so big-

hearted he was willing to sacrifice even his empire at the feet of his guru Ramdas. That’s no small thing. He 

was incomparable among the Marathas. He had two Masters, Ramdas and Tukaram. He used to go daily to 

hear Tukaram Maharaj’s abhangs. Once when he was with Tukaram, his enemies surrounded him. But 

Tukaram’s grace prevented any harm being done to Shivaji as the enemies could not see one Shivaji, but so 

many. All the people around him looked like Shivaji to his enemies. 

Akbar’s son Jahangir was indolent, easy-going, fond of pleasures. His good fortune got him Nur Jahan [his 

wife] who was ruling and dispensing justice well. 

Aurangzeb was industrious, hard-working; a man who earned his own bread from working. But his fanaticism 

wiped everything out — massacres. It brought about the ultimate ruin of the Moghal empire. 

Babur was brave but lazy; too fond of the good things of life. 

Alexander the Great was very brave, most fearless, but too ambitious and power-hungry. 

Later Baba made these pronouncements about the salient characteristics of the men 

mandali accompanying him: 

Gustadji belongs to the seventh plane! 

Vishnu is inspired, spiritualistic; but impulsive and prone to occasional bursts of anger. 

Chhagan looks as if he is always in samadhi, like a yogi; but his cheeks swell in no time [he gets angry and 

excited easily]! 

Raosaheb is our general manager, handling everyone with firmness. 

Jalbhai is a musician; Sidhu is a singer; Chanji is one who picks up and continues on the notes of the singer — a 

drum-beater. Buasaheb, Karim and Masaji are the audience. 

 



After serving dinner to the mandali on the 19th, Baba made the following remarks 

concerning the immorality of some Iranians: “We should pity them. They are not to blame; it is 

their ignorance. Now that I have come to Persia, I shall finish this work [of purifying the 

atmosphere] before returning to India.” 

Baba then confronted the men, “Meanwhile, tell me one thing and be frank; I have a special 

reason to ask about it. Today I want you to disclose to me any wrong actions you have done before 

or after joining me. If you have done something, I want you to confess it with an open heart and 

without the least fear — whatever it may be.” 

Each man candidly revealed his weaknesses before Baba, which pleased him. Afterward 

he remarked, “Now you do not have to repent for anything. You have been open with me and I 

have forgiven you for every wrongdoing. There are a few among you without any fault, but I have 

forgiven all the others.” 

Baba explained: 

Just as I asked you today to confess openly your weaknesses, Jesus would meet daily with his mandali at a fixed 

time, and forgive their weaknesses and advise them. From this act of Jesus, the Catholics approach a priest for 

confession to this day. It is a good practice. But after a confession and pardon, the actions should not be 

repeated. If they are repeated, where is the benefit? It does no good if you commit 700 wrongs in seven days, 

and go to a priest to confess, only to repeat them later. 

The priests, dasturs, mullahs, and preachers give long-winded sermons, but they prove ineffective. People listen 

with one ear and it goes out the other, for they continue committing sins. The reason for this is that only a 

Perfect Master can deal with [the consequences of] human offenses, underline their seriousness and influence 

the offender’s mind. What impression can the words of a priest produce? It is the Knowledge of a Sadguru that 

creates a real impression and it is his Knowledge that has influence. 

So be alert; do not make mistakes and commit errors for which you will later repent. The intensity of lust has 

broken the penance and austerity of even rishis and munis. So, what about you? Your luck has brought you into 

my sahavas [companionship] and you have been forgiven with your confession. In fact, your hearts should turn 

to water by my loving forgiveness, and I am not angry at your shortcomings. But I have forgiven you under the 

condition that you do not indulge in the offenses again. 

How fortunate you all are that you have received my forgiveness today. It is my nature to forgive; and once I 

forgive, there is nothing to repent for. 

Baba then made each of the mandali promise never to touch any woman in a lustful way. 

As for those who were married, they were to promise not to touch any women except their wives. 

The mandali, though happy to be forgiven by Baba, felt self-conscious and guilty about 

their past weaknesses. Baba then elaborated on what he had stated: 

Lust is not bad. Because of this lust, you have been born as human beings. It is due to this very lust that you 

will turn from men into God! But even if lust is there in you, don’t put it into action. From the spiritual point of 

view, lust is the worst possible weakness. The real hero is he who successfully fights it. Sleeping with a woman 

who isn’t your wife is one of the worst possible sins. What had to happen, has happened; but from now on, 

beware of carnality. Follow my orders and stay away from lust. What lasting pleasure can one derive from such 

stinking parts? It dirties the body and destroys the soul! 

I know each and every thing, but knowing everything, I keep on watching. Perhaps you might think, “Why 

doesn’t Baba save us from committing sins, despite knowing everything?” Before you do any wrong action, I 

already know that you are going to do it! Then why do I not prevent you? It is my secret. The secret of my 

work is, though I know everything, I do not interfere. The fact is, you should have this lust, but you should do 

your utmost not to fall prey to it. You should put up a fierce fight, and though defeated a thousand times, you 

should again be ready to continue to fight it. 

Were I to wish it, I could destroy the lust in you in no time. But what would be the use of destroying it? In the 

end, it will be I who destroys it. In the meantime, continue with the battle inside yourselves. This is the law; it 

is necessary. Then joy will come in defeating lust. Without a struggle, there is no pleasure in fighting. The real 

pleasure lies in success after so many defeats. Wars won without obstacles, without sacrifices and untiring 

effort, afford no pleasure. This should be a life and death fight! Lust is there to be fought. It is a lifelong 

struggle. It will harass you to the end of your days. It should be there to fight you, and you should always be 

alert and ready for battle. 



He who has love for and faith in me will try doubly hard to obey me. If you touch any woman [inappropriately], 

tell me immediately; this is one remedy. Another is to think that in your last birth you were a woman and had 

connections with a man; now you are a man and you want connections with a woman. You have had enough 

satisfaction in previous births. What is to be had by more lust? 

Foremost, you should try to get rid of lust, as all other vices are on account of it. For instance, if a parrot’s 

throat is cut, it dies. But if its wings are clipped, it does not die; after some time the feathers of the wings grow 

back. Lust can be compared to the parrot’s head. Therefore, when lust is still present and we conquer other 

evils, such as anger, the evils again revive — everything rises out of the head. But if lust is killed once and for 

all, every other evil is also destroyed — you have cut off its head. 

Yet, in truth, lust is necessary for evolution. It starts developing in the vegetable forms. With the increase in 

lust, there is advancement in evolution, since lust means energy. And with the increase in energy, 

consciousness expands. 

But these are points on this Path which you will never understand. There are thousands of points thinner than 

hair. Remember it is no easy thing to eradicate sanskaras gathered during birth after birth, and lust is the 

hardest of all. But be heroes and fight lust; you will defeat it. The real pleasure is to fight it and not succumb to 

it! Knowing this, I let it remain, but I will destroy it in you when the time comes. Until then, go on fighting and 

never give up. 

The very next day, Sunday, 20 October 1929, Baba again asked all the mandali to gather 

together and openly confess any misdeeds. One of the men became annoyed, asking why they had 

to confess again, when they confessed yesterday. This upset Baba and he scolded him, “You are a 

fool, an idiot! There is a purpose behind it. How can you know why I am having you confess again 

today?” Baba explained at length: 

How can you understand what is happening here? Do you know how evil vice is in this country? That is why I 

have come to Persia. Whatever I have to do, I am doing. How can you understand it? How can you ever 

understand my ways of working? Therefore, keep quiet and do as I tell you. Never ask why and wherefore. 

How can you delve into our mysterious ways? Everything cannot be divulged. For my own particular reasons, 

if I make you feel ashamed a thousand times, remain humble and bow low. You would be so fortunate if I 

made you feel naked in the eyes of the world! 

The Master is always ready to pass on the treasure to you, but your vessel is not empty. It is filled with filth! I 

want to give you love, but your mind is full of lust. Unless you get rid of it, I cannot give you the experience of 

love. Therefore, conquer lust — drive it away! 

While in Isfahan, Baba would spend much time with Ali Akbar and Chhota Baba. Baba 

remembered Aga Ali often and would kiss his photograph in Sobs and Throbs. 

By the 20th, Baba was ready to move on and future plans were discussed. “I have to remain 

in seclusion for four months,” he stated. “For that purpose, Isfahan is not a suitable place. We have 

to go somewhere else.” 

After much discussion, Baba liked the suggestion of Yezd and inquired, “Who wishes to 

remain with me during my seclusion? Those who want to return to India may do so from here.” All 

were ready to stay with Baba except for Maruti Patil, who no longer wished to remain in Persia. 

Baba promised to send him home after reaching Yezd. 

Baba then stated: 

Think twice before you either accompany me or leave me. No one knows what will happen hereafter. Aside 

from shivering in the cold and having fevers, it is possible you might face other privations. Remember what 

hardships you have passed through up to now and then decide. 

Don’t trust me. If it is snowing and freezing outside − and if it comes into my head to continue the journey − 

you will have to come with me. I am not affected by anything. You should learn to bear everything. 

So think carefully about your decision. If you want to go back to India, then go. If you wish to remain with me, 

all the better. It is best to stay with me. But while with me, think of yourselves as already dead, for you cannot 

do things according to your own wishes. Every moment, you will have to act according to my wish. If you do 

that, no one will ever touch even a hair on your head. 



To help the men make up their minds, Baba quoted a few Persian couplets from various 

poems, the gist of which he explained as follows:421 

If you entertain the thought of becoming a real lover, 

you should wash your hands of even your life! 

 

One should be free and frank 

before crossing the threshold of the Master. 

The method in this darbar is to break the lover’s neck, 

and the habit of its Emperor is indifference. 

 

The lover should cleanse his heart of all doubts, 

and be eager to fill it with the fire of love. 

 

Many horses cannot run in this race — only a few; 

many peacocks are not found in this lane — only a few. 

 

The heart of the lover is the lair of the lion; 

whoever enters this lane, 

enters only when he is totally fed up with life! 

 

It is a mistake to talk with others about love and its pangs; 

it is an insult to complain about love and service. 

 

If one happens to have even a ray of that love, 

he has gained all the prosperity of the world! 

 

For the lover who has seen the Beloved, 

the wealth of such a person is only love. 

His life is then Eternal Existence. 

Then Baba said, “Now, speak up! Who wants to stay with me?” All consented, which 

pleased Baba, and he concluded, “Very good; let us see what the future holds.” Baba indicated he 

wished to send for Rustom, Ramjoo (“Ramjoo remembers me a great deal”), Dastur, and the boy 

Vasant, and that he would make this decision when he arrived in Yezd. 

Meanwhile, Raosaheb informed Baba that he saw some local townspeople wearing lockets 

with Baba’s image pinned to their coats, and they had expressed their joy at Meher Baba’s presence 

in Isfahan. They were waiting for the opportunity to meet the Master. Baba asked the mandali, 

“How did they know I was here? Who gave them the lockets?” 

Two boys, Sayyed and Hassen, who were working for the mandali as servants, were 

questioned. Although they lied at first, they finally admitted to telling others about Meher Baba. 

Baba warned them, “Never tell a lie, even if you have to die because of something you have done. 

Wherever you may be, either in the world or with me, never lie.” Baba made them promise this, 

and then he embraced them. 

The people in Isfahan who had come to know about Baba would continually request the 

Master’s darshan. Finally, Baba agreed to see them. Many came, both rich and poor. They went 

away with Baba’s photographs and lockets, although wearing pendants of a guru’s image was 

against Islam. Some had even touched Baba’s feet. Only Baba’s love could make these Muslims 

do this. Even the fanatics bowed before the divine power of Baba’s love! 

Baba and the group left Isfahan for Yezd on Tuesday, 22 October 1929. Before departing, 

Baba remarked, “If seclusion is possible in Yezd, good; otherwise, we will see later on.” 

 
421 According to Jalbhai, when Baba heard that the tomb of Hafiz was in an unkempt condition in Shiraz 

(either on this trip to Persia or on an earlier one), Baba sent one of his disciples to see the Minister for 

Education there, and a new structure was subsequently built over Hafiz’s grave and the gardens restored. 



Baidul and Mehrabanpur, with six of the boys from the Meher Ashram, had been sent to 

Persia five months before. As Baba and the group were nearing the town of Jafrabad, Baidul’s 

native place, Baba unexpectedly asked, “Where should we go, to Jafrabad or Yezd?” Baba then 

sent Raosaheb to Baidul’s house in Jafrabad. Baidul, Mehrabanpur, and the boys came to meet 

them and had a joyous reunion with the Master. 

After traveling through a vast desert, Baba and the group arrived in Yezd at night and put 

up in a serai (inn). The next day, they were invited to stay at the house of a merchant named Arbab 

Rustom Khushrav and Baba accepted the offer. 422 

Meanwhile, Chanji and Karim were still ill, and Sidhu was given the duty of looking after 

them. One of the primary reasons the men were falling sick was due to the unsanitary conditions 

prevalent in Persia at the time. The sewage and water systems were not hygienically managed, and 

obtaining fresh water was a problem during the entire journey. Sidhu was given this duty and water 

was only available at a few small ponds outside their residences. People carried the water in leather 

bags, but even this water was polluted. When Sidhu went to collect water, he usually found fecal 

matter lying near the banks of the pond, and once he saw a man urinate into the pond. When he told 

Baba about it, Baba directed him to boil and reboil the water until it was purified. 

In Yezd, many Zoroastrians and Muslims came for Baba’s darshan, being drawn to him as 

their hearts ached with an unexplainable pain. Four large darshan programs were held there. Arbab 

Rustom was a highly influential person, so the local townspeople, as well as persons of high rank 

in both the military and government departments, came to meet Baba and were eager to have his 

photo-locket (which were being distributed as a keepsake). Some Persians requested that he visit 

their homes, which he did. 

One especially memorable contact in Yezd was the head of the Bahai faith who had come 

especially to Yezd from Shiraz by airplane to challenge Meher Baba with questions.423 He came 

with the express purpose of “exposing” Baba as a charlatan. But no sooner had his gaze fallen on 

Baba than he forgot everything he planned to ask, and with tears in his eyes declared, “You are 

God Himself!” He bowed down and stretched himself on the floor at Baba’s feet and wept. After 

coming out of Baba’s room, he exclaimed to people, “Today, I have met God!” 

On the 25th and 26th, Baba was shown different places in Yezd as suitable spots for his 

seclusion, but he failed to find a place that met his requirements. He also visited Baidul’s house in 

the suburb of Jafrabad where he met Baidul’s wife Soltoon and other relatives. Baba requested 

Soltoon to prepare lunch, but he was in such a hurry to eat, he did not allow her to cook the rice 

properly. Rushing the meal, Baba took all the pots to the dining room where he served the mandali 

and others. Soltoon tried to stop him, saying that the rice was not cooked properly. But when Baba 

asked each person if it was uncooked, they all replied that it was excellent — much to Soltoon’s 

amazement. 

On Sunday, 27 October, the group went to the suburb of Mubarka where Baba met 

Buasaheb’s father Faredoon. Aga Ali’s relatives also lived in Mubarka and the group visited their 

home as well. However, the relatives insisted on keeping the boy with them and would not allow 

Ali to travel with Baba any further. Baba was naturally unhappy over the situation, but instructed 

the mandali to let Ali stay. 

 

422 Arbab is a respectful term in Persian for Mister or Sir. 

423 Bahai is a mystical religion founded in Persia during 1863, by Bahaullah (1817–1892), who emphasized 

the spiritual unity of all mankind. Bahaullah was a follower of Bab, the title of Ali Mohammed of Shiraz 

(1819–1850), who was a Qutub. 



One of the mandali recorded at the time: 

When Baba saw Ali in Mubarka, he felt very much, because Ali had become very weak and his face was pale 

and ghemgin [feverish]. And so Baba afterwards wept very much, and seeing this the mandali said how 

fortunate Ali is that Baba loves him so much. 

Because of this disturbing incident, Ali Akbar and Chhota Baba were also sent back to their 

homes in Persia. Baba again had tears in his eyes when he bid Chhota Baba farewell. 424 

Aga Ali’s relatives were so opposed to Meher Baba that one of his uncles actually hid a 

pistol in his boot, intending to kill Baba! But when the man came face to face with Baba, he 

completely forgot what he had come to do and bowed to him, taking darshan instead. He later 

repented for his ill-intended plan and sent Baba a large basket of peaches as a gift and token of his 

newly-acquired admiration. 

Jalbhai and Maruti Patil returned to India at this time. From Mubarka, Baba decided to visit 

Khorramshah, the birthplace of his grandfather Moondegar and father Sheriarji. Upon arriving in 

the town, Baba was in a splendid mood, and gave Chanji a new hat and Vishnu a new coat. 

Baba returned to Yezd, but still found it unsuitable for his seclusion purpose and decided 

to leave. On the day of his departure, 28 October, Baba was invited to visit the Zoroastrian Marker 

School, where a large crowd had gathered to see him, along with hundreds of schoolchildren from 

different schools. The principal of the school asked Baba when he would break his silence and 

speak. With a sly smile, Baba dictated on the alphabet board, “After four months.” Later, a throng 

of people surrounded Arbab Khushrav’s house, so Baba had to slip away without even being able 

to eat. When the crowd came to know of the Master’s departure, there were tears in the eyes of 

some. Even though they had been unable to bid him farewell, his remembrance was in their tears. 

Reaching the town of Kerman at 9:00 A.M. the following morning, Baba had the cars 

driven into a garage, and he and the mandali stayed there behind closed doors. He explained, “I do 

not wish to stay in this town, nor do I want to see anyone. So take care that no one comes to meet 

me.” 

Despite precautions, one man named Rustom Sohrab Irani came to know of Baba’s arrival. 

He entreated Baba to stay at his luxurious bungalow, but Baba refused. Rustom then sincerely 

requested that Baba pay a visit to his house, at least, assuring him of a private entry where he would 

not be seen. To this also Baba did not agree. 

But news of Baba’s arrival had spread and a large crowd gathered outside the garage to 

meet Meher Baba. The police had to be called to disperse them. Because of the large functions held 

in the Master’s honor in Yezd, people had learned of Baba’s trip to Persia and many wished the 

country’s ruler, Reza Shah, to meet him. Some were very eager to bring about this meeting, but 

Baba adamantly refused.425 

 
424 Chhota Baba was never to see Meher Baba again. He settled in Bandar Abbas. He was employed for a 

time by the Anglo-Persian oil company, but was falsely imprisoned for suspected spying. Afterwards, 

Meherjee employed him as the manager of his business in Bandar Abbas. Chhota Baba then did volunteer 

work for the equivalent of the Iranian Red Cross for 27 years. He never had any further spiritual 

experiences. Years later, he reflected: “Even though I departed from [Baba] and lost the inner 

consciousness of what I was allowed to experience by Baba — what I attained in the Path — I was graced 

with character for life in the world — the worldly life in trade, in business, in community, with my 

neighbors, friends, dealings. In all that, I have chosen the path of righteousness, truthfulness, sincerity, and 

have not even a liking for material and worldly things as others do … I am happy that this result that I have 

is due to the life and due to the love that Meher Baba gave.” Ramjoo’s Diaries (Sufism Reoriented: Walnut 

Creek, 1979), p. 548. 

 
425 Colonel Irani had met Reza Shah in April 1926 when the Colonel traveled to Persia as part of an official 

delegation, representing the Zoroastrians of India at Reza Pahlavi’s coronation ceremony as Shah of Iran. 



The group quietly left Kerman for Baam early on Wednesday, 30 October 1929. Halting 

along the way, Baba felt hungry and directed Masaji to prepare something by the side of the road. 

But when Baba found out they had nothing with them, he taunted Raosaheb about the poor 

arrangements he made as the manager. Raosaheb lost his temper. “In Yezd or Kerman,” he replied 

angrily, “I requested so many times to buy potatoes, butter, bread, yogurt and fruit, but you refused. 

I knew well that we would not be able to buy such food on the road. Now, what am I to do if you 

feel hungry? Offer you grass or hay?” 

Baba chuckled and remarked, “I have been wanting only grass all the while! Where is it?” 

By “grass,” Baba meant vegetarian food which was generally unavailable in Persia, and because it 

was unavailable, Masaji had been forced to cook their meals throughout the journey. Driving 

further, they found watermelons for sale and, after eating a little, Baba gave the rest to Raosaheb 

who was still in an irritable mood on account of the incident. 

They arrived in Baam later that same day and inquiries were made as to how to proceed to 

Duzdab. They were informed that, if they did not get stranded in the desert along the way, Duzdab 

could be reached in two days. But they were strongly advised not to go that way; many caravans 

were known to have perished on the route, or become stuck or buried in the sands. They were also 

told that the route was extremely dangerous and full of highway bandits. “Don’t be foolish!” 

someone warned them. “No one uses that route. Going across that route is inviting death. If anyone 

goes that way and reaches Duzdab safely, he is considered to have been granted a second life by 

Allah.” 

In the interim, Raosaheb arranged for a quiet rest house on the outskirts of town where they 

stayed. They bathed for the first time since leaving Isfahan a week ago. Soon after, a discussion 

took place about returning to Meherabad. As a substitute for Aga Ali, Baba wished to travel with 

another Persian boy of good character, whom Raosaheb went in search of and found. 

The next day, Thursday, 31 October 1929, Gustadji noticed a saintly-looking man, whom 

the local people held in great reverence, seated in front of a shop opposite their house and told Baba 

about him. Baba came to the door to see him. As soon as Baba appeared at the door, the saint 

jumped up from his seat as a mark of respect for Baba, whom he seemed to know. He came forward 

and kissed Baba’s hands. Baba embraced him and the man walked off to return to his seat. 

He told all who came to him afterwards, “There is amidst us an Emperor of all Fakirs.” 

Later, Baba had him brought to his room where he sat alone with him. Baba gave him his mattress 

and the man departed. Baba revealed that the man was a wali on the fifth plane. 

Meanwhile that day, for the first time since he was a teenager, Buasaheb shaved off his 

mustache, which dramatically changed his appearance. Baba commented, “The evil is removed!” 

Baba then mentioned the programs at Yezd and the love of the people there. Baba praised 

Rustom Khushrav, the merchant who had arranged the events held in Yezd. The whole town was 

excited to meet Baba and it was the only place in Persia where the Master would give mass 

darshans, coming out of seclusion to make public appearances. 

 

In Baam, a general of the Persian Army came to Baba’s residence in full uniform with a 

sword hanging by his side. He asked the mandali about Meher Baba, but was told that no one by 

that name lived there. The general requested, “Please go tell your Master that a beggar is standing 

on his threshold.” When informed, Baba permitted the soldier to enter. The moment he came into 

Baba’s presence, he folded his hands reverently on his chest (a mark of respect in Persia). He 

saluted Baba in grand Persian military style and then, taking out his sword, placed it on the floor. 

Falling at Baba’s feet, he kissed his hands. 

“Who are you?” Baba inquired. 

“Your humble slave!” he replied. 



“What is your rank?” 

“It is nothing before your venerable self,” the man replied. 

“I asked about your rank in the army.” 

“I am a general in the army of Persia.” 

Baba lovingly patted him on the head and back and remarked, “To die in the service of 

one’s country is indeed great, but to die for love of God is greater!” 

The general nodded, saying, “I understand, your Holiness. I implore you to grant me the 

grace that my devotion to God may increase.” 

“I will help you,” Baba promised. 

In adoration, the general closed his eyes and bowed down, saying, “If I am permitted, your 

Holiness, I would like to say that the salvation of my country does not lie in its military strength, 

but in its spiritual rebirth through an inner understanding of life brought about by the grace of great 

Buzurgs [Masters] like yourself. My humble prayer is that you might be pleased to shower your 

grace on my unfortunate country and its illiterate people.” 

Baba smiled, gesturing, “That is why you see me here.” 

“It is a great privilege for this country. May your blessing sanctify the soil of this land!” 

The general then walked reverently backward, step by step, gazing at Baba. It was a most touching 

and memorable sight, and one that the mandali never forgot. When they later asked the general how 

he happened to come to meet Baba, the man explained that he was a seeker and had been literally 

drawn by some unexplained spiritual force. 

Later, the police commissioner of Baam came to inquire about Meher Baba. According to 

the prevailing law in Persia, the police were authorized to record the name, business and purpose 

of visit of all foreigners traveling through the country. The commissioner had come to gather these 

details. The facts were laid before him by Baba’s secretary Chanji, but the officer said, “I wish to 

meet your leader, Arbab Merwan, in person.” 

He was told that Baba was not meeting anyone, but he persisted, “According to government 

regulations, I must interview him in person.” When he was told again it was not possible, he said, 

“I cannot tell you how much it would mean to me to see Hazrat Meher Baba.” Then he apologized 

and confessed, “I have used my authority solely to gain entrance and have your Master’s darshan 

today. Everything I did was simply pretense.” 

Baba was informed and called the commissioner to his room, remarking that he appreciated 

the spirit of love and intense desire to meet him behind the man’s actions. The man humbly 

presented himself to Baba and kissed his hands. Baba allowed him to sit with him for a while and 

then he remarked to the man, “I will return from Quetta soon, and will break my silence and 

manifest in Persia.” 

The commissioner said, “I am indeed happy to have met the Revered One that so many 

now talk about. Hazrat, I am ready to carry out your wishes.” Turning to the mandali, he 

commented, “You are truly fortunate to have the constant company of the Master.” 

Soon after, Raosaheb hired a bus to drive to Duzdab, and an experienced driver named 

Hafizji was engaged. Many came for Baba’s darshan in Baam, which he unexpectedly granted. 

Before departing, Baba bathed the boy Raosaheb had brought to accompany them and dressed him 

in new clothes. 

 

Baba and the mandali left Baam at noon on Friday, 1 November 1929. The driver was 

specifically instructed not to load any other items on the bus. Baba suddenly lost his temper while 
taking his seat, but none of the men could understand the reason for it. They had proceeded only a 

mile when the bus had two flat tires. The driver, Hafizji, became frightened because the tires were 



brand-new and there was no apparent cause for the punctures. The tires were repaired and they 

drove on to the next stop where they rested. 

As they were driving the next day, Hafizji noticed steam spewing out of the radiator. 

Stopping the bus, he got down and inspected it. What could be wrong? he wondered. He poured 

cold water in the radiator and restarted the bus; however, within a few minutes, the engine registered 

as hot as before. 

Getting down from the bus, Hafizji opened the hood and checked the engine, but again 

failed to detect anything amiss. Perplexed, he kept checking and finally found a small crack at the 

bottom of the radiator. He managed to patch the crack with the white of an egg, filled the radiator 

with cold water and drove as slowly as he could, muttering at the wheel, “Allah, Allah.” They 

arrived at the village of Fahrej that night. Hafizji was often heard talking to himself, “Allah, protect 

me! I’ve never had such trouble before.” 

The journey was resumed the following day, but again after driving only a few miles, the 

radiator began boiling over. Hafizji was at his wit’s end by this time. He tried to repair the damage, 

but his mind was despondent and, being superstitious, he was afraid. When Raosaheb approached 

Hafizji to comfort him, the driver suddenly remembered what was wrong and told Raosaheb (who 

spoke Persian), “Now I understand why all this has happened. It is so clear to me now! I have 

broken my promise to your Master. Before leaving Baam, I loaded two gunny sacks of almonds on 

the bus, contrary to his orders. How am I to ask for his forgiveness? I am ashamed of my ignorance 

and folly. Kindly pray to him on my behalf to forgive me.” 

Raosaheb sympathized with the man and told him, “I warned you that bad luck 

accompanies those who break their promise to Meher Baba, but you failed to heed my advice. I 

will take you to Meher Baba and entreat him to forgive you.” 

Raosaheb took Hafizji to Baba, who forgave him. Baba spelled out, “Never disrespect the 

word of a Buzurg and never break a promise once you have given it. Now stop worrying; drive 

back to Baam carefully and return with another bus.” The driver was doubtful the bus would make 

it to Baam, but Baba assured him, “Don’t be anxious. I will see that it arrives safely.” Baba directed 

Raosaheb to take the Persian boy back home and they traveled with Hafizji. 

The headman of the village of Fahrej was greatly drawn to Baba. He declared to his 

townspeople, “I have been in the service of fakirs, lords and nobles, but I have never come across 

such noor [light] as I find in Meher Baba’s face!” 

Meanwhile, Hafizji followed Baba’s advice and safely reached Baam. He immediately sent 

another bus (a six-cylinder Chevrolet) with Raosaheb, but did not come back with it stating he felt 

too exhausted and shaken to drive. What trouble Baba had to undergo to teach this man a lesson! 

The Master spent two days in an isolated desert village where there was little to eat and thieves 

were rampant. But Hafizji was meant to be blessed and learned a lesson he was never to forget. 

When the other bus arrived, Baba and the group left Fahrej on Monday, 4 November 1929. 

Three guides were taken with them to show the way. The heavily loaded bus had much difficulty 

in covering the sandy tract; the tires would sink into the sand, and the mandali had to get down and 

help push. Traveling was extremely slow; in one hour, they were able to cover only four miles. 

After crossing a desert region, they faced mountain roads with dangerous hairpin curves. On 

occasion, Baba himself would get out and walk down the steep ghats with the men, as the bus 

slowly descended. 

Still quite some distance from Duzdab, night had fallen; it was late and the driver suspected 

he had missed the way. He wanted to stop, but Baba assured him that he was on the right road and 

pointed out the direction to follow. On one occasion, the driver was adamant and said that he was 

not going further. The mandali tried to persuade him to drive on, but he refused. Baba got out of 

the bus, displeased with the man’s attitude. After a few tense minutes, the driver agreed to proceed, 

but disavowed any responsibility. After driving a short distance, the driver was surprised to see 



lights ahead and wondered what town he was approaching. He could not believe his eyes when he 

saw Duzdab, as according to his calculations, they were still days away. 

They reached Duzdab at 9:00 P.M. on Tuesday, 5 November. Everyone was exhausted 

from the strenuous journey. To return to India, Baba could have journeyed via the sea route, which 

would have been much more convenient, but for his own reasons he chose to go overland which 

very few foreigners who visit Persia ever did. The mandali could only silently wonder why Baba 

had chosen to travel through the desert and mountains, suffering severe privations during the entire 

journey. Three of them became seriously ill. 

Quite weary from the journey, Chhagan awakened late the next morning and was severely 

taken to task by Baba. “Whatever I ask you to do, you do not do!” Baba scolded. Turning to the 

others, he fumed, “No one does what I ask! All of you have no care for me! I try to wake you up at 

five and you go on sleeping.” Baba also taunted Buasaheb; consequently, when it came time to eat, 

both he and Chhagan were in irritable moods. 

Baba later tried to cajole Chhagan out of his depression by inquiring, “Are you here to 

serve me or am I supposed to serve you?” Chhagan refused to cheer up and stopped eating. Baba 

personally served him a cup of tea, which soothed him. 

Dhansak, a tasty Parsi dish of rice and dal, was prepared by Masaji, and Baba personally 

served it to the mandali. He then explained, “Today, I am serving you dhansak for two reasons: to 

help cure your stomachs; and for certain important work of mine to purify and redeem the people 

of Persia. Never before in the history of any saint or Perfect Master was such a ‘practical’ procedure 

resorted to as I am doing here. But what I am doing is only here and now. I will never do it afterward 

or elsewhere.” 

Duzdab was then a frontier station on the border of Persia and British India. At that time 

things were very strict, on both sides of the border. Hard and fast rules were to be followed by both 

sides. Before anyone was permitted to cross the border a thorough investigation was made as to the 

references of the party concerned. Baba explained to Raosaheb and Chanji, “It will take a long time 

to obtain visas, so go to the government office today and start the paperwork. If we get stranded 

here, we will not be able to catch the Sunday train and will have to spend a month or more here, 

experiencing much trouble in obtaining visas.” 

There were two trains a week leaving Duzdab for Quetta, on Thursday and Sunday. To get 

the required visas in the few remaining days was improbable, but Baba informed Chanji and 

Raosaheb of the necessity of a speedy return to India. He demanded that they do whatever they felt 

was necessary to obtain the documents in time. 

While these two were engaged in this assignment, Baba sent Buasaheb into the town in 

search of a “good boy” who would attend to Baba in his special work. Buasaheb found three boys 

in Duzdab and brought them before Baba, but Baba glared at him and did not find them suitable 

for his purpose. However, he fed the boys and gave them new clothes, and then sent them back. 

After Baba did this several times, the following heated confrontation ensued between him 

and Buasaheb: 

“Jungli, why do you bring boys like yourself?” Baba asked Buasaheb caustically. “For God’s sake, bring me a 

good one next time!” 

“Searching for them is a great headache,” Buasaheb answered. “I selected the best youths I could find. What am 

I to do if you don’t approve of any I bring?” 

“Animal that you are, you bring only animals! Don’t you feel ashamed to show me such beggars?” 

Exasperated, Buasaheb burst out, “Now I don’t want God or the world! I can’t bear this life under you; I am 

leaving!” 

“Wherever you go, I will be there too! Show me the place where I am not! Fool that you are, go and see for 

yourself; you will discover what I say is true.” 



“Baba, I am terribly harassed. I cannot bear your taunts and teasing any longer,” Buasaheb pleaded. 

Baba then replied, “I get angry because of you; your ways cause me anger. How could I be angry without 

reason? Now that I am angry, you should try to pacify me. But no, you people get upset by the smallest things, 

so I have to console you − and that makes me angry again. Your duty is to serve me; but on the contrary, it is I 

who serve you! What is the purpose in staying with me like this?” 

Baba then explained, “My work is to wound and kill you gradually, but what am I to do when the wound makes 

you fret and fume? Should I stop wounding you? I try to appease you; I give you explanations. I give you 

courage. I have to wound you, so I want you to be brave enough to bear it. But you remain impervious to my 

mercy.” 

Since the Meher Ashram days, wherever the Master went, he had a boy personally 

accompany him, and he would bathe, feed and dress him in new clothes. Usually, after a few days, 

Baba would send these boys home. This particular aspect of Meher Baba’s work lasted for almost 

28 years, but not once in that long period did the mandali find a boy “worthy” to serve Baba for 

long.426 

After Buasaheb calmed down, Baba discussed his future plans with the mandali. He 

informed them, “I have now decided to proceed directly to Nasik. I will remain there in seclusion 

and Buasaheb will be my mujawar [personal servant], with incense burning all the time!” 

It was usual, throughout such journeys, that there would be tension between one of the 

mandali and Baba. While in Persia, sometimes Masaji would be blamed; at other times, Sidhu. For 

some days it was Chhagan’s turn, and then Buasaheb. Baba’s constant taunting would uproot one’s 

mind and profoundly disturb one’s sensibility. In this way, each man was taught how to live with, 

serve, and please the Master. 

 

On Thursday, 7 November 1929, a man named Dinyar Irani came for Baba’s darshan, but 

he was turned away, since Baba was not seeing anyone. Dinyar left disappointed, but what he was 

to accomplish for Baba would make his story immortal. 

Raosaheb, Buasaheb and Chanji did their best to obtain visas, but despite their best efforts, 

by Saturday afternoon of the 9th they had only succeeded in getting visas from the Persian Consul. 

They had yet to procure British visas for entering India, and the British Consul’s office closed at 

1:00 P.M. that day. Baba wanted to leave on Sunday. To obtain travel documents at such short 

notice was not an easy task; but relying on Baba’s inner help, they entered the consul’s office. They 

were under strict orders not to disclose Baba’s identity, so the information they gave was 

deliberately vague. Failing to get satisfactory replies about the party’s avocations, the British 

Consul refused to issue their visas back into India. Baba was most disappointed when he was 

informed. Soon after, he sent Raosaheb and Chanji directly to the consul’s residence, but again they 

returned without the visas. 

Baba became upset. For the fourth time he asked them to approach the British Consul. They 

hesitated and Baba scolded, “If you don’t want to carry out my wishes, what is the sense in 

remaining with me?” 

Raosaheb replied, “It is not a question of following orders, Baba. We have to work 

according to the ways of the world for those affairs connected with it. We are told not to disclose 

your name and all this difficulty is due to that; but we continue to carry out your wish faithfully in 

this respect.” 

 

426 After decades of searching for the perfect boy, Baba once kissed his own childhood photograph and 

remarked, “I wanted a boy like him, but could never find one.” 



Baba declared, “You are both quite useless, and it is better if you are more attentive to 

worldly ways. What harm is there if you are driven away from the office? Forget the ways of the 

world and keep my wishes in mind. Do I not understand all this? Am I mad? What is there in doing 

something easy? Your manliness will shine forth, if according to my order, you do something 

impossible! True discipleship means complete and implicit obedience to the will and word of the 

Master.” 

Meanwhile, Dinyar Irani returned and was standing by the doorstep, but again he was 

prevented from entering. He pleaded, “I have come on a very urgent matter. I must see Meher 

Baba.” 

Baba was informed and he called him inside. “Why have you come?” Baba inquired. 

“I have brought a letter for you, your Holiness.” 

Surprised, Baba asked, “For me?” 

“Not for you personally, but a letter addressed to the British Consul on your behalf.” 

“Who brought it?” 

“Your devoted slave!” 

“From whom?” 

“From the Governor of Duzdab.” 

“What about?” 

“To allow you and your party to cross the frontier by tomorrow morning’s train.” 

“How did you manage it?” 

“By your grace and help, Sir!” 

Baba’s face lit up and he exclaimed, “Shabash [Well done]!” Beckoning Dinyar closer to 

him, Baba patted him on the back and rested his hand on his bent head, blessing him. 

Dinyar had been anxious to see Meher Baba, and he met him in an exceptional way. The 

mandali were dumbfounded. For a few minutes, silence prevailed. None uttered a word in the tense 

atmosphere. 

Baba looked with disdain at Chanji and Raosaheb, who were feeling ashamed. “Here is a 

typical example of what love can achieve!” Baba stated on the board. “Look at this man; he is a 

poor merchant in this town and has no great influence in government circles, yet he managed to 

approach the highest official here, the Governor himself, and persuade him to write a letter to the 

British Consul, to allow us to cross the frontier unhindered. 

“This is no small work or service! And he did all this unasked, on his own accord without 

even telling us about it. Such service, so selflessly and spontaneously rendered, with no hopes of 

any reward except my blessings, must succeed, however difficult be the task. And he did succeed. 

Why? Because of the love which inspired him to do it — for the sake of the love he put in it to 

make it a success. I am so happy. He deserves my blessings. He is blessed!” 

Pointing to Raosaheb and Chanji, Baba added, “Look at these two who have lived with me 

for years and who know my ways of working. They call themselves members of my mandali and 

my close and intimate disciples. Yet, in spite of my repeated instructions to go to the British Consul 

and explain to him what I had told them, they hesitated and had a thousand and one other thoughts 

as to how to do it best.” 

Gesturing to Chanji and Raosaheb, Baba motioned, “Now, you two, stop worrying! Go 

with this gentleman to the British Consul and give him the letter immediately.” At ten o’clock that 
night in the bitter cold, they approached the consul’s deputy and handed him the letter from the 

Governor of Duzdab. Yet when they returned, Raosaheb and Chanji were restless the whole night 

and woke up at four o’clock, anxious to finish the job. 



They arrived at the consul’s residence in the early hours of dawn and furnished him with 

full information about Baba and the other men, explaining to him that Baba’s departure that day 

was imperative. After making them wait, the consul called them into his office at eight o’clock. He 

was not completely satisfied with the letter of recommendation from the Governor, and he placed 

it on his table. Exasperated, he said, “At least tell me who you people are!” 

Chanji admitted, “Merwan Irani is our Master, and we are his disciples.” Taking this simple 

statement to heart, the consul directed his clerk to fill out their visas and get their signatures, as a 

special case. 

The British Consul in Duzdab was extremely cautious about issuing visas at that time 

because the Communist movement had emerged, publicly calling for India’s independence from 

Britain, and Baba’s party included unemployed Iranis, Parsis, Hindus, and Muslims. The consul 

was afraid that if Meher Baba’s companions turned out to be Communist agitators and they were 

permitted to cross into India, creating disturbances there, he would be held responsible. 

Some time ago, the British Consul in Bombay had, in fact, sent instructions to all the 

Consulates along the coastal towns of Persia not to allow Meher Baba’s return to India, because he 

had only a Persian passport and not a British one, having refused to sign his name. Unknown to the 

mandali at that time, it was for this reason that Baba had selected the hazardous and rigorous land 

route, crossing the border at Duzdab where the Consulate had not received these instructions. 

An interesting incident occurred some months later. After their return to India, when Chanji 

again had occasion to meet the British Consul in Bombay regarding issuance of a passport for one 

of the mandali, the consul asked him, “Has your Master returned from Persia?” 

“Yes, he came back several months ago,” Chanji replied. 

“Then he has started signing his name which he refused to do before?” 

Chanji denied this, and the man asked, “Then how could he have entered British [Indian] 

territory without a visa?” 

Chanji stated simply, “He is a Master, and nothing is impossible for him.” 

Puzzled, the consul queried, “By what port did he leave Persia?” 

“He came by the land route, crossing through Duzdab.” 

The consul then exclaimed, “Oh, I see. Now I believe he is a Master — and Perfect, too!” 

Although the consul did not pretend to understand anything about spirituality, he 

appreciated Baba’s “work for humanity” and “teachings about the higher ideals of life.” This 

incident, however, seemed to convince him of Baba’s greatness and power. 

Before leaving Duzdab, Buasaheb found another boy he thought would fit Baba’s 

description and brought him to Baba. Baba dressed the lad in fine clothes and fed him, but sent him 

back. They then caught the Sunday train which was jam-packed with people. A telegram was sent 

to Rusi in Quetta, and Baba remarked, “We won’t linger in Quetta, but will go straight to Nasik.” 

They arrived at Spezand (a station fifteen miles south of Quetta) the next day, 11 

November, where Pendu, Miya Khan, Rusi, his wife Khorshed, and a few others were waiting to 

welcome Baba back to India. Rusi had brought freshly cooked food for Baba and the mandali. After 

acknowledging his pleasure with the meal, Baba leaned out of the train window and gestured to 

Rusi, “What is left for you to do in Quetta now? Leave it permanently!” 

Rusi took this remark as a humorous sally and joked in return, “Where will we get such 

fine grapes if we leave our beloved Quetta? People come from all over the world just to taste the 

fruits of our land.” 

Bidding farewell to his lovers, Baba continued the journey. They had to change trains in 
Rohri, and the men began shifting their luggage to the other train. Unnoticed, Baba went into the 

men’s room and took an extremely long time there. The train whistle to depart started to blow. 



Realizing that they did not know where Baba was, the mandali ran up and down the station platform 

searching for him. As soon as Baba came out of the bathroom, the train began pulling out of the 

station. Picking him up, Raosaheb ran after the train and pushed Baba through an open window 

into the compartment. Then Raosaheb, too, climbed in through the window. The train was already 

overcrowded and the doors were locked. Although Baba’s boarding was rather rough, he was 

pleased with Raosaheb’s quick thinking. 

Baba and the mandali reached Lahore late at night on Tuesday, 12 November 1929 and, 

leaving the luggage on the platform with one of the men, Baba rested at a nearby hotel for a day. 

At 11:00 A.M. Baba went with Chanji to the telegraph office to bring any telegrams that may have 

been sent. There were none, but Baba sent Chanji back later to double-check. Again, Chanji was 

told that no telegrams had been received. It was only after he was sent back five times that the clerks 

discovered a copy of a telegram that had been sent from and then returned to Nasik. Rustom had 

failed to write Baba’s name in care of the Lahore Telegraph Office, so a clerk had wired Nasik that 

no one by the name of Meher Baba lived in Lahore. Discovering the mix-up, Chanji realized why 

Baba had sent him back so many times (that too, on his birthday that year according to the 

Zoroastrian calendar), and he brought a copy of Rustom’s cable. 

They left Lahore at 6:45 A.M. on the 14th by train. Baba had not eaten for two days due, 

he said, to indigestion. When food was ordered, Masaji also did not eat. Baba asked him the reason 

and Masaji replied, “You have taken nothing for the past two days and again today you are not 

eating. I do not have any appetite when you go hungry.” 

Turning on Raosaheb and Buasaheb, Baba criticized, “Did you hear what Masaji just said? 

Listen and remember it well; it is an example to be followed. Because I do not take food, Masaji 

also is not eating. Meanwhile, you two are devouring it like animals! When you are devoid of all 

feeling for me, why do you continue to stay with me? What is the point of calling yourselves my 

disciples?” 

Buasaheb felt so bad he didn’t eat the meal, and Chanji also threw his portion away. On 

this occasion Raosaheb and Buasaheb kept quiet, bearing the painful sting of Baba’s remarks. One 

more blow to the minds of the mandali was felt, as the Master shot another arrow into their hearts. 

There were three chief features of Baba’s visit to Persia in 1929, as noted by Chanji: 

The chief characteristics of Baba’s visit to Persia in 1929 were the unexpected and very hearty welcome with 

which he was received everywhere, by the rich and poor alike, who worshiped and adored him as the One in 

whose hands lay the redemption and salvation of their country. 

Second, the untold sufferings which he and his entire party experienced, due to difficulties in travel by bus 

through miles of vast expanses of sandy deserts, where apart from the scarcity of food of any kind, even water 

couldn’t be had for days. The danger of being plundered or slaughtered to the soul by the bandits which abound 

in one of the most dangerous parts of Luristan through which the party had to pass [was only avoided] by his 

grace and nazar. 

Third, Baba, although a Persian by nationality, belonged to the Zoroastrian sect and the Moguls, who are 

Mohammedans and generally fanatic, have practically no regard, much less respect, for any religion other than 

their own. Their reverence, faith and worship for Baba are all the more valuable and appreciable. Besides this, 

the Mohammedans believe it against the tenets of their religion to have a photo of any of their Buzurgs [saints] 

or of their Prophet Mohammed. For them to have photo-lockets of Baba lovingly pinned to their breast is 

something unbelievable. And these were never shown to them, but seeing these pinned to the coats of Baba’s 

devotees (of other religions) these Mohammedan devotees asked for them on their own accord or rather some 

actually fought to have one, when these (thousands) were furnished in distribution in Persia during the tour. 

 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Nasik two days later, at two-thirty in the morning on 
Saturday, 16 November 1929. Naval and Adi Sr. were on the platform to welcome them. Adi 

reported the news that Sadhu Christian Leik had recently expired. Leik had returned from his tour 

of India on 16 October in an emaciated and debilitated condition and stayed at Akbar Press. He was 



moved to Meherabad two days later, seriously ill and extremely weak. He died at 5:15 P.M. on 29 

October, and was buried at ten the next morning in the Christian cemetery in Ahmednagar (the 

same one where Nelmes was buried).427 

Baba stayed at a private house in Nasik that had been specially rented for him called Gyas 

Manzil. He described his journey to the women mandali and Rustom’s family, fondly recalling the 

darshan programs held in Persia and the devotion of the people there, especially in Yezd. 

Soon after the Master’s return, many people began approaching Baba for his darshan. 

Jalbhai, Kaka Baria, Ramjoo, Ghani, Dastur, Nusserwan, and others came to Nasik to report on 

various activities. Baba instructed the mandali that they were to stay with him in Nasik, and only 

the Bomanji family was to remain in Meherabad. 

On Sunday, 17 November, Baba went with Gulmai, Rustom, Vishnu, Padri, Chhagan, 

Dastur, Adi Sr. and Jalbhai to Tapovan, a forested area near the outskirts of Nasik where people 

have meditated and performed penances and fasts for centuries.428 There Baba stated, “Due to my 

spiritual work, I wish to be free from all responsibilities for some time, especially from financial 

matters. If anyone can shoulder this burden, it will be helpful to my work.” Rustom had opened a 

branch of Sarosh Motor Works in Nasik and presented a plan to employ all the men in the garage. 

Baba agreed and proposed that the schoolboys be trained as automobile mechanics, as well. 

The next day, Baba joked to the mandali, “If I find any one of you sleeping this afternoon, 

I will pour water in your ear.” The previous night none had slept, so some were feeling drowsy 

after lunch and slipped away to take a nap. Quietly sneaking up on those men sleeping, Baba carried 

out his threat and poured a little water in their ears. He then dictated, “Times are good, and times 

are bad. He who holds fast to me will win.” 

Baba informed the men: “I have decided that those at Meherabad should come to stay at 

Nasik. Most will have to work in Rustom’s motor works.” 

Baba asked Chhagan’s opinion of this plan, and he replied, “I have come to be with you, 

not to work in a garage. If you don’t wish to keep me near you any longer, I will go away.” 

“That is not the point,” Baba explained. “I order you to work in Rustom’s workshop. And 

if you obey my order, then you are with me.” 

“I wish to remain physically with you always.” 

“What is the use of staying with such an attitude? Though you may be at my side, if you 

don’t obey me, then you are still far, far away from me.” 

Chhagan walked out. After pondering the matter, he returned, seeking Baba’s forgiveness. 

As a punishment, Baba motioned for him to do five deep-knee-bends holding his earlobes (the 

typical punishment meted out to naughty Indian schoolchildren), which he did. Those present were 

amused by Chhagan’s antics, and in this manner, Baba pardoned him. 

 

On the 20th of November, during his usual evening stroll, some people on the street saw 

Baba and were very impressed with his long hair and flowing white sadra. Noticing the mandali 

walking behind him, they wondered why he was being followed by such oddly dressed assortment 

of men. They concluded that Baba must be a famous actor and the mandali his dramatic company. 

It was later learned that these local people had tried to find out where the group’s “performances” 

were being staged. 

 
427 Leik is buried in grave No. P19 of the cemetery. 

428 Tapovan is a designated place of austerity and penance in a forest; tap means penance and austerity, and 

van means forest.  



The women mandali staying in Nasik were Mehera, Daulatmai, Naja, Khorshed, 

Soonamasi, and Walu. Daulatmai was staying with her daughter Freiny, as her bungalow was near 

the women mandali’s house — called Kabootar Khanna − the Pigeon House. Naval and Dina Talati 

and their children had moved to Nasik to be near Baba. Ramjoo’s sister Amina Jaffer and her 

husband Abdulla were also residents of Nasik at this time, and Amina and Dina would often visit 

the women mandali. 

Mostly secluded in their house, Baba had ordered the women to meditate for two hours 

every day. Besides this, they were ordered to prepare meals for those Arangaon boys who were 

working in Rustom’s garage in Nasik. 

Baba’s parents would occasionally come to see him in Nasik, bringing Mani with them. 

Mani was then a student in grammar school. From childhood, Mani loved Baba dearly. Recently, 

Mani had heard that Baba was about to break his silence. She wrote to him: “Baba, you have 

promised me that at the time of breaking your silence, I would be with you. I have heard you are 

about to speak soon. We have no holidays now, so please wait until Mother brings me to Nasik.” 

Baba was much amused and sent this reply with Chanji: “Don’t worry; pay attention to 

your studies and obey Mother. I have now postponed the breaking of my silence until you have 

holidays and can come. Much love, Baba.” 

On Sunday, 24 November 1929, Baba visited the Talati’s home, where Padri had been 

instructed to stay. During this occasion, Naval described an automobile accident that had recently 

occurred in front of his house. He asked Baba, “What happens to those persons who die in this way, 

or by some other accident, before their natural death?” 

In reply, Baba explained: 

If a person dies by a sudden accident before his natural death, he immediately takes birth again and completes 

the remaining time of his past life, after which he dies. Some live for one, two, three, four or five years; and 

after finishing the remaining period of their past life, they take another body according to the sanskaras of the 

life which ended suddenly by accidental death. However, they cannot live longer than it takes to complete this 

remaining time. This is why some children die — some in a few days, some in a few months, and some after a 

few years. 

Generally, children up to the age of seven do not incur sanskaras. Their life until seven years of age is passed 

through according to, and depending on, the “push” of the sanskaras in their previous life. They are happy or 

miserable in accordance with the push being smooth or violent. 

The spiritual meaning behind the ceremonies of the Hindu munj and the Zoroastrian navjot is that after they are 

seven years old, children begin contracting sanskaras.429 The underlying spiritual significance of these 

ceremonies is to signal the child’s entrance into the seriousness of life and to make the child aware of his new 

responsibilities. But such ceremonies have become routine these days, and they are useless because no one 

understands the spiritual purpose. People attach great importance to these ceremonies which they perform on a 

grand scale with much pomp — that is, those who can afford it. But it is all purposeless — a tamasha [show]! 

Meanwhile, Baba had sent Chanji to Bombay to find a good boy, but after searching for 

four days, he returned to Nasik without one on 27 November. Baba had previously cabled him 

twice concerning the importance of this matter, but Chanji still had no success. 

Upon his return, Chanji confessed that he had not devoted all of his time and energy to the 

errand Baba had given him, but was, instead, spending most of his time talking to people about the 

Master. Baba reprimanded him, “You did not do the work for which I sent you and you ignored my 

telegrams. You say you have your head on my feet, but you go against my wish! So what is the 

meaning of your bowing down to me? It has become a ritual to place one’s head on my feet, but its 

real meaning is that nothing except my will should be done. This I call bowing down!” 

 
429 The Hindu munj and Parsi navjot may be likened to the ceremony of first communion in the Christian 

religion or a Jewish bar-mitzvah. 



Baba concluded, “Go back to Bombay tonight and do not return without bringing a good 

boy.” Chanji promptly left. 

After Chanji departed, Baba sent each of the mandali throughout the city of Nasik, directing 

them, “Search for a good boy like Aga Ali.” Everyone did his best and for three days, more than a 

dozen boys were brought to Gyas Manzil, but Baba sent each boy away, either immediately or after 

a few days. Baba was doing some special inner work with the boys, and the mandali had to serve 

the little fellows as if they were their servants, keeping them happy and in comfort. On occasion, 

Baba would play with the boys, and provide them with expensive clothes and rich food. The men 

had to serve the boys wholeheartedly, treating them like “little princes.” No one knew what work 

Baba was engaged in with these youths, but for the mandali, it was a medium by which to crush 

their egos. The boys were capricious in their demands, and the men had to comply with their whims 

day and night. 

Baba later explained to the mandali (on 3 December 1929), “If a good boy of my liking is 

found for my work here, Aga Ali will return from Persia. For the sake of Ali and to make my work 

easier, do your best to find a good boy. I still have much to do with Ali, and my work will be 

facilitated by his coming back to stay with me.” 

Although this matter of looking for the “ideal boy” was to continue for years, it was never 

easy. During this period, this work was the most prominent duty given by Meher Baba to the men 

mandali. The men would often be directed to travel long distances in search of boys, but when they 

were brought, Baba would inevitably keep the boys for only a day or two and then send them back. 

 

During November 1929, Baba went to the Pandu Lena Caves several times and once visited 

Gangapur Falls. On Saturday, 30 November, Kalemama came to Nasik with his wife Janki and his 

elder brother Krishna Rao “Annasaheb” Kale. Baba personally looked after them and ordered the 

best arrangements for their stay, for these three individuals were soon to become permanent 

members of his mandali. 

From the day Baba settled in Nasik, people kept coming to him for darshan and there were 

occasional bhajan programs. Sidhu, Jalbhai and Adi Sr. would also sing ghazals to entertain the 

Beloved. Baba remained occupied with different individuals’ problems and in explaining spiritual 

matters. 

On Sunday evening 1 December, Baba went for a drive and suggested stopping at the Nasik 

railway station. A ticket collector, who happened to know Baba, saw him strolling on the platform. 

He informed the stationmaster, who had heard of the Master through Vibhuti and immediately came 

out to welcome Baba. After taking darshan, the stationmaster hastily arranged a reception. The first 

class waiting room was made available and chairs were brought, but Baba remained seated on an 

empty wooden crate on the railway platform. Tea was served and the entire staff took darshan. 

Baba gave his blessing to the stationmaster, who said, “Baba, I have been continuously thinking of 

you and longing for your darshan.” 

Baba replied, “That is why I happened to come here today so abruptly.” 

On Saturday, 7 December 1929, Baba and the mandali visited Bombay. Facilities for 

darshan were arranged and many of his followers took advantage of the opportunity to see Baba. 

Kaikobad Dastur, Kaka Baria and the Dadachanji family were among those who came. After three 

days in Bombay, Baba returned to Nasik. 

On 10 December, Baba explained about the work of the Perfect Masters: 

Good and bad thoughts, feelings, words and actions are all due to the working of the mind. If the mind vanishes, 

one realizes the highest Self. 

Just as they are the givers of light, Sadgurus are also the givers of thoughts. Not only can they predict certain 

actions, but they can tell what will happen years into the future, even before it is created in the mind of an 



individual — for they are one with the Universal Mind which gives light, thoughts and everything. Hence, they 

not only predict, but they predestine, or actually get things done according to their will or wish, which becomes 

the Divine Will. 

Someone inquired, “So if we commit sins, we are not really responsible for them?” 

Baba replied, “Truly speaking, you are not responsible. Yet, for the sake of humility, you 

have to admit your responsibility, and therefore experience both good and bad, which eventually 

leads to Perfection.” 

On Saturday, 14 December 1929, at Kalemama’s request, Baba accompanied him to Dhulia 

for the day. They returned to Nasik the same night. The next day, Baba gave the following 

explanation to the mandali about the difference between the Perfect Masters and the Avatar: 

Every God-realized personality is perfect. However, those who come down and act as Masters — the Sadgurus 

and Avatars — come down with their Universal minds and use divine powers to work for others. There is a 

place called vidnyan bhumika, where the Masters work and rest. It is similar to a threshold in between two 

places, where they can manage works both for the higher and lower worlds. [The primary aspect] is the 

preparation of souls from the lower world and the deliverance of them to the higher world, eventually Realizing 

them. The Masters come down with the special purpose of bringing “ripe” souls to the highest state. 

When the Perfect Masters come down with this duty to the world and work every day with the people of the 

world, they descend with their Universal mind. Through the Universal mind, they take upon themselves the 

sins [bad sanskaras] of the ripe souls and thereby suffer themselves. They experience bliss through the soul and 

suffering through the mind. They enjoy the bliss through the soul, which is one with the Almighty, and bear the 

universal suffering through their Universal mind. 

The one who manifests as the Avatar has to give a spiritual push to the whole world, in addition to the circle 

preparation work which all Sadgurus have to perform. This is the difference in their duty. 

Besides this difference, the Avatar is always perfect in all respects, spiritually as well as materially, and in 

particular, physically. The Avatar always has a charming personality with a beautiful, symmetrical face and 

body, while the Perfect Masters are generally of odd size and shape physically, even with certain defects 

(sometimes so abhorrent that one does not like to look at them!)430 

Christ, Muhammad, Zoroaster, Buddha, Ram and Krishna were Avatars and hence had charming personalities. 

So is mine. While Upasni Maharaj, Narayan Maharaj and such present Perfect Masters have one defect or 

another. Upasni Maharaj is too big and Narayan Maharaj is too small, and short in stature. But this physical 

difference between the Avatar and Sadgurus makes no real difference in their spiritual status, which is always 

divine. 

On Wednesday, 18 December 1929, two Germans named Victor Stomps and Phillip Bobl 

came to Nasik for Baba’s darshan. They were interested in Buddhism and were traveling in India. 

While in Hyderabad they read an article about Baba, titled “A New World Teacher” by B. D. 

Pudumjee, published in the Illustrated Weekly of India of 8 December 1929. They went to 

Ahmednagar and learned from Nusserwan Satha that Baba was in Nasik. The next day, Baba 

advised Victor, “Go to Italy; there you will find a Buddhist who is a devotee of mine. He is 

advanced on the Path. He will teach you how to know me; he has past connections with you.” 

Taking Baba’s advice, Victor Stomps decided to leave India and return to Europe. 

The other German, Phillip, openly expressed a wish to live with the Master. Baba informed 

him, “You may stay here for a few days to determine whether such a life suits you, after which I 

will instruct you spiritually. But don’t worry about anything; keep your mind steady and one-

pointed. Be firm in your resolve and do not waver.” 

After considering this, Phillip consented, and comfortable arrangements for his boarding 

and lodging were made. Baba appointed two of the mandali to look after him and ordered them to 

 
430 An example of this is Hafiz, who it is said had an exquisite voice for singing ghazals and poems, but 

who was not a particularly handsome man.  



be mindful of all his needs. But the following day, Bobl announced that he had decided to go 

elsewhere on pilgrimage. “Why?” Baba asked. “Were you uncomfortable here?” 

“Nothing of the sort, but my mind is too active.” 

Baba then advised him, “As long as your mind is actively working, you will never be at 

ease. If you wish to be at peace, keep your mind steady. You may go on pilgrimage now and have 

that experience, also.” 

Baba concluded, “The mind is the root of all disturbance in the world; if you submit to it, 

you will never be able to follow a guru and find God.” Phillip Bobl left on his pilgrimage, never to 

meet Meher Baba again. 

On 20 December, Baba went to Ahmednagar with the mandali, where many devotees 

gathered for his darshan at Akbar Press. After two days, Baba and the mandali returned to Nasik 

with their trunks and belongings. Baba put a new bedroll aside, remarking, “This is for Aga Ali.” 

He then turned on Raosaheb, scolding him bitterly, “It was you who made Ali run away! You 

envied him and wished him to leave. You always picked on him and were at constant loggerheads 

with him. Now that he is gone, you must be feeling pleased. He left because of you — jungli! You 

have failed to think of my work. You have no idea how much my work suffers because of Ali’s 

absence.” 

Meanwhile, after the mandali failed many times to bring a suitable boy, on Thursday, 26 

December 1929 Baba himself went out in search of one. After visiting different schools and villages 

in the area, he returned disappointed, not having found a boy he liked. 

Frustrated in his search, Baba had a telegram sent to the father of Pandit, the Kashmiri boy 

he had met in Harvan. The telegram requested that the father send his son to Nasik. Baba remarked, 

“If Pandit comes, my work will be done; otherwise, I will have to proceed to Kashmir myself to 

see him.” He added, “Pandit is the link, and by my holding fast to this link, Aga Ali will be able to 

return from Persia.” 

Sohrab K. Variava had come to see Baba in Nasik two days before, on the 24th. Baba gave 

him certain explanations about the spiritual path and the different places on the planes.431 Variava 

then asked, “For one like you, Baba, where is your home?” 

Baba asked in reply, “Have you seen my house? Who can see it? Who is that lucky? The 

air alone of that place would make you go mad! You would tear off your clothes, throw them away 

and become stark raving mad — only from feeling its air! The house itself is far, far off.” 

Meanwhile, the Dewan of Jawhar state, Mr. Gune, had invited the Master to his house.432 

Baba, with a few of the men, left by car for Jawhar on Saturday, 28 December 1929 at four in the 

afternoon. Rustom, who was driving, had to drive through densely forested ghats. Highway robbers 

hid in the woods and at one point, a band of them tried to stop the car. Rustom refused to stop, 

accelerating past them and reaching Jawhar safely. Gune received Baba with great reverence and 

honor, and Baba gave darshan to those at his house. 

The next morning on their way back to Nasik, near the village of Dahanu, a girl about 

twelve years old, carrying a water jug on her head, began to cross the road as their car was 

approaching. When Rustom blew the horn, the frightened girl panicked and ran across the road 

right in front of the car, which hit her. Horrified, Rustom screeched the car to a halt. Miraculously, 

 
431 Places of the planes may refer to the various sections (or heavens) of the planes. Refer to The Nothing 

and The Everything, pp. 67–99. 

432 Gune is pronounced GOO-nay. A dewan is analogous to a modern-day chief minister or governor; the 

state of Jawhar is now part of Maharashtra. Years later, Baba commented that India would be divided into 

an even greater number of states. 



the girl was not hurt and only the water jug was broken. Baba called her to him and embraced her 

lovingly. Seeing this, Rustom wept. Falling at Baba’s feet, he burst out crying, “Baba, you have 

saved me! There was no hope that the girl would escape uninjured. By your nazar, she was saved!” 

Baba nodded in confirmation. 

The girl was from a poor family. She was taken in the car to her house and compensated 

for the broken jug. She was also given money to buy a new dress, as the one she was wearing had 

been torn. Since his identity had not been revealed, the girl’s parents had no idea who Baba was, 

though they looked at him intently. Unknown to them, Baba sanctified their hut by entering it and 

sitting on the earthen floor for a while. After this incident, Baba and the mandali drove back to 

Nasik. 

 

On 30 December 1929, Baba held a discussion with K. J. Dastur and the mandali about the 

Meher Message magazine. Baba told Dastur, “Stop publishing Meher Message as of now. All 

circumstances in Nasik are adverse to my staying here. The mandali have no work and the expenses 

continue to mount.”433 

About Nasik, Baba commented: “Nasik, being a place of pilgrimage, has thousands of 

sadhus coming daily, and residing here are mostly Brahmins who are very proud of living in such 

a holy place. They think of themselves as being something great.” 

Yeshwant Rao of Sakori met Baba on Friday, 3 January 1930. Baba remarked that Upasni 

Maharaj had once been to Gyas Manzil some years before during a visit to Nasik. 

Life with Baba was often rigorous, sometimes taking a toll on one’s health. On the 4th, 

Baba explained to the mandali why he was always concerned about their health: 

Whenever you are with me, always take care of your health. When you are away, it does not matter. You should 

never give your Master the least chance to serve you, as happens in the case of illness or indisposition through 

negligence on your part. If you fall ill, your Master then has to look after you which is an extra burden of duty 

for him. This is not so when you are not in his presence. So always be careful regarding your health when with 

me. 

Changing the subject, Baba asked, “Why is it that men have mustaches and women do 

not?” None of the men mandali gave a satisfactory answer, so Baba explained: 

A mustache is a sign of manliness — to endure all the strains in adverse circumstances, both material and 

spiritual, and against the powerful forces of maya. It is a sign to stand up against anger, lust, and greed, and not 

to be so delicate, sensitive, and feeble-minded like a [fickle] woman. A man must be the personification of 

manliness, always ready to offer his head when the time comes. Men with such qualifications are required in 

this Path. They are real heroes who endure all hardships and suffering to reach the Goal. All other men are 

cowards in spite of flaunting mustaches, however big. 

In short, be true to your mustache; that is, be a man. Don’t frown and fret and try to run away like cowards from 

the battlefield of the Path without winning. Heroes do or die! 

Baba was planning to enter seclusion on the upper floor of Gyas Manzil, where an indoor 

cabin resembling a cage had been specially built for him according to his instructions. No one was 

to enter his cage-cabin except Gustadji, Chanji, Buasaheb, and some of the boys, and they could 

only do so when Baba signaled for them. Tea was to be brought at 6:00 A.M. daily. 

During Baba’s seclusion, Ramjoo’s wife Khatija was to stay with the women mandali at 

Pigeon House, while Ramjoo was to live with the mandali. Publication of the Meher Message had 

not stopped, and Ramjoo was instructed to edit articles for the Meher Message, from points dictated 

by Baba. Raosaheb was to translate the articles into Persian. 

Before Baba entered seclusion on Thursday, 9 January 1930, he had tea at Naval’s in the 
afternoon, visited Sarosh Motor Works, and also spent an hour with Mehera and the other women 

 
433 Meher Message continued to be published for a further two years. 



at the Pigeon House. At 9:00 P.M. Baba installed Pleader in a separate room with strict instructions 

for him to remain inside under all circumstances (“Even if a cobra enters your room!”) and to fast 

on water and milk. Baba gave last minute instructions to Ramjoo and his brother-in-law Abdulla, 

before entering into seclusion at 11:00 P.M. Ramjoo’s eleven-year-old son Dadu, along with two 

other boys, Kalingad and Rajaram, were to stay near Baba and assist Gustadji. 

During the seclusion, Baba remained alone inside the cage while Gustadji and Buasaheb 

were on watch outside. Baba would gather the mandali in the large hall outside his room and dictate 

instructions from inside his cage. When asked why he was physically confining himself, Baba 

replied, “This physical confinement is apparent, not real. It does not inconvenience me in the 

slightest. Certain kinds of work which I have to do in non-physical realms automatically prompt 

me to shut myself up in a small area. After becoming perfect, Jesus stayed for 40 days and nights 

on a mountain for the same reason, and did not allow even his most intimate disciples [apostles] to 

approach him.” 

During this seclusion, at first visitors were permitted and many came. (More came than 

before Baba entered seclusion, it seemed to the mandali.) Baba would discourse in the evenings, 

after which those Prem Ashram and Meher Ashram boys whom Baba kept under his guidance in 

Nasik would meditate for an hour. During one of these discourses on Sunday, 12 January 1930, 

Baba further explained the significance of the number seven: 

The evolution of creation has seven stages. There are seven planes and seven types of desires. All these sevens 

should be eradicated once and for all. 

However, the number seven is significant. There are seven types of sanskaras, seven types of colors, seven 

types of flights of imagination and seven types of sounds. The reason all these have seven variations is that in 

the beginning of creation — with the start of the original whim in the Beyond, Beyond state of God — there 

was a clash between Matter (Akash) and Energy (Pran), and Energy’s powers were divided into seven parts. 

The original sound coming out of the Creation or Om point also turns into seven sounds. This music in the 

subtle plane is indescribably sweet. Even if you listened to it for 24 hours without a break, you would not tire 

of it. [It is enrapturing]; one absolutely drowns in its melody. But remember that in the subtle sphere, the 

sweetness of this music is only the shadow of the Original Sound. 

In the gross world, the shadow of this melody is again divided into seven parts; only expert singers can express 

these [tones and octaves]. Sound is created by contact between two things. When you speak, your voice passes 

through seven veils; but just see how quickly it comes out! [You do not notice because the sound comes so 

quickly.] Your physique, a by-product of your sanskaras, determines whether your voice is sweet or harsh. 

Everything is made up of seven: seven sub-divisions of the first subtle plane [the astral], seven stages of 

evolution, seven planes, and seven heavens in involution. 

But I am fed up with these constant explanations — one after another. All that is left to do is to prepare 

deserving people [for liberation]. If you give a child a large ball of candy, it will upset his stomach. The child 

should be given a taste, little by little in order to digest it. 

Your case is similar. Once all this bother is over, you will be free, and I will also be free of responsibility for 

you! At the moment, however, you are all on my chest! 

Gulmai, Daulatmai, Soonamasi, and Dina Talati had met with Baba at noon on Saturday, 

11 January 1930, and Memo and Mani arrived for a visit on the 13th. Mani and Rustom’s children, 

Mehlu, Falu, and Meheru entertained Baba that evening with songs and a “fancy dress” show. 

Kalemama and his family visited the same night, with Manekar. 

All those at Gyas Manzil were to get up at 5:00 A.M. After Baba’s arti was performed, 

sometimes there would be singing until 9:00 A.M. Many evenings there was music from 6:00 to 

8:00 P.M., performed either by visiting musicians or by Adi Sr. on harmonium and himself, Jalbhai, 

or Sidhu singing. Baba especially liked a new singer from Poona named Babu Gavai, who began 

singing every day from the 20th. He was permitted to practice during the day in a room downstairs. 

Rustom was driving back and forth between Nasik and Bombay for Baba’s work. On 14 

January, Baba discussed sending Raosaheb to Persia to bring Aga Ali, but then decided to send him 



first to Bombay to meet Aga Ali’s father. A telegram came the same day about the possibility of 

Pandit coming, and Baba said he would be satisfied if that happened. 

While drafting a reply telegram, Baba laughed harder than the mandali had ever seen him 

laugh before — but the reason for his laughter is not recorded. Chanji simply wrote, “Baba laughed 

today as he never laughed before, and he himself instigated it [created the situation].” 

As mentioned, Sailor Mama was operating a café in Nasik, which later provided lodging 

to some. On 17 January, Kaka Baria arrived with his sister and her husband, but Baba did not see 

them that night as they had not brought a boy, as Baba wanted. They were accommodated at 

Sailor’s, and the next day Baba told Sailor to charge them for providing their room and board. 

Sailor explained that he never charged such devoted followers as Kaka Baria’s family, who had 

accommodated the mandali on several occasions at their residence in Bombay. Baba said all right, 

but told Sailor to charge others. 

Waman Subnis came from Lonavla on the 19th, and Beheram came the same day from 

Poona. Also permitted a private interview were a Parsi couple from Bombay, Mr. and Mrs. Manek 

P. Shroff. “Love is beyond prayer and devotion,” Baba told them. “Love means continuous thought 

of God − to the extent of forgetting the body and self. Being mad in love is desirable, rather than 

running after lust. Your sacrifices are great and appreciated, too. You love each other sincerely and 

also love me.” 

The same evening, Aga Ali’s father Haji Muhammad came to Nasik and promised Baba to 

send for his son in Persia. Meanwhile, Baba ordered Ramjoo to join Rustom’s Chevrolet dealership 

and workshop, the Sarosh Motor Works in Nasik, and start work there from the 22nd. Waman and 

the boy Raghunath were also ordered to work there. 

Besides these three, the mandali in Nasik with Baba at this time were: Gustadji, Buasaheb, 

Raosaheb, Karim, Chanji, Chhagan, Vishnu, Dastur, Sidhu, Jalbhai, Beheram and Kaikhushru 

Boman Yektai (who had joined the mandali a year or so before). Also living with Baba were about 

a dozen boys, such as Kalingad, Chander, Chhabu, Rajaram, Ramjoo’s son Dadu, Dattu 

Mehendarge, Maruti, Daulat, and Boman’s son Beheram. Bhau Cheema and Ramaji Kamble of 

Arangaon had also been given employment in Nasik. 

After a few days, it was decided to send Boman’s son to Akbar Press to work and study, 

and Dadu to Poona. 

Gulmai and Daulatmai had been coming to see Baba daily from noon to 4:00 P.M., but on 

Thursday, 23 January 1930, Baba told them to stop coming from the next day for four or five days, 

as his seclusion was to become much stricter. He explained: 

This is no great kantala [trouble]. None thinks of me and my difficulties under certain changed circumstances. 

Whenever a change is to be effected, I have to consider everything. No one knows what I may or may not do, 

and what plans I am preparing. Everyone thinks only of themselves. 

The best remedy under the circumstances is simply to obey. There is nothing better. I will put you both in the 

Path, that is certain, so don’t worry. You both have long, past connections with me, hence you are “captured” 

… 

I know you love me and your only desire is to stay with me 24 hours. You have no thought of family, children, 

and money. Only a longing to remain with me! That is love. It is good, but you must be prepared to sacrifice 

and not think of yourself, but of pleasing me. 

By 24 January, Baba stopped having his arti performed − although the morning music 

sessions continued − and he also prohibited darshan, making his seclusion much stricter. He 

ordered, “No one should come near me. If anyone has anything in particular to convey relating 

strictly to work, he should first inform Buasaheb, who will inform Kalingad or Chander. Only after 

they tell me will I consider allowing the person to see me.” 



All were now to get up at 6:00 A.M., have tea at 6:30 and then attend the music sessions 

from 7:00 to 9:00 A.M. 

On the 26th, Pendu abruptly arrived from Quetta, where he had been staying for the past 

year. He had come to rejoin the mandali quite unexpectedly. Beheram was sent to Bombay for 

training in operating movie theater projectors. 

After being confined in his cage-room for almost three weeks, Baba declared on Monday, 

27 January 1930, “I am exhausted by this seclusion and want to go away somewhere for a few days. 

But where and when should I go? Bijapur, South India, or some other place?” A foot journey was 

discussed, but no decision was made then. Kaka Baria arrived that night, and Sayyed Jamadar of 

Poona the next day. 

At two in the afternoon on the 30th, Baba suddenly left his seclusion. When he came out 

of the cage-cabin, Bhiwa was the first to greet him, and Sailor was the first to take his darshan. It 

had been 22 days of cramped confinement. 

Soon after, Baba walked over to the Pigeon House. After meeting with the women mandali, 

Baba immediately left in a private bus with Adi Sr., Chhagan, Chanji, Dastur, Kalingad, Raghunath, 

Raosaheb, Sidhu, and a few others for Ahmednagar. 

But during the journey Baba felt uneasy and a bottle of castor oil was purchased in the way. 

They arrived at Akbar Press at nine that night, where a few of Baba’s followers gathered for 

darshan. 

Baba would often go to Akbar Press without intimating Nusserwan or the rest of the Satha 

family that he was coming. He would feel so at home there that he would walk into the kitchen and 

help himself to whatever he found in the pantry or on the stove. Once when the meal was not ready, 

Baba picked up a loaf of stale bread meant for the dogs and ate it with some chutney. He would not 

wait until the food was cooked. After that incident, Gulamasi Satha always kept food aside for 

Baba, in case he arrived unexpectedly, and only then would she serve the rest of the family. Later, 

when Baba did not visit Akbar Press for years, Gulamasi still followed this daily practice of keeping 

food aside for him. Thus, the lamp of Baba’s remembrance was always burning at Akbar Press. 

The castor oil had not helped Baba, and he had no sleep that night, having to get up to use 

the toilet four or five times during the night. At eight in the morning on Friday, 31 January 1930, 

Baba went to Meherabad, where he met Maruti Patil, Mastan, and others. Baba inspected the entire 

property and then went up the hill. 

Chhagan brought a few kites, which Baba flew from Meherabad Hill after lunch. The wind 

kept changing direction, and there was much excitement to hoist the kites and keep them flying. “It 

was a lot of fun for the onlookers for four hours from 12:00 to 4:00 P.M.,” Chanji noted in his diary, 

“but to what [spiritual] purpose internally Baba was flying kites is known only to him.” 

While on the hill, Baba disclosed, “In the future, Meherabad will be like Jerusalem. For 

my spiritual work, it is the best possible place. It will always be the center of my work.” 

About Adi Sr. (perhaps in relation to Adi’s association with Meherabad), Baba added, “Adi 

has very, very deep past connection with me.” 

The next day, 1 February, Baba inspected the new well and settled the family affairs of 

Ramaji, Sidhu, Bomanji, and Bhau Cheema. Baba returned to Akbar Press and gave darshan to 

more than a hundred followers there. He commented, “Though a Sadguru may appear to be 

chitchatting, his conversation is never ordinary. It is never a joke. His every word is serious; his 

every word is Truth, as he himself is Truth. His words are not to be treated lightly.” 

Baba left for Nasik at 12:30 P.M. but it was not a smooth journey. The driver stopped at 

Kolhar to see his relatives. When he did not return quickly, first Sidhu was sent to call him, and 

then Raghunath. When they reached Sangamner they wanted to stop for tea, but the driver turned 

into a narrow lane and the bus got stuck despite the driver’s efforts to extricate it. A crowd gathered. 



Adi Sr. lost his temper, took the wheel, and managed to back up the bus. No one had tea. Twenty-

five miles from Nasik they had a flat tire. Another bus on its way to Nasik stopped. In it were some 

of Raghunath’s friends, who he had told of Baba. (One of the others passengers misunderstood and 

took Kalingad for Meher Baba and fell at Kalingad’s feet.) Baba granted them darshan and then 

decided to proceed on foot while the driver changed the tire. He and the mandali walked four miles 

before the bus caught up with them. They arrived at Nasik at 7:30 P.M. and Baba went to the 

women’s bungalow for his dinner before retiring again on the upper floor of Gyas Manzil. 

This time Baba occupied a seat in a front room, where Jalbhai and the boys were residing. 

None was allowed upstairs, though Rustom, Sailor, Edke, and a new lover from Nasik named 

Maneck Ranji waited a long time downstairs. Baba stayed awake until midnight going through the 

accumulated mail and making general inquiries of what had transpired in his absence. Ghani arrived 

the same night. 

For four days, Baba moved about normally. Adi took Baba to the Pigeon House for his 

meals, at 11:00 A.M. and 6:00 P.M. From noon to 4:00 P.M. on 2 February, Baba painstakingly 

dictated points to Ramjoo for several upcoming articles in Meher Message. Pyaroo Qawaal sang 

that day before Baba. 

On the morning of Wednesday, 5 February 1930, Baba abruptly secluded himself again in 

the cage-cabin upstairs at Gyas Manzil. At 11:00 A.M. he sent this message: 

I shall be in seclusion until my birthday. None of the mandali of Gyas Manzil should come upstairs. Whomever 

I send for may come for work, but only if they are specially called. No one should approach me for darshan on 

any account; if any outsider comes, he should be sent back. A strict watch should be maintained downstairs and 

no one should be permitted to enter the Manzil. Rustom, Adi Sr., Padri, and Naval may come, but strictly on 

business. I will give darshan to all on the 17th of February. 

Although at first Baba had said no one would be allowed upstairs for darshan, he did permit 

Maneck and Edke his darshan on the 5th. Baba then closed the door of his cabin. When he opened 

the door the next morning at 8:00 A.M. only the ashram boys were permitted near him, but they 

were not to enter his room unless called. From inside the cage for two hours each night, Baba would 

attend to correspondence and dictate points to Ramjoo for the birthday issue of Meher Message. 

On the 6th, he closeted himself inside with the door shut from 3:00 P.M. until night. At 

5:00 P.M. he called Buasaheb upstairs and told him to tell a man sitting on the verandah of the 

school opposite Gyas Manzil to stop looking up at Baba. The man had been able to see Baba as 

Baba paced back and forth inside the cage. Baba sent the man his blessings and said to inform him 

that he was fortunate to have seen Baba during this period when none was permitted inside. 

Despite the ban, visitors would arrive at Gyas Manzil daily. Some (mostly Parsis) were 

staying at a “health-rejuvenating sanatorium” at Deolali, where they heard that there was an Irani 

saint living nearby in Nasik. Others were sincere followers and it was a difficult and, at times, a 

painful task for Buasaheb and the other mandali to turn them away. Many waited for hours in hopes 

that Baba might agree to call them, and left disappointed and weeping. 

Correspondence continued about making arrangements to bring Aga Ali from Persia. Aga 

Ali’s mother offered to bring the boy if Baba paid their traveling expenses. Raosaheb was 

dispatched to Bombay on the 7th to discuss the matter with Ali’s father. 

On Sunday, 9 February 1930, Baba sat in a tub of warm water to alleviate bodyache, but 

he complained of feeling weak afterwards and rested inside his cage. Minoo Pohowala of Bijapur 

was called upstairs the next day. He was making arrangements for a trip to South India after Baba’s 

birthday. Minoo (along with Pudumjee and Chanji’s brother Naoroji) was very generous and 

instrumental in contributing and raising funds for Meher Baba’s work. 

After one week of being in seclusion, on the morning of 11 February, Baba gathered the 

mandali before him. He opened the doors of his cage and called each inside for an embrace. Naval 

was the first to enter, followed by Gustadji, Buasaheb, Chanji, Chander, Sidhu, and Vishnu. 



Baba directed the mandali to erect a canopy in the compound of Gyas Manzil on the 13th, 

for his birthday celebrations on the 17th, and to arrange for food for the visitors. The duty of 

cooking the food was assigned to Chhagan. Baba concluded the meeting by stating, “Meditation, 

repetition of God’s name and spiritual practices in themselves have no meaning. While meditating, 

any thought comes. Compared to these, my service and sahavas are better for they contain the seed 

of love, and only love is required.” 

Baily arrived the same night with a few other lovers from Karachi, including Pilamai and 

her husband Hormuzd. (Baily and Hormuzd were accommodated at Gyas Manzil and the women 

of their group at the Talatis.) 

After ten days inside, Baba came out of his seclusion on Friday, 14 February 1930 and 

went to visit the women mandali. After an hour, he returned to the Manzil, walked upstairs and 

retired into his cage-cabin. Baba kept himself closeted inside for the next three days. 

Memo and Freiny Masi arrived the night of the 14th to attend the birthday function. The 

following day, more devotees came: Kaka Baria, the Confectioners, the Katrak family, Naoroji’s 

family, Beheram, Murli and Babu Kale, Anna 104, Ghani, Sayyed Jamadar, Gustadji’s cousin (from 

Bombay) Rustom L. Elavia, Manek Shroff and a Christian friend of his, John Marquis. All were 

permitted upstairs to greet Baba, and Baba himself came down on the 16th. He took a stroll around 

the compound and sat by the well. Visitors gathered around him, and he gave a brief explanation 

on the evolution of the human form and involution to God. 

 

Meher Baba’s 36th birthday was happily celebrated in Nasik at Gyas Manzil on Monday, 

17 February 1930. Followers from Poona, Ahmednagar, Bombay, Karachi, Nagpur, Dhulia and 

other places came for the occasion. Darshan started early that morning. The usual fruit, sweets, 

flowers and garlands were piled high, and people of all castes and creeds took advantage of the 

Beloved’s company. Angal Pleader delivered a touching speech about Baba’s compassion; 

Kalemama’s son-in-law K. M. V. (Raosaheb) Pandit read out a poem he had composed in praise of 

Baba. Bhajan and qawaali songs were performed. All joyously bathed in the Beloved’s divine light, 

which dispelled the dark clouds of their illusory vision. 

The next day, while explaining about his work, Baba stated: 

I work best − and my best work is done − under these three conditions: 

In the presence of boys. For this reason I keep boys with me and provide them with everything from food to 

clothing to money. 

When music is being played or songs are being sung. 

While playing games such as flying kites, cricket, atya-patya, or marbles. 

Continuing, Baba explained about the Path: 

Love and self-surrender both lead one to the Goal. But generally in the path of love, one drops his body after 

reaching the final destination. Whereas the one who treads the path of surrender, besides becoming conscious 

of God, also becomes conscious of the three spheres — gross, subtle, and mental — and thus returns to gross 

consciousness to serve as a beacon of light to others on the Path. That is why surrendering is better than love. 

A majzoob has no other consciousness except of God — no gross, subtle, or mental consciousness. He is fully 

and divinely absorbed. After gaining normal consciousness, however, one can become conscious of the gross, 

subtle and mental planes; because of this, Sadgurus are able to lead others on the Path and make them like 

themselves. The Sadguru’s knowledge [gnosis] of normal consciousness is called irfan [by Sufis] and it is 

absolutely unique — one cannot even imagine it! 

Alongside their state of divinity, the Perfect Masters remain in the dirt of the world — the ocean of life. They 

work in the maya of the illusory world, though this dirt does not touch them. On the contrary, they lift others 

from the world and purify them. Therefore, surrender to a Perfect Master is the best method of treading the 

Path and there is no better way than that for reaching the objective [God-realization]. 



 

Adi Sr. was also in Nasik during this period, staying at his brother Rustom’s house which 

was next to Sarosh Motor Works. On one occasion, while Baba was in seclusion, he called Adi and 

told him, “What I have done for you, I have done for none; what I have done with you, I have done 

with none. You have deep connection with me. Your lower I is eradicated, but your mind is still 

there, which troubles you.” 

Baba instructed Adi to sleep in his room at Gyas Manzil on the 17th and 18th. On 18 

February Baba went to Rustom’s house very early. After Baba met with Rustom, Adi drove him 

back to Gyas Manzil at 10:30 A.M. There, Baba directed him, “Be back at twelve sharp!” Adi 

agreed and Baba again warned him, “I have some important work, so be sure to return by noon.” 

Adi drove back to Rustom’s garage, where Rustom asked him to drive some General 

Motors officials to the travelers’ rest house. Adi thought there was still plenty of time so he agreed, 

but Rustom kept talking with the men. Adi finally insisted, “We must leave now, as I have to pick 

up Baba at twelve o’clock.” 

The men got in the car. Adi began driving very fast to the dak bungalow. He was almost 

there when he approached a culvert where a few small children were playing. One of them pushed 

a little girl who fell in front of Adi’s car. He swerved to avoid her, but she was struck by the back 

fender. Adi got out of the car and saw that blood was oozing from her mouth. The businessmen 

also got out, and Adi told them to walk the rest of the way. He put the girl in the car and glanced at 

his watch. It was exactly 12:00. 

Adi took the girl to the hospital and then drove to Gyas Manzil. Baba was standing on the 

verandah. He looked annoyed and asked, “What happened? Why are you late?” 

“Baba, I had an accident,” Adi cried, and he sorrowfully described what had happened. 

Baba was furious and bitterly remarked, “I hope they put you in jail! What can I do now? 

You disobeyed me!” Adi was pale with fear and remorse. Baba consoled him, “Don’t worry; but 

never forget to follow my orders literally.” 

The girl died and a lawsuit was filed against Adi; it dragged on in court for four months. 

However, in the end, Adi was found not guilty of negligent homicide, but was fined for not 

reporting the accident to the police. He went through a very depressing and anxious period for 

having disobeyed Baba. 

 

On Wednesday, 19 February 1930 Khansaheb (Rustom and Adi’s father) suddenly came 

to Nasik and was brought to Gyas Manzil by Baba’s mother. Baba spent an hour talking with him 

(probably about Adi’s trouble). 

Pudumjee too had a private audience with Baba that day, and Dattu Mehendarge was sent 

home at the insistence of his mother. 

When Baba was at Akbar Press at the end of January, he had explained the different duties 

of walis, pirs, and Perfect Masters, stating: “Walis manage and are directly connected with the 

gross world; pirs manage and are directly connected with the subtle and mental worlds; and Perfect 

Masters are above all but work through them.” 

A few days later, Baba had added: “Every big city has a wali who is in charge and manages 

all gross affairs under a pir, who has charge of a number of cities. A wali is therefore like a collector; 

a pir like a commissioner; and a Perfect Master like a king or emperor. 

“There are different kinds of walis. The avtad is the most powerful; abdals, can change 

their body in a second to suit the need.” 

On the night of 20 February, Baba further elaborated: 



A wali can give spiritual experiences of the Path. He has the power to open the third eye and grant divine sight, 

if he is in the mood. He can do so by simply looking into the eyes of the aspirant, even if the aspirant is at a 

distance. When the third eye is opened, all is light. The small circles of light one perceives when one’s eyes are 

tightly shut is the seventeenth lakh shadow of the light one sees when the third eye is opened. So imagine how 

powerful that is. It is so powerful an experience that the recipient either goes mad or drops the body. That light 

shows one the Path quite clearly, where one can tread, yet it is not the Real Light. 

Sadgurus won’t do that. They won’t show light by opening someone’s third eye. They can take the aspirant 

directly through the Path. 

One type of wali is called avtad. They are very, very few, quite rare. They are very fiery, with piercing eyes that 

break through anything, even mountains! Their gaze is sufficient to cut an animal in two, hence they always 

keep their eyes on the ground. (That too is split apart.) For instance, if they look at a flying bird, it falls dead 

from the sky. The avtad doesn’t do it intentionally, it happens automatically, and the one who dies gets no 

particular benefit. 

Abdals can change their bodies. One moment they may be seen in Bombay and the next moment in America in 

the same body. But they can appear only at one place at a time. Sadgurus can present themselves anywhere, at 

any time, at many places at the same time, either in gross or subtle form, for they have a Universal Body. 

Liberation is the goal. After that some retain their body and some leave it. If the body is retained, they come 

down for duty after about a month. The few [saliks and majzoobs] that keep their body [after liberation] have 

no care for the world. However, those who come in their contact are greatly benefited by their darshan, touch, 

and service, for they are God-personified though they don’t even know it, being only conscious of their higher 

Self. 

Sadgurus sometimes take the help of walis [majzoobs] in their work by bringing them down to the “resting 

point.” They then experience the sufferings of a Sadguru and not of a majzoob. These majzoobs at times quite 

unconsciously abuse the Sadguru if they happen to meet him. One majzoob is expected to come in Madras and 

I may bring him onto the resting point. 

 

Annasaheb Kale, Kalemama’s brother, was among those new devotees who had come to 

Nasik for Meher Baba’s birthday. During darshan, he invited Baba to visit his house in Kolhapur. 

Many others from South India also invited Baba to come to their homes. Baba was considering 

their requests since he wanted to go on tour. 

During the birthday, people would gather around Baba and place their difficulties before 

him — worldly, political, and otherwise. He became so fed up with their problems and worries that 

after the visitors departed on Thursday, 20 February 1930, he complained to the mandali, “What 

harassment these people cause me. All weep for themselves! Not one has any thought about me or 

my suffering. Every one of them lays his own woes before me and thinks only of himself.” 

Baba then asked, “Is there anything wrong if I cancel the visit to Kolhapur?” 

Chanji answered on behalf of the mandali, “It doesn’t matter to us, but it will not be good 

for you. It is all the same to us whether you go or don’t go. But if you cancel your visit, your lovers 

will be pained, and this will cause you to feel sad also.” Baba accepted this reasoning, and a journey 

to South India was scheduled. 

On the 21st, Baba took the boys for an evening ride to a temple on a nearby hill. When 

they got down from the bus, Baba said he would present the first boy to reach the top of the hill 

with a pocket-watch. With shouts of glee, the boys scampered off and raced to the top. Baba enjoyed 

the spectacle. 

For the journey to Kolhapur, a new twelve-ton bus driven by a driver, Rambhau Allayar, 

was hired for Baba and others. An older Chevrolet bus to be driven by another driver, Shamsher 

Khan, was sent by Minoo Pohowala for the mandali. The following men accompanied Baba: 



Buasaheb, Chanji, Chhagan, Dastur, Gustadji, Kaka Shahane, Kalemama, Manek Shroff and 

Raosaheb. Baba also took with him on the trip Babu Kamble, Chander, Shankar, and Kalingad; 

they were former ashram schoolboys who were now employed at Sarosh Motor Works in Nasik, 

learning to be mechanics. 

The group left Nasik on Sunday, 23 February 1930, at six in the morning. But before 

leaving, Baba switched the drivers and had Shamsher Khan drive his vehicle, as the other driver, 

Rambhau Allayar, didn’t know the roads. Along the way, Baba wanted the drivers to switch places 

again, but Allayar didn’t come immediately, so Baba changed his mind. No one could understand 

what work Baba was accomplishing. At another stop, Baba served the mandali breakfast of a slice 

of bread with vegetables, and they started again. But along the way there were continual engine, 

steering, and brake problems in the mandali’s bus. (The situation became particularly dicey on a 

dangerous curve in the road, seven miles from Sangamner.) 

Both buses stopped in Ahmednagar, where Baba met his followers. They then left, but did 

not reach Poona until 3:00 A.M. The Poona lovers waiting at Sadashiv Patil’s house had fallen 

asleep. Baba himself knocked on the door, but it was the wrong house. A Jewish man opened the 

door and was startled to see a group of strangers holding kerosene lanterns. He directed them to 

Sadashiv’s house where they rested for a few hours. 

Before leaving at 11:00 A.M. the next morning, Baba visited his parents and siblings at 

Baba House. Sadashiv joined the group from Poona. 

They reached Kolhapur without any further car trouble at 7:00 P.M. on the 24th, but they 

did not stay at Kalemama’s cousin’s house. Baba had chosen a small room for himself, but while 

all were busy in preparing dinner, a boy who was staying in that room arrived suddenly and locked 

the door from inside. Baba became upset and ordered everyone to shift to the dak bungalow. 

Kalemama explained that he had been trying to keep Baba’s visit low-key, as instructed, and had 

not even informed the residents that a distinguished guest was coming to stay in their house. 

Baba forgave him and had dinner, but alternative arrangements for Baba’s stay were 

immediately made in the Tapovan forest area, where he was given a room in a bungalow. The 

mandali slept on the verandah. 

As Baba had been scheduled to leave at ten the following morning, no programs had been 

planned in Kolhapur. But that morning, the principal of a nearby high school, W. D. Topkhane, met 

Baba and requested that he visit his institution. Baba agreed, and went there at 8:30 A.M. He spoke 

to the students, teachers, and staff about various aspects of the spiritual life — divine experience, 

love, grace, and renunciation of the ego. Topkhane and the vice-principal, G. Y. Dixit, expressed 

their deep devotion to the Master, and Baba was very pleased with their efforts to emphasize to 

their students the importance of spirituality over politics and careers. 

Topkhane introduced a swami to Baba who had once been a high-ranking member of the 

prestigious Indian Civil Service. The swami had adopted the path of selfless service, renouncing a 

distinguished career. Baba expressed his pleasure at meeting the swami and remarked to him: 

It is good that you have renounced everything, but even after renouncing all, the I is there. And to gain 

Knowledge, this I has to be totally uprooted. Even the greatest material self-sacrifice does not make this I 

disappear. The mind says, “I did this. I did that. I do good for others.” When the mind dies, all desires vanish; 

but the mind lasts until the end. To achieve God-realization, this I must go once and for all. 

Baban Shahane (Kaka’s son and one of the original students of Meher Ashram) had Baba’s 

darshan here also. Addressing Vinayak Damodar Karnataki, 24, a student and friend of Baban’s 

brother Mohan, Baba stated: 

Dedicate your life to this school by renouncing your self; but let there not be even a thought that you are doing 

this or that for others. Only then will the I gradually diminish. 

Appear for the bachelor of science examination and try to obtain the degree, but do not feel glad if you pass or 

disappointed if you fail. Success and failure should be equal in your eyes. Supposing you pass, do not think, 



“Now that I have passed, I will be able to render better service than if I had failed.” This is not desirable. The I 

must not be there; there should not be ambition. Except [the existence of] bliss, there is nothing else anywhere 

in creation. 

Baba then asked Vinayak what he was thinking. “I want to get a master’s degree,” the 

young man replied. “My parents have repeatedly been after me to do this.” 

Smiling, Baba dictated, “Very good. But will you invite me to this school again after you 

are so highly educated?” 

“Won’t you come uninvited, Baba?” 

“Since you ask that, I will personally come for you next time.”434 

Baba was on his way to the Nilgiris Hills and possibly Madras, where he had been invited 

by a disciple named Sampath Aiyangar, whose entire family was dedicated to the Master. The staff 

of the school entreated Baba to visit the institution again on his way back to Nasik. Baba replied 

that if it was possible, he would. Before departing, Baba emphasized to Vinayak’s roommate, an 

artist who was interested in spirituality, “In this Path, the heart counts more than the head. If both 

are good, that is best, but the heart should predominate. I will explain further when I come back.” 

The boys paraded before Baba, recited a prayer, and took his darshan. Baba was much 

pleased with the spirit of love, dedication, and self-sacrifice of all those connected with the school. 

He and the mandali enjoyed a splendid lunch at the school and left Kolhapur near noon headed 

toward Dharwar. 

The mandali could not help but wonder at the turn of events, and once again it illustrated 

to them the unseen workings of the Master. As Chanji noted at the time, “It was good that the boy 

locked the door from inside last night, at which Baba showed so much displeasure. That was the 

cause [excuse] which he created to come over [to the school] where so many eager hearts were 

ready to welcome him and deserving of his darshan.” 

After they left Kolhapur, Baba surprised those traveling with him by asking, “Where should 

we go? Should we go to Madras or not? If we don’t, Sampath Aiyangar and his family will be 

extremely disappointed.” 

 

South India Tour, 1930 

 

 

434 Vinayak Karnataki later changed careers and, became a well-known actor and film director, working 

under the name Master Vinayak. 



 

 

Baba decided to proceed to Madras. A telegram was sent to Aiyangar, informing him that 

Baba was willing to postpone his visit to the Nilgiris Hills and come to Madras if arrangements 

could be made for him. At the same time, Aiyangar was instructed not to detain Baba for more than 

one day. He was told that Baba would grant private interviews only to a few close ones and give a 

general darshan to all. Ramjoo was cabled to inform Vishnu to meet them in Madras. 

On the way, the inevitable car trouble occurred. This time there was a puncture, as well as 

a leaking radiator in one of the buses, which caused the engine to overheat. The roads, too, were 

generally unpaved and rough, which forced them to drive slowly. It was ten at night before they 

managed with difficulty to reach Dharwar and have dinner. 435 Baba went for a walk around the 

town and they then went to a dak bungalow for the night. Raosaheb, Buasaheb, Chanji, and 

Chhagan shared the nightwatch. 

The following day was the Hindu holiday of Maha Shivratri, and Baba permitted the men 

to sing his arti (both in Gujarati and Marathi). The two drivers and their helpers joined in. The 

 
435 Dharwar is also known as Dharwad. 



group reached Hubli by way of Belgaum, where a cable from Aiyangar was waiting for them: “All 

devotees overjoyed. Pray come on 1st. Where should we come to receive you?” A reply was sent. 

Baba arrived in Madras on Saturday, 1 March 1930. (K. J. Dastur was already there, as his 

health had not been good and he had preceded them from Arcot by train.) Baba was received with 

great love and reverence, and escorted to the Aiyangar family residence, Meher Bhavan, at 26 

Brahmin Street in Saidapet, where they were to stay. C. V. Sampath Aiyangar, 53, was a prominent 

judge who had learned of Baba two years before, but this was his first meeting. 

Very early the next morning, Baba visited the child welfare center where Aiyangar’s 

daughter Lakshmi was doing volunteer social work. He bathed a child and distributed sweets. He 

then toured a nearby slum and entered the hut of a very poor woman. He asked for something to 

eat or drink, and the old woman, who had practically nothing, offered him some two-day old kanji 
(porridge) in an unclean tin vessel. Baba had a bit and then gave it to those of the Aiyangar family 

who had accompanied him, telling them to have it also. “It is the elixir of life,” he said smiling.  

At about 7:30 A.M. Baba inaugurated a hall built by Aiyangar opposite his residence, 

which Baba had named Meher Asramam. 436  Afterwards Baba planted a pipal sapling at Meher 

Bhavan, thus symbolizing that for generations to come people would find shelter under the cool 

shade of his love. The Aiyangar family was truly blessed. Baba’s happiness filled not only their 

house, but their hearts as well. 

In the afternoon he visited the homes of K. S. Srinivasan, Mudaliar Vadivelu and Ammal 

Pankajam. 

A large function was held in Madras that evening at Goschen Hall. Dastur delivered a 

speech in an excited manner. In his fervor, he declared, “We, as Meher Baba’s lovers, should be 

prepared to write his messages in our own blood! Let us kill ourselves in disseminating his divine 

message among the people!” 

At this, Dhake (who had also met them in Madras) whispered to Baba, “Dastur doesn’t 

weigh more than 90 pounds — he looks like he is suffering from anemia. How is he going to write 

your messages in his blood? He doesn’t have enough!” Baba smiled but did not comment, and 

Dastur’s speech was received with vociferous cheering. 

Leaving Madras on 3 March, in one of the buses and a car, they proceeded towards 

Bangalore. On the way, Baba remarked that there was a sixth-plane wali in Mysore who had been 

born as a wali. Sadashiv told Baba that he had read in the newspaper about a man in Mysore who 

remembers his past life. “He recognizes his previous parents, their home and every detail,” 

Sadashiv related. 

Baba commented briefly: 

There are a few such people who abruptly remember events of their past lives. They generally are those who die 

in a sudden accident, the shock of which has such a force on them that it leaves impressions of their last birth 

which they remember in their present birth. But this has nothing to do with realizing the Truth or spiritual 

advancement. 

The group arrived in Bangalore the following day, and drove on, passing the Seringapatam 

Fort, nine miles from Mysore. Newspaper accounts of the death of the former Shah of Iran had 

been read out to Baba the previous month. About the Shah’s brother, who had assumed his position, 

Baba remarked, “Will [the King of Persia] live or die? If I reach Mysore by 8:00 P.M. he will live.” 

 
436 Meher Asramam contained a reading room, a place for storing exercise equipment such as dumbbells for 

use of the poor and disadvantaged youth of Saidapet. There was an open area at the back for use as a 

playground also. 



Buasaheb then said to the driver: “The life of a king is in your hands, so please drive 

quickly!” They arrived at 7:45 P.M. and continued to Mudigere, where they spent the night. They 

left early the next morning, after a walk around the town. 

There were plenty of tigers, lions and bears roaming the jungles surrounding Mysore. On 

Thursday, 6 March 1930, when the conversation turned to wild animals, Baba advised: 

If you ever encounter any such savage animals, or if you find yourselves in a perilous, desperate situation, cry 

out my name loudly. I will then save you. Even if you die, you should know that I have saved you, because my 

protection is real protection. I always protect my lovers. 

There is a difference between remembering my name and actually saying it out loud. In the eventuality of your 

body being overcome with fear in the presence of any wild animal or other creature (such as a snake), at such 

moments of danger you should loudly cry out my name so loud that the sound of my name falls on the 

creature’s ears which will immediately make it as meek as a lamb! 

But before inanimate objects − during any serious mishap or accident, such as a car crash or train wreck — you 

will be saved by remembering me with full faith from the bottom of your heart. 

Baba then touched on the various stages of development: 

A person has to pass through three stages before Realization — evolution, reincarnation, and advancement on 

the Path. From stone to animal to human form is evolution; this is the first stage. With the human form, 

evolution ends and the cycle of rebirth begins; this is the second stage. The third stage is involution through the 

spiritual planes. 

In Africa there is a full swing of evolution, as all types of animals, plants and metals are found there. In Europe 

[and America], reincarnation is intensified with people taking birth after birth, and quickly, too. In Asia there is 

spiritual progress and advancement on the Path. That is why saints and Masters are found in the East, 

particularly in India. 

They reached the town of Javali where they had tea. A Hindu, J. Krishnarao Gurjar, saw 

Baba and the mandali standing on the road. Drawn to the Master, Krishnarao spontaneously invited 

Baba to stay at his brother’s coffee plantation Horikan Estate, and the mandali were quite surprised 

when Baba accepted. The road to Horikan was extremely narrow and steep, and at one point all had 

to get down and walk. Krishnarao’s brother Ganeshrao was equally sincere. Both were meeting the 

Master for the first time, and Baba was very pleased with their devotion and love. 

Humbly, Ganeshrao said to Baba, “Your visit is our great good fortune! Our house is 

sanctified by your presence.” Baba’s arti was sung. After tea and refreshments, Baba went on a 

walk to see the local waterfall. It was a treacherous, narrow mountain pass, and Baba sprained his 

ankle. Two photos were taken, but the person taking them did not wind the film, and the pictures 

did not turn out. Baba rested that night at Ganeshrao’s home. 

Early the next morning Baba led a hike with Krishnarao to the summit of a nearby hill in 

search of a place for seclusion. Although Baba’s ankle was still very painful, he ascended the hill 

with agility and speed. Krishnarao expressed his amazement at this, and Baba commented to him, 

“The ways of Sadgurus are quite different. When a person sprains his foot, he is required to take 

rest, but in my case, by climbing the mountain my leg is cured! What a Sadguru does is quite the 

reverse of the ordinary ways of the world.” 

Baba’s photo was taken again here. Finding no suitable spot for seclusion, Baba led the 

group back. 

Baba took a bath when they returned. He was in a relaxed mood. However, when Gustadji 

was combing his hair, Baba’s countenance suddenly turned grave. The apparent cause was that 

Ganeshrao’s wife, a bashful woman, felt embarrassed when Baba called her to help comb his hair. 

Baba became irritated at her refusal and remarked, “What is the use of staying at a place where 

people are afraid and ashamed of me? All be ready to leave right after lunch!” The mandali were 

taken aback, since all their clothes had been laundered and were hanging out to dry. Baba directed 

Chhagan to bring the clothes later. 



While the mandali were hastily preparing to leave, Krishnarao entreated Baba to forgive 

his sister-in-law. Baba consoled him, “It is no fault of yours, nor of anyone else. I am very happy 

with you. Don’t worry; I came from so far and stayed here one night for your sake.” 

Baba continued: “It is something else; there are other reasons. Just do as I say. You have 

formed my friendship, so be a true and faithful friend by accepting my wish.” 

Baba left Horikan for Mangalore on the afternoon of Friday, 7 March. After arriving there, 

a telegram was sent to Minoo Pohowala at Bijapur, informing him that Baba had accepted his 

invitation and that they were on their way. They spent the night at Mangalore and the next day, 

they took a drive and walked around the town, along the seashore, and to the seaport. They departed 

after buying newspapers at the railway station. It was the start of an eventful day the mandali would 

never forget. 

At 10:30 A.M. they stopped for tea at the town of Karkal, where Baba fondly remembered 

Dr. Karkal, the deceased Ahmednagar physician who had served at Meherabad in 1925. “Dr. Karkal 

was a very good soul,” Baba reminisced. 

When they got back into the bus, Buasaheb wanted to sit in the front seat in Shroff’s place. 

Chhagan too wanted to occupy the front seat. There was a disagreement about it, and it was brought 

to Baba’s attention. He instructed them not to change their original positions. 

They continued and began ascending the Agumbe Mountain on some of the worst roads 

they had ever encountered. Not only was the road steep and full of hairpin curves, but it was so 

narrow that only one vehicle at a time could pass. Just as the mandali’s bus was going around a 

curve, the bus suddenly began sliding backward. No one knew what to do, but they began to repeat 

Baba’s name. The driver lost control of the steering wheel. The bus rolled backwards over a small 

stone wall separating the road from a deep valley below. Crying out, “BABA! BABA! BABA!” all 

were certain the bus was about to crash and they would die. 

Suddenly, the bus came to a complete halt. Gasping (some were on the verge of fainting), 

no one could explain how the bus had stopped rolling backwards. Only Baba’s nazar had saved 

them; otherwise, the bus would certainly have rolled off the cliff and plunged to the valley below. 

After carefully getting out, they saw that half the bus was hanging over the cliff! There was 

nothing to suggest why it had not continued over the cliff. It was both astonishing and inexplicable! 

Some of the mandali began to weep, thanking Baba for having his nazar on them. Vishnu cried out, 

“Baba has saved our lives today! Let us all shout his Jai!” 

Baba instructed the men to pull the bus back onto the road, and he stood nearby and 

personally supervised. After much effort by all, the bus was pushed back onto the road. This was 

more dangerous than it sounds, because there was the possibility of the bus sliding back again and 

dragging some of the men over the cliff with it. 

Afterward, they stopped at a waterfall, washed their faces and refreshed themselves. 

Buasaheb had been appointed the manager of this journey, supervising the men and boys. 

Preparing to leave, Baba instructed Buasaheb that some of the group were to go by bus and some 

in advance by car. Buasaheb was about to ask Baba who should be seated in the bus and who in the 

car when Dastur entered the bus and the car left without him. 

Baba was highly annoyed. He ordered all to wait by the bus until those in the car came 

back. Baba began scolding Buasaheb, blaming him for what had happened. “Why did you break 

my order? Why didn’t you ask me about it before the car left?” 

Before Buasaheb could answer, Baba slapped his own face violently on both cheeks and 

his expression turned grave. He stated, “When the Master has to punish himself for the faults of his 

disciples over their disregard for his orders, it is not good!” 

Irritated with Buasaheb, Baba demanded, “Come and stand before me! Why are you hiding 

behind the others?” 



Completely despondent, Buasaheb replied, “I no longer wish to remain with you, Baba. I 

will go away at any time, without informing anyone. Either grant me full authority so the others 

will obey me, or relieve me of this duty of being manager.” 

“You want to be so superior! If you want to go — GO!” 

Buasaheb was on the verge of tears and replied meekly, “You never even inquired about 

what happened.” 

Baba snapped, “I know everything; there is no necessity to ever tell me anything!” 

Beckoning Dastur, Baba kissed him. Baba then walked to the car and drove off. 

After driving some distance, the mandali began discussing the reason Baba had become so 

upset and then struck himself. Dastur said, “Baba doesn’t need a reason,” and he made some other 

disrespectful remarks. 

Vishnu could not bear it. He lashed out at Dastur furiously, “You pompous ass! You are so 

full of pride that you think you have a right to act like you wish. Because you have been to college 

and have a law degree, you think you are something special! Had any of us acted like you, Baba 

would have kicked us and cut us to pieces. But Baba never scolds you − he never criticizes or 

punishes you − and you think you are someone great. 

“But you don’t understand the reason why. We who have been with Baba from the 

beginning have placed our necks at his feet, but your pride has prevented you from doing that. You 

could never do it! Your ego is too inflated. In fact, you are not a Baba-man!” 

They began arguing, and Vishnu continued his verbal attack of Dastur: “You give speeches 

telling people to write Baba’s messages in blood and disseminate them everywhere! Hah! What 

hypocrisy! What is the use of such empty words? Don’t you know, actions speak louder than 

words?” 

Dastur got up and changed his seat on the bus, contrary to Baba’s orders, which the others 

pointed out. Raosaheb told him in plain terms to stop moving around. Dastur became livid and 

physically attacked Buasaheb, Raosaheb, Chanji, and Chhagan, causing a horrendous ruckus in the 

moving bus. (Dastur actually bit Raosaheb’s lip, and Chanji’s and Chhagan’s hands.) 

Chanji tried to reason with him, “It was Baba’s order that none of us should change our 

seats. Does it behoove you to act in this way, you being the editor of Meher Message? You are 

breaking Baba’s order as well as behaving rudely.” 

Vishnu was also highly wrought and started to jump from the moving bus, shouting, “Let 

me off! For God’s sake, let me out of here!” The other mandali grabbed him. At this point, Baba 

had his car stopped and got out.437 He boarded the bus and slapped Vishnu soundly. Vishnu broke 

down sobbing, and Baba sat next to him, keeping his head on his lap. He told the driver to drive 

on. 

After ten or fifteen minutes, Baba had the bus halted. All got down and gathered around 

Baba. Baba was quiet for a while and then explained: 

A great work has been done today. A spirit [ghost] entered me after my afternoon rest. I was apparently upset at 

Krishnarao’s place, and without any rhyme or reason took Chhagan and Bua to task — although it does not 

take much for me to find an excuse to beat them! But even this was of no avail and did not bring about the 

result I wanted in my work. You do not have the slightest idea of our [Masters’] work. How could you ever 

grasp our work concerning the three worlds? The momentum of the work was so intense today that I berated 

two of my closest disciples. This is the way Sadgurus bring about tranquility after their own inner work. 

The momentum went on increasing until I raised my hand in the direction of Kalingad, and I beat him on 

account of Shroff. In the end, I had to bear the intensity of the force myself. If I had beaten everyone, all would 

have bawled out and been terribly upset. So I took it upon myself to avoid a row. 

 
437 Baba may have been in the bus already; Chanji’s diary is unclear about this point. 



Some momentum was still left, which I completed here by beating some of you through the strife in the bus. If 

Vishnu was overcome with so much anger at this slight remainder of the momentum of my work, think of how 

great its force must be at full pressure! Whatever happened, it was my “key”; otherwise, there was no reason 

for Dastur to act as he did and for Vishnu to get so upset. 

No Sadguru has a mandali like mine! Look at the mandali of Narayan Maharaj, Upasni Maharaj and Babajan. 

How good my mandali are! They are with me for years without any hope of reward. They try their best to carry 

out my orders and must undergo severe hardships. 

Travels with me entail great privations. The harassment that I give is greater during my travels, and it is while 

traveling that my greatest work is done. At such times, those of the mandali who are with me in the journey are 

really lucky. It was also true of my journey to Kashmir. There was a lull afterward, and it has now been 

repeated in this journey. There is a secret purpose behind all this, which you cannot comprehend. But I am 

happy that you all were made to suffer for my sake. 

Seeing tears in the eyes of Buasaheb, Patil, and Shroff [when I struck myself] has afforded me great pleasure 

and consolation; and at the same time, I feel like laughing at their strange behavior. Vishnu says, “I am 

leaving!” Buasaheb replies, “You're not the only one; I’m going too!” This amuses me very much. 

Today all got injured − some physically and almost all mentally. Now I forgive every one of you. 

The mandali were satisfied with Baba’s explanation, and the group boarded the bus and 

proceeded toward Bijapur, reaching the Mallur dak bungalow at 10:00 P.M. 

They reached Hubli on Sunday, 9 March 1930, having driven through Shimoga, Honnali, 

and Harihar. The next day, they received two telegrams, one from Minoo Pohowala and one from 

Kaka Baria. Kaka had wired that Aga Ali had not yet arrived in Bombay, and Minoo’s telegram 

concerned financial matters, without acknowledging receipt of Baba’s previous telegram about 

Baba’s decision to visit Bijapur. 

Baba asked, “Should we go to Bijapur or not?” They discussed the alternative of visiting 

Panchgani, but due to Kalemama’s difficulties with arranging matters at Panchgani, it was 

eventually decided to go on to Bijapur. 

On the evening of the 10th, they reached Minoo’s Meher Motor Works in Bijapur where 

Minoo received them warmly. A darshan was held and they had a fine moonlit drive after dinner 

to a lake. 

They rested that night and left the next day by train. But even this journey was not without 

its troubles, as Baba was “out of mood” and disturbed by other passengers. They had to change 

trains in the middle of the night at Dhond, and arrived in Nasik at 3:00 P.M. on Wednesday, 12 

March. Dhake, Pendu and Rustom were at the train station to receive them. Rustom had begun a 

fast seventeen days before (on the day Baba left Nasik for his tour), and he now broke it in Baba’s 

presence. 

Baba first visited the women mandali at the Pigeon House, where he had his meals and 

took a bath. He came to Gyas Manzil at 5:00 P.M. and devotees flocked around him, especially the 

boys. After giving darshan to all, Baba went upstairs to rest and spent an hour going through the 

accumulated mail. 

 

After his return to Nasik, the boy Bhiwa was added to the list of Baba’s orderlies. Pilamai’s 

son Vithal was also eager to remain near Baba and he, too, was allowed. Beheram and Padri 

returned that night from Bombay. 

Baba sent Raosaheb to Bombay to see Aga Ali’s father. Raosaheb was informed that Ali 

was unable to return from Persia, because his mother was unwilling to send him. (The father also 

demanded some payment in advance.) Raosaheb returned to Nasik on 13 March 1930, and a 

telegram was sent to Ardeshir in Persia saying that if Aga Ali was not allowed to return to India, 

Ardeshir should return. 



Meanwhile, the Kashmiri boy Pandit had written that he was unable to come to Nasik due 

to his school examinations. Pandit was sent another telegram to come as soon as his exams were 

over. 

On the 13th, the leader of the Harijans in the city came to see Baba and informed him of 

their resolve to go on strike against their employers because of prejudicial mistreatment. He asked 

for the Master’s advice, which Baba gave: “Hold on and continue to strike non-violently for ten 

days, and you will succeed. Your grievances will be met. My blessings to you.” The man invited 

Baba to view the strike, but Baba did not promise to do so. 

The next day, however, when Baba was returning from a visit to Tapovan, where he had 

gone to celebrate the Hindu holiday Holi, he told the driver to drive past the temple where the 

picketers were on strike. Recognizing Baba, the strikers acclaimed him, but Baba did not get out of 

the car. He left after briefly viewing the scene. 

Baba was in severe pain due to the eruption of boils on his body, which had arisen on his 

return to Nasik. Walking, sitting, or reclining was difficult for him and he had a lot of itching 

despite applying ointment. The boys and mandali played atya-patya at Tapovan, with Kaka Shahane 

and Dhake as captains, but Baba had only watched. 

After his return from Tapovan, at 8:30 P.M. Baba had a sudden whim to have his arti sung. 

The accoutrements (sandalwood, incense, and ghee), however, were not readily available as the arti 

ceremony was not being performed then, so Vishnu went to the women’s quarters to bring them. 

While waiting, Baba became upset with Vishnu’s delay and he motioned all to leave the room and 

stand outside. 

After a while, he called them back and asked, “What is the use of performing my arti if my 

mood is spoiled? You people pay more attention to the ingredients necessary for arti than to me! 

Are these things required when you are supposed to offer the arti from the innermost recesses of 

your heart? The things that matter for performing arti come from within the heart. If one’s heart is 

not in it, what purpose would it serve in bringing all the necessary ingredients for arti?” 

His discomfort from the boils continued, which was a cause of great worry to the mandali. 

As Chanji wrote, “Baba suffers much from the eruptions. None can tell what all these sufferings 

mean, or why he incurs such sufferance on himself.” 

Anna 104 had arrived from Nagar the same day, 14 March, and requested that Baba grace 

the wedding of Anna’s nephew in Sholapur. Rustom had gone to Bombay and he returned that 

night and reported to Baba. On the 16th, Shroff brought back three of his friends to see Baba, John 

Marquis, Dhunjisha and Beramji, and each was granted an individual interview. 

On Monday, 17 March 1930, Buasaheb scolded a boy named Ramu for some mischief and 

twisted the boy’s nose when he did not listen. Ramu complained to Baba, who told Vishnu to twist 

Buasaheb’s nose for breaking his order against physically reprimanding the boys. Buasaheb became 

very upset and that night quietly left without telling anyone, and began wandering the streets. 

Rising early the next morning, Baba woke the mandali and inquired the whereabouts of 

Buasaheb. They could not find him and informed Baba that he was missing. Baba sent Ramjoo and 

Raosaheb to search for him. 

Finally, finding him at a teashop, they brought him back, and Baba remarked, “Last night 

I had blisters on my tongue and lips, and I was suffering greatly because of them. But no one has 

any feelings for me; on the contrary, everyone tries to give me more trouble! I have to arrange 

things for the mandali, as well as for all the outside persons who come to see me with their personal 

affairs. And on top of this, Bua behaves in this disgraceful manner with me!” 

 

Narayan Maharaj had come to Nasik to attend the wedding of one of his devotees on the 

morning of 18 March 1930. Rustom informed Baba of his arrival, but Baba only remarked, “I send 



my love and blessings to Narayan.” Rustom, Pendu, Raosaheb, and Naval decided to see Narayan 

Maharaj without first seeking Baba’s permission. Upon seeing Narayan, Naval asked him if he 

could bring his family to meet him, but Narayan refused as he was leaving Nasik soon. 

Shortly after they returned to Sarosh Motor Works, a violent argument ensued between 

Naval and a business associate. It was a terrible scene. Naval had to be physically restrained, but 

he still managed to injure his leg in the scuffle. When Baba found out that they had gone to pay 

their respects to Narayan Maharaj, he called Raosaheb and reprimanded him: 

Why did you go to see Narayan Maharaj without my permission? And if you wanted to go, why go when I am 

right here in Nasik? It is a general rule that devotees of one Master do not go to another without permission, 

particularly when they are staying in the same place. 

Not one of you knows why. Two Masters, though they are internally one, cannot be served. If you say you have 

no Master except me, then why should you go to another at all, especially while I am staying here? It is against 

the law. It is not a small mistake; it is very serious. That is why I did not give permission when Rustom told me 

about the marriage, and sent only my blessing. But none of you could understand this, and the result of your 

disobedience was the rowdy and troublesome scene unnecessarily created at Sarosh Motor Works when you 

returned. If this fight had not occurred, all of you would have died! Learn a lesson from this and take it as a 

warning. 

There was a Muslim named Ghani Baba residing in Nasik whom some believed to be a 

wali. His brother, Ismail Baba, had met Baba at Gyas Manzil some days before. On 20 March, 

Ghani Baba was persuaded by his brother to meet Meher Baba. Ghani Baba had protested coming, 

but when he was taken upstairs he was overcome and became very reverent, bowing to Baba, who 

gave him prasad. 

After he had gone, Baba explained, “Those saliks like him who are advanced, particularly 

those with powers, cannot approach me. I am too powerful for them. Their powers would be 

withdrawn; therefore, they usually do not come to me. Ghani Baba is good. He knows me a little. 

He is in the line [on the Path] and more advanced than Mastan.”438 

Rustom, Naoroji, and Kaka Baria arrived from Bombay late that night. 

 

On Friday, 21 March 1930, Baba traveled to Sholapur in a bus with eleven of the mandali 

to grace the wedding of Anna 104’s nephew, Malaya Jakkal. Among those going with Baba were 

Padri, Beheram, and Chhagan; Chanji was ordered to stay in Nasik and look after the two boys, 

Bhiwa and Chander; Rustom was ill in bed; and Adi and Pendu also remained in Nasik. 

The next day, Baba blessed the couple and gave darshan to thousands who had gathered. 

One unique feature of his visit was that during the marriage ceremony Baba remained seated like a 

yogi, wearing only his chaddis (long boxer shorts). 

Leaving Sholapur on 23 March, Baba proceeded to Pandharpur where he stayed for four 

hours. He then left for Panchgani, via Satara and Wai, where he spent the night. His host in 

Panchgani was the principal of the Hindu High School, Kalemama’s son-in-law Raosaheb M. V. 

Pandit and his family who welcomed Baba heartily. Baba appreciated Pandit’s efforts and praised 

the family’s devotion. Baba granted darshan to the students and then departed. After dropping off 

Kaka Shahane in Ahmednagar and Vishnu in Kopargaon, Baba returned to Nasik at 2:00 P.M. on 

25 March, and went to see Mehera and the other women mandali. 

Two persons had been waiting for Baba to return, and met him the next day, Arjun’s brother 

Bala Supekar of Poona and the sanyasi from Toka, Shankar Pate. Pate had been on a long begging 

tour, but now wished to work. Baba instructed Chanji to discuss it with Rustom. Dhake, Kalemama, 

 

438 The mast Mastan was stationed on one of the subtle planes. 



Shroff and Marquis also had interviews with Baba. Arti was performed every night at 8:00 P.M. at 

Gyas Manzil, and visitors were permitted to attend. Afterwards, they were told to leave and a 

private “meeting” (usually games, music, etc.) was held with the mandali and boys. 

Meanwhile, Baidul’s letter from Persia about Aga Ali was received. He wrote: “Aga Ali is 

much troubled. He has stopped eating and is anxious to come to Baba at any cost, with or without 

his mother.” 

Baba commented, “I will take care of the situation.” Later, Baba kissed Ali’s photo and 

remarked, “If Ali comes, all my recent ‘irritation’ and bad moods will subside.” 

Khak Saheb arrived suddenly on the 27th and spoke with Baba the following day, as did 

Minoo Pohowala, Memo, and Adi Jr. On Sunday, 30 March 1930, Shroff brought his family and 

friends to Nasik to see Baba who expounded on the nature of love to them: 

Love me and you will know me; but I am such a Reality that it is extremely difficult to know me. The price is 

love. No repetition of God’s name, no penance and no meditation is necessary — only love, and such love that 

it annihilates your ego. This means your love should be so deep that it makes you forget yourself and the world. 

This experience will leave you desireless, dazed and confounded. This is real love. 

You have feeling for me in your hearts, and because of it you may remember me often during the day, but you 

do not continuously. This feeling or devotion, though good, is not love. It should not be mistaken for love, 

because that real love to see and know God cannot be created. It has to be bestowed. It is bestowed through the 

grace of the Master, and such grace is conferred on a very, very lucky few. 

Still, don’t be discouraged. Although you do not have the love that is needed, you have deep feeling for me. Try 

always to remember me and to speak of me. This is the best beginning — the determination to be ready to 

receive the Master’s grace. If this continues, a day will come when you will be the lucky one to receive the 

great gift — the bestowal of my love. To be ready, perpetuate this feeling in your heart and increase it, making 

it deeper and deeper. 

How? By remembering me before starting and after finishing any work. Think of me before doing anything. If 

you have to write something [such as an exam paper], remember me before starting and then mentally say, 

“Baba, it is you, not I, who is writing.” 

A tavern keeper first receives cash from a customer before handing him the wine glass. He checks the coin to 

ascertain whether it is genuine or counterfeit. Similarly, the Sadguru also demands his price — not in money, 

but in love — before giving you the gift of love. You can deceive a wine seller by passing him counterfeit 

coins, but never a Sadguru. He has no use for “false coins” — the show of love. Here [with me], before the 

exchange takes place, one has to pay the full price. The price of knowing me is love — love, pure and simple. 

But love entails pain — the pain of the pangs and thirst of separation while constantly burning. This gradually 

minimizes the strength of the ego and eventually destroys it, because love never thinks of or cares for itself. It 

just burns its victim in love for its Beloved. And after this burning gradually diminishes the ego and it is 

eventually totally annihilated, love makes its victim realize the Self. 

Later that day, Dastur complained to Baba about the lack of privacy in Gyas Manzil. He 

had been complaining for several days, and Baba got fed up with him and several others. He ordered 

the mandali to vacate the Manzil − within ten minutes! − and move to Sarosh Motor Works. All 

their belongings were immediately removed, piled onto a truck and several buses, and taken to the 

workshop. Arrangements were made there for the mandali and boys’ accommodations. Pleader was 

given a separate room the next day. Baba ordered him not to leave it and to remain on only milk 

and bananas. 

Although Dastur was also allotted separate quarters for his office in the workshop, he was 

still not satisfied and was upset by the sudden shift. On 31 March, Dastur said he was going on a 

hunger strike. Upset by his antics, Baba remarked to the mandali, “He himself commits faults and 

goes on a hunger strike! He gets upset and blames others! Fasting is good, because it reduces anger. 

If Dastur were to fast for 20 years, he would not even need a Master! 

“A Sadguru has no necessity to fast,” Baba concluded. “But if he fasts, it is for the benefit 

of others.” 



After a few days, Baba wished to enter seclusion in the forest of Panchgani Valley near 

Mahabaleshwar. On Wednesday, 2 April 1930, he sent Kalemama to Panchgani in order to arrange 

things. Until the arrangements were complete, Baba decided to return to Meherabad. Gadekar had 

also come to Nasik and invited Baba to Sangamner, where he was now working. He introduced his 

fiancée, Gunatai, (either on this visit or another) and Baba agreed to come to Ahmednagar to attend 

their wedding. Gunatai and Gadekar had met when they were students in Poona. They were later 

married in Ahmednagar, and Baba attended their wedding along with the mandali. 439 

Baba ordered Pleader to stay in Nasik and continue fasting on milk. He also sent him this 

message, “I am arranging a good place of seclusion for myself and the mandali. When all is settled, 

I will send for you.” 

A notice was issued by Baba, which he instructed to be circulated among the mandali. It 

read: 

Three months after I go into seclusion, I will make Pleader enter the Path. Otherwise, he will be free to go 

anywhere and to do anything he pleases, but he will have no further connection with me. 

On 2 April, some of the mandali were feeling depressed and complained to Baba, “Staying 

with you is nothing but harassment. Life is so full of hardships now. There is no other thought in 

our minds and hearts except death. We look happy to others; we eat and spend time with everyone 

who comes, but who sees the dagger piercing our hearts?” 

In reply, Baba explained, consoling them: 

It is my grace! This is my real mercy which descends on a very, very select few. These are my friends. They are 

my lovers to whom I give the gift of sorrow and distress. It is a gift much greater than gold — of incalculable 

value — and not given to all. This gift is only for my beloved children. We Masters can grant a world of gold, 

of happiness and prosperity to others by our blessings, but this rare and great gift of privations, troubles and 

suffering is destined for only a few. 

So, don’t be anxious. Remember that I love most those whose hearts I pierce and who, though their hearts are 

wounded, stay with me and stick to me through thick and thin. Were I to use my dagger on outsiders, they 

would not dare approach me! I keep them happy with praise and encouragement so that they may be in my 

contact and gradually be fit to bow down to me in the real sense of the word. For my friends — I kill them and 

it is my highest mercy on them! What is my mercy? What is my grace? It is your trouble and harassment! 

Baba then left Nasik for Meherabad at four in the afternoon in two trucks with fifteen of 

the mandali. Along the way he stopped at Sangamner, where Gadekar had arranged a darshan 

program. After eating dinner at Gadekar’s house, Baba left for Ahmednagar where he and the men 

were met at Akbar Press by Nusserwan, Kaka Shahane and Borker. They spent the night there and 

went to Meherabad the following morning. 

Among those who had been teachers in the school at Meherabad, Ramchandra Gadekar 

was the one who worked most tirelessly to disseminate Meher Baba’s name and messages to people 

wherever he traveled. He would light Baba’s lamp of love in each new vicinity, and this was the 

reason that for years Baba wore the sandals made by Gadekar’s father Kanhoba. Those hand-

stitched sandals were the medium through which Gadekar and his family were kept at Baba’s feet 

forever. 

Nusserwan Satha was involved with the non-cooperation movement against the British 

government, agitating for India’s independence. On Thursday, 3 April 1930, while discussing the 

situation of India with Nusserwan, Baba remarked: 

 
439 Gunatai was Gadekar’s third wife. Gadekar’s first wife had died at Meherabad when he was serving as a 

teacher in Baba’s school, and a second wife had left him soon after their marriage.  



The Viceroy [Lord Irwin; British ruler of India] is good-hearted and he cares for the welfare of India, but no one 

in England has an appreciation for Mahatma Gandhi’s ideals. Those politicians in England are not in the least 

affected, in spite of so much non-cooperation going on in India. 

India will have independence, but the reaction of all this agitation will greatly harm the country. The rashness of 

modern youth will prove a calamity; such impudence and impetuosity are greatly harmful for the spiritual path. 

The topic shifted to religion and Baba made these comments: 

In all religions, the beginning of opposition against the priest class is welcome, because at present the priest 

class is the greatest obstacle in the path of spirituality. The rigid and deep-rooted beliefs and prejudices of age-

old customs, rites and rituals which the priests have inherited, tolerated, and nourished in the name of religion 

are the greatest possible impediment. So if the downfall of this junta is brought about, the firmly imbedded 

prejudices and rites will be destroyed. Although there is the risk of people becoming indifferent to God and 

religion, these can still be revived afterward once these rotting prejudices are uprooted. 

Mastan was the first mast to stay at Meherabad and had been kept there by Baba since 

1925. Sidhu was looking after him during 1930. When Baba and the mandali arrived at Meherabad, 

Baba embraced Mastan, who was ecstatically happy. Baba remarked “Here is a soul at peace. He 

is the only one who does not trouble and harass me. Although he appears to be outwardly 

unconscious of the world, in reality, he is superconscious. He is aloof from and has nothing to do 

with the world, remaining always intoxicated in love for God.” 

No sooner had Baba settled back in Meherabad than there was a great demand for his 

darshan, not only from Arangaon villagers but from many who had come from Nagar as well. It 

was noon by the time the darshan finished. 

Baba led the mandali up Meherabad Hill in the blazing summer sun, remarking, “The heat 

is intense, but for my work I will have to climb up the hill.” Sidhu soaked a mosquito net in water 

and four of the mandali held it over Baba’s head, shading him as he ascended the hill. 

Baba then told Sidhu to go to Ahmednagar and pick up the mail and any telegrams. In those 

days, all correspondence for Baba was sent to Akbar Press and someone from Meherabad would 

collect it daily. Baba gave this order to Sidhu in the early afternoon, but Sidhu decided to leave for 

Ahmednagar later when the heat had lessened. 

After some time, Baba saw Sidhu and asked why he was still there. “The sun is so strong, 

Baba,” Sidhu replied. “I will go after a little while.” 

“Aren’t you ashamed to speak to me like that?” Baba snapped. “When I asked you to leave, 

I meant at that very moment and you still haven’t gone.” 

Sidhu said he would start out immediately. Baba said, “Now, what is the use of going after 

disobeying me?” Sidhu quietly left, thinking that Baba had no compassion in sending him to 

Ahmednagar by bicycle in such heat. 

Shortly thereafter, Baba sent Kalingad in a truck to bring Sidhu back. Baba explained to 

Sidhu, “I am sorry; I truly am merciless. I didn’t know what I was doing. Sometimes it happens. If 

you ever find me behaving like this again, remind me about it.” Sidhu asked Baba’s forgiveness 

for not obeying him. 

Later that day, Baba called all the mandali and had a serious discussion about the state of 

his financial affairs. “We are short of funds and meeting expenses will be difficult from now on. 

What should we do?” 

Raosaheb spontaneously offered to go to Bombay to raise the money. “Splendid! It is a 

very good idea,” Baba gestured. “But will you be able to return by tomorrow? You must return 

within 24 hours.” Raosaheb assured Baba that he would definitely return in time. 

Raosaheb promptly left for Bombay, but was unable to return to Meherabad the following 

day. Baba was impatiently waiting for him and inquired frequently about him. 



On the third day, Raosaheb returned, but Baba was not at all pleased to see him. Scowling, 

Baba asked, “Why did you fail to show up yesterday? Why did you disobey me?” Raosaheb could 

not say anything, but silently placed a huge bundle of currency notes at Baba’s feet, thinking this 

would please Baba. 

But, on the contrary, Baba instructed Chhagan, “Pick up that money and burn it!” Chhagan 

took it — almost Rs.5,000! — and did as he was instructed. Raosaheb was aghast − as were the 

other mandali. 440 

Baba explained, “You thought that I would be pleased at seeing the money. What value 

does money have for me? Even if you place the treasure of the whole world before me, it is nothing 

but shit to me! You broke my order! I would have been pleased had you not brought the money and 

returned the day I wished. How can you know what pain you have caused me by breaking my 

order? I don’t want lucre; I want love!” 

Raosaheb sought Baba’s forgiveness. Baba consoled him and then advised, “Always follow 

my orders. If you grant me this gift of obedience, no other gift, however valuable, will compare to 

it.” 

 

During April 1930, Feramroj Bejanji Workingboxwala, 29, of Bombay came to Meherabad 

for Baba’s darshan with his friend, Khodabanda Beheram Irani. Khodabanda had met Baba before, 

but this was Feram’s first visit. When Baba called them into the small room he was sitting in at the 

Mess Quarters, they noticed Baba leafing through the pages of the Illustrated Weekly of India. 

Feram thought, “How can a Sadguru, who knows everything in the universe, be interested in 

reading magazines?” 

Although Baba was in seclusion and not giving darshan to anyone, surprisingly, he 

welcomed both men lovingly. He asked Feram about his family, his health, where he worked, how 

much was his salary, and so forth. Feram told Baba about his recurring asthma, but Baba remarked, 

“I only read magazines and newspapers and do not know anything about such matters. So what can 

I say? I really don’t know why people bother to come to me.” 

These remarks deepened Feram’s faith in Baba. Baba instructed Feram and Khodabanda 

to stay in Meherabad for two days, but within minutes he asked them to depart for Bombay, 

particularly emphasizing to them not to get down on the station platform at Poona where the train 

halted for more than an hour. 

A year later, Feram moved to Nasik according to Baba’s wishes. Baba had him employed 

in the Sarosh Motor Works office. From that time forward, Feram Workingboxwala entire life was 

dedicated to living according to the Master’s orders. 441 

 

When Baba and the mandali had moved to Nasik, only Bomanji and his family were living 

in Meherabad. According to Baba’s instructions, the Bomanji family was in charge of the 

Meherabad property and was responsible for its maintenance. Soon after Baba returned, Bomanji 

met with him regarding the property. He poured forth a tale of woe, describing the troubles and 

hardships his family had to bear in living alone at Meherabad. Baba replied, “How lucky you are 

that I am free to travel on tour and leave everything at Meherabad in your care. Meherabad cannot 

 
440 Five thousand rupees was a considerable amount of money in 1930. 

441 Feram knew shorthand and wrote down many of Baba’s messages verbatim. He later became 

recordkeeper to Baba’s secretary Adi Sr. After Baba dropped his body, Feram assisted in the translation of 

Meher Prabhu (Lord Meher) from Hindi to English. 



be vacated and I will have to keep someone here at present. Because of my trust in you, I have kept 

you here for the time being. If you have troubles, put up with them. Bear all hardships; they are 

good for you. What a great thing it is that, even in the face of all difficulties, you continue to remain 

here according to my wish.” 

Baidul returned from Persia with Ali Akbar, arriving at Meherabad on Friday, 4 April 1930. 

Baidul told Baba that, despite his best efforts, he could not bring Aga Ali because the boy’s relatives 

would not allow him to leave. 

Baba commented, “There is love in Ali — the longing, the sorrow of separation, a disgust 

with remaining in Persia — and everything else that is necessary. But it remains to be seen whether 

he listens to me or not. If he follows what I say, it is enough for me. Love means longing. Love 

means restlessness. Love means harassment. Love means separation. It is all necessary.” 

Baba then directed Baidul to return to Persia after resting in Meherabad for a few months 

and instructed him further about trying to bring Aga Ali back to India. Buasaheb was sent to Poona 

the same day, and Nusserwan and Kaka Chinchorkar came to see Baba. 

On the 6th, Padri and Vishnu brought in a bundle of clothes belonging to the deceased 

Sadhu Christian Leik (who had died six months before), and Baba distributed the garments among 

the men. Baba offered a pair of trousers to Raosaheb, who reluctantly said that he had enough pants. 

His reply displeased Baba, as it was only an excuse, because Raosaheb did not like the idea of 

wearing someone else’s clothing. Baba angrily ordered him, “Put those trousers on right now!” 

Raosaheb replied that they were too small. Baba gestured, “Even if they don’t fit, when I 

offer you something, you should accept it humbly. You people have to learn humility! Don’t answer 

back like that! Don’t go on repeating, ‘This is useless … That is not right.’ Why are you so proud?” 

Irritated, Raosaheb left Baba’s presence in a huff. After a short while, Baba sent Chhagan 

with a garland of flowers for Raosaheb. This enraged Raosaheb even more and he exclaimed to 

Chhagan, “Pir, wali, Sadguru, murshid! All have left and only Baba remains, but he is beating us 

with brooms today. Has it affected us in any way? We are still as we were.” (Raosaheb’s comments 

meant that, even though they had accepted Meher Baba as the sole spiritual authority, he would 

goad his disciples like this, which they had to endure.) 

Chhagan returned and informed Baba about what Raosaheb had said. Baba sent for 

Raosaheb and reprimanded him, “You animal, why is there so much pride in you? What do you 

mean by saying such things? No one has left! All Sadgurus are where they were. It is you who are 

leaving them. It is no use throwing dust at the sun! It will hurt your own eyes. If you strike glass 

on a stone, it is the glass which will break into pieces — not the stone. 

“It is not easy using a broom! If I don’t use it, how else will your anger be removed? When 

I use my broom, you have seen how all your dirt [lust, greed and anger] is swept away.” 

Raosaheb clarified his feelings, “I have no objection to putting on anyone else’s clothing, 

but from childhood I have been taught that it is wrong.” 

Baba again scolded him, “You fool! It is for this very reason that I have spent so much time 

with you. Jungli! Idiot, you should accept what the Master says! You are not required to think about 

it. 

“This is the reason why priests have such a firm hold over the minds of common people; 

to eradicate this hold is most difficult. You have been with me for so many years, and see how 

firmly your upbringing is still rooted in you. If you don’t listen now, you will be born as a frog in 

your next birth! Now will you listen to me?” This comment made Raosaheb smile and he 

apologized for his behavior. 

The next day, Baba called a 6:00 A.M. meeting with Buasaheb, Raosaheb, Vishnu, and 

Chanji. He sent Vishnu to Nasik and then to Panchgani to help in arrangements for Baba’s 

upcoming visit there. Chanji was sent to Bombay in connection with bringing Aga Ali from Persia. 



Chanji was to see Ali’s father in Bombay and make him agree to some decision about Ali’s return, 

so that Baidul might not face more difficulties in bringing him to India. Baba instructed Raosaheb 

to go to Nasik, also, and then to Bombay to help Chanji. 

Three days later on Wednesday, 9 April 1930, Baba, with a group of eighteen (which 

included Buasaheb, Chhagan, Kalemama, Gustadji, Jalbhai, Chanji, Kalingad, and a few other 

boys), took a bus to Panchgani. They were the guests of Raosaheb Pandit, the principal of the Hindu 

High School. The mandali stayed in specially constructed grass huts near the school, and Baba was 

given a room inside the school.442 

Visiting Tiger Valley in Panchgani the next day, Baba selected a spot in the forest for his 

seclusion. Baba instructed Kalemama to have a cave dug there and have it ready within a month. 

Kalemama, an engineer, promptly proceeded with the work and began drawing up the excavation 

plans. Huts were to be built in the valley for Baba, the mandali, and the boys. 

Baba then stated: 

On 15 May, I will enter seclusion. Four of you will sit with me in seclusion, but will be separated. Four others 

will keep watch day and night on both sides of the cave. Including myself, all nine of us will have to fast on 

milk. No one else but Chhagan will approach me for special instructions. 

I will give up the use of the alphabet board during this period and will not see anyone. I will not even see the 

four watchmen. There will be a stop to all darshan and correspondence. I have decided to follow this program 

for six months, after which I will come out of seclusion. 

All should be on guard and attentive. Simply my pondering of this seclusion during the last few days has in 

itself given rise to strikes, religious agitation by the Untouchables and political agitation by groups clamoring 

for independence all over India. If only my thinking of and planning this seclusion has made these disturbances 

erupt, how can you have any idea of what will happen by my actual entering into seclusion. 

Be prepared to hear of bloodshed. There will be severe tension between the Hindus and Muslims. Antagonism 

between the higher and lower caste Hindus will prevail. Gandhi’s followers will be on one side and those who 

oppose him, including the government, Muslims, and even half of the Hindu population [Untouchables] on the 

other side. His movement will be a failure, creating severe alienation between different parties, communities, 

and against the government, resulting in unprecedented bloodshed. 

A telegram was then sent to Ardeshir in Persia to bring Aga Ali. Baba later instructed 

Chhagan to find a few good boys in the area. Chhagan brought three lads, but Baba did not approve 

of any. Besides working on the cave, Baba also asked Kalemama to bring a boy from Panchgani. 

On Friday, 11 April, Kalemama was sent to Savantwadi to talk with the Maharaja there. 

Tiger Valley was under the Maharaja’s jurisdiction and permission was required before the digging 

work could begin. Baba remarked, “Who knows whether the Maharaja will permit me to use this 

place? If he permits it, it would be better; otherwise, we will have to leave. The Maharaja is a good 

king and devotional; he used to visit Swami Siddharudh and is interested in the Path.”443 

Upon request, the Maharaja did permit Kalemama to construct a cave in Tiger Valley and 

expressed his wish to dedicate it to Meher Baba. 

 

Meanwhile, when Chhagan was out looking for a boy, he spotted a handsome youth 

working in a restaurant in Wai. He asked the boy if he would come with him to Panchgani, and the 

boy replied he would first have to ask his employer. Finally after much persuasion, the manager 

agreed. 

 
442 The Hindu High School in Panchgani is now known as Sanjeevan Vidhyalaya. 

443 Swami Siddharudh was a Hindu saint, whose tomb is in Sholapur, Maharashtra. 



Chhagan brought the boy to Baba who at first liked him very much. But after a few minutes, 

Baba disapprovingly noticed a small cut on the boy’s leg, and directed Chhagan, “Take the boy to 

Meherabad, where Padri can treat his wound. Tell Padri to bring him to Panchgani once the wound 

is healed.” 

Chhagan was puzzled by Baba’s instructions, as the boy’s injury seemed minor. He 

wondered why Baba was making such a fuss, forcing him to take the boy all the way to Meherabad, 

when a local doctor could easily have treated the wound. But he did not say anything and, before 

he left, Baba further instructed him to be sure to contact Sadashiv Patil in Poona on the way and 

deliver a message, which Baba dictated. 

Chhagan then left Panchgani with the boy, whose name was Yusuf. In Poona, as he was 

nearing Sadashiv’s house, a Muslim woman who was filling her water vessels at a public well saw 

the boy and suddenly began calling out, “Yusuf, Yusuf!” She came running to the boy, embraced 

him and cried, “Yusuf, my son, where have you been? I can’t believe it is really you! I have been 

longing for sight of you day and night for years! My son, have you forgotten your own mother?” 

A crowd gathered and Chhagan could not understand what was happening. He grew 

frightened by the presence of so many people and forced his way to Sadashiv’s house, where he 

described the situation to him. Sadashiv approached the woman and questioned her. He found out 

the woman’s only son had disappeared from home five years before, and she and her husband’s 

search had proved fruitless. The parents were overwrought with distress at their failure to locate 

their lost child. Grief-stricken, they had all but given up hope of ever seeing him again. 

Chhagan then asked Sadashiv, “What am I to do now? Baba’s order was to take the boy to 

Meherabad.” Sadashiv sent a telegram to Baba explaining the situation. Baba’s reply promptly 

came, instructing Chhagan to leave the boy with his parents and return to Panchgani. Only then did 

Chhagan understand why Baba had sent him on this journey. The message Baba had given Chhagan 

to convey to Sadashiv was nothing important, but Baba wished to reunite the child with his 

heartbroken parents. 

 

A few months before, Baba had paid a brief, unscheduled visit to the Kolhapur High 

School, which he liked very much. The school, based on spiritual ideals, was run by two dedicated, 

selfless individuals. At the invitation of its principal, Topkhane, Baba left Panchgani on Saturday, 

12 April 1930 for a three-day visit to Kolhapur. They arrived at 9:00 P.M. and were taken outside 

the city to the Tapovan, where they were accommodated. 

Baba was up early the next morning, by 5:00 A.M. to visit the boys during their prayers. 

At 8:00 A.M. he played a game of cricket with them, and at nine had tea. The boys flocked around 

Baba and each asked Jalbhai for a photo-ring of Baba and a photograph. Chanji wrote, “It seemed 

as if the long-forgotten Meherashram atmosphere was revived again.” 

At ten o’clock Baba was accorded a grand reception by the faculty and students in the 

school, who all had labored to receive the Master with full homage. 

One young student had worked so hard that he had fallen ill from exhaustion. When Baba 

had first arrived and came to know of this, he asked to be taken to meet the devoted lad before 

anyone else. The boy had a high fever, but was thrilled at seeing the Master and in all humility said, 

“If you are a real Baba [a true Sadguru], I will be well by tomorrow to work in your service.” The 

next day, the boy felt well enough to attend the programs. Baba specified that the boy sit beside 

him and paid special attention to him. 

Baba gave a discourse on meditation and the purpose of creation, which Vishnu related in 

Marathi. Baba urged the boys to meditate for fifteen minutes a day, explaining in a simple way 

exactly how to do this: 



Early in the morning, after your ablutions, sit alone in a secluded corner, and begin thinking: God is One. God 

is everywhere. God is in everything. God is beyond everything. 

These four thoughts should be uppermost in your mind for five minutes. Other thoughts will come, but you 

should concentrate your mind only on these four thoughts. And no dozing! If you feel like dozing, wash your 

face and start again. 

Then for ten minutes, silently repeat Om with each breath, inhaling and exhaling, without opening your mouth. 

None has any idea of what real meditation means and its advantages. It brings forth all the wonderful powers 

latent in the mind. The mind’s powers are really wonderful, but none knows it. 

An evening gathering was held at the school on the 13th. At the request of Topkhane and 

Dixit, Baba planted a mango tree on the school grounds. One of the youngsters was called on the 

stage and given charge of looking after the tree. Dixit, the vice-principal, told the boys, “As the tree 

grows and selflessly gives out its fruit to others, so also should you grow in moral and spiritual 
greatness, and then selflessly serve others who are in need. This is the lesson taught by Meher 

Baba.” 

Topkhane delivered a short speech on that occasion in Marathi, from which the following 

is an excerpt: 

What we as teachers by our sincerest efforts have failed to do during the past twelve years — to inculcate love 

and morality in the hearts of the boys — Meher Baba, by his very presence, has in one day created that love in 

them. This we could never have done. It is concrete proof of what a Sadguru can do! 

I firmly believe that there is no need to “seek out” Sadgurus, who, being realized souls, know and see where 

thirsty souls are and contact them themselves to give them a lifting hand. I believe that Shri Baba must have 

seen that there are struggling, yearning souls here with higher aspirations, and hence has come here to bestow 

his grace and august blessings. 

I pray to Shri Sadguru Meher Baba to continue to have his grace and nazar on this institution. 

Baba dictated these remarks, which Vishnu related: 

Out of all the paths to Self-Realization, the path of karma-yoga [service] is the most advisable for you. Sincere, 

selfless service to others, which if done wholeheartedly, will gradually wipe away much of the [lower] self 

element in one’s nature, and enable one to progress steadily yet surely towards the Goal of salvation and Self-

Realization. Although the grace of a Sadguru is essential for reaching the Goal, this selfless service, if sincerely 

done, will render one worthy of the grace of a guru. 

I am indeed highly pleased to see such a clean, healthy, devotional atmosphere here, the feeling of brotherhood, 

love between the teacher and the taught, and an intense longing for the higher ideals of life here and hereafter, 

culminating in a desire for divinity. That is the reason I feel so happy here amongst the devotional souls whose 

inner yearnings I know fully well and highly like and appreciate. 

Baba gave his blessings to the teachers and students and promised “to give you all a helping 

inner push on the Path, if you act sincerely in accordance with my advice and instructions,” which 

made them very happy. 

On Monday, 14 April, Baba and the mandali went to Annasaheb Kale’s residence for lunch, 

and in the evening at the Tapovan Baba played a game of field hockey with the schoolboys. While 

Baba was playing with the boys, the ex-Diwan of Kolhapur state and two other influential men 

drove up in an expensive car. They were surprised to find Meher Baba playing hockey. They desired 

darshan and Baba granted their request, and dictated this brief message: 

With children, I am a child; with the old, I am old. With women, I am a woman; with men, a man. With the 

rich, I am rich; and with the poor, I am poor. Despite all this, I love children most as they have no desires. I 

enjoy playing with them, and my playing with them makes them drink Wine [feel love], which they can drink 

more of while playing. 



There was an entertainment program and dinner at the Tapovan that night for 100 persons. 

Baba sat with the boys. In the course of speaking with the boys, some ill-feelings between a few of 

them came to light and Baba scolded them about it. Many wept in regret and Baba forgave them, 

promising, “If you all behave well, as instructed, for only four months, without giving any cause 

for complaint, I will come here again and break my silence here!” 

Baba left Kolhapur at noon on the 15th of April, reaching Panchgani the same day. 

 

In Panchgani, Baba would daily walk to the excavation site where his seclusion cave was 

being dug. On one of these inspection tours, Baba made reference to his past incarnation as Shivaji, 

“Being in Tiger Valley reminds me of my past days here. This mountain area was then full of the 

noise and bustle of continuous activity on all four sides for there was a military camp in this jungle.” 

Near the huts where Baba and the mandali were staying was a mosque. As was customary 

early each morning and several times throughout the day, the name of God was shouted loudly by 

a pronounced, hoarse voice: “ALLAH! ALLAH! ALLAH!” When the mandali were discussing 

this on Thursday, 17 April 1930, Baba commented, “Is God deaf? Where is the necessity of 

shouting His name so loudly? It makes one’s heart skip a beat! But God does not listen to such 

bleating. He has an ear only for the voice of the heart, of which the world has no idea.” 

The digging of Baba’s cave was going slowly. On 19 April, showing his displeasure at the 

tedious pace, Baba asked the mandali if they thought the cave would be ready by the 15th of May. 

All expressed their doubts, but Kalemama assured Baba he would do his best to see that the cave 

was ready in time. However, Baba remarked, “I think it is better if we return to Meherabad where 

a cave for seclusion can be dug more easily.” Padri, who had come to Panchgani, was willing to 

proceed to Meherabad to take up the work, but Kalemama promised Baba that the cave would be 

ready on time. Baba then canceled the Meherabad plan and decided to go to Bombay until the cave 

was finished. 

John Marquis and Dhunjisha came to Panchgani on 20 April, and Baba permitted Marquis 

to return to Panchgani in mid-May before Baba entered seclusion. Baba spent that day with the few 

boys accompanying him, playing cricket and permitting them (and the mandali) to have their meals 

with him. Baba instructed Chhagan and Vishnu to individually tutor the boys in English and 

arithmetic, with Baba’s personal help. Chhagan was also sent to Sholapur and Pandharpur to bring 

a few good boys, and Vishnu was sent to Poona. 

On the 24th Rao left for Bombay with instructions for Kaka Baria to bring his car to 

Panchgani. 

On Saturday, 26 April 1930, Baidul brought a boy to Panchgani. Baba left for Bombay that 

same day at 10:00 A.M. with the mandali.444 The next morning he visited the Elephanta Caves, 

Wilson Dam, Mazagaon gardens, and Bhandarwada reservoir. They went to Hanging Gardens also, 

but as it was a Sunday and crowded, they drove off. Meanwhile, Baba had sent Chhagan, Pendu, 

Raosaheb, and Vishnu in search of “good boys” and they brought six. Except for a boy called 

Bhaiya (Brother), Baba promptly sent the others away after giving them new clothes. 

In the afternoon Baba went by taxi to Victoria Gardens, which was also crowded, so they 

drove to Worli. He went back to the zoo at the gardens the next day, and spent about 20 minutes in 

front of the lions and monkeys’ cages. A worker there recognized Baba and requested his blessing, 

which Baba gave. 

In Bombay, Baba visited the homes of Dina Talati’s mother Rupamai, Kaka Baria, and 

Naoroji Dadachanji. Naoroji and Chanji’s father Hormusji was a pious, orthodox Zoroastrian; an 

honest and saintly person. Hormusji had developed cancer of the throat and was unable even to 

 
444 It is not recorded where Baba stayed in Bombay, but most likely at Kaka Baria’s sister’s apartment. 



drink water, but Baba ordered him to eat fish. Taken aback (Hormusji was a strict vegetarian), he 

nevertheless ate some fish as Meher Baba’s prasad. It was truly extraordinary that the old man who 

could hardly swallow a sip of water was suddenly able to eat fish. Thereafter, he began taking food 

and, though he was still very weak, his pain lessened. Sometime afterward, he died a peaceful death 

and the whole family was grateful to Baba for easing the old man’s last months. 

Baba, the mandali and two new boys returned to Panchgani on the 29th, traveling in two 

cars (eight in a Buick and six in a DeSoto). Pendu, Chhagan, Raosaheb, and Babu Kale traveled by 

train. Baba sent the boys back to Bombay the next day in the DeSoto, along with Vishnu and 

Chhagan. 

On Wednesday, 30 April 1930, Baba and some of the mandali rode in the Buick to 

Mahabaleshwar to see a Hindu Mahadev temple called Gaimukh (Cow’s Mouth). The squat temple 

encloses a stone cow at one end of a pool of water. From the cow’s mouth a stream of water pours 

out and runs into the pool, which overflows down a plateau into the valley. This is the traditional 

source of the Krishna River and its tributaries. Baba visited Mahabaleshwar the next day also. 

Nilu arrived on 2 May for a few days, during his summer holidays from medical school, 

and Ghani, Sadashiv, and Tyebali arrived the following evening and stayed for almost a week. 

Kaka Baria came too for a few days. 

On Sunday, 4 May 1930, Baba again visited Kolhapur where he was received with 

reverence by the faculty and boys of the high school. For two days, Baba spent much time 

instructing the teachers concerning their conduct in running the school and about the boys’ 

education. On one occasion, there was a bhajan program. 

On the 7th, after returning to Panchgani, Baba further instructed the mandali about 

searching for boys: 

Remember four things to look for in your search for the right boys: they should be good looking, healthy, smart, 

and clever. Despite your best efforts for the past six months, you have not brought one suitable boy to me. 

A common truck driver can find an energetic boy to help him; for their purposes, worldly people can find boys 

to their liking. Yet, a Sadguru is unable to find a single, solitary boy for his special purpose! Despite this, we 

should keep in mind my circumstances and the fight between myself and maya, which has created these 

circumstances. The reason is that I have to do my important work, and that work is done with the help of maya. 

Maya is opposing my work, yet this very maya is the medium of my work. 

During April and May 1930, the mandali would bring boys to Baba after thoroughly 

searching the area every day; but still Baba would send them back either immediately or after a few 

days. He would play with the boys and discourse to them in simple terms. Each evening Baba 

would explain spiritual subjects to the former Meher Ashram boys. On frequent occasions, these 

boys would accompany Baba on hikes. Baba was seeing no one else in Panchgani and had ordered 

that even Raosaheb Pandit’s family (Kalemama’s son-in-law and Baba’s host) was forbidden to 

meet him. 

A spiritual seeker named Biharilal had met Baba at Meherabad the previous year, and Baba 

permitted him to stay with the mandali. He was sent to Ahmednagar on the 30th and returned with 

his nephew, Gotya. Baba liked Gotya and kept the boy with him for some days. 

Some of the mandali had shared in the work of digging the cave at Tiger Valley from the 

very beginning and would work hard whenever they were not on tour with Baba to Bombay, Poona, 

or Kolhapur. But from Thursday, 8 May 1930, to help speed up the work, all the men mandali were 

recruited to lend a hand. They would mix the cement and carry water from below to the excavation 

site. 

One evening, as the last concrete was being applied, clouds suddenly gathered in the sky 

and threatened a heavy downpour (which would have ruined all the cement work executed that 

day). Baba stepped out of his hut to view the sky. Soon after, an argument broke out between Masaji 



and Kaka Shahane. It was as if their quarreling drove away the clouds, because it did not rain until 

eleven that night, which allowed the work to be completed and the concrete to set. 

On the 9th, while perusing the newspaper headlines, Baba remarked, “Mahatma Gandhi 

has been arrested; Sholapur is in the grip of a riot.445 In Rangoon, a cyclone has taken the lives of 

1,000 people, leaving 30,000 homeless and without shelter.” 

Baba then reminded the mandali of what he had disclosed earlier, “During one of my 

Avataric periods [advents], I was in seclusion in Burma for ten years without food. And now, as I 

prepare to enter seclusion, there are riots, strikes and confusion in all four directions. Yet this is 

nothing [major] and the chaos will increase. But if the disturbances increase on a wider scale, I will 

have to change the place of my seclusion.” 

That day a telegram was received from Kolhapur informing Baba that Dixit (the vice-

principal of the high school) had stopped speaking and eating, and was even refusing water. He 

was said to be weeping out of love for Baba. In response, Baba sent Dixit certain instructions by 

telegram. 

A devoted professional singer from Poona named Master Krishna came to Panchgani and 

performed for Baba that day from 10:00 P.M. to 2:00 A.M. 

On 12 May, Manek Shroff came for the Master’s darshan with John Marquis, who had 

come a few weeks before. When asked what he wanted, Manek said that he wanted God. “To attain 

God is extremely difficult,” Baba stated. “Only the brave can realize Him.” 

Manek nevertheless showed his complete willingness to obey Baba. Thereupon, Baba 

informed him about his seclusion, “Some of my mandali will also be in seclusion, fasting on milk.” 

Manek expressed his wish to be included among them and, in spite of Baba’s admonitions, he 

persisted. So Baba sent him and Marquis to Meherabad with Pendu to remain there in seclusion, 

subsisting only on milk. Gustadji, Masaji, Anna 104, Biharilal, Nadirsha and Kaikhushru Yektai 

were to do the same, as were some of the mandali with Baba in Panchgani. Pendu and Homi 

Bhatena were to look after the needs of the Meherabad group. 

On Tuesday, 13 May 1930, Rustom arrived in Panchgani with Freiny, Dina Talati, and 

Padri, driving a new Chevrolet from Bombay. Baba proceeded in Kaka Baria’s new Buick to Poona 

with the mandali and boys, and the rest of the mandali went in a bus that had been placed at Baba’s 

disposal by Vithal Bhokre. 

By Sadashiv Patil’s arrangement, a darshan program was held in Poona. Baba sent Chhagan 

and Buasaheb to see his parents, but he himself did not go. (Chhagan and Buasaheb were instructed 

not to reveal Baba’s presence in Poona.) Baba returned to Panchgani in Kaka Baria’s Buick. 

On his return, Baba sent Raosaheb to Bombay to contact Aga Ali’s father. He also sent 

Kaka Baria to Nasik to stay with Naval and Dina. Burjor Sarkari (the young thief from Poona who 

had been living with the mandali for the past three years) was instructed to go to Bombay. Rustom 

also left by car for Nasik, as directed, and Vithal’s bus was returned to him in Poona. Thus, no 

motor vehicles remained in Panchgani for Baba’s transportation. Preparations for Baba’s seclusion 

in Tiger Valley were now complete. 

By Baba’s directive, Upasni Maharaj’s birthday was celebrated that year in Poona at 

Sadashiv’s house. After the celebration, several of Baba’s devotees, including Gulmai, came to 

Panchgani to meet Baba and see the cave. 

Meanwhile, selected ones in Nasik, Poona and Ahmednagar were also ordered to remain 

in seclusion and fast on milk. In Ahmednagar, the entire Satha family stayed secluded; in Poona, 

the Kasba Peth mandali did so; and in Nasik, Kaka Baria and a few others participated in the 

seclusion. 

 
445 Hindus in Sholapur had burned a Mohammedan man alive on a public road. 



 

Baba entered the cave in Tiger Valley for his seclusion at ten o’clock at night on Thursday, 

15 May 1930, and the mandali at Meherabad entered their separate rooms at the same time, 

according to his previous instructions. During the seclusion, Baba was not totally aloof, for he 

would come out of the cave occasionally and visit the grass huts of the mandali and boys nearby. 

On more than one occasion, Baba expressed much concern about bringing Aga Ali from 

Persia. He sent Raosaheb several times to Bombay to confer with Ali’s father, Haji, about when 

the boy might be returning to India. 

On the 17th, there was a discussion about the April issue of the Meher Message. Dastur 

had published a notice that some devotees of the Master were participating in the agitation by the 

Congress Party, “and I am also going to take part in it.” 

Baba did not wish to be associated with politics and remarked, “I have warned Dastur so 

many times to stay away from politics but, in spite of his promise to me, he is going against my 

wish. Let him do as he likes; I have no concern with him. He will repent for this.” 

On the morning of Tuesday, 20 May 1930, Baba rose early at four o’clock. After awakening 

the mandali, he stated, “From today, I have to keep myself in strict seclusion and not come out of 

the cave. So, before daybreak, all of you should proceed to the cave with your belongings.” 

Baba then walked toward the cave with Chanji. They first stopped at Vishnu’s hut, and 

Buasaheb, Baidul, Chhagan, and Ali Akbar brought Baba’s personal things along. Baba then 

assigned Vishnu the hut on the extreme left; on the right side below the cave, nearer to Baba, he 

gave the hut to Buasaheb, Chhagan, and Chanji; Baidul, Raosaheb, and Ali Akbar were assigned 

the upper hut, above the cave.446 Kaka Shahane and the boys remained in the huts down below, and 

all were prohibited from going near the cave. 

Before entering the cave, Baba asked, “Will the seclusion group in Meherabad last? I have 

grave doubts about Shroff and Marquis.” He retired inside the cave at exactly 9:45 P.M. The next 

morning, a telegram from Pendu arrived saying that Shroff and Marquis had left Meherabad. Baba 

expressed no surprise. 

As soon as the seclusion became more strict, people suddenly began coming for Baba’s 

darshan, but were prevented from going to the cave. A rumor had recently started in Panchgani that 

Meher Baba had confined himself inside a cave, the entrance had been sealed, and afterward to 

demonstrate his divine powers, he would emerge from the cave! This rumor made people flock for 

his darshan. When the mandali prevented them from approaching the area, they protested that they 

at least should be able to have a look at the cave from a distance. Acting on Baba’s instructions, no 

one was allowed to go to that side and some people climbed the steep hill from the other side to see 

the cave. People would come daily, and coping with all these visitors became a constant bother for 

the mandali. It was mid-summer, the peak tourist and honeymoon season in Panchgani; 

consequently, many curiosity seekers wished to see the cave “where Meher Baba had buried 

himself alive!”447 

Meanwhile, to make matters worse, it began raining heavily every night. Taking all these 

factors into consideration, on the 25th Baba suggested leaving for Meherabad. After six days in 

strict seclusion, Baba came out of the cave at 12:30 A.M. on Monday, 26 May 1930. No conveyance 

 
446 Raosaheb was in Bombay, but returned to Panchgani on 22 May 1930. He was sent back to Bombay on 

the 23rd for two days. Buasaheb was sent to Poona and Meherabad on the 24th. 

447 It is not unheard of in India that Masters take samadhi (die) of their own accord; in Hinduism, such a 

death is called jivan-samadhi. Sadguru Dnyaneshwar of Alandi was buried alive, as was Buaji Bua in 

Arangaon.  



was available, so they decided to proceed on foot to Wai. At such an hour in the dark jungle and 

with such a steep gradient, it was nearly impossible to procure a bullock cart to carry their luggage, 

but Chhagan resourcefully managed to hire one. As they trekked through the mountainous jungle, 

the bullock cart slowly came behind them. 

Meanwhile down in the valley, although Kaka Shahane and Kalemama were awake in the 

huts, they did not know that Baba was preparing to leave so soon. They came to know of his 

departure later when Ali Akbar did not turn up for breakfast. Baba subsequently sent them a written 

message informing them to join him at Meherabad. 

When Baba came out of seclusion on the 26th, he complained of a severe toothache in one 

of his molars, which only got worse as he walked in the early morning cold. After walking four 

hours, they reached Wai. They checked in to a dharamshala, where Baba took a bath. But he could 

not rest and had phonograph records played for an hour. Sadashiv was sent a telegram to come to 

Wai from Poona in Vithal’s bus by three in the afternoon. Raosaheb Pandit was informed that Baba 

had suddenly left the cave for his own reasons and was proceeding to Meherabad, and that Pandit 

should lock the cave at once and allow no one to enter it. 

Sadashiv arrived with the bus at 2:30; Baba and the group left immediately. They stopped 

in Poona at a petrol pump in Budhwar Peth, where those of the mandali who were fasting with 

Baba since the 15th were given milk. Baba was informed that five of the Kasba Peth mandali in 

seclusion had broken their fast, and that Sadashiv was taking buttermilk, instead of milk as ordered, 

because he could not digest milk. 

Leaving Poona at 5:40 P.M., Baba headed straight toward Meherabad, arriving at nine that 

night. (Vishnu and Sadashiv remained in Poona.) The journey proved to be tiring and 

uncomfortable, even though there were only five persons traveling in the bus that could 

accommodate 20. It was a bumpy ride and there were no cushions for Baba. Pendu was sent to 

Akbar Press to arrange with Nusserwan to supply milk to Meherabad the following day, as a 

sufficient amount was not available from Arangaon. 

As soon as they arrived in Meherabad, the work for Baba’s seclusion was begun. In the 

former premises of the Meher Ashram (the Water Tank reservoir), there were three halls which 

Baba directed Buasaheb to partition, providing separate rooms for those who were to be secluded. 

Those men staying at Meherabad who were already in seclusion were asked to come out for two 

days. 

Gulmai came at 9:00 A.M. on the 27th to see Baba, and Beheram came from Poona. 

 

Bomanji was still living in Meherabad with his family. Soon after Baba returned, a quarrel 

broke out between Bomanji’s wife Tehmina (Baily’s sister) and their servant Bhagu (Jamadar’s 

wife). Bomanji stopped Bhagu from coming to work and instead gave the job to Walu. The next 

day, neither of the servants turned up, as both were friends from Arangaon. 

The matter was brought to Baba’s attention on the 27th, and he criticized Bomanji, “You 

stopped one and allowed the other to come? When you take food by the mouth, you eliminate the 

waste from the anus. One opening is good; another is bad. But you forget that both are necessary 

and life is impossible without them. 

“Similarly, even if Bhagu were bad from your point of view, she is also good. She is sincere 

and has love. Although she has a mean temperament and is inquisitive by nature, she is good; and 

because of that, I have kept her at Meherabad. Do you remember how I once slapped Naja on 

account of her? 

“Everyone is pozuli [nosy], especially you Iranis! When you yourselves are like that, why 

find fault with others?” 



After inspecting the grounds, Baba became even more annoyed with Bomanji for not 

having watered the mango trees at Meherabad. He rebuked him, “For my own special reasons, I 

planted these seeds. Why were you so careless about the saplings? I kept you here to look after the 

management of Meherabad. Is this the way you are doing it? If so, I will have to find someone 

else.” Baba instructed him not to have anything further to do with the garden and trees at 

Meherabad. 

To change the mood, kites were flown, and Baba played marbles and atya-patya. The losers 

had their earlobes twisted by Baba. “Who can fathom the Master’s moods, whims, and work?” Age 

commented. “One moment the atmosphere around him was serious and the next playful.” 

On Wednesday, 28 May 1930, Baba visited the Satha family at Akbar Press. Someone 

complained that Piloo Satha was lazy, but Baba corrected the person, remarking, “Piloo’s heart is 

good. He has faith in me. That is enough for me and I am satisfied with him.” 

Later that day, Kalemama and Kaka Shahane returned to Meherabad from Panchgani as 

instructed. Adi Sr. arrived from Nasik with Mehera, Mani and Khorshed, and brought them to 

Meherabad the following morning with Gulmai and Dolly. 448 

That afternoon, Baba remained in Hall No. 3 of the Water Tank (east room) with the three 

boys Tukaram, Ali Akbar, and Kalingad. They were permitted to sleep in the room also, with 

Baidul, Raosaheb, and Chhagan sharing the nightwatch. 

Baba announced that he and the chosen mandali would begin their seclusion in three days 

on June 1st. To celebrate the “sitting in” (staying secluded), games were arranged all the next day. 

On the 29th, Baba came down the hill at 7:00 A.M. and held a meeting with the mandali 

on the verandah of the Jhopdi. Meals being supplied by Bomanji were not satisfactory, despite him 

being given sufficient funds. So it was decided that all would stay on milk during Baba’s seclusion. 

Those who were permitted meals could have bread with their milk once a day, or besan (chickpea 

flour dal) or chutney. 

Baba visited Kaka Shahane’s home in Ahmednagar for five minutes in Adi’s Buick. He 

returned to Meherabad bringing Kaka, his son, Baban, and Jalbhai with him. 

In the afternoon sweets and tea were served by Baba. Ajoba (the Christian carpenter) 

visited from Arangaon, along with more than a dozen Arangaon boys. Gilli-danda was then played 

with two teams formed with Kaka Shahane and Masaji as captains. There were 20 on each side. 

The game was played with much enthusiasm, and the team that Baba was on won. Afterward, kites 

were flown and a kite fight was fought between Baba, Beheram, Adi Sr. and Chhagan; several of 

the kites were destroyed in the air. Then Baba played marbles with these three and with some of 

the village boys. 

Nusserwan arrived at dusk while the games were being played. When Baba began talking 

with him, the games stopped. For half an hour, all assembled around Baba to hear his comments 

about the present civil disobedience movement and the chaos and confusion throughout the world, 

particularly in India. Baba remarked to Nusserwan, “Despite your being so greatly occupied with 

your political activities, you come to see me, and I am very pleased with your love.” 

Referring to the movement for independence in India, Baba made these prophetic and 

prescient comments: 

This is all due to my key, of which no one has the least idea; and whatever is going to happen in the future will 

also be due to my key. All are equal in my eyes, whether Indians, British, Hindus or Muslims, for I am in all. I 

alone am in everyone. The British are quite good in one way and they, too, are doing a great service to India. 

You cannot understand this. 

The present Viceroy, Lord Irwin, is very, very good, as is Mahatma Gandhi. Both are doing great service to 

India, though they are apparently on opposite sides. Both men have previous spiritual connections with me, for 

 
448 Mani had been staying with the women mandali in Nasik during her summer holidays. 



both lived in the time of Shivaji, though one is a European and the other is now an Indian. But that is 

insignificant. 

From ancient times, India has been a land of spirituality. So being born in India is a matter of spiritual pride, 

inasmuch as a person is [seemingly] so near the spiritual goal. The best of people born in America, Europe, 

Africa and other countries, with their good karma from this life, are born in India in their next life; and the 

worst of those born in India with false pride, egotism, and undesirable karmas are born in Europe and America, 

or in places which are so spiritually backward. 

Great upheavals are coming soon throughout the world, particularly in India. There will be great tension in 

India between the British and the Indians on one hand, and between the Hindus and the Muslims on the other, 

resulting in terrible bloodshed and massacres. Hindus will kill Muslims, the Muslims will kill Hindus, and the 

British will kill both! Rivers of blood will flow in India and there will be corpses everywhere! Civil war will 

break out in India and all the parties will clash against one another. Nothing but chaos and confusion will reign 

everywhere. Out of this cry and clamor for independence, quite a new situation will arise with others 

intervening and abruptly appearing. 

Besides this violence, a great war will break out and rage between the Western countries — Russia, America, 

England, Italy, Germany, and others. There will be such chaos and confusion throughout the world that not one 

leader will understand what to do. And out of this confusion and chaos, the Avatar will appear to guide 

misguided humanity onto the path of peace and prosperity — toward eternal bliss. 

But that will take time and require great upheavals throughout the world. These disorders, disturbances and 

unrest are necessary to make the world turn its face toward spirituality and ensure its future salvation. For this 

reason, I am sitting in [staying secluded] in a few days. That is why I have been continually saying, “Good 

times are coming for all,” particularly for those with me and other great God-realized Masters. 

To me, all this intense political activity and widespread agitation for independence throughout India, turning the 

country upside down, is like a game of gilli-danda. I am rather more interested in the thrill and excitement of 

the game we were just playing because, at that time, my spiritual work is at its zenith, and great internal 

workings are effected. During such uproar and disorder, the British leave their country to come to India, and 

Indians leave their country to go to England. It is all the effect of my work. Every country has my agents and, 

according to my wish, they work internally toward the Goal. 

These games I play of flying kites, marbles, et cetera, are my ways of working; every action of mine is my 

working and signifies messages being sent from here to there and everywhere. Whether I am taking a stroll or 

merry-making, I am working and nobody knows what I really do. 

Nusserwan had been threatened with arrest by the authorities. Addressing him directly, 

Baba continued: 

Remember, whether you are in jail or anywhere else, think of me; keep on remembering me. After you are 

released from prison, this political activity and come to live with me. Remember what I have told you in the 

past: Although things appear easy and smooth to you in your activities, you will face difficulties and tense 

situations as you are beginning to experience now. 

Nusserwan confessed that this was so. After taking Baba’s darshan, he left with a better 

understanding. 

The festivities continued the following day with more games, including a spirited game of 

atya-patya with Dhake and Chhagan as team captains. Baba personally served lunch and dinner to 

all that day. He held a private meeting with Adi Sr. and also with Gulmai, Mehera, Mani, and 

Khorshed, and informed them about his seclusion. “Do your duties and obey all the orders I have 

already given you,” he instructed. “Don’t worry, and think of me always.” They then returned to 

Nasik. 

Ramjoo, Sailor, and Padri came from Nasik the next day, 31 May, and received Baba’s 

instructions. Sarosh arrived that evening with his wife Viloo and his sister-in-law Soona. Many 

were eager to meet Baba before he entered seclusion. 

 

A great crowd of more than a hundred persons appeared for Baba’s darshan on Sunday, 1 

June 1930, and there was a large feast at which Baba himself served the food. At 8:30 at night, arti 



was sung; a procession started at nine, and since there were no Petromax lanterns, torches were lit. 

The mandali decorated a gaadi-sofa for Baba on which they carried him. 

The procession first wound its way to the Jhopdi at lower Meherabad. Baba halted and 

Gustadji was left to stay secluded in the Jhopdi. The procession then progressed toward the Post 

Office building where Baba had directed Masaji to remain secluded. A group of lezim dancers and 

drummers led the procession up Meherabad Hill, playing music and singing the entire distance. It 

took almost an hour to reach the top. 

Baba allotted Hall No. 1 (west room) of the Water Tank to Anna 104, Biharilal, Yektai, 

and Nadirsha. Hall No. 2 (middle room) was assigned to Buasaheb, Baidul, Chhagan and Vishnu. 

Raosaheb was directed to stay secluded in the underground crypt-cabin. 

Baba permitted darshan to all and, at 10:30 P.M., he retired to Hall No. 3 of the Water Tank 

where the boys Ali Akbar, Tukaram, and Kalingad were also to remain. Each person had their own 

partitioned space within the rooms. During this seclusion period, Pendu and Homi Bhatena were 

assigned the duty of cleaning the toilets and bringing fresh milk daily. 

Kalemama and his son Babu returned to Kolhapur, and Kaka Shahane to Ahmednagar. 

On 3 June, after staying in seclusion for two days, Baba sent for Chanji and informed him, 

“I now require some distant place for seclusion. Go to Bangalore and Bijapur; find a suitable spot 

for me in the south of India.” 

Chanji left on the 6th, and was back after four days. He narrated the results of his search to 

Baba, explaining that he had not been able to find a place suitable for seclusion, and that Sampath 

Aiyangar (of Madras) was continuing the search and would soon report the outcome.449 Hearing 

this, Baba postponed his departure for Bangalore. 

Khansaheb Irani owned the Sarosh Petrol Pump, the Sarosh Motor Works and the Sarosh 

Talkies (movie theater) in Ahmednagar, and as mentioned, his son Rustom had opened a Sarosh 

Motor Works branch in Nasik. A new movie theater was under construction there, as well. Chanji’s 

brother Naoroji was a contractor, and he was living in Nasik supervising the construction of the 

new movie theater, along with Naval Talati who was an electrical contractor. Padri also worked 

extensively on the project. 

Ramaji Kamble, a young man from Arangaon who had previously been in the Meher 

Ashram, had gotten married contrary to Baba’s wishes. He was in Nasik, employed as a laborer at 

the construction site. Baba went with Chanji to Nasik on Wednesday, 11 June 1930 and visited the 

site. He noticed Ramaji doing manual labor and remarked to him, “It is good for you to work as a 

laborer, thinking it is my work. But you are not staying with me, and that is your bad luck, though 

I am happy you are willing to do such work.” 

Early the next morning, Baba met with Kaka Baria, Naoroji, Beheram, Burjor, and Babu 

concerning the work at Rustom’s garage and the new cinema. Baba proceeded to Gangapur Falls 

in search of an isolated spot for his seclusion; he was disappointed that he could not find such a 

place. He then decided to travel to Deolali, where a darshan function was held at the house of a 

lover named Jadhav. 

On his return to Nasik, Baba immediately went to see the women mandali in Gyas Manzil 

and informed them about the necessity of his seclusion. Baba then visited Rustom’s house and met 

with Rustom’s wife Freiny and her mother Daulatmai. There, Baba relaxed and played with 

Rustom’s children. Rustom’s daughter, Meheru, was about four years old at the time, and it was 

noticed that Baba would often kiss her. On this occasion, Sidhu and Adi Sr. sang ghazals for Baba 

for half an hour. Baba left at noon on 12 June in Rustom’s Nash, and was back in Meherabad in the 

 
449 From June 1930, Sampath Aiyangar began publishing a new magazine devoted to Baba, titled the Meher 

Gazette. 



early evening. Rustom, Freiny, and Gulmai had accompanied Baba, Chanji and three others to 

Ahmednagar, so the car was crowded. (And Baba had more discomfort from a recent outbreak of 

eczema.) Freiny went to stay with her in-laws at Khushru Quarters for some days. 

On 13 June, Baba sent for Vishnu, thus breaking Vishnu’s fast and seclusion of thirteen 

days. Baba had a private meeting with him and then called all those in seclusion, one by one, except 

for Gustadji and Masaji who continued to remain inside their rooms. Soon after these meetings, 

Baba ordered Buasaheb to go into seclusion in the cave at Tiger Valley in Panchgani, and Chhagan 

was instructed to look after his needs. 

Later that day, while alone with Raosaheb and Baidul, Baba discussed his need to return to 

Kashmir. Ardeshir had not been able to bring Aga Ali, and Baba stated that this necessitated his 

return to Srinagar. But he instructed Raosaheb and Baidul to keep his plans a secret. The mandali 

at Meherabad and Nasik were not informed about it immediately. The same day, Baidul was sent 

by Baba to Persia to try to bring Aga Ali to India. The boy Tukaram was sent to Poona by the four 

o’clock train. 

 

On Sunday, 15 June 1930, Baba left Meherabad by train at 6:00 P.M. with Ali Akbar, 

Chanji, Raosaheb, and Vishnu for his second trip to Kashmir. He traveled first to Nasik, staying 

only for an hour, and then to Bombay, where he arrived at 8:00 A.M. and had tea at Nilu’s. On the 

afternoon of the 16th, the group left Bombay by train for Delhi. Reaching Delhi the next day, Baba 

and his companions stayed in the Maharaja Hotel. 

On 18 June, the devout manager of the hotel brought an astrologer named K. D. Joshi to 

meet the Master. Joshi was an intelligent young man and seemed sincerely drawn to Baba. Chanji 

later gave him three hand-colored photographs of Baba, which Joshi stared at for a few minutes, 

absorbed in thought. Then quite suddenly, while gazing at Baba’s pictures, Joshi predicted, “In 

about two years, this powerful personality will come out in full force — the powers that are latent 

in him and unseen by the world will be manifest and his silence broken. The silence too is a sign 

that his extraordinary powers have been kept secret and unknown for the past five years. These 

powers will burst forth in the next two years in their full force, sweeping the whole of humanity in 

its sway.” 

Later that day, R. N. Kalia, the Delhi correspondent of a Lahore English newspaper, came 

to see Baba. Kalia said, “I am now trying to make as much money as possible so that I may be able 

to invite saints like you to my house. I wish to serve saints and keep them in comfort.” 

Baba’s reply was especially poignant: 

Saints love lovers of God, even if they are poor. Those who are rich, but without love, saints would never like 

for a host. So a saint would prefer a poor beggar who has love and devotion for God to a rich person devoid of 

either. 

Your objective is good, but the way in which you intend to fulfill it is doubtful. In your enthusiasm to get 

money, you are likely to resort to undesirable means, perhaps even becoming unscrupulous. It is better for you 

to remain poor with an honest and loving heart, instead of collecting riches by dishonest means. Keep the 

company of saints and have love for God; you will surely achieve the aim of your life. 

Your ideal of service is only a means to an end, and not the end itself. So try to go further until you attain the 

highest and noblest end itself. To say that only a few selected ones gain entrance onto the Path does not mean 

you should not try. Why be drowned in maya when you can rise out of it and be drowned in the ocean of Bliss 

and Knowledge? 

A real saint wants only love and devotion from his devotees — not money, not luxurious comforts. Try to 

create divine love within your heart by longing for God and you will have everything. 

The group left Delhi for Srinagar on Thursday, 19 June 1930. The next day, they reached 

the town of Murree where they rested two nights before continuing their journey. On the 19th, a 

boy named Tulsi was found in Lahore, and he was taken with them to Srinagar. 



In the town of Domel, a Punjabi gentleman approached Baba while Baba was reclining on 

his seat in the bus, and asked if he believed in the Bhagavad Gita. Baba gave him a succinct reply, 

“I not only believe in it, I experience it every moment! God is to be seen and actually experienced. 

Mere intellectual understanding is not sufficient. You may read Shastras [Hindu scriptures] for the 

rest of your life, but that will not take you an inch nearer to God if you have no desire to see Him, 

to experience Him, or to know Him.” 

Before the man departed, he asked Baba, “Would it be selfish on my part if I ask you to  

pray for us sinners?” 

Baba spelled on the alphabet board, “Blessings,” and the man smiled contentedly and left. 

When they arrived in Garhi, Baba remarked, “From the point of view of my work, Quetta 

is the best in all respects, but there are obstacles there which impede my work. Therefore, going to 

Quetta at this time is not desirable.”  

 

Kashmir Tour, 1930 

 



 

 

The group reached Srinagar on Monday, 23 June 1930. Early the next day, Baba sent 

Vishnu and Raosaheb to Harvan Village to bring the boy Pandit to him. Baba had cryptically 

remarked earlier, “Pandit is the link in bringing Aga Ali back to me. Through my contact with 

Pandit, Ali will return from Persia.” Tulsi was also a link, but Baba did not explain exactly how he 

was connected to Pandit or Aga Ali. 

While Vishnu and Raosaheb were at Harvan, Baba went sightseeing in Srinagar with 

Chanji, Ali Akbar, and Tulsi. They walked around the city streets and bazaar. Baba spotted two 

Kashmiri boys named Rehman and Adam, whom he immediately liked and had brought back to 



his residence. There, Baba began cooking cabbage and the boys were amazed to see “a guru” doing 

such work. Baba admonished them, “Never feel ashamed to do any useful work.” 

The next evening, Baba went to the polo grounds; and on the 27th to the Chashma Shahi 

Gardens, which is watered by a mountain spring. 

Raosaheb and Vishnu arrived with Pandit. After meeting with the boy for only a short while 

and instructing him to meditate, Baba sent him back to Harvan. The men were amazed that Baba’s 

work with the boy was finished so quickly. 

Age too was perplexed. “The significance of this contact remains a mystery,” it noted. 

“Baba had traveled thousands of miles to see Pandit, but he met with him for only five minutes! 

Apparently, this was sufficient for his work.” 

Baba’s work with children had been continuous since the days of the Meher Ashram. Of 

course, what the exact work was with Aga Ali, Ali Akbar, Chhota Baba, Pandit, Tulsi or other boys, 

no one knows, for how can Age ever fathom the repercussions of the Avatar’s inner work? But, as 

Baba has explained, for any inner work he does, mediums are required, and through them his work 

becomes easy. In this case, the boys Baba would contact wherever he went were the medium for 

the inner work he was engaged in at the time. It was for this reason alone that Baba had traveled so 

far to Srinagar to contact Pandit. 

In later years, it was similarly observed that Meher Baba would travel thousands of miles 

to contact a single mast sitting alone in the middle of nowhere. But this was a much different phase 

of his work and cannot be compared to his work with the boys. Suffice to say that every phase of 

Baba’s work is limitless and to have a full understanding of it, or to try to pin-point any specific 

result, is impossible. As Baba pointed out when playing gilli-danda at Meherabad the month before, 

every action of the Avatar is connected with his inner work. 

 

A telegram arrived from Sampath Aiyangar, saying that he was not able to find a place for 

Baba’s seclusion in the south. Despite this disappointing news, Baba went with the group of men 

and boys from Srinagar to Jammu by taxi at seven in the morning on Saturday, 28 June 1930. 

There were now three men and three boys as Baba’s companions: Chanji, Raosaheb, 

Vishnu, Ali Akbar, Tulsi, and Adam; Baba had decided to leave Rehman behind. The journey was 

scenic but not pleasant because it was terribly hot. And there were so many mountainous curves 

that all, including Baba, felt dizzy. 

At two in the afternoon, the taxi got a flat tire. While standing under a tree, Baba surprised 

all by suddenly motioning to Raosaheb to persuade Adam to go back home. Raosaheb tried, but the 

unhappy boy did not want to leave. Adam was taken with them to Jammu where he was again told 

to go home and given train fare. But the clever lad stealthily followed Baba’s party to Sialkot, 

traveling in another train compartment. Baba spotted him. With much difficulty, Raosaheb 

managed to persuade Adam to go back to Srinagar. 

Along the return journey, Tulsi was dropped off in Lahore where the boy had originally 

joined the group. He also showed his unhappiness when leaving Baba. While at the railway station, 

Baba noticed another boy standing on the platform, and he sent Vishnu to bring him. The boy 

seemed thrilled to be seated next to the silent stranger. However, Baba took the boy only as far as 

Manmad and then sent him back to Lahore. 

On the train traveling from Lahore to Amritsar, a 53-year-old Muslim man in the 

compartment was also visibly drawn to Baba. He kept gazing steadily at Baba, who was patting the 

new boy seated beside him. After some time, Baba looked straight at him and dictated through one 

of the mandali, “My friend, there is nothing but bliss everywhere.” 

“Maybe for you, Sir,” the man replied, “but not for us.” 



Baba answered, “You complain because you cannot see it, but I tell you there is nothing 

but bliss all around. I see it; I experience it every moment.” 

The man then said, “I have experienced nothing but misery, conflict and suffering in the 

world. I have never known happiness and am quite disgusted with my life.” 

“This is because of ignorance,” Baba explained. “You have no experience of real bliss. 

You run after the shadow, losing the substance. You mistook happiness for eating, making money, 

and in pleasures and enjoyments, which are fleeting, false and transitory. Not only that, they take 

you further away from the real bliss which is everlasting.” 

“But, where can I find that bliss?” asked the man. “And how does one find it?” 

“That is exactly the point!” Baba exclaimed. “Now you are asking and desiring something 

real. Let your desire be only to find this bliss, to find Truth and to find God. Continuously have this 

longing and you will achieve it. You will find the path to achieve it, and someone will surely show 

it to you.” 

“Would you show it to me?” the man pleaded. “Would you help me?” 

“Certainly, with the greatest pleasure. That is what I want to do. That is my work; that is 

my mission. I will show you what real bliss is only if you do as I say, and I will not tell you to do 

something too difficult for you. It is so easy, if you only take it to heart. I will then see to the rest. 

“Every morning, very early, spare only five minutes for this. Seek a place, aloof and alone, 

and try to meditate, thinking, ‘God is One; He is everywhere and there is nothing but Him.’ Do this 

for only five minutes daily. I will see that you experience something. You will see some light, and 

then you will be satisfied and proceed on the Path.” 

The man was visibly relieved of his misery, and felt joy from meeting the Master and 

accepting his advice. Baba’s simple explanation made him experience that life was again worth 

living. The feeling of renewed enthusiasm for life had not been conveyed through words; it had 

been imparted internally. 

The mandali found out that the person had tried many different spiritual austerities and was 

searching for a Master, but after years he had grown dejected and depressed. When he met Baba in 

the train, he was contemplating suicide. Baba not only saved his life, but inspired him to continue 

in his quest. This individual was none other than the celebrated Indian poet Muhammad Iqbal. 450 

 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Ahmednagar near noon on Wednesday, 2 July 1930 and 

proceeded to Meherabad by tongas. Soon after they returned, preparations were immediately begun 

for Baba, Raosaheb, and Vishnu to reenter seclusion. Pendu reported to Baba that matters at 

Meherabad had gone well during his absence. 

On 7 July, using the metaphor of an ocean, Baba gave a discourse to the mandali on angels. 

He began by explaining that there is an Ocean of infinitude in God. 

[The drops in] the waves, which were created in the beginning with the whim in the infinite Ocean, do not pass 

through the seven stages of evolution as other drops do, but immediately assume the form of angels instead. 

These angels are in the same state for cycles and cycles — for eons and eons. They have subtle forms and are 

 

450 Muhammad Iqbal (1877–1938) was educated at Oxford. He later wrote a national song which became 

popular at the time of India’s movement for independence from British rule. His Urdu and Persian poetry is 

considered among the greatest of modern times. 



in the second heaven in the subtle plane. 451 They unconsciously thirst for a human form, even though they are 

in the highest state of happiness. But this bliss is of no use to them without [full] consciousness. 

It rarely happens, but after millions and millions of years, one angel is born as a human being in order to realize 

its Real Self. Why? In order to gain the consciousness which up to now it lacked, though it has passed 

numerous years in the subtle world as an angel. After an angel is born as a human being, it does not have to 

pass through human reincarnation, but becomes Realized in that very first human birth! These angels are not 

born on the gross plane together, but one at a time. 

Therefore, from a spiritual point of view, man is far superior to angels because the angels, in spite of enjoying 

millions of years of bliss in heaven, have to take human form before attaining liberation. 

Baba had sent Chanji to Madras on the 2nd to arrange a suitable place of seclusion. Chanji 

returned to Meherabad four days later, and Baba immediately sent him to Poona for certain work, 

after which he was to return the next day. Weary from his travels, Chanji reported that the work in 

Poona had not been completed satisfactorily, and Baba took him to task. Chanji pleaded, “What 

could I do? I am incapable of some things; I have shortcomings, weaknesses and faults. I am unable 

to satisfy you. You are put to trouble because of me, and it is better that I leave you.” 

To console Chanji, Baba spent nearly two hours on the 8th explaining: 

Forget these thoughts! Continue staying with me and do as I order, paying full attention to the work. Nothing 

more is required. The worst of sins are washed away by self-dedication to a Perfect Master. You may go on 

thinking bad thoughts 24 hours a day, but be with me and carry out my instructions. A Sadguru’s furnace 

incinerates everything. You have [a] deep connection with me. So let the worst thought come, but remain with 

me and listen to me. It is no use going away. All your thoughts will turn to ash in my furnace of love. 

 

The fifth anniversary of Meher Baba’s silence was celebrated in Meherabad on Thursday, 

10 July 1930. The Master permitted the mandali, along with his followers from Arangaon and 

Ahmednagar, to meet him on Meherabad Hill. To celebrate the occasion, the mandali washed 

Baba’s feet and Pendu performed the arti ceremony. After distributing prasad to all, Baba ended 

the celebration. 

A telegram from Baidul in Persia was received that day, conveying the good news that he 

was on his way back to India with Aga Ali. Baba commented, “This is the result of my five-minute-

meeting with Pandit [the Kashmiri boy].” Raosaheb was sent to Bombay to the Imperial Bank of 

Persia to wire money to Baidul, and a few days later Chanji was also sent to Bombay. 

Baba left Meherabad for Nasik on the 14th, where he stayed at Rustom’s home. Four days 

later, the men mandali moved into a rented bungalow belonging to a man named Khateb. The 

women mandali continued to occupy Gyas Manzil. On the 19th, Baba called Adi Sr. and Gulmai. 

Pointing to Adi, Baba remarked, “I will give everything to him, and then I will leave my body.” 

Baba stayed in Nasik for more than a month. However, during this time, he kept to himself; 

except for the men and women mandali and a few close lovers, he saw no one. No outsiders were 

permitted. Among those infrequent visitors who did see him were Dara Hansotia from Surat, K. J. 

Dastur from Bombay, Mr. Garud of Dhulia, Khak Saheb, Jalbhai, Adi Jr., Karim, Ghani, Kaka 

Chinchorkar, Ajoba, Nadir Dastur, and Minoo Pohowala. 

Baba made an exception when the Countess of Carrick, Ireland, Ellen Rosamond Butler, 

60, arrived for an audience on Thursday, 24 July 1930. The Countess, a lifelong seeker, had read 

articles about Baba in the Times of India and the Occult Review. She had been in India for some 

months, visiting her sons and traveling to Kashmir and Agra. Baba explained to her about God-

realization and the Path, and she was much impressed. She stayed overnight at Gyas Manzil and 

 
451 Whereas angels exist in the subtle world (second heaven of the third plane), archangels exist in the 

mental world (the heaven of the sixth plane). 



left the next day by train. Although Rosamond’s meeting with Baba was brief, on her way back to 

England, she wrote to Freiny: 

I cannot yet put anything into words, it is quite impossible, I hardly yet realize all that my little time with His 

Holiness means and will mean in the future, but that I have had a great experience I do know, much greater 

than I can yet take in, but words are still impossible and if you will convey my gratitude and respectful homage 

to His Holiness, I think He will understand, in fact I know He will. 

During this period, Baba would on occasion still play cricket with the mandali and 

devotees. An almost nightly game of Pachisi (Parcheesi) was played from the 22nd, using lines 

drawn with chalk. The game involved 84 steps, which Baba explained was symbolic of the 84 lakhs 

of births and deaths necessary before Realization. 

Baba was in a good mood all day on Sunday, 3 August, when Parcheesi was played again, 

and also seven tiles and cricket. It being Sunday, Maneck Ranji spent the day with Baba and the 

mandali, as did Rustom and Adi Sr. 

 

Depending upon Baba’s inner work, his health would undergo drastic changes. Since 12 

June 1930, Baba had been greatly troubled by eczema. On 9 July, Dr. Sathe had given him an 

injection for it and applied an acid solution, but with no effect. Baba also suffered from headaches. 

During Baba’s stay in Nasik, boils appeared on his body and began causing him much pain. 

On 5 August, Dr. Nilu was specially called from Bombay to give Baba an injection. Of course any 

doctor in Nasik could have administered the injection, but Baba was giving Nilu this opportunity 

of service, just before his final exams. When Baba was given the injection, he explained the 

mysterious significance of his ailment: 

These boils are of different types — one irritating, one itching, one full of pus, one very small, one very large. 

Why are they all so different and peculiar? The explanation is that each represents a particular country or 

continent. For instance, that one on my anus represents India; the other on my buttocks represents Persia, and 

so on — different types according to the sanskaras of the country it represents. 

This means, in short, that there are no physical defects on my body. Whatever physical ailments you see are due 

to the sanskaras taken on from the world at large, for whose benefit and welfare I work. 

It is similar in the case of the other Sadgurus. Upasni Maharaj has piles; Sai Baba regularly had high fevers. I 

have stomach trouble, dysentery, blisters and these boils. 

On Thursday, 7 August 1930, when Ghani was visiting, Baba made these comments on 

“future developments”: “Chaos will break out everywhere within the next four months. There will 

be a terrible tussle between the Hindus and Mohammedans. Non-violence will turn into violence 

of a terrible sort, resulting in bloodshed throughout the country.” 

Meanwhile, news came that Baidul, Mehrabanpur, and Aga Ali were detained at the 

frontier and being prevented from entering India without passports. On 1 August, Baba sent this 

telegram to Rusi at Quetta to do all he could to help: “Exert all your influence. Boy’s presence here 

most essential. Consider this my greatest service. Leave nothing undone to help them come here.” 

Rusi sent a telegram back the following day that the group had been allowed to enter India. 

Baba cabled back on the 3rd : “Pleased you have done such a great service to me about which you 

have no idea and for which you have my special blessing.” 

On 16 August 1930, Baidul arrived in Nasik with Aga Ali and Mehrabanpur. Baba was 

very, very happy to have Ali back with him, and the boy was moved to tears in Baba’s embrace. 

Ali had been away ten months. 

 

Wishing a change, on Wednesday, 20 August 1930 Baba left Nasik for a visit to Calcutta 

with Jalbhai, Raosaheb, Karim, and Aga Ali. Meanwhile, Minoo Pohowala had arranged for the 

men mandali’s stay in Bijapur, and all 22 of them, including those still fasting, left Nasik for Bijapur 



on 21 August. The mandali were instructed by Baba to remain there until the end of October. 

Buasaheb and Chhagan were still in Panchgani, where Buasaheb had been in seclusion in Baba’s 

cave in Tiger Valley since 21 June. 

Baba remained in Calcutta for three days. During this short stay, Baba took Aga Ali all 

over the city — to the zoo, museum, and Croft Market and showed him other sights of interest. 

While in Calcutta, Raosaheb was quite exhausted from arranging all this sightseeing and was also 

recovering from their recent trip to Kashmir, where Baba had contacted Pandit. Raosaheb wondered 

moodily why Baba put him to so much trouble over these two boys. He was noticeably very upset. 

Baba called him and explained: 

There are two main things in this Path for devotees or aspirants to remember: first, carry out every word of the 

Master. Second, do not feel disgusted or depressed with the result or outcome of any work, however negative it 

might appear, or feel upset about any taunts of the Master. For example, you did your utmost with all your 

heart to bring the boy Pandit to me against great odds and, though the result has turned out well from your 

point of view, it is not satisfactory, considering all the costs, labor and trouble incurred. You fail to understand 

why all of this should have been undergone. 

You did your best and in your efforts underwent untold suffering; then, on top of that, I let my arrows fly at 

you! I took you to task, taunted and abused you, and this has made you feel fed up. This last pricking from me 

drove you to desperation. That should not have been. What do you know of my pricking you with thorns in 

spite of all your wholehearted efforts, of which I am fully aware? How could you fathom the underlying object 

of my piercing you with thorns? I have special reasons for doing it, which you can never understand. You 

naturally think that I suffer and that is why I taunt you, but this is a great misconception on your part. I give 

you the opportunity to serve, and through these sharp arrows, teach you the lessons of how to serve the Master. 

Could anyone imagine what an opportunity it is to serve me, which you are now fortunate to have? 

I may scold you as much as I like, but if your conscience tells you that you have done your best, then don’t lose 

your temper nor be depressed, however much I criticize and taunt you. These pricking words have some great 

motive behind them. Therefore, swallow [your thoughts] and suffer everything quietly. You should not be 

annoyed, but remain in a good mood and be cheerful, despite your brain reeling. Your very wrath shows that 

you still lack something in carrying out my wish! However I may taunt, hurt or harass you, bear it all like a 

stone and be conscious only of serving me. That is what is desired. 

In following my orders, put up with the whims and fancies of the boys, and never think what sort of humbug is 

this! When you think such things, you are at fault. What you are doing is not service to the children; it is 

service to me! The best service you can render consists of complete obedience to me. 

There is a secret behind all these affronts; my bitter words contain sweetness within. So continue tolerating all 

unconcerned; and enduring everything, try to be happy. Be in a good mood and cheerful, even when contrary 

thoughts assail you. I only want this much from you. 

Baba’s continual search for the “ideal boy” also bothered Raosaheb. The mandali were 

frustrated in their attempts to find such a boy, because after finding so many boys, Baba sent them 

all back. Baba explained: 

Behind this work of mine, there is a great mystery. Through these boys, I forge links and work for chosen Prem 

Ashram boys who are now away from me. This work of preparing certain boys is a self-imposed extra duty, 

over and above my work of preparing the circle [for Realization]. For that special duty, I opened ashrams for 

the children, prepared them and selected a few boys. But what would happen to them after the ashram was 

closed? They could not just be thrown away, discarded or set aside! Something had to be done for them once 

they came under my spell [nazar]. To do that, it was necessary for some of them to stay near me. 

The best efforts were made at the sacrifice of so much expense, time, energy and labor to bring the boys near 

me. But due to the parents’ or guardians’ objections and other problems, they could not come to me. The cases 

of [Aga] Ali and Vasant are typical examples and are self-evident. Since they could not be brought to me by 

direct efforts with their parents, another way — an indirect method — was resorted to by calling other boys, 

keeping them with me and connecting their links with those few select boys of the ashram who are physically 

away. This is why I spent thousands of rupees for so many boys, over and above the trouble to myself and to 

the mandali. Each was kept for a few days, given good clothes, food, and even pay; but each was sent away 

after some days. 

No one could understand this. That is why all my mandali — even the best and oldest of them — laughed at and 

actually ridiculed my work with these boys, which appears to them as something quite strange, even without 



any sum [meaning] or substance. But my purpose was for the forging of links with the best of my selected boys 

who are now away from me. No one will ever be able to grasp the significance of this work, as it is universal in 

its aspect. I am discussing this matter with you now, but how can you know what I am doing in the universe at 

this very moment? 

To make it clearer to you, through the boy Pandit I established Ali’s link. I did so during my first visit to 

Kashmir, when Pandit abruptly appeared on the scene uncalled by me. Pandit approached me on his own with 

love and full devotion; he actually wished to stay with me. Although all other direct efforts of mine failed to 

bring Ali back from Persia, after our return from Kashmir, correspondence began with Pandit — Ali’s link — 

because Ali could not be brought through our direct efforts with his parents. When this failed, we tried through 

his indirect link of Pandit, and when contact was again made with Pandit in Kashmir during our last trip, Ali 

returned soon after. That is why I went to Kashmir, traveling so far, spending so much money and “wasting” so 

much time! 

You feel that for such a small thing a lot of expense was incurred, a long journey was undertaken and all were 

put to trouble. But, no, this was not a small thing! Because you cannot follow it, you think it is of no 

consequence. If you had the slightest real understanding, you would realize that this small thing was as great as 

raising the Himalayas! 

Baba’s lengthy clarification quieted Raosaheb’s mind. He repented for his unbefitting 

attitude and sought Baba’s pardon. 

 

Having already decided to leave Calcutta, Baba had sent Karim and Jalbhai in advance to 

Nagpur to inform the Jessawala family about his planned arrival. Jalbhai had a beard at the time 

and Gaimai did not recognize him at first, but she was extremely joyful when Jalbhai informed her 

that Baba was coming to stay in her home. Since meeting Meher Baba, Gaimai had been sincerely 

longing for the Master to grace her house with his presence. 

Baba reached Nagpur with Raosaheb and Aga Ali on Sunday, 24 August 1930 and was 

received reverently with all love. At the time, Gaimai’s son Eruch was fourteen, and he and his two 

younger sisters, Manu, eleven, and Meheru, nine, were studying in school. Also living with the 

family was Gaimai’s nephew Dadi Kerawala, who was then only three years old. 

After settling in their rooms, Baba ordered Gaimai, “You should cook my food and wash 

my clothes. The cook will prepare the others’ food.” 

Meanwhile, Baba called Vishnu to Nagpur from Bijapur. Baba was planning to return to 

southern India, and correspondence began about a planned program at the Kolhapur High School. 

While in Nagpur, a high government official, who was a friend of the Jessawala family, 

developed great faith in Meher Baba. His name was Jal Dhunjibhoy Kerawalla, 28, and he was to 

come into the Beloved’s intimate contact and play an important role in his future work. Jal 
Kerawalla and Gaimai’s husband Pappa Jessawala were both scheduled to leave on a brief official 

tour the next day, but they wanted to cancel upon Baba’s arrival. Each held a high government 

post.452 Baba informed them, “If you postpone your tour, I will leave. Do your duty and I will do 

mine. I have taken charge of this house and its sole responsibility now rests on my shoulders. So 

start your tour with a free mind.” 

Pappa was hesitant to leave because his nephew Dadi was ill, but Baba’s words eased his 

mind and he left with Jal Kerawalla, returning after two days. Baba admired Pappa’s new car, and 

Pappa would often take Baba for a drive in the evening. 

Once in Nagpur, Baba cautioned all not to disclose his identity to anyone. Gaimai asked 

what she should say if someone inquired who he was. “Tell them that I am your elder brother 

Merwan,” Baba replied. 

 
452 Jal Kerawalla held a high government civil servant post. Pappa Jessawala was the first Indian selected 

for the responsible post of Chief Inspector of Boilers for the Central and Berar Provinces. 



Baba informed Gaimai that in the morning before Eruch went to school and after returning 

in the afternoon he should first meet Baba. Eruch was also to have his meals with Baba. Being a 

teenager, Eruch found this irksome and would deliberately hide and depart for school without 

seeing Baba. In the afternoons, Baba would stand outside in the yard by the gate, waiting to catch 

Eruch. For the first few days, Eruch was caught and had to spend the afternoon and evening playing 

games with Baba. 

On the third day, Eruch was more cautious. Cycling home from school, he saw Baba from 

a distance and thought: “There he is again; he’ll spoil my evening fun.” To avoid Baba, Eruch 

quietly entered the house through the back door. After having a snack and changing clothes, he 

went out. Eruch did not want to spend his free time being with Baba, preferring instead to 

participate in football matches with his school teammates. 

When he returned, Gaimai asked why he had not come home from school that day. Eruch 

explained that he had been home, but snuck off to play. Gaimai scolded him, “This is not good. 

You don’t realize how blessed you are. Baba was waiting a long time for you. He is Zoroaster!” 

she exclaimed. “He is our Prophet returned! Do you not know that?” 

Although religious by nature, Eruch was skeptical of what his mother said and remained 

unimpressed by his mother’s words. Eruch had more of an interest in Jesus, having attended a 

Roman Catholic school in Nagpur. He did not yet realize that all Avatars are one and the same. 

Eruch thought to himself: “How much better it would have been if I had been born at the time of 

Jesus. I would love to have been by his side. Will that day ever come for me?” Little did he know 

that Christ had heard his longing and was waiting to play with him each day. 

Sometimes at night while sitting on their respective beds, Baba and Aga Ali would have 

fun by throwing pillows at one another. When Gaimai saw this, she was shocked and corrected Ali, 

“Have some respect for Baba; don’t behave like this with him!” 

Baba intervened and, in turn, corrected Gaimai, “The boy does it to please me, and to keep 

my pleasure is to respect me. If, despite my telling him to do so, he did not, that would be showing 

disrespect for me.” This sort of familiarity with Ali had its effect on Eruch; it taught him to be frank 

and open-hearted with Baba at all times. 

On one occasion, Baba opened Eruch’s clothes trunk. He took out a shirt and pair of pants, 

held them up to examine them and motioned to Gaimai, “I must have clothes like this prepared for 

Aga Ali.” Gaimai immediately sent for her tailor, a Gujarati man who was very old and partially 

blind. Baba himself explained to the old man about sewing suits for Ali, and Gaimai gave him silk 

fabric that had been meant for Eruch. 453 

Realizing that Baba was not speaking, the tailor asked, “Who is he, and why doesn’t he 

talk?” 

Gaimai replied, “He is my elder brother; due to some throat problem he cannot speak. All 

remedies have been tried, but to no avail.” 

The old man was drawn to Baba and, hearing this, he looked sad and said, “Merwan Haite, 

give up these English medicines and come with me to Kathiawar, where there are very good 

ayurvedic doctors.454 Their treatment will surely cure you.” 

 

453 Aga Ali needed clothes for his upcoming trip with Baba to the West, but Baba did not reveal this to 

anyone at the time. 

454 Haite, like Seth or Sir, is a term of respect. 



Baba nodded in agreement and good-naturedly dictated, “I am going to Europe to have my 

throat examined. Perhaps I will be helped there.” 

“But why go to Europe?” the tailor asked. “Listen to me and get yourself treated in 

Kathiawar.” Baba only smiled. 

It was observed that Baba particularly enjoyed the old man’s company. Whenever the tailor 

had to thread his needle, he would call out, “Merwan Haite, come and thread this needle for an old 

man.” When Baba would do it, the tailor would burst out with, “Arey, Ram!” On one occasion, the 

tailor remarked, “Merwan Haite, how handsome you are, how youthful you look! But see God’s 

play; He has deprived you of a tongue! Trust me and come with me to Kathiawar. If you begin 

speaking, you will be irresistible.” Delighted, Baba would listen to the tailor’s conversation, and 

the old man would purposely pull the thread from the needle just so he could call Baba and keep 

him near. 

During Baba’s visit to Nagpur, Dadi was suffering with pneumonia. By the doctor’s advice, 

he was to be given a certain medicine every three hours. Baba took over this duty for Gaimai and 

would look after Dadi himself. One night when Gaimai was sitting by Dadi’s side, she wanted to 

use the toilet. Standing outside the door, she was thinking: “What can I do now? No one is awake 

to be near Dadi.” 

As she was having these anxious thoughts, Baba appeared and signaled to her, “You may 

go; I will be near Dadi. Take your time; I will stay here.” Baba then sat on the bed and kept Dadi’s 

head in his lap. This incident convinced Gaimai that Baba knew her every thought, and she was 

deeply taken with Baba’s kindness. 

A few years before, when the Jessawalas had visited Meherabad, looking at Eruch, Baba 

asked Gaimai, “What is he studying?” She told Baba, and he replied, “Why do you want him to 

study further? Give him to me!” 

Without hesitating, Gaimai said, “Take him, Baba; he is yours!” 

Taken aback by this, Pappa Jessawala pleaded with Baba, “How can we give Eruch to you? 

He is our only son!” 

Baba only smiled in reply, later indicating to Gaimai, “Eruch is my son; I will give you 

another.” 

At this time in Nagpur, Gaimai was pregnant and two months later a second son named 

Meherwan was born. 

 

On Friday, 29 August 1930, Baba left Nagpur toward the south for Kolhapur, accompanied 

by Aga Ali, Vishnu, Jalbhai, Karim, and Raosaheb. In Hyderabad, a customs inspector named 

Dalanji Behram recognized Baba and beseeched him to visit his house. Baba went with him in his 

car, and he showed Baba the sights of Hyderabad and Secunderabad. Baba also visited the home 

of a man named Palanji, then left for Kolhapur where he remained for a week in the forest area of 

Tapovan. 

 

Calcutta–Nagpur Trip, 1930 

 



 

 

From 3 to 6 September, large darshan functions were held in the Tapovan area and at 

Kolhapur High School’s anniversary celebration. Baba gave darshan to thousands of people during 

these programs. However, he spent most of his private time in Kolhapur with the students of the 

school, who were very drawn to him and would not leave his side. Baba would play with them, 

serve them food, hear their anecdotes and entertain them by dictating stories, both spiritual and 

comical. Baba would discourse to them on love, selfless service and fulfillment of their duties in 

the world, thereby sowing the seed of love for God in their hearts. The officials of the high school 

were deeply impressed, especially Dixit who would shed tears in Baba’s presence. 

Baba left Kolhapur on Sunday, 7 September 1930 and arrived in Bijapur, where he met up 

with other members of the mandali. Previously on the 4th, according to Baba’s instructions, 

Gustadji, Masaji, Nadirsha, and Yektai broke their long fast. Only Pleader and Bala Tambat were 

instructed to continue fasting. Pleader was living in a separate room in Nasik, which he was not 

permitted to leave. Also according to Baba’s order, in Panchgani Buasaheb broke his fast on the 

4th; accompanied by Chhagan, he came to Bijapur on the 5th. 

The mandali with Baba in Bijapur were Baidul, Bala Tambat, Buasaheb, Chanji, Chhagan, 

Gustadji, Jalbhai, Masaji, Nadirsha, Pendu, Pleader, Raosaheb, Sailor, Sidhu, Vishnu and Yektai. 

They were all living in Ajewkar Pleader’s bungalow. Meanwhile, the women mandali were in 

Nasik, as were Rustom and his brother Adi Sr., Dastur, Kaka Baria, Padri, Pleader, and Ramjoo; 

only Bomanji’s family was still living in Meherabad. 

Every evening, people would throng to him for darshan and sing his arti. Baba would also 

give discourses, and many in Bijapur tasted the Master’s wine and felt his divine love. Minoo 



Pohowala had made comfortable arrangements for Baba and the mandali, and Baba’s stay there 

was a happy occasion. Sidhu would do the marketing and Chhagan would cook for all. 

 

At the end of September, Baba visited Poona for the day, specifically to meet his brother 

Adi Jr. who was then studying in Deccan College. Baba asked through Chanji, “How are you doing 

in college?” 

“All right,” Adi replied. 

“Do you like it?” Adi assured him that he did and that his studies were going fine. By the 

manner in which Baba was questioning him, Adi knew Baba had something up his sleeve but he 

did not know what. “Are you happy here?” Baba pressed. Adi answered that he was. After being 

assured that Adi was doing all right, Baba left for Nasik. 

Baba traveled to Nasik for a few days on Wednesday, 1 October 1930. Soon after, however, 

he sent Adi Jr. a telegram informing him to come to Nasik at once. When Adi arrived, he was called 

alone to Baba’s room. Again Baba asked, “Are you really happy in college?” Adi assured him that 

he was happy. Baba then asked, “Do you really want to become a doctor?” 

Adi said, “Yes. Then I'll join you and become the ashram doctor.” 

Baba then shocked Adi with this question, “Which would you rather be, my ashram doctor 

or my Vivekananda?” 

Adi was filled with great aspirations. He remembers: “At the time, I was young and 

gullible. ‘My God,’ I thought, ‘to be a doctor be damned! How much better to be a Vivekananda!’ 

” Adi accepted Baba’s offer and was ordered to join the ashram in Nasik immediately. 

Adi Jr. returned to Poona and told his mother he was giving up his studies, dropping out of 

college and going to live at Nasik. Baba had given Adi the courage he needed to face his mother, 

who strongly objected to the idea. There were terrific arguments between mother and son, but Adi 

was adamant and moved to Nasik soon afterward. Every day he kept expecting the miracle of 

perfection to happen. As months and years passed, he realized the “role of Vivekananda” had just 

been bait. 

In Bijapur, the Hindu and Muslim singers, who had been coming daily to sing before the 

Master, continued to come even if Baba was absent. They would sing instead to the chair where 

the Master sat. Baba was in Nasik for four days, and met with all the women and men mandali 

regarding his future work. He and Chanji returned to Bijapur on the 5th. 

Baba remained in Bijapur a few more weeks, during which time people from surrounding 

localities, as well as devotees from as far away as Poona, came for his darshan. Accompanied by 

Chanji, Vishnu, and Jalbhai, Baba spent much time searching for a place to stay in seclusion, but 

he did not find a suitable place in the surrounding area. 

 

On Saturday, 18 October 1930, Baba left Bijapur for Nasik with Chanji and Vishnu. After 

only one day, they went on to Bombay where they stayed for twelve days at 294 Frere Road in the 

apartment of Kaka Baria’s sister Banubai Confectioner and her husband Manekji. This was a joyful 

time for the Master’s Bombay followers, who had the opportunity of his close sahavas after many 

months. 

Kaka Baria’s sister’s apartment was one floor above the apartment of Alamai Katrak. 

Alamai would come upstairs daily to cook for Baba. One day Banubai got upset with Alamai and 

made her leave the kitchen. Baba saw her quietly shedding tears in the corner. He approached her 

and remarked, “You have a very big heart and a good head, while Banubai, unfortunately, has a 

small one of both. She has no sense! So don’t let her affect you in any way. Even by sitting here, 



you are feeding me in a way in which Banubai could never do, even if she cooks for me. Do you 

know why? Because I am hungry for love, and you feed me with it!” 

Alamai Katrak’s husband Manchershaw’s initials were M. B., and Baba would tease him 

about it and remark to Alamai, “He and I are one and the same, as we both have the same initials.” 

Finding out that Meher Baba was giving private interviews and darshan, a crowd gradually 

formed outside on the street. In fact, so many visitors came to see Baba at Banubai and Manekji’s 

apartment that the landlord began objecting that the floors of his building might collapse with the 

weight of so many people! Not the quiet type, Alamai retorted that since they paid the rent, they 

could have as many guests as they liked. 

During those twelve days in Bombay, the Master made several visits around the city to his 

followers’ homes. Baba and the mandali returned to Meherabad on Sunday, 1 November. 

 

The men mandali had returned to Meherabad from Bijapur ten days ahead of Baba, on 20 

October 1930. Pleader too returned and was ordered to stay in seclusion in the Post Office building 

and to continue his fast on milk. He was not to move out of his room, and Sidhu was appointed to 

bring him milk and water, clean his commode and see to his needs. Pleader was also prohibited 

from reading, writing or speaking with anyone; he would spend his days silently repeating Baba’s 

name. 

In Bijapur, Baba had expressed his wish to enter seclusion. Since no suitable spot was 

located, Baba instructed that a cave be dug at Meherabad: “I will sit there in seclusion and it would 

be most desirable if the mandali themselves dig the cave.” All the men were ready to share in the 

labor, but Baba selected Pendu, Chhagan, Sailor and Vishnu for the work, making Jalbhai the 

supervisor. Baba selected a spot for the cave on the southeastern side of Meherabad Hill, and the 

five men did the work in earnest. 

Chhagan was also ordered to cook Baba’s food. However, Chhagan’s hands were cut and 

badly blistered by the cave digging, and he had a standing order that before cooking Baba’s food 

he was to wash his hands ten times with soap. He therefore told Baba, “My hands are cut. How can 

I wash them before cooking your food?” 

“There is no need to wash them,” replied Baba. “Bandage them and then begin.” 

“But look at my hands; they are filthy.” 

“Forget about the dirt. It is my order which washes out all dirt.” So Chhagan would cook 

each day, and Baba often remarked how tasty the food was. 

By Friday, 7 November 1930, Baba was in a hurry to have the cave completed and he 

instructed the workers to make certain that it was finished soon. He then left with a few of the 

mandali for Lonavla, where Ghani had arranged their stay at his house. Here too there was a 

continuous stream of people for darshan and Baba explained much about the spiritual path. 

While darshan in Lonavla was very joyful, the scene was quite different in Meherabad. The 

mandali were working like mules, doing all the labor themselves and barely finding time for meals. 

Whenever they would take a break, they would sit and chew tobacco. One day some people from 

Poona arrived and noticed the mandali chewing the last of their tobacco. When the people returned 

to Poona, they sent some tobacco to the men with someone traveling on the train which passed by 

Meherabad. 

Occasionally, the Poona devotees would send other packages to the mandali with someone 

traveling on the train. As the train neared Meherabad, the person would toss the package out and 

the men would pick it up near the tracks. In this way, baskets of sweets also began to be sent, and 

the “laborers” were enjoying them. 



One day while Sadashiv Patil was passing Meherabad on the train, he threw out four large 

parcels of laddoos, which the four working on the cave retrieved. Being more than enough for them, 

they distributed a large portion of the sweets to the rest of the Meherabad community. This upset 

Buasaheb, because he was the manager of Meherabad and eating such “contraband goods” was not 

allowed without Baba’s prior permission. 

After a brief visit to Nasik, Baba returned to Meherabad on 11 November, whereupon 

Buasaheb complained about the four cave workers. Baba lambasted them, “Why did you eat the 

sweets without my permission? No one here, except Buasaheb, is faithful!” But Jalbhai saved them 

from a terrible scolding. He admitted eating the laddoos and, since he was their supervisor, they 

could not be wholly blamed. Baba forgave all with a warning not to do it again. 

Baba was pleased to know that the work on the cave was finished, and a tin sheet roof was 

installed overhead. The cave was eight feet deep and a Persian carpet was spread over the earthen 

floor. A canvas was hung across the entrance, and the ground opposite the cave was leveled for the 

mandali to gather during Baba’s seclusion. Baba named it the Panchvati Cave and secluded himself 

in it on Saturday, 15 November 1930.455 Before entering seclusion, Baba held a darshan program 

for poor people only and many were fed. Late that afternoon, Baba was taken to the cave. Sitting 

on the ground in front of it, all chanted for one hour the simple prayer dictated by Baba of the names 

of God: Hari, Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, God, Yezdan, Hu. 

Baba ordered this prayer to be sung along with his arti each evening at sunset until he ended 

this seclusion. The mandali were permitted to bow down at Baba’s feet for darshan after the arti. 

 

While Baba was in strict seclusion in the Panchvati Cave, Pleader was isolated in the Post 

Office building. One day Pleader looked up and saw a long black cobra hanging from the ceiling. 

He had orders not to leave the room, nor could he shout for help, since he was also maintaining 

silence. Although terrified, there was nothing he could do but stare up at the snake and remember 

Baba even more. 

A considerable amount of time passed (and it is even said that the cobra drank some of 

Pleader’s milk). Finally, when Sidhu came to bring the next ration of milk, Pleader pointed toward 

the ceiling. Sidhu stumbled backward when he saw the size of the snake. He was so scared that for 

a few moments Sidhu could not utter a word. Then he began shouting. Pendu and Chhagan came 

running to help. 

The cobra was curled in the corner of the rafters and it was difficult to lure it down in order 

to kill it. So Pendu and Chhagan wrapped a cloth around a stick, soaked it in kerosene and lit it. 

When they thrust the torch toward the snake, the cobra began hissing, spitting its venom, and trying 

to curl further into the corner, but the roof tile soon became so hot the snake fell down. Pendu and 

Chhagan struck it with a staff, breaking a vertebra. Chhagan then crushed its head. The cobra had 

landed so close to him that Chhagan afterward fainted (even though he was an expert snake-killer). 

Despite all this commotion, Pleader did not leave his room nor did he break his silence, obeying 

the Master to the letter. 

 

News was received at this time that a British freelance journalist named Paul Brunton, 32, 

was coming from England for Baba’s darshan and to interview him.456 Brunton’s parents were 

Jewish and he developed an interest in meditation, mysticism and Theosophy at a young age. He 

 
455 Panchvati (Five Banyan Trees) is a famous place of pilgrimage in Nasik, associated with Lord Ram, 

who stayed there during his twelve-year exile. Babajan had also stayed there, prior to settling in Poona. 

456 Paul Brunton’s given name was Hermann Hirsch. He changed it to Raphael Hurst and was still using 

that name in 1930. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nasik


published articles for the Occult Review, through which he likely came in contact with Meredith 

Starr. He spent two years as a regular visitor to the library of the Secretary of State for India. 

Brunton also began a correspondence with K. J. Dastur, who wrote “tremendously 

enthusiastic letters about his guru,” Brunton related, “so much so that I was tempted to go out and 

investigate the matter for myself.”457 Brunton was working as the publicity advisor to three large 

corporations, but he gave up his occupation and decided to travel throughout India, Egypt, and 

Asia, investigating the ideas and practices of yogis, sadhus and holy men, and personally living in 

their retreats, hermitages and ashrams. 

Even before meeting Baba, Brunton wrote a laudatory article for the August 1930 issue of 

the Meher Message titled “The West Needs Meher Baba.”458 Nevertheless, Baba had no desire to 

see Brunton, as he was in seclusion, and remarked to the mandali, “See how maya obstructs my 

work! I did not wish to see anyone and now my work is being impeded.” Baba instructed Vishnu 

to write to Adi Sr. in Nasik, informing him to go to Bombay and meet Brunton at the dock, lodge 

him in a hotel for the night at his own expense, and bring him to Meherabad with Jalbhai. He also 

instructed Adi that Brunton should bring plenty of fruit with him because no fresh food except milk 

was available at Meherabad. 

Accordingly, Adi Sr. met Paul Brunton, and he and Jalbhai arrived in Meherabad on 

Saturday, 22 November 1930. Brunton was accommodated on Meherabad Hill in the middle room 

of the Water Tank. Although Sidhu did not know a word of English, he was appointed by Baba to 

look after Brunton’s needs. 

The next day Baba called Brunton to him in the cave along with Jalbhai and a British 

acquaintance of Brunton’s named Frederic Fletcher.459 The purpose of Brunton’s interview was to 

determine if Baba was a genuine Master. Vishnu read Baba’s alphabet board as he dictated. Brunton 

began to take notes, but Baba wanted his full attention and asked him not to. Brunton should record 

the conversation later, from memory, if he wished to.460 Baba explained about the five Sadgurus 

and their circles and his own coming down, and said: 

Upasni Maharaj and Hazrat Babajan are the greatest spiritual personalities of the age … It was my past 

connection with Babajan which gave me the Experience in a second, without any striving or longing for it; and 

again it is this connection with others that will make me share this Infinite Treasure amongst the twelve of the 

circle in the future … 

A Sadguru in physical form can work a lot of good for the world [more] than without it. After the death of a 

Sadguru, he enjoys eternal bliss and the power is there with him but not the authority to use it. So wherever 

there is a tomb of a Master, there the power is, but it is the faith which becomes the medium and utilizes that 

power. It is for this reason that people generally derive benefits from the tombs of saints. Internal benefit can 

however only be imparted when the Master is in bodily presence … 

When a Master dies he takes no further interest in affairs of the gross world — not even a Christ. Hence those 

who imagine that a “dead” Master is responding to their prayers or watching over them, are wrong. So, too, 

tombs and mausoleums of great saints are of no spiritual value to those who visit them. Nevertheless when a 

sincere devotee prays and intensely concentrates on a dead Prophet, like Christ, and calls on him for any help, a 

living Master then in the world will feel that this cry is being made, and if the sincerity and aspiration of the 

 
457 The London Forum (the Occult Review), August 1934, “My Tour Among the Yogis” by Paul Brunton, 

p. 109. 

 
458 According to his diaries and the skeptical tone of his description of his meetings with Baba, as related in 

A Search in Secret India, Brunton never accepted Baba as a real Master. (“Meher Baba, though a good man 

and one living an ascetic life,” he wrote, “is unfortunately suffering from colossal delusions about his own 

greatness.”) Therefore, Brunton’s article in the Meher Message was most likely heavily edited by Dastur 

before publication. 
459 Fletcher (known as Prajnananda) had been living in India for seven years as a Buddhist monk. 
460 In his published writings, Brunton used the word “Messiah” for a Western reader, rather than Avatar 

which is what Baba dictated on the board, according to Brunton’s original notes.  



devotee warrant it, he will manifest himself to the devotee, taking on the appearance of Christ, et cetera, and 

answer the prayer. 

When Brunton questioned Baba about his mission, Baba stated: 

I shall change the history of the whole world. As Jesus came to impart spirituality to a materialistic age, so I 

have come to impart a spiritual push to present-day mankind. There is always a fixed time for such divine 

workings, and when the hour is ripe, I shall reveal my true nature to the entire world. 

The great teachers of religion — Zoroaster, Ram, Krishna, Buddha, Jesus and Muhammad — do not differ in 

their essential doctrines. All these Prophets came from God. These Divine Ones appeared in public when their 

help was most needed, when spirituality was at its lowest ebb and materialism was apparently victorious 

everywhere. Mankind is rapidly approaching such a time. 

At present, the whole world is enmeshed in sensual desires, in racial prejudice, selfishness and money-worship. 

God is forsaken! True religion is abused. Man seeks life and the priests give him stones! God, therefore, must 

send his True Prophet among men once again to establish true worship and to awaken people out of their 

materialistic stupor. I but follow in the line of these earlier Prophets. This is my mission. 

The Prophets lay down certain rules and practices to help the masses lead better lives and to incline them 

toward God. These rules become the tenets of an organized religion; but the idealistic spirit and motive force, 

which prevail during the Prophet’s lifetime, gradually disappear after his death. That is why organizations 

cannot bring spiritual truth home to people. Religious organizations become like archeological departments 

trying to resuscitate the past. Therefore, I shall not attempt to establish any new religion, cult or organization. I 

shall rejuvenate and revitalize the religious thought of all people and instill a higher understanding of life in 

them. 

Remember, though, that the fundamental truth of all religions is really the same, because all issue from the same 

source — God. But the Avatar considers the times, circumstances and prevailing mentality of the people before 

his public manifestation. He therefore preaches doctrines best understood and best suited to such conditions. 

Baba then brought up a different point to Brunton: 

Have you not noticed how all nations have been brought into instant communication with each other during this 

modern epoch? Do you not see how the railways, steamships, telephones, telegraph, radio and newspapers have 

caused the whole world to become a closely woven unit? An important event happening in one country is made 

known within a day to the people of another country 10,000 miles away. 

There is a special reason why all these developments have recently taken place. The time is soon coming to give 

mankind a universal spiritual belief, which will serve all races of people in every country. In other words, the 

way is being prepared to enable me to deliver a worldwide message to humanity. 

“But, when will you tell the world about your mission?” asked Brunton. 

I shall break my silence and deliver my message only when there is chaos and confusion everywhere, for then I 

shall be most needed — when the world is rocking in upheavals, earthquakes, floods, volcanic eruptions — 

when both East and West are aflame with war! Truly the whole world must suffer, for the whole world must be 

redeemed! 

“Do you know the date of this war?” inquired Brunton. 

“Yes, it is not far off. But I do not wish to reveal the date,” Baba dictated. 

“This is a terrible prophecy!” exclaimed Brunton. 

Baba looked sad for a moment and explained: 

Yes, it is. The war will be terrible in its nature, because scientific ingenuity will make it more intense than the 

last war. However, it will last only a short time — a few months — and when it has reached its worst, I shall 

make myself known publicly and declare my mission to the entire world … 

After the war, a long era of unique peace will come — a time of world tranquility. Disarmament will no longer 

then be a matter of mere talk, but an actual fact. Racial and communal strife will cease. Sectarian hatred 

between religious organizations will come to an end. I shall travel widely throughout the world and all nations 

will be eager to see me. My spiritual message will reach every land, every town and every village, bringing 

universal brotherhood in its wake, peace among men, compassion for the poor and the downtrodden. And most 

importantly, I will bestow love for God. 

“What is India’s future?” asked Brunton. 



In India, I shall not rest until the pernicious caste system is totally uprooted and destroyed. When this happens, 

India will find itself to be one of the most influential countries in the world. Despite its shortcomings, India is 

still the most spiritual country in the world. The future will find India to be the moral leader of all nations. All 

great founders of religions were born in the East, and it is to the East that the people of the world must continue 

to look for spiritual light. 

Brunton thought this over for a moment and then said, “Europe is hard and skeptical. How 

can you convert unfamiliar peoples to your brand of belief? The average Westerner will tell you 

that it is impossible and very likely laugh at you for your pains!” 

Baba remarked: 

Ah, you do not realize how changed the times will be. Once I publicly announce myself as the Avatar, no one 

will be able to withstand my power! I shall openly perform miracles as proof of my mission, not to satisfy idle 

curiosity, but to convince the skeptically-minded. 

When the conversation ended, Brunton admitted that he did not understand why Meher 

Baba was confining himself inside a stone cave when there was a well-structured building to abide 

in; but he was impressed by what Baba revealed to him. 

During his final interview on the 24th, Brunton asked Baba, “How do you know you are 

the Messiah?” 

Dictating from his board, Baba replied: 

I know! I know it so well. You know that you are a human being, and I know that I am the Avatar. It is my 

whole life! My bliss never stops! 

You never mistake yourself for some other person; so I cannot mistake who I am. I have a divine mission to 

fulfill and I will do it! My manifestation will occur in the near future, but I cannot give you the exact date. 

“There are others who claim to be the Messiah,” said Brunton. 

Baba smiled, and then remarked: 

Yes, there is Krishnamurti, Mrs. Besant’s protégé. The Theosophists deceive themselves. Their chief wire-

pullers are supposed to be somewhere on the Himalayas in Tibet. You will find nothing there but dust and 

stones. Besides, no real Spiritual Master ever required someone else’s body for his own use. Such thinking is 

ridiculous! 

Baba then commented about America: 

America has a tremendous future and will become a spiritually-minded nation. Whenever I visit a place and 

stay there, however short a time, its spiritual atmosphere becomes greatly elevated — and I intend to visit 

America. 

Baba ended his meeting with Brunton by urging him, “Go to the West as my representative! 

Spread my name as that of the coming Divine Messenger. Work for me and you will then be 

working for the good of mankind.” 

Brunton looked startled and said, “I don’t know if I can do that; the world will probably 

think I am mad.” 

Baba assured him that he was mistaken, “I will help you to render service to me in the 

West.” 

Baba then directed Brunton and Fletcher to meet Hazrat Babajan in Poona, to see the Tiger 

Valley Cave in Panchgani, and then to visit Kolhapur High School and the Madras Center. At one 

point during his interview, Baba had explained to Brunton: 

The feet are potent for receiving the bad sanskaras of other people, while the forehead is potent for giving them. 

Hence devotees lay their foreheads on the feet (especially the toes which are most potent) of the Sadguru and 

he takes up consciously some of their sanskaras. But the same process will happen with you if you allow others 

to touch your feet. Hence never permit it, but if it has occurred, immediately put your own forehead on the feet 

of this other person and he will have to take some of your bad sanskaras in exchange. 



Accompanied by Jalbhai, Brunton and his friend left soon afterwards to meet Babajan. In 

Poona, Abdulla Jaffer took them to Babajan. When Brunton stepped forward to face Babajan, she 

gripped his hand, looked into his eyes and then said in a slow feeble voice, “He has been called to 

India and soon he will understand.”461 

 

On Tuesday, 25 November 1930, Baba came out of the Panchvati Cave and left for Nasik 

the following day, where he met with the women mandali. He returned to Meherabad on the 27th, 

and remarked, “My seclusion has been disturbed and now I wish to complete it. There should be 

no more obstacles in my work. No one should know the place of my seclusion. From now on, I will 

have to keep my whereabouts a secret.” 

Baba left for Delhi two days later with Raosaheb, Chanji, and Vishnu. During the three 

weeks in Delhi, the mandali in Nasik and Meherabad were informed that Baba’s health was poor 

and that was why he was detained there and not meeting with anyone. The fact was, however, that 

Baba was seriously occupied with sending various messages through Chanji to different political 

leaders, thereby establishing contact with them. Baba himself did not see any politicians in person, 

but used Chanji as his emissary. 

Baba returned to Meherabad on Tuesday, 23 December 1930 and then left for Nasik a week 

later on the 30th. Rustom’s movie theater was nearing completion, and Baba arranged for the men 

mandali to move to Nasik and live in the theater. 

Chanji had traveled from Delhi separately and met Baba at Meherabad on Sunday, 4 

January 1931. After tea that day, Baba desired to play a game of atya-patya and went to his Jhopdi 

to change clothes. When he returned, he found that the men had not started preparations for the 

game — sides had not been chosen, nor had the lines on the playing field been drawn. The mandali’s 

negligence caused Baba to become extremely annoyed, and he reprimanded them severely: 

It is a painful fact that neither do you care for me, nor for my instructions. I am being worshiped by the angels, 

walis, and pirs, but your behavior toward me is one of complete indifference. 

The other day when Adi [Sr.] had been to the wali in Nasik, the wali told him, “Your Master is the real Emperor 

before whom we are mere dogs!” The wali used such words for describing me; whereas you, my mandali, pay 

no attention to my directions. I had clearly expressed my wish to play atya-patya, and it was your duty to 

prepare for it. But you have not lifted a finger. How painful this is to me and what a pity it is! 

Remember this well: A day will come when you, one and all, will break your heads and shed tears of blood and 

repent to the heavens for your indifference. 

When you recognize me and come to know fully who I really am, you will feel sorry for yourselves and realize 

how grossly negligent you were in following my dictates and caring for my words. 

Although I now pardon you and your mistake is forgiven, it is not befitting to be so careless. It is not really your 

mistake but my luck. The same thing happens with every Avatar. He remains unknown in his lifetime, but after 

he gives up his body, the whole world weeps in repentance for the great loss they have to sustain. Your time of 

weeping will also come! 

Atya-patya was then played for an hour with full vigor and much enthusiasm. Boys from 

Arangaon Village were invited to join in the game and, compared to other days, all the men were 

fully engrossed and played to the best of their ability, which pleased Baba. 

The following day, 5 January, Baba revealed to the mandali the roots of Zoroastrianism: 

The Shahnameh [Persian historical epic poem] is almost total fiction. Zoroastrianism is very, very old — almost 

6,000 years. The reigns of the famous kings, Jal, Rustom and Jamshed, were before Zoroaster — almost 

100,000 years ago! Who could authentically document such ancient history? 

 
461 According to Pendu, Baba tried to discourage Brunton from writing anything about him, and instead 

suggested he visit Shirdi and Sakori and write about Sai Baba and Upasni Maharaj. Baba even instructed 

the mandali not to speak with Brunton, Pendu recalled. 



Religion as the Parsis practice it today has nothing in it. All the original teachings of Zoroaster were burned and 

destroyed; hence, what they have is an afterthought and quite different from what Zoroaster actually said and 

taught. It is a pity, but true. 

Rustom arrived that day and Baba spoke with him about the cinema and other affairs. K. J. 

Dastur arrived the following night. 

 

Preparations were being made for another journey to Persia, which was kept secret. Chanji 

was sent to Bombay on the 6th night to obtain passports and visas for himself, Baba, Raosaheb, 

Buasaheb, Gustadji, and Aga Ali. Except for these five (and Pudumjee, who was assisting Chanji), 

no one else knew of the intended trip. Aga Ali was staying with his father in Bombay. Haji’s consent 

was sought to allow Ali to accompany Baba to Persia and Haji consented. 

Baba went from Meherabad to Nasik on Friday, 9 January 1931, followed the next night 

by the entire mandali and Chanji. Soon after, some persons from Kolhapur came to see Baba and 

related the details of a murder trial there. A relative of one person in the group was involved in the 

case and had been sentenced to death. Baba advised the person to appeal to the Privy Council on 

his relative’s behalf, but the person said that he lacked the funds for such an appeal. Baba directed 

him, “If you go to the Privy Council, my inner help will be there for you.” Later it was discovered 

that the person had lied to Baba because he had, in fact, considerable wealth. He did not listen to 

Baba’s advice and the accused relative was executed. 

This news was reported to Baba on Tuesday, 13 January 1931. Baba explained to the 

mandali about what happens to the consciousness of a person who is executed: 

If anyone is executed by the government, he enters a state of samadhi. It is temporary. For instance, when a 

person is being hanged, there is a clash during the execution between the functioning of inhalation and 

exhalation; becoming lifeless, the person enters a samadhi state. This type of samadhi has nothing to do with 

anything spiritual, for as soon as this state is over, and according to the sanskaras of his past life, the soul takes 

rebirth. If he has murdered anyone, he must pay for those sanskaras of murder. If the person is innocent, yet is 

executed, he is then freed from the sanskaras of murder. 

It is quite different in the case of people who commit suicide by hanging. When a suicide’s samadhi finishes, he 

remains “hanging” — waiting between the astral and gross worlds. That person becomes a ghost and does not 

acquire another physical body for ages to come. 

While in Nasik, Baba spent more time with the women mandali. One day he gathered the 

women together and remarked, “I have great love for you all and that is a source of trouble to me.” 

Taken aback, Mehera, Naja, and Khorshed were hurt by this and exclaimed, “Baba, don’t 

be troubled on our account.” 

Looking pensive for a moment, Baba gestured, “It means that you don’t want my love?” 

All cried out, “Not that, Baba! We pray for your ardent love, but we do not wish to have 

you suffer because of us.” 

Baba explained, “I worry for whomever I love. The lover is distressed for the Beloved, but 

the Beloved is unimaginably more troubled for his lover. My luck, my fate is like that − full of 

troubles, discomfort, distress and disquiet − because I am the Beloved of all!” 

Baba then requested that the women sing a Hindi song, which began with this couplet: 

The cuckoo is singing in the forest; 

The Beloved has left us in our infancy! 

The women sang and their efforts made Baba happy. 

During this period, Gulmai came to Nasik to visit Baba. On one occasion, he asked her, 

“Will you always stay near Mehera, as she is my Radha?” Gulmai replied that it would not be 

possible for her. Baba then asked the same question of Soonamasi and she at once assented. 



In those days, the women mandali were kept aloof in their separate compound and would 

dress in plain cotton saris with long-sleeved blouses. They were ordered to dress modestly and to 

keep their heads covered at all times with a scarf so as not to show their hair. One day Baba decided 

to rummage through the women’s trunks. Soonamasi’s trunk contained beautiful, embroidered 

saris, which she had brought from Bombay. She was very fond of dressing well, but Baba took 

away all her belongings and handed them to her daughter Khorshed. A few days later, however, 

Baba took them away from Khorshed also. 

Baba’s intimate ones living in Nasik at the time included Naval and Dina Talati, Ramjoo 

and his wife Khatija, her sister Haja, and Ramjoo’s sister Amina and her husband Abdulla Jaffer. 

The ladies would frequently visit the women mandali. Freiny, her husband Rustom and mother 

Daulatmai were also residing in Nasik in a separate bungalow with their children. On the evening 

of Tuesday, 13 January 1931, the inauguration of the Meher Film Company (a company formed by 

Rustom to produce films) was held in Nasik with music and singing. 

Two days later, Baba drove to Bombay with Rustom, Naval and Kalemama. (Chanji and 

Abdulla Jaffer went by train.) Pesu came to see Baba there on 17 January. It had been a long time 

since Pesu had met Baba, and he was happy to be in Baba’s company once again, promising to 

rejoin the mandali in the near future. 

When Baba was in Kashmir during August of 1929, Kaikhushru Masa had been kidnapped 

by his relatives and confined to his house in Bombay. Masa had been forced to transfer all his 

property to his relatives in a trust, and after one year had passed (during which no protest had been 

registered against the trust documents), Masa was released from his confinement. His wife 

Soonamasi and daughter Khorshed went to Bombay and brought him back to Nasik, but Masa’s 

health was broken. He had pneumonia and was under constant medical care. Pilamai was given the 

duty of nursing him. 

Baba left Bombay on the 17th by train at 10:00 P.M. and reached Nasik at 2:00 A.M. He 

went straight to where Masa was staying and spread his bedding on the verandah outside Masa’s 

room, resting there for the night. Baba frequently rose during the night to look in on Masa, 

consoling the ailing man, “Masa, do not worry. I am here to be with you. Remember me.” 

The next morning, Baba sent for Soonamasi and Khorshed, and asked Khorshed to sing a 

ghazal; thus, Baba kept Masa (who was in the next room) occupied with thoughts of God. At one 

o’clock on Sunday afternoon, 18 January 1931, Masa’s soul merged in eternal peace forever. He 

was only 51 years old. This was the first time the Master had stayed near a dying person from 

among the mandali during his last moments. The next day Kaikhushru Masa’s funeral was 

performed in the town of Deolali, four miles from Nasik, at the Zoroastrian Tower of Silence. Four 

or five of the mandali attended. 

Sohrabji and Jamshed Desai had arrived on the 18th from Navsari, and left the next day 

after meeting Baba. 

On Monday, 26 January Sarosh hired a small, private airplane and brought it to Deolali. 

Baba, his brother Beheram, and six others took a ride in it. This was the first time Meher Baba rode 

in an airplane. 

A 70-year-old holy man in Nasik resided in a temple on the banks of the Godavri River. 

He was a large man who wore a sleeveless jacket and a loincloth. Local people called him simply 

Waliji or “the Baba.” Once referring to this man, Baba revealed, “Although he dresses in rags and 

resembles a beggar in appearance, he is a wali on the fifth plane and is the spiritual chargeman of 

Nasik.” Kaka Baria was instructed to visit the wali from time to time. 

Meanwhile on 9 February 1931, Feram Workingboxwala came to stay permanently at 

Nasik under Baba’s instructions. He had come several times for Baba’s darshan at Alamai Katrak’s 

and Naoroji Dadachanji’s apartments in Bombay, and had been directed by Baba to come to Nasik 

to work in the Sarosh Motor Works as a typist. 



There is a humorous story related to Feram. Feram had previous contact with Upasni 

Maharaj at Sakori. One day Feram told Baba that Maharaj had promised him that this would be his 

last lifetime. Baba assured him that it would be and that he would fulfill Maharaj’s promise, but 

then asked why Feram did not want to come back in another life. Feram answered, “Baba, I hated 

school as a boy. The thought of ever coming back and going to school again is dreadful to me. I 

don’t want to come back because I hate school!” Baba laughed and related Feram’s reply to the 

mandali. 

 

Around the 1st of February 1931, after his pilgrimage to various places in India, including 

meeting Baba lovers in Panchgani, Bijapur, Bangalore, Madras and Calcutta, Paul Brunton returned 

to Nasik to see Baba. At their meeting, Baba asked him why he looked so distressed. Brunton 

replied, “My mind is troubled; I am thinking of the dozen or more holy men I have encountered in 

India who all claim to be the Messiah!” 

Baba smiled and gestured, “Yes, I have heard of some of them.” 

“How do you explain it?” Brunton asked. 

Baba replied, “If they are honest, then they are simply deluded. If they are dishonest, then 

they are deceiving others and they will have to suffer for that. Do not worry about it. All these men 

are unconsciously helping to do my work. I know who I am. When the time comes for me to fulfill 

my mission, the world will also know who I am.” 

Brunton was invited to stay with the men at the ashram in Nasik. Brunton had written to 

Baba from Calcutta, “I am looking forward in the near future to receiving spiritual enlightenment 

at your hands; I need it if I am to go back to the West with any message for their materialistic 

minds.” During his week-long stay, however, Baba usually kept aloof from him. Although Brunton 

questioned the Master every day, Baba was cool in his reception and their meetings were 

deliberately brief in contrast to the lengthy interviews Baba had granted him at Meherabad. Brunton 

was given Chanji’s and Ramjoo’s diaries to read; but he was, on the whole, unimpressed and 

doubted Meher Baba’s claim of divinity. 

As Age reminds us, however, “The Avatar works in mysterious ways. Those who oppose 

him also work for him.” 

Meher Baba had a secret motive in aggravating Brunton, causing him eventually to pen 

attacks against him. The fact was that, just as Baba had wished Colonel Irani to oppose him in 

India, he wished an influential person from the West to oppose him in Europe and America. Baba 

chose Brunton for this role, as he had certain work to accomplish through Brunton’s antagonistic 

attacks and criticisms. Three years later, Paul Brunton was to publish a popular book titled A Search 

in Secret India which, although critical of Meher Baba, drew many Europeans and Americans to 

become interested in him.462 

In an uneasy mood, Brunton left Nasik on Sunday, 8 February 1931, traveling to the saint 

Ramana Maharshi’s ashram in South India before returning to London. 

Of all the gurus he met, Brunton was most impressed with Ramana Maharshi. When 

Brunton asked Ramana Maharshi if he had ever heard of Meher Baba, the saint replied that he had. 

 
462 A Search in Secret India has been reprinted more than 20 times and translated into many languages. 

Brunton wrote more than a dozen books. He is credited with being “the first person to write accounts of 

what he learned in the East from a Western perspective; his works had a major influence on the spread of 

Eastern mysticism to the West. Taking pains to express his thoughts in layperson’s terms, Brunton was able 

to present what he learned from the Orient and from ancient tradition as a living wisdom. Paul Brunton’s 

writings sum up his view that meditation and the inward quest are not exclusively for monks and hermits, 

but will also support those living normal, active lives in the Western world.” (Godwin, Cash and Smith, 

Paul Brunton: Essential Readings [Thoth Publications, 1990].) 



Brunton asked if he had anything further to add to Meher Baba’s claim to be an Avatar, and Ramana 

Maharshi replied, “What have I to say? This is a question that seekers after Truth need not consider. 

People that are in the lower rungs of the ladder waste their energies over all such questions.” 

“Will the world be rejuvenated?” Brunton inquired. 

Ramana Maharshi replied, “There is One who governs the world, and it is his look-out to 

look after the world. He who has given life to the world, knows how to guide it also.”463 

Maharshi also told Brunton, “The Realized Ones send out waves of spiritual influence 

which draw many people towards them, even though they may be sitting silently in a cave.”464 

 

On Wednesday, 11 February 1931, Baba took a few of the mandali to Poona, where they 

stayed at the home of Sadashiv Patil. Baba attended Sadashiv’s daughter’s wedding, and the nuptial 

ceremony turned into a large darshan program as several hundred people came to pay their respects 

to the Master. Among the leading guests was the Maharaja of Bhor, and the wedding seemed to be 

a pretext for Baba to give darshan to his followers in Poona, rich and poor alike. 

Afterward, Baba visited Baba House and met with Bobo, Memo and Mani. When Baba 

arrived, he found Bobo standing before his photograph in worship. Baba embraced his father most 

graciously and lovingly. “Bobo was undoubtedly a true dervish,” Age noted. “In answer to his 

heart’s intense longing, Infinite Consciousness had taken human form as his son − rewarding 

Sheriarji for his years of wandering in search of Truth.” 

Baba kissed Mani affectionately and discussed certain matters with her. Although she was 

only twelve years old, it would soon be time for Mani to join the women mandali. It was on this 

occasion that Baba first hinted at keeping Mani as one of his women mandali, informing his mother, 

“Mani belongs to me.” But Memo wished to keep Mani at home, and Baba’s comments worried 

her since, if Mani too joined the ashram, then none of her children would be with her and Sheriarji 

in Poona. Adi Jr., Beheram and Jalbhai were all living in Nasik at the time. 

On the 13th, Baba left Poona for Nasik, where preparations had begun to celebrate his 

birthday. Bobo, Memo and Mani also came to Nasik for the birthday. 

The Master’s 37th birthday was celebrated on Tuesday, 17 February 1931, in Nasik. That 

year, Ramjoo’s sister Amina Jaffer had seen to all the arrangements and she and her husband 

Abdulla had paid for all the expenses. In Poona during 1922, while at the thatched hut along 

Fergusson Road, Abdulla had sought Baba’s advice when he faced a court case against him. At that 

time, Baba foretold that he would win his property back and be awarded Rs.80,000. After nine 

years this prediction came true, and in their deep gratitude, Amina and Abdulla spent lavishly to 

celebrate Baba’s birthday. They had a beautiful robe made for Baba and placed a net of flowers 

over his body to adorn him. 

Baba looked glorious in his kingly robe; however, the rejoicing was disturbed when harsh 

words broke out between Gulmai and Memo. Gulmai had garlanded Baba first, which irked Memo 

as she wished to be the one to have this honor. Baba himself intervened and soon pacified both of 

“his mothers.” 

Such conflicts were the marvel of Meher Baba’s internal work and they were always 

present amongst his close ones. The Master would actually encourage some persons to be hostile 

toward others, creating bitter feelings and often giving rise to loud and lengthy arguments. There 

 
463 Meher Message, Vol. III, No. 10, October 1931, p. 43; Meher Baba never met Ramana Maharshi, nor 

had any communication with him, though Baba once commented that he was a genuine sixth-plane saint. 

 
464 Paul Brunton and Munagala Venkataramiah, Conscious Immortality (Tiruvannamalai: Sri 

Ramansramam 1984, revised in 1996), p. 134. 



was usually a contentious atmosphere between different parties, especially among the mandali, but 

such bitter disputes, quarrels and strife occurred for a different purpose. They were helpful to the 

mandali in teaching them to be tolerant, shattering their egos and keeping them bowed to the 

Beloved’s feet as he took them along the path to Truth. Living with the Master was never easy, and 

each of the close mandali experienced what “living while dying” meant. Being under the direct 

guidance of a Master is a living death to the false self. No pen can do justice to the type of life these 

souls of Meher Baba’s circle underwent; it can only be experienced. 

Amina Jaffer had ordered an enormous feast and Baba served the food to all. Chanji got 

the most precious “prasad” from Baba that day. While serving the meal, Baba asked him through 

hand gestures, “Do you want more?” Chanji did not speak, but replied back with gestures. At 

Baba’s asking again, Chanji simply nodded. Annoyed by this, Baba flung his alphabet board at 

Chanji, striking him on the throat. Chanji gasped, then cried out that he was hurt. Baba motioned, 

“Do you want more of my prasad?” 

Chanji humbly replied, “You are the Master and you have all authority over me. I am at 

your feet and you may do as you like.” This answer pleased Baba. 

 

During February 1931, people from Nasik, as well as from distant places, came daily for 

Baba’s darshan. Baba also went to Bombay a few times to attend to certain matters connected with 

his upcoming trip to Persia that had been kept secret thus far. 

Once during this period, Baba called a meeting of the mandali and remarked, “Now the 

situation is such that I have no more money. I am desperate for funds and can no longer provide 

you with food and clothing. If you are willing to starve, remain with me. From now on if you stay 

with me, you will have to undergo even greater privations. So all of you should seriously think this 

over and then give me your decision.” 

All agreed to stay, and Baba again warned, “I am telling you the truth. I have no funds left 

and won’t have any coming in. You will have to face more hardships now than ever before.” All 

were willing to remain with Baba, come what may. 

On Saturday, 28 February 1931, Baba performed the opening ceremony of Rustom’s new 

movie theater in Nasik. At the hands of the Master of the Universal Cinema, the Circle Cinema 

was officially declared open.465 A Charlie Chaplin comedy, Shoulder Arms, and another film were 

shown. 

Several of the men were employed at Rustom’s theater: Beheram was the projectionist, 

Buasaheb was the cashier, and others were apportioned different duties without wages. Rustom had 

agreed to provide their food, but he had gone so heavily into debt financing the theater that, at times 

when insufficient revenue was generated to meet operating expenses, arranging for the mandali’s 

food became difficult. 

After a four-day trip to Bombay with Rustom, Vishnu, Chanji, and Raosaheb, Baba 

returned to Nasik on Saturday, 18 April 1931 and convened a meeting of the mandali the next 

morning at 10:00 A.M. on the stage at the Circle Cinema. “I am leaving Nasik to remain in seclusion 

somewhere,” he explained, “If I am to open my mouth [break my silence], I will come back in 

October; if not, I will remain in seclusion for an indefinite period. So it is better for you to 

understand your responsibilities, live for me and keep my pleasure.” 

Rustom said, “If all cooperate with me, this difficult time for me will pass.” The mandali 

consented to cooperate with Rustom and stay in Nasik during Baba’s seclusion, and Baba was very 

pleased. 

 
465 In the beginning, the Circle Cinema was also known as the Meher Theatre. 



One day a person who was familiar with Baba came to him and poured forth his tale of 

being reduced to poverty. Baba frankly explained to him, “I have no money at all. My mandali go 

hungry and I myself am looking for someone to arrange for their food. My mandali consist of such 

gems that they consider it an ordinary thing to sacrifice their lives for my cause.” 

The man remained quiet and then went away. Sending for Buasaheb, Baba directed him, 

“Follow that man and give him Rs.100.” 

Buasaheb looked astonished and said, “Day and night we rack our brains trying to make 

ends meet! And you want to give him Rs.100?” 

Baba exclaimed, “Pay him Rs.200!” 

Buasaheb was taken aback, but he wisely kept quiet. He thought: “Knowing Baba, if I say 

anything more, the figure will jump from Rs.200 to 500.” So he prudently exited and gave the man 

Rs.200. 

During this period, a young man from Poona named Minoo Bharucha, 25, came into the 

Master’s contact. Minoo had gone to school with Jalbhai, and was a friend of Beheram and Adi Jr., 

also. Minoo was working in Nasik as an electrical engineer and one day happened to meet Beheram 

on the road. After Minoo casually asked what he was doing in Nasik, Beheram told him of his elder 

brother and took him to meet Baba at the Circle Cinema. Being a Parsi, Minoo was at first perplexed 

when he saw people bowing to Baba. However, he soon became a regular visitor and learned more 

about Meher Baba’s spiritual status. After reading some books, he became a devoted follower of 

Meher Baba and also of Upasni Maharaj. 

 

Baba had not informed anyone of his future plans. On Wednesday, 22 April 1931, he and 

a small group quietly left Nasik at 3:00 A.M. by train for Poona. After spending a day there and in 

Talegaon, he was driven to Bombay (in Vithal Bhokre’s car) and left for Lahore by the Frontier 

Mail train on the 26th, accompanied by Aga Ali, Buasaheb, Chanji, Gustadji, and Raosaheb. 

Reaching Lahore on the 28th, and leaving Buasaheb, Gustadji and Raosaheb there, Baba 

departed for Karachi with Aga Ali and Chanji. They arrived in Karachi the next day and stayed at 

Pilamai’s house. To please Ali, Baba often remarked, “In these hard times − with the hopeless 

situation all around − Ali is the only source of solace and comfort to me.” 

On Thursday, 30 April 1931, Jamshed Mehta came to see Baba. Baba praised his sincere 

efforts and sympathetic treatment of the poor and needy, and admired his selfless service in other 

areas, as well. Baba explained to him: 

I am very pleased with your sincere work and selfless service, particularly in the cause of the really poor and 

needy. You render it with a sense of renunciation, even at the cost of sacrificing your own interests. I know all 

about your activities in the cause of service to others, and they are unique and most praiseworthy. You are 

sincere and selfless as very few persons in the world in your position could be. 

In spite of all these sincere humanitarian efforts in the cause of service to others, God-realization is far, far 

away. The ego will not die so easily. It is most difficult for the ego to disappear, and disappear it must before 

God-realization is possible. 

Even in the noblest aspirants and the sincerest workers for the good of humanity, the thought that “I did this” or 

“I have done that” exists. Although they might not say this openly to others, the thought persists in their minds. 

This very thought that “I have done this service” is so destructive that it nullifies all the service rendered and 

robs it of all value and worth. 

Jamshed Mehta was highly impressed with Baba’s explanation and his heart accepted the 

truth of the Master’s words. To Mehta’s surprise, Baba visited the slums of Karachi and Manora 

with him that evening. 

While Baba was in Karachi, Nariman Dadachanji came to see him again. Nariman was 

studying in college in Karachi at the time and had met Baba previously in Bombay. From the 



beginning, Nariman was silent in his love for Baba and never verbalized his deep feelings. What 

secret dialogues the Master had with Nariman’s inner self, only Baba knows! 

On Friday, 1 May 1931, Baba left Karachi with Aga Ali and went back to Lahore; Chanji 

was ill with fever and stayed behind and joined them later. On the 11th, the entire group met in 

Quetta, where Rusi had rented a special house for Baba. However, Baba did not like it and returned 

to his old room in Rusi’s home, while the mandali stayed in the adjoining house. 

At the time, Rusi’s two daughters, Goher and Katie, were fifteen and eleven respectively. 

Despite their young age, they had great love for Baba. When Baba arrived at their house, Katie’s 

brother coaxed her to see Baba. She was feeling shy and quietly sat in a corner of Baba’s room. 

Pointing to her, Baba asked, “Who is this little flower sitting in my room?” Her mother Khorshed 

said it was Katie. Baba beckoned her to stand before him; she was embarrassed, but her reserve left 

in a short time and she was soon innocently chatting with Baba. 

One day Katie’s mother gave her some plums to give to Baba. When she took the tray of 

fruit to his room, Baba picked one up and held it out to her. Katie thought the fruit was only meant 

for the Master and said, “No thank you, Baba. This is for you.” Baba angrily gestured to Chanji, 

“She refused what I gave her! Doesn’t she know the importance of my gift? Doesn’t she know that 

when I give something, you don’t say no?” 

Katie started crying, and Baba signaled to Chanji, “Explain to her that when I give 

something one must never say no, even if one doesn’t like it.” Baba later lovingly embraced Katie, 

indicating, “Now will you remember to accept whatever I give you?” 

“Yes, Baba,” said Katie. Baba picked up a big plum and brought it to her mouth. Katie 

opened her mouth wide, but Baba popped the fruit into his and ate it. Katie burst out laughing at 

Baba’s trick and her fright vanished. 

Once when Katie was working on her homework, Baba entered her room and asked what 

she was doing. She explained that she had to write an essay and Baba dictated an entire article to 

her. He then asked her how it read. “Wonderful,” Katie replied, “but it is too good! The teacher 

will know it is not mine.” 

Baba gestured, “What will you say?” 

“I will tell her I wrote it myself,” Katie brashly replied. 

Baba caught her by the ear and gestured, “Never tell a lie! Say it was written after talking 

with someone.” 

On another occasion during this visit, Baba showed his displeasure with Katie by 

pretending to leave. After going down the stairs, he looked at her and held up his pinkie finger at 

her (the gesture among Indian children of becoming enemies with someone), indicating that 

henceforth they were not on speaking terms! Saddened, Katie urged him to come back. Baba 

returned, motioning, “All right, let’s be friends.” They shook hands and Baba added, “Always carry 

out my wishes, whether you like them or not!” 

Goher likewise received much of Baba’s attention. Quetta was intensely cold and Goher 

was sleeping in bed, covered by a heavy blanket. One night Baba entered her room at 4:00 A.M. 

and slowly pulled at the end of the blanket. Feeling the cold, Goher was roused from her sleep and 

was startled to find Baba standing before her. Baba indicated to her, “You feel cold now, but I have 

come on earth to give the warmth of God’s love. Once you completely possess that love, you will 

never feel cold!” 

The group went out for walks and drives and climbed some surrounding hills, but, as 

mentioned, the weather was unpleasantly cold. One evening Baba took Rusi’s whole family to the 

movies, but they returned after seeing only half the film. Goher had wanted to stay and wondered 

why Baba had walked out, as the film was good. 



When they reached home, Baba remarked, “The whole world is after the show of maya, 

and the world itself is nothing but a movie! If anyone becomes blind to this film, he acquires the 

sight to witness the show going on in his innermost self. This inner drama is quite extraordinary, 

before which the play of the world is like one’s own excrement!” 

To relax, Baba would play carrom with Katie, Goher, and Ali. He would make Ali lose the 

game by cheating. Once Katie caught Baba flicking a piece into a corner pocket. She cried out, 

“Baba, you’re cheating!” This made Baba smile, since the shy girl had now become quite bold. He 

denied it and asked Chanji, “Did I cheat? … Do I ever cheat? … I never cheat!” 

During his visit, Baba again stressed to Rusi that he and his family should leave Quetta 

permanently. Surprised at Baba’s serious tone, Rusi asked, “If we leave Quetta, where are we to 

go? My business here is thriving.” 

Baba advised, “Sell your business, your house and all your possessions, and move 

immediately. I’m warning you. It is not good for you to stay here any longer. The time has come.” 

Rusi did not follow the Master’s advice, and a year later he suffered a tremendous financial 

loss as a result. Earthquake tremors rocked Quetta in 1932, opening Rusi’s eyes to Baba’s hints; 

yet when he tried to sell his restaurant and bakery then, no one was willing to purchase it for what 

it was once worth. Because of the recent tremors, he had to let it go at a very low price. After selling 

all his property, Rusi and his family moved to Ahmednagar where his wife’s sister lived. A few 

years later, in 1935, another much more devastating earthquake leveled Quetta, resulting in the 

death of 50,000 people and causing extensive damage. It was one of the worst natural disasters in 

history. 

In Quetta on Saturday, 16 May 1931, Baba stated to the mandali: 

As I’ve forewarned, the present crisis and the most critical, desperate situation of one and all of the mandali, as 

well as for others, is nothing but the outcome of my working. Not only do they weep, but I also have to shed 

tears. No one is to blame for this; it is no one’s fault. It is the result of the inner work of the Masters. This 

situation was necessary, and something more is to come which will be still worse. No one ever dreamed or 

expected such bad times would come. And it is possible that I, too, will have to suffer along with some of the 

mandali to the extent of being stricken ill or perhaps having to go without food or water. I may face terrible 

hardships at times. 

Much more humiliation is probably still to come, but it is brought about by me on purpose. I am responsible for 

it, and it will increase to such an extent that I may be handcuffed, chained and taken to prison! Who knows 

what will happen! 

One thing is certain: I will have to go away alone. Many of the mandali will leave me one by one. Because of 

the hopeless situation in Nasik, some are already leaving one after the other. All this is nobody’s fault. It is the 

bitter fruit of my internal work, for which I myself have to weep at times. 

Chanji then asked, “If it is the result of your internal work, then why do you feel upset by 

it?” 

Baba explained: 

Because all are mine, and I am especially pained for my close mandali whose pitiable situation I have brought 

about. They find themselves in trouble and facing unhappy and unpleasant times because of me. It is like a 

father who suffers at the moment of his child’s operation. It is the father who consents to the operation and 

knows that it is for the child’s good, but the child’s suffering also gives the father pain. My pain is like this. 

The plight of the mandali was truly unenviable. In Nasik, Baba made them become fakirs! 

Food was of the poorest quality, and all were depressed. 

 

The validity period of Persian passports at that time was for only one year, and Baba’s 

previous passport had expired. This time, too, Baba refused to write his signature for a British 



passport. Instead he applied for another Persian one by putting his thumbprint under a recently-

taken photograph in a brown fur coat. The new passport was issued in Quetta on 24 May.466 

 

Persia Trip, 1931 

 

 

 
466 The local photographer, named Bal, requested and was granted a second sitting on 29 May for another 

portrait, but those images have been lost. 



 

 

On Monday, 1 June 1931, accompanied by Aga Ali, Chanji, Buasaheb, Raosaheb, and 

Gustadji, Baba left Quetta by train for his third visit to Persia. The route chosen was again plagued 

with trouble and hardships. 

They reached Duzdab five days later. From Duzdab, they drove by car and arrived in 

Meshed (Mashhad) at noon on the 6th, where they occupied a rented residence near a garden. Baba 

would walk daily to the garden and also went to the movies several evenings. One day while he 



was strolling about the town, two women followed him. Reaching his residence, Baba beckoned 

them inside and asked what they wanted. They were prostitutes for hire. Baba explained to them 

about leading a pure spiritual life devoted to God. 

While looking at Baba’s face, the women burst out crying, “O Holy One! How can we 

make up for our sins? Our lives have been so immoral; we are beyond salvation.” 

Baba consoled them, explaining, “A Holy One is like the ocean. It is so vast that, whether 

you throw dirt or sandalwood into it, it assimilates both, leaving its waters as pure as before. In the 

same way, the Holy One also takes upon himself the good and bad of both the virtuous and the 

sinful, merging them in his ocean. In this way, even the worst of sinners is purified. So from now 

on, avoid your present way of living and accept it that you have been forgiven and made pure.” 

Both prostitutes were deeply moved by Baba’s silent words. Baba bade them sit beside him 

and their hearts cried out, “O Holy One! We dedicate our new life at your feet!” They shed tears of 

repentance before him, and their sins were washed away by their tears at the Beloved’s feet. 

While in Meshed, Baba kept Aga Ali by his side at all times. Baba remarked about the boy 

to the mandali, “If Ali remains pure, I will make him a salik!” Ali was now serving as Baba’s 

personal aide and would also read his alphabet board at times. 

There was a very large mosque in Meshed where thousands of Muslims would come to 

pray, and it proved to be the center of Baba’s work during the trip. The mosque is an important 

place of pilgrimage for the Shiite Muslims, as it houses the body of Imam Reza, the eighth Imam, 

who was killed in Meshed and is the last and most important Imam buried in Persia. For three 

nights, Baba went to the mosque at midnight, remaining in seclusion inside for two hours while 

Chanji and the mandali kept watch outside. Because of the religious orthodoxy prevailing in 

Meshed, this arrangement was made with the utmost difficulty. It was only by the intervention of 

a Muslim priest, the head of the mosque, who made it possible for Baba to stay in the shrine at 

night; otherwise it was strictly prohibited. The priest had had a vivid dream that a great holy man 

had entered Persia, and felt that Meher Baba was that revered personage. 

On Wednesday, 10 June 1931, Baba looked very sad and tears actually flowed from his 

eyes. He remarked, “Enough of this melancholy! What will happen if my heart remains so dejected? 

The question before us now is: ‘Where to go and when to go?’ I have to leave, but the visa business 

remains a problem.” 

Meanwhile, the Chief of Police in Meshed wished for Baba’s darshan and conveyed to 

Chanji that he would like to invite Meher Baba to his house. Baba went there on the 18th and was 

received with the utmost reverence and respect. The policeman’s wife served tea and refreshments, 

and the man was very happy to be in Baba’s company. He humbly told Baba, “I would like to help 

with the issuance of a visa to you, but the rules prevent me, for which I am very sorry. It’s a question 

of the law. Without your signature, a visa will not be valid in Western countries.” Baba was ready 

to travel from Persia directly to Europe on his Persian passport, but without his signature, visas for 

England and America were not possible to obtain. 

While in Meshed, Baba’s identity had not been disclosed to anyone except the Chief of 

Police; but those who happened to look at Baba would be drawn to his magnetic personality and 

would continually gaze at him. One of the neighbors was a local mullah (Muslim priest) and did 

not like this and began stirring up his congregation against Baba, saying, “This man is a Hindustani 

[Indian]! What will you gain by going to him?” 

Baidul had been sent in advance to Persia with the boy Ali Akbar, whom Baba had directed 

to remain at his family’s home. On 14 June, Baba had sent Baidul a telegram in Yezd, instructing 

him to meet them in four days in Meshed. After Baidul rejoined the mandali, Baba was driven from 

Meshed to Duzdab. 



Baba’s trip to Persia in 1931 was quite different from his previous two visits. During this 

journey, Baba met with no one for interviews, nor was any darshan held. He had come strictly to 

do his inner work, yet Baba did not reveal the purpose of his seclusion in Persia. At night, he would 

sit alone for an hour or so, absorbed in this work. During the day, he seemed outwardly to be 

preoccupied with nothing in particular, usually roaming the streets of Meshed. 

On Thursday, 25 June 1931, after being issued visas at the British Consulate to re-enter 

India, they left Duzdab by train for Quetta. After ten days in Quetta, they left by train again and 

arrived in Karachi on 5 July. Again they stayed at Pilamai and Hormuzd’s house. 

The next day Baba began a fast. He was joined in the fast by Buasaheb, Baidul and Aga 

Ali, which all broke four days later on Friday evening, 10 July — the sixth anniversary of the 

Master’s silence. Pilamai performed Baba’s arti that day. 

The President of the Municipal Corporation of Karachi, Jamshed Mehta, again came to see 

Baba. He told Baba that he found himself surrounded by difficulties with no immediate solution. 

Baba stated: 

That is not bad news; that is very good news! You are lucky to have so many hardships. The fact is there are no 

hardships, because everything in the world is one big zero! I see and experience this every moment. 

Once tested by the Avatar or Sadguru, the devotee will feel as if he is about to die! It is terrible; this path of God 

is the harshest and most insurmountable thing possible. Still, don’t worry and don’t lose hope. Good times are 

ahead and after these difficulties, quietude and comfort await you. 

Terrible suffering is the sign of happiness and peace to come. Great heat denotes the coming of rain. Great 

suffering and intense sorrow indicate that happiness is about to dawn. Anything beyond your capacity will 

necessarily change your capacity, because so long as everything is within your limits, you don’t know what is 

beyond them. And everything concerning God and God-realization is beyond limit! So in this way, great 

suffering and being plagued with terrible problems are beneficial. 

People pray to me to solve their difficulties, saying that they love me, but there is a vast difference between love 

and prayer. In Persian, to pray means to beg, to want, to desire something — even the blessings of God. But 

when a person really loves, he gives himself over to his Beloved completely. This is true love. In that, there is 

no begging, no wanting, and no room for desires. Only the longing to unite with the Beloved remains. 

Love means the renunciation of the self; prayer means selfishness, no matter how high the prayer may be. So 

there is a vast difference between the two! 

Baba decided to remain in Karachi for several days, during which time Jamshed Mehta and 

Chanji’s relatives, including Nariman, had several occasions to be in his intimate company. Baba 

also visited his aunt Banu Masi’s home and discussed family matters with her. Her son Homi 

wanted to stay with Baba at Meherabad, and Baba had directed him to remind him about it. When 

Homi brought up the subject, Baba, however, advised him to seek employment, earn money and 

manage his household affairs, and in this way he would be serving Baba. 

 

For some days Baba had stopped shaving; so with a bearded stubble on his face, he left 

Karachi on Thursday, 23 July 1931. The group arrived in Chalisgaon three days later at seven in 

the morning. Baba sent Buasaheb ahead to Nasik with instructions for Rustom to take the women 

mandali to Pimpalgaon Baswant (a few miles from Nasik) for two days on the 27th. The men 

mandali were instructed to meet Baba there on the 29th. 

From Chalisgaon, Baba proceeded to Chandor on 27 July in an ordinary public bus (in a 

pouring rain) and reached the dak bungalow at Pimpalgaon Baswant. When the women saw him, 

they were shocked and in tears. Looking weary from his journeying, Baba was unshaven, his hair 

disheveled, and he was dressed in dirty, tattered clothes. “Very difficult times lie ahead,” Baba told 

them, “and you will have to undergo much more trouble if you elect to stay with me. Your life will 

be nothing but hardships. Even at present, providing food and clothing for all is difficult for me. In 



the future, who knows, even this much may be impossible! So I advise you to go back to your 

families with whom you will find some degree of comfort.” 

The women expressed their wish to stay with Baba. How could Mehera, Naja, Khorshed, 

Soonamasi or Daulatmai ever leave their Beloved Lord? Mehera’s heart would never accept such 

separation; there was no place in her heart for anyone except Baba. The same was true with the 

other gopis. Their decision made Baba extremely happy and the serious atmosphere turned into a 

scene of gaiety. Baba served food, and played with Dina’s five-year old daughter Jeroo and three-

year-old son Curshed, and Freiny’s daughters Meheru, four, and one-year-old Naggu. After hearing 

songs sung by the women, Baba sent them back to Nasik. 

In the evening, Baba left for Chandor (about fourteen miles away) and again returned to 

the Pimpalgaon Baswant dak bungalow the following day. The women were again called from 

Nasik and Baba informed them, “I am leaving for some work; in my absence, prepare a play for 

me.” He outlined the theme of the play and chose certain roles for them. “This will be your 

meditation,” he added, “so participate in it with all your hearts and have the play ready to be 

performed when I return.” Afterward, the women mandali left for Nasik and Baba returned to 

Chandor. 

Baba met with the men mandali at the same dak bungalow at Pimpalgaon Baswant on 29 

July. When they saw him, they were also taken aback by his appearance. Baba was wearing his old 

kamli coat which had become very shabby and dirty, and cotton pants that were frayed and stained. 

His hair was unkempt and tangled, black patches like bruises were seen on his cheeks and dark 

circles were under his eyes. He looked haggard and wore a sad expression. 

Finding him in this condition, Rustom and Adi burst out weeping. Baba consoled them, 

“This is my condition now — I die every moment! I don’t know what is ahead. I have much work 

to do in the future, but my body has grown weak. Now if you wish to stay with me, do so; otherwise, 

you may leave me. I cannot maintain anyone now; our money is finished. How can I see to others 

when I myself am in such dire straits? 

“It is likely that the pressure of the work which lies ahead may make me drop my body. 

You should now decide once and for all whether you wish to continue to be with me or not.” 

But who could abandon the Master? The men were moved by Baba’s pitiful condition and, 

forgetting their own troubles, beseeched him to take care of his health. On their part, they were 

ready to undergo any hardship that might befall them. Baba’s woeful appearance was so dramatic 

that the mandali were quite shocked, and conveyed their resolve to him amidst tears. 

Before bidding farewell to the mandali, Baba stated, “I have a great work before me, but I 

doubt this body will bear the burden. If not, it will drop. You may be seeing me for the last time.” 

The mandali departed for Nasik after bowing down to Baba. Neither the women nor men 

mandali knew that Baba had been to Persia, and they were deliberately not informed that Baba was 

about to sail to England, on his first trip to the West. All returned to Nasik in a pensive, sorrowful 

mood and simply forgot their own troubles in light of Baba’s suffering. As mentioned, in those 

days, their food was meager and of poor quality, but the deep wound in their hearts at seeing Baba’s 

condition made them forget their own suffering. This was why Baba had pretended to be in such a 

deplorable condition. 

After creating this ruse, Baba left for Chandor with Chanji, Masaji and Karim. They 

proceeded from there to Manmad on Thursday, 30 July 1931. Remaining there for two days, Baba 

reached Kurnool via Secunderabad. At Kurnool Baba stayed with Sampath Aiyangar, who was then 

serving as a judge there. Baba did not wish to meet anyone and remained in seclusion at Aiyangar’s 

government bungalow. On 4 August, Baba shaved off his beard. Leaving Kurnool by train on the 

8th, Baba arrived in Karachi at 9:00 A.M. three days later. Masaji and Karim were weak and unwell, 

and the three-day journey proved “tedious, tiresome, and troublesome,” Chanji noted. “Baba was 

frequently in a dejected, sad mood.” 



The group was met in Karachi by Nariman. Chanji’s brother Aspandiar came after some 

time, and all went to the arranged bungalow in two victorias. Their meals were to be sent by Baily’s 

sister Khorshed, and Nariman was asked to stay with them at night to help Chanji. 

Preparations were immediately set in motion in Karachi for the Master’s first visit to the 

West. Baba wished his mandali to endure the difficulties that they would experience during his 

absence, and he had acted in such a way that they would be willing to face even the fires of hell, if 

it would help him in his work and ease his suffering. 

Previously on 16 July, Baba had sent the following cable to Meredith Starr in Devonshire, 

England: “MAKE ALL PREPARATIONS FOR MY COMING. LOVE IS CALLING ME TO THE 

WEST.” 

Chanji had been in touch with a shipping office to book their passage to England on the 

Tivere, leaving Bombay on 25 August. But when they arrived in Karachi, they were informed that 

no second-class economy cabins were available. Chanji was agitated about this as he had been 

promised cabins on the ship, but Baba told him to book another vessel bound for Europe. Chanji 

was able to secure cabins on the SS Rajputana instead. It was difficult on such short notice for 

Chanji to obtain tickets, and he wondered why this last-minute trouble had arisen. 

In Karachi, Pilamai had a long talk with Baba, expressing her desire to join the ashram. 

Baba assigned Jamshed Mehta the work of obtaining visas for himself, Chanji, and Aga Ali. 

Rustom was also to accompany Baba to England, but he had still not been informed about it.467 

On Saturday, 22 August 1931, Mehta informed Baba that Mahatma Gandhi might also be 

traveling to England, but it was looking extremely doubtful at this stage. Baba replied, “If I go to 

England, I will take Gandhi with me. You simply expedite the passport work.” The next day, Baba 

repeated the same thing about Gandhi. 

In September, a Round Table Conference was scheduled to take place in London about 

India’s independence, but it was uncertain whether Mahatma Gandhi would attend. At the last 

moment, he agreed and, when it was announced that he would be sailing to England on the SS 

Rajputana, Chanji and Mehta grasped the significance of Baba’s earlier comments, and Chanji 

realized why they had not been able to travel on the earlier ship. 

About his trip, Mahatma Gandhi told newspaper reporters, “I must go to London with God 

as my only guide.” 

The visa work continued. The British authorities had endorsed Baba’s passport with a visa 

on 25 July, but Mehta was informed that Baba would be required to sign a “guarantee” (perhaps in 

relation to Ali, who was a minor). Even Mehta with all his influence as the President of the 

Municipal Corporation of Karachi found it impossible to convince the British authorities to issue 

all the documents to Meher Baba without his signature. At last, Baba consented to sign, but before 

doing so, he remarked ominously, “The British government is compelling me to sign its own death 

warrant! This will be the end of the British Empire in India.” 

At 4:30 P.M. on 25 August, Baba executed a bond in the commissioner’s office in Karachi 

and, with a grim expression, signed Meherban Sheheriyar Irani to the typed guarantee. The British 

government had unknowingly dug its own grave and their rule in India slowly started to topple as 

a result. 

Baba bid farewell to his close followers in Karachi — Nariman, Pilamai, Banu Masi, and 

others — and left by train for Bombay on Wednesday, 26 August 1931, arriving two days later. He 

did not, however, meet many of his followers in Bombay. Naoroji received them at the station and 

took them to his and Chanji’s parent’s home (Rustom Bagh) at Byculla, stopping briefly on the 

way at the Talatis’ residence on Grant Road. Meals were brought by Naoroji’s wife Bachamai and 

 
467 Rustom already had a passport from his earlier trip to England. 



his sister Mehera. Pudumjee came to see Baba the same day and reported that K. J. Dastur was in 

Bombay. Dastur had been informed that Baba was in town and was leaving for England, and 

although Dastur said he would come to see Baba, he was so upset at not being included among 

those going with Baba that he did not turn up. 

Vishnu and Rustom were already in Bombay. They had been informed to come from Nasik 

to meet Baba. Chanji telephoned Rustom as soon as they had arrived. With Rustom were Gulmai, 

Freiny, Soonamasi, and Buasaheb. Chanji informed Rustom that he was to accompany Baba and a 

few others to England. Rustom was told to come and see Baba immediately. Marker was also 

telephoned and informed of Baba’s arrival in Bombay. 

Baba informed Vishnu about his forthcoming trip to the West and instructed that, after 

Baba had sailed from Bombay, Vishnu should inform both the men and women mandali in Nasik 

about it. In three days, Baba was to leave the shores of India for his first Western tour. It would be 

five months before he returned. 

 

Age had observed Baba and the few mandali with him secretly planning to travel abroad. 

How exciting it was! The dawn of a new phase of Baba’s work was about to begin! Baba was about 

to contact his Western lovers, and Age was restless with anticipation, longing to see what would 

happen when Lord Meher sanctified the soil of the Western world. 

As Baba finished preparing for his journey and rested before the day of departure, Age 

reflected on the scope of Baba’s activities to date. It thought back more than 30 years … What a 

beautiful child little Merog had been, shining forth from a narrow lane in Poona … Age had 

watched the child grow into a handsome youth, who excelled at everything he did … It saw the 

youth as a brilliant college student … Then the kiss by the Perfect Master Babajan. Age felt the 

impact of the stone hurled by Upasni Maharaj at Merwan’s forehead. It watched the agony of 

Merwan’s seven-year coming down. Soon the fishes began swimming to him, irresistibly drawn to 

the Master’s net … Arjun, Nervous, Munshiji, Sayyed Saheb, Ramjoo, Ghani, Vishnu and others 

… 

Age then found itself sitting under a starry sky outside Baba’s Poona Jhopdi, listening to 

the strains of a qawaal. The numerous incidents of Baba’s ten-month stay at Manzil-e-Meem 

flooded its memory … The rough life of the early Meherabad days … How Meherabad had 

blossomed into a bustling community − the schools, hospital, dharamshala − the visitors, discourses 

and endless hours devoted to the Prem Ashram boys … The trouble the boys caused and the 

infusion of divine love to their hearts… “Love was singing in their tears,” thought Age. 

Age then looked towards Persia and reflected upon the hardships of Baba’s three journeys 

there … It remembered the 1924 tour of India when Baba had said he wished to be kicked by sadhus 

and saints … And the foot journeys to Sakori and other places. 

But Age thought most of Baba’s hints about his own status and mission. In Shendi, when 

Baba had said, “The Avatar is now playing marbles” and more recently in his pointed explanations 

to Paul Brunton. “Was Baba about to declare himself as the Christ to his Western lovers?” Age 

wondered. “Would they believe him? How will they react? What leela will the Lord of the universe 

create in the Western hemisphere? 

Wherever Baba has been − whatever he has done − the Wine has always been with him, 

Age pointed out, following him like a trail and leaving its indelible stain on the hearts of all he 

encountered! “How many cups has the Saki already filled brimming to overflowing? How many 

hearts have already been broken by one glance at his golden curls?” 

How fortunate the West now is, Age thought. They have no idea about the Beloved, but 

they are about to taste the Beloved’s Wine! “How fortunate they are that the Beloved himself is 



journeying to their countries to embrace them − to pour into their heart’s cup the wine of love, and 

to instill in their minds devotion and obedience to him! 

“Beloved Baba is coming to make them his … Coming to teach them to sing the Song 

Eternal!” 
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