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Chapter 10: THE WEST LEARNS TO SING 

 

On Saturday, 29 August 1931, Age watched as Meher Baba, 37, sailed from the port of 

Bombay on the SS Rajputana, accompanied by 16-year-old Aga Ali, Chanji, 38, and Rustom, 32. 

They were required to be at the docks at 7:30 A.M. to pass a medical examination. Despite waiting 

for more than three hours, their names were never called, and they boarded the ship at 11:00. They 

sailed two hours later, at 1:00 P.M. 

No one in Bombay had been informed about his voyage and consequently none of Baba’s 

followers turned up at the docks to bid him farewell. Baba left India surreptitiously; not even the 

mandali in Nasik had been informed he was leaving for Europe. 

Just a few days before, Mahatma Gandhi had agreed to participate in a Round Table 

Conference in London concerning India’s independence from the British, and for that purpose was 

proceeding there on the same ship (unknown to him) with Meher Baba. Although no one had come 

to say goodbye to Baba, there were thousands on the pier waving bon voyage to Gandhi (including 

Jawaharlal Nehru) — and thus unknowingly to the Avatar also. 

Vishnu had been called to Bombay prior to Baba’s departure, and he left for Nasik the same 

day. When he informed both the men and women mandali about Baba’s journey, they were stunned. 

Their surprise was great because they had found Baba in a run-down condition recently when they 

had met him a month before in Pimpalgaon Baswant. One of the reasons Baba had not disclosed 



his trip was that some of the men, had they known about the journey, would have wished to 

accompany him.1 

K. J. Dastur, for example, would have insisted upon going with Baba and he was bitterly 

disappointed when he heard the news; whereas the rest of the mandali, though surprised, were 

pleased that Baba would be meeting and drawing Westerners to him. Jalbhai remarked sardonically, 

“Baba enacted a fine charade for our benefit.” Buasaheb commented, “Had he not kept the trip a 

secret, most of us would have pestered him to take us with him.” Such sentiments were exchanged 

among the men, but, reconciled, they were amused at Baba’s wonderful ruse. 

Dastur, however, remained distraught and thought: “I cannot believe Baba has gone to 

England without me; I have an M.A. and LL.B [master’s and law degrees]. How could Baba have 

left behind such an educated person as myself? Why has he taken Chanji and Rustom with him? I 

am the editor of Meher Message and would have been the right choice to accompany him to the 

West. I told Baba I would go to England with him. It is unbelievable that he did not take me.” 

Dastur was shocked and could not tolerate this affront. His mind raged against Baba and thus he 

revealed what sort of love he really had for the Master. He who declared that he would write the 

Master’s messages in blood was to learn of the Master’s arrow; wounded, he would shed tears from 

the heart deeper than the flow of blood. 

Meanwhile on board the ship, after lunch Baba had a walk on deck. There was an 

evacuation drill at 5:00 P.M. and all (including Baba) had to don life jackets for ten minutes. Rustom 

and Chanji both fell seasick that same afternoon. Rustom soon recovered, but Chanji was bedridden 

for three days. Baba was unaffected by the rough seas and personally attended to him, though 

Chanji was reluctant to let Baba serve him and was pained by the idea of the Master serving his 

disciples. 

But soon the inevitable “pricking” began. Baba said to Chanji, “Why did I bring you? You 

are still sick in bed and Rustom is always on deck.” Rustom was even selected for a sports 

committee, but Baba did not like him mixing so much with the other passengers. Chanji bore Baba’s 

“onslaught” for a day, but then finally lost his temper. His cold, curt replies brought tears to Baba’s 

eyes, for which he greatly repented. 

At first, Baba’s name was kept a closely guarded secret. He was listed on the passenger list 

as M. S. Irani and had signed on by his given name. From this time on, he continued signing 

important documents as M. S. Irani. 

Staying aloof, Baba kept inside his cabin during the voyage and saw no one for some days. 

He would, however, take a stroll on the deck early every morning and late in the evening for almost 

an hour when no one was around. He ate in his cabin and maintained a strict vegetarian diet. 

Mahatma Gandhi would be on deck during most of the voyage, and offer prayers in the 

evening, giving a short speech afterward. He was dressed in his usual white lungi, but Baba 

remarked, “It’s only his vanity and fondness for show that makes him dress like that. But he’ll have 

to cover up and put on warm clothes in England, the weather being as cold as it is.” 

On 2 September 1931, Baba mentioned calling Gandhi for a private meeting for an hour. 

The ship docked at Aden early the following morning, but Baba did not get off. Later that afternoon, 

while at sea Baba was walking on the upper deck when Gandhi appeared and noticed Baba from a 

distance. They were joined by many other passengers, so Baba, Chanji, Rustom and Ali moved to 

a discreet corner of the deck for some time. Baba and his group went up again for half an hour after 

dinner, after which Baba retired to his cabin for the night and Chanji went to the library to write his 

diary. 

That evening, Gandhi gave a lecture on the significance of prayer to a group of passengers, 

and Rustom was among the audience. Gandhi explained what an important part prayer played in 

 
1 Mehera related that Baba had revealed his plans to travel to the West to her, prior to his departure. 



his life and how it brought him peace of mind. Gandhi claimed that three of the greatest teachers 

of the world — Buddha, Jesus and Muhammad — had left “unimpeachable testimony that they 

found illumination through prayer, and could not possibly live without it.” 

Gandhi’s statement later gave rise to a protracted argument between Chanji and Rustom. 

They brought up the subject with Baba, saying that Gandhi had referred to Masters such as Jesus 

and Muhammad as “praying” to God at times. 

Baba replied: 

People like Gandhi are not to be blamed for misconstruing such things because they 

know nothing about the Avatar. They have no actual experience. It is a misconception to say that 

Avatarhood can be achieved through prayers. They take the nirvikalp-samadhi state [the “I-Am-

God” state] of the Avatar before his manifestation of divinity to be a state of offering prayers. Such 

an idea is due to ignorance of the Avatar’s inner state. 

After attaining the divine state of nirvikalp-samadhi, the Avatar enters the second divine 

state of sahaj-samadhi [God-consciousness plus creation-consciousness). In this state of sahaj-

samadhi, the Avatar experiences himself as everyone and everything, and when the Avatar prays to 

God in the Beyond for the good of the world, it is simply misunderstood. The Avatar does not pray 

for his own purity — he prays for others. His praying is quite different; it is not for himself. In fact, 

the Avatar himself is the Prayer-Made-Perfect. Even before his manifestation, the Avatar is 

Perfection personified. 

To say that ten, fifteen or twenty days before the manifestation of his mission the Avatar 

prays during samadhi or in seclusion for purification or preparation for himself is absolutely 

erroneous. Where is the question of purity for him who is never impure? It is ridiculous to say that 

for his own benefit the Avatar prays in seclusion. His prayer is for the benefit of others, for the 

world, not for himself. 

To whom should a Perfect Master or Avatar pray? How can one who calls himself God 

pray to someone or something? He himself is God and sees himself as everyone and everything. 

On 4 September 1931, Baba remarked, “If Gandhi comes to meet me, it would be very 

good for him and good for all concerned.” 

About the Round Table Conference, Baba explained to Chanji and Rustom: 

Even Gandhi will have no influence there, in spite of his presence. He should have gone 

at first with other representatives who, in a wavering mood, left for Multan; but at that time, Gandhi 

hesitated on account of certain grievances. Then he suddenly agreed to participate in the 

conference, though most of their grievances were not redressed. 

The point is that once Gandhi refused to join in the conference on certain grounds, he 

ought to have refused to the end. He should not have suddenly consented to take part in it unless 

and until all his grievances were redressed and removed, and he should have stayed in India. But 

being inconsistent, he consented to attend the conference at the eleventh hour. He has lost his 

prestige and now he won’t succeed there. At the Round Table Conference, differences of opinion 

will prevail among the parties and no one will agree, and Gandhi’s influence will not make a 

difference. His influence will be ineffectual. 

“Why?” asked Chanji. 

In reply, Baba spelled out: 

Gandhi’s influence has already waned. He wants to keep every party pleased and 

there[in] lies his weakness. How could he keep everybody pleased when they all are opposed to one 

another and have conflicting views, extremely opposite to each other? 

In India, the many political parties and creeds all have one common aim: to attain 

independence. But there is not a single party among them who can come to terms with another 

party about details. Even the [Indian National] Congress, the party considered strongest, is affected 

by the foul odor of religious differences. Its influence on others is gradually failing. With the 

weakening of its influence, the influence of Gandhi is also waning. Not only are the two greatest 

and largest parties and communities, the Muslims and the Untouchables, out of the influence of the 

Congress, but they also oppose and fight tooth and nail against Gandhi and the Congress. 



Even among his own followers, or those who at least agree with him on the question of 

independence, their objectives differ. Observe how Sarojini Naidu and Pandit Malaviya act.2 

Gandhi preaches the use of khadi [handspun cotton cloth] to all and sundry, yet Mrs. Naidu wears 

silks, though she is a colleague in his fight for independence. Gandhi preaches and advocates the 

abolition of caste and religion, particularly in abolishing Untouchability, and his lieutenant in the 

Congress Party, Malaviya, does not adhere to it. Malaviya takes his cook to England with him, 

thinking that eating meals prepared by foreigners is irreligious. There are thousands in the Congress 

who do not accept this dictum of Gandhi’s at all, and that is why the party is not strong; the result 

of which will bode ill for the future. 

Gandhi also advocates celibacy, though he himself is married and has children, and 

recently he arranged his son’s marriage. There are so many things like these which he recommends, 

but does not put into practice himself. Why preach such things which he himself can’t or won’t do? 

It is this trait in his character, combined with two other great defects — vanity and 

inconsistency — which causes Gandhi to lose his influence gradually, and leads those who once 

admired him to oppose him today. Shaukat Ali was once Gandhi’s closest companion and he is now 

his staunchest opponent. Why? Because of that great dividing factor: the religious animosity and 

enmity between the Hindus and Muslims. The religious fanatics on both sides have nurtured and 

fostered this hatred to the extent that even in Congress there are the orthodox who color every 

political activity and action with their religious bigotry, and it is all authorized, approved and 

practiced by and with Gandhi. This leads to great antagonism which is now weakening the 

Congress party. 

What can I say about [Gandhi’s] vanity? Too much of a thing always spoils a man. To 

raise one to the seventh heaven and to cry out “Mahatma Gandhi ki jai” has made him vain and 

brought him down. Shaukat Ali has caustically remarked, “These things have gone to his head and 

made him [Gandhi] mad!” 

Besides, his immediate attendants put up a great show and fuss in every activity, which 

shows that Gandhi has a taste for it. But it is the natural outcome of too much praise and adulation. 

This daily exhibition in all functions, public and private, has reached the limit. It is too prominent 

to conceal from a shrewd observer or a sincere soul, who never likes or desires such a show. Hence, 

there is the dislike of him by many who, in spite of their admiration for him at one point, have left 

and are leaving him in [droves]. 

The Perfect Master of Spirituality can do anything and everything. He can preach about 

things which he himself does not practice, and for his spiritual purposes he can do things according 

to the prevailing conditions and circumstances, because he is eternally free of all things and can 

undo their effects. This is something an imperfect person can never do, much less one who has no 

“wind” [breeze] even of spirituality [such as a political leader, like Gandhi]. 

The reactionary effects of all these preachings, fuss, sham, show and vanity are 

disastrous, causing a gradual erosion of any influence Gandhi has among his admirers and 

followers, however great. If Gandhi’s influence goes, the rise of youth will take place, which in its 

activity will resemble Russian communalism. The signs are already there, as we find them 

assassinating people in high places and assaulting them in broad daylight. 

Although Jawaharlal [Nehru] sides with Gandhi in his objective for independence, his 

views, creed and activities are quite different from Gandhi’s. 

On the 5th, regarding Britain, Baba said: 

The British government will not grant anything more than what was settled on in the last 

Round Table Conference. There is a change of government and, except for [Prime Minister] 

MacDonald, no one has any sympathy for our cause. Gandhi, too, will not gain anything more by 

his presence than what has already been decided to be given. His personality and influence will 

have no effect at all. And if Gandhi tries to give in again to avoid a conflict, the Congress will not 

accept it. 

Baba predicted a civil war erupting in India between Hindus and Muslims. “There will be 

a terrible massacre and slaughter of one another,” he stated. “It will also have its reflection on 

Europeans. There will be an equally strong civil war between the Indians and foreigners, 

particularly the Europeans and more particularly the British.” 

 
2 Sarojini Naidu and Madan Mohan Malaviya were prominent Indian freedom fighters, who were also 

traveling on the Rajputana as fellow delegates with Gandhi, to attend the Round Table Conference. Naidu 

was the first woman to become President of the Indian National Congress. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_National_Congress


On the 7th, Baba said: 

The common cause of nationalism and the objective of achieving independence are 

sacrificed for want of unity between the Hindus and the Mohammedans, and they are harming their 

own cause by bringing religion into the matter. No one understands religion, and all this strife and 

squabble is born of irreligiousness. 

Gandhi, who goes to England as the chosen leader of the Congress and the spokesman for 

India, this time will have no influence, unfortunately, owing to various reasons of conflicting ideals 

and party politics. Not only will his influence fail with the British people, but his influence will fall 

considerably even with his own people, the Indians, to the extent of failure. And with Gandhiji’s 

influence gone, and “communalism” coming in, civil war will follow. 

This is all very sad for poor India and for Britain, too. But sadder times are still to come 

before the sun of the New Era of peace and prosperity dawns on the world, for such is ordained. 

The ship docked at Port Said at 3:00 A.M. on 7 September 1931, and Baba, Ali, Chanji and 

Rustom disembarked and spent half an hour walking on the shore. 

The following day, a newspaper reporter, Mr. Tehmanker, confronted Chanji, “When will 

Meher Baba break his silence?” 

Chanji conveyed the question to Baba, who replied, “If strong winds are blowing and you 

try to open your umbrella, it is blown here and there and it becomes difficult to hold. But when 

there is no wind and much heat and rain, then you will naturally open your umbrella. Similarly, 

when there is no movement of air and I find signs of ‘heat’ or ‘rain,’ I will break my silence.” 

During the voyage, Baba seemed eager to meet Gandhi and would often repeat, “It is 

always like this: When I don’t allow visitors, people complain and ask, ‘Why don’t you allow us 

to see you?’ And now when I want to see certain persons for my own reasons, they don’t show any 

inclination. Now we should forget about trying to contact Gandhi. It is too late now.” 

Later, expressing his concern, Baba remarked, “Gandhi is a good man, but it will be better 

if he sees me. It would be to his great benefit. I love him dearly and I would like to meet him for 

his own good.” 

Meanwhile Jamshed Mehta, who was an acquaintance of Gandhi (and a Baba lover), cabled 

Gandhi on board the ship, strongly urging him to meet Meher Baba. At nine o’clock on Tuesday, 8 

September, Mahatma Gandhi came to Baba’s cabin with his secretary Mahadev Desai. After 

Gandhi was introduced, he looked at Baba and said, “I have read much about you and wanted to 

see you one day when God willed it; but I never expected it to be so soon.” 

Baba expressed how happy he was to meet him and dictated from his alphabet board: “Do 

you have the time to stay?” 

“Yes, I have come to sit and listen,” Gandhi replied. 

Gandhi talked about meeting Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, and Baba explained to him in detail 

about Maharaj and Babajan. Baba ended by dictating, “Upasni Maharaj is my Master and a Perfect 

Sadguru.” 

As previously related, according to Baba’s instructions, in 1923 Rustom had sent Gandhi 

a copy of Upasni Maharaj’s biography. After reading the book and being released from prison, 

Gandhi went to Sakori to see Maharaj. But Maharaj was not in a welcoming mood that day and 

abused Gandhi. Upset by Maharaj’s abusive language, Gandhi left with a very disturbed impression 

of the heralded sage of Sakori. The ways of the Masters appear mysterious to the world. Gandhi’s 

connection was with Meher Baba, not Maharaj, and that is why Maharaj scolded him and drove 

him away. 

Baba narrated a summary of his own life and experiences to Gandhi — his attraction to 

Babajan, Sai Baba’s pronouncement, his encounter with Maharaj at the Khandoba Temple, his 

many visits to Maharaj in Sakori, his terrible suffering during his coming down, the establishment 



of the ashrams at Meherabad, his many fasts and seclusions, his silence for the last six years, and 

of his writing a special book. 

Their conversation then proceeded, in English and Gujarati: 

Gandhi asked, “Where is that book?” 

Pointing to a trunk, Baba replied, “In there.”3 

“Can I read it?” Gandhi asked. 

“Have you the time?” Baba dictated. 

“Oh, I can find time to read it. Why not? I will definitely read it. Give it to me.” 

Changing the topic, Baba spelled out, “There is bliss everywhere and nothing else 

[exists], but people do not know it. It is no use listening to lectures and learning from books. Direct 

experience of God is needed. The Experience is spontaneous; it is not to be forcibly obtained.” 

Concerning his activities, Gandhi remarked, “Whatever I do, I take upon myself the 

responsibility for it. Though in the end, internally I leave everything to God. I cannot shirk my 

responsibility. Except for God, it is my conviction that I cannot disavow my responsibility.” 

“But that thought should not be there,” Baba explained to him. “ ‘I do ... I think ... I 

renounce ... I suffer ... I do everything for others.’ These thoughts should not be there. If, to the 

detriment of others, one tries to know and understand God, it creates terrible sanskaras.”4 

Gandhi said, “Please, give me any advice you have.” 

“After you are free from the Round Table Conference discussions, retire to a secluded 

spot and take rest, and for 24 hours automatically think only of God. For the attainment of the Goal, 

for you, this is the best, the easiest and the shortest path. During that period, come and stay with me 

for some days.” 

Gandhi replied, “God Himself will bring that about; He will grant me understanding and 

create the circumstances. In all earnestness, I look forward to that day.” Then he said, “I wish to see 

you speaking.” 

Baba only nodded. 

Concerning reading that book, Gandhi pointed to the trunk. Baba replied, “Unfortunately, 

the key has been left behind in India.” 

“I will have it opened.” 

Handing the tin box to Gandhi, Baba explained, “After opening it, bring the case back to 

me and I will select the things for you to read with my own hands.” 

“Certainly,” Gandhi answered. “It will be my pleasure to read it.” 

Baba warned him, “Be careful. Up to now I have not allowed anyone to see it — not even 

my mandali. As the first person to read it, I am giving it to you alone. You may go through it, but 

allow no one else to read it.” 

“Assuredly. I will go through it with great joy.” 

Changing the subject, Baba then advised him: 

You are striving and making sacrifices for the advancement of the poor. You love the 

farmers. It is very noble; it is real service. But do not think that you are responsible for their 

suffering, because such thoughts create sanskaras. The thought, however, is there and that brings 

trouble. 

You try to please all and don’t wish to hurt others’ feelings. But considering the 

numerous parties, castes and creeds in India, it is not possible for you to keep all pleased. If you 

keep the Hindus pleased, you will wound the feelings of the Muslims, and vice versa. If you try to 

please other parties, the Congresswallas would not like it. So you are always in a fix. But from now 

 
3 Although Baba would not permit anyone to read the Book, he would often travel with it. The manuscript 

pages had been brought on this trip to the West, according to Baba’s specific instructions. 

4 Through the means of service (karma yoga), Gandhi was trying to see and know God, which was 

commendable. But as a political leader, he forwarded ideas such as the use of the spinning wheel for 

preparing khadi and non-cooperation activities, which his followers carried out and suffered by doing so. 

Consequently, the burden of those sanskaras fell on Gandhi’s shoulders. 



on, always leave the results of your actions to God, which will bring you satisfaction. Your aim is 

good and highly praiseworthy, and that is the noblest reward. 

Gandhi admitted, “I am imperfect and full of defects, but the people must know that. I 

have not attained Perfection and have many drawbacks, which people should understand. Once they 

know my weaknesses, they will have to put up with them, and it is only proper that I make them 

aware of my shortcomings. I do have the conviction that whatever happens is God’s will.” 

Referring to Jamshed Mehta, Gandhi remarked, “He is the most honorable person in 

Karachi. He is most worthy. I will telegram him tonight that I have seen you, Baba Saheb, and will 

ask him why he did not inform me earlier so that I could have spared more time to meet with you. 

When will such a time come again? 

“I received your monthly magazine Meher Message in Yeravda Prison [when 

incarcerated there]. At the time, due to all the confusion, I had no time to read it and only glanced at 

it cursorily; but from that time after reading it, I wished to meet you one day. Now that day has 

dawned and the meeting has taken place. I am most happy. Tomorrow I will surely bring back the 

case to you and accept whatever you select for me to read from what you have written.” 

Gandhi then commented on Baba’s silence, “I am wonderstruck at your silence. Seven 

years! I keep silence once a week. How small it is before your silence. I understand the significance 

of silence. You have been silent for seven years and when you speak, what untoward events will 

take place! I am astonished!” 

Before leaving at 10:30 that night, Gandhi extended a cordial invitation to Baba to visit his 

place of residence in London, and Baba agreed to pay a visit while he was in London. 

The next day, 9 September 1931, Baba called Aga Ali, Rustom and Chanji in his cabin and 

quoted these Urdu couplets:  

When the crow tried to imitate the gait of the swan, 

it only lost its own demeanor. 

The moment Farhad tried to imitate King Khushrow, 

his task was spoiled. 

 

We know that eventually You will not deceive us. 

But by the time You respond, we will have turned to ashes. 5 

 

In the afternoon, while the ship was passing Messina, many passengers gathered on the 

upper deck, including Gandhi and the men of his party, and Baba, with Aga Ali, Chanji and Rustom. 

The Indian politician Shaukat Ali, who had boarded the ship at Aden, saluted Baba reverently and 

later spoke with him for half an hour. 

Seeing Baba, Gandhi approached him with folded hands. While they were standing 

together, photographers started taking pictures.6 Within a few minutes, Gandhi remarked, “I now 

take your leave. The photographers won’t allow us a moment’s rest.” The brief discussion they had 

concerned food, and Baba explained to Gandhi about Pleader’s fast on only milk. 

Then the topic turned to khadi, and Gandhi asked, “What crime have I committed? For the 

upliftment of the poor, I hit upon the idea of the charkha [spinning wheel]. I will meet with you 

tonight. At present, there is some work which needs my attention. I shall manage somehow to come 

at night.” 

 
5 The couplets mean that even though the crow started walking like a swan, it still remained a crow. 

Likewise Farhad, the great lover of Shireen (King Khushrow’s Queen), tried to imitate Khushrow, but 

remained himself and failed. In the second quoted couplet, the lover says to the Beloved, “We know that 

you will not deceive us, but by the time you pay attention to us we will have died.” Ghani was fond of these 

couplets and recited them often. The author of the first couplet is unknown, but the second is by Ghalib. 

6 No photograph has been located of Baba and Gandhi on board the Rajputana. 



Gandhi came to Baba’s cabin at nine that night with the box containing Baba’s book, which 

he had had opened with the help of the ship’s crew. Baba gave him certain chapters of the “Creation 

Series” for him to read. 

Referring to their afternoon conversation, Baba stated: 

I wish to clarify the point about food and khadi. For years I have been a vegetarian. When 

I was attending college, I felt restless and distressed if I missed a meal even once. But since my 

meeting with Babajan and her kiss, about which I informed you last night, I have become totally 

indifferent to food. Once for eleven months [in 1914], I remained on only weak tea. The marvelous 

thing at the time was that I did not even have a thought that I was not eating. I had no idea [of what 

I was doing], yet I kept quite healthy. 

Besides not eating for eleven months, I did not sleep at all. With open eyes I would lie 

there, gazing about me. My parents felt distressed for me. My mother first took me to be mad. Then 

a doctor named Bharucha was called to give me morphine injections, but to no avail. I had no sleep 

at all during that period. 

Thereafter when I started eating, it was vegetarian, and there was no fixed time for my 

meals. Frequently I would fast for a few days and at times for months. Then I would take either 

milk, weak tea or just water, but I continued to fast. Although remaining only on water, I would 

take foot journeys, walking 25 miles a day. And though I used to eat at times, it was not at any 

fixed time but only when I felt like it. 

My mandali have also been eating only vegetarian food for years now. I would rarely 

make any of them fast on milk. However, once when you were in Yeravda Prison, I kept over 20 of 

my mandali fasting on just milk for two or three months, but none of them felt any discomfort. 

A Parsi named Pleader has been living only on milk for the last two and a half years. He 

is quite healthy and happy. Not only does he live only on milk, but he is locked up in a room, not 

speaking with anyone and observing strict silence. He is also forbidden to read or write. Over and 

above that, he is deprived of my presence and company continuously as I am always on the move 

from place to place. Even in Nasik, I do not see him. During this period of two and a half years, I 

have hardly seen Pleader more than ten or twelve times. Still, when I inquire through someone 

about him, he indicates that he is happy. 

Gandhi interjected, “It is nothing to remain on milk in seclusion; but it is very hard not to 

speak with anyone or not to read and write.” 

Baba nodded, then continued: 

There is another devotee of mine named Dixit in Kolhapur at a school there. He has also 

been on milk for the last twelve years, though he takes bananas with it. He is quite fit and works all 

day. He is married and has a wife with whom he lives, yet he never touches her at all and practices 

a life of complete celibacy. It is quite astonishing to be a true brahmachari [celibate], yet married 

and living with one’s wife. In all respects, the man is quite good. He has devoted his life to the 

service of the youth.” 

“I think I have received a letter from someone named Dixit,” Gandhi said. “He must be the 

same. He asked me to meet Meher Baba Saheb as soon as possible; however, at the time I was 

occupied with other matters. I have kept his letter with me with a view to one day see to it.” 

Summarizing what he stated about food, Baba concluded: 

It comes to this: Milk is the best food; it sustains the body and purifies the mind. And the 

more the mind becomes pure, the more it can be controlled. Desires become less, which is 

necessary for spiritual aspirants, as there is no progress on the Path without the mind being under 

control. So long as desires and longings persist, the mind cannot be controlled. From that 

standpoint, therefore, milk is the best food. 

Gandhi replied, “My experience is similar. To keep good health, milk is necessary.” 

Changing the topic, Baba stated: 

Now I wish to clarify the subject of khadi. As you say, everything has two sides — one 

material and the other spiritual. There are two main things about the material aspect: one is that it 

should be cheap, and the other is that it should conform to one’s nationality. I always dress in clean, 

simple clothing. For several years, I wore a coat made from a rough woolen blanket [kamli]. It was 

full of patches, and I only changed coats after seven years because my mandali insisted. Therefore, 

my dress is plain, cheap and clean, and it conforms to my nationality as I am a Persian subject. 



The British authorities raised an objection before my last journey to Persia over my not 

writing my signature, and the Persian Consul was of the opinion that I, a Persian subject, should 

have a Persian passport. The current law in Persia under Reza Shah is that every citizen should 

wear a certain style coat and pants and a Pahlavi cap as a symbol of national dress, which means I 

should also dress like this. But I reside in India and people naturally wish that I appear like an 

Indian. Between this Persian and Indian headache, I have selected a style of dress to my liking 

which I wear. But in fact, both types of attire are the same to me. 

For those of my mandali who prefer khadi, I permit them to use it. My devotees K. J. 

Dastur, editor of Meher Message, Nusserwan Satha of Ahmednagar, Chinchorkar, R. B. Hiray, 

Akolkar and others asked me about wearing khadi, and I gladly consented.7 But I myself don’t 

advise anyone about it, because the things that I myself do not do, I cannot ask others to do. For 

example, a man may be addicted to smoking, but he does not tell others not to smoke. 

Your propagation of khadi is creditable. It is cheap and besides it provides a means of 

subsistence to the poor who weave the cloth. It is good in all respects. For those who want to use it, 

I willingly allow to do so. But I cannot ask others to wear it for the reasons I have explained. 

After a brief pause, Baba continued: 

While on this subject, let me tell you an anecdote. The Parsis defame me and call me 

shaitan [devil] simply because I do not eat meat and fish. I don’t drink liquor and I don’t behave 

badly. Their definition of a Parsi is that he should be a non-vegetarian, drink wine and lead an 

immoral life while at the same time wearing the religious symbols of the sadra and kusti, visiting 

the fire-temple, and paying heed to the priests. Thus, by their behavior, they themselves are in fact 

devils! In short, a Parsi may do what he likes, but he is considered a pucca [true, faithful] 

Zoroastrian if he simply wears the religious symbols. 

A fellow Zoroastrian, Colonel M. S. Irani, once came to Meherabad. At that time, I was 

staying in a small cabin shaped like a table, which seemed to look like a chicken coop to him, and 

the austere, simple atmosphere of Meherabad disgusted him. To vent his spleen, on the pretext of 

disclosing unworthy wrongdoings of fake sadhus and saints, he involved me also in the columns of 

the daily press! 

[Colonel Irani’s actions] are an example of a misunderstanding. He is really my friend, 

because he too is mine. It is only one Soul inhabiting the persons of my friends and enemies. It is 

the same one Soul in everyone. If a person gently rubs his cheek or slaps himself with the same 

hand, he would not feel upset at his hand, because it is his hand whether it soothes or slaps. 

Likewise, all my well-wishers and those who criticize me are mine. All belong to me and all are 

equal. 

Upon mention of Colonel Irani, Gandhi interjected, “Is he the Colonel Irani from 

Belgaum?” Chanji answered that Colonel Irani had worked at the Civil Hospital in Belgaum in 

1927. 

Gandhi: “Yes, I know him; imagine that.” 

Commenting on Parsis, Gandhi observed, “They upheld my civil disobedience movement 

and cooperated with me splendidly. The Parsis of Bombay really worked wonders!” 

Mentioning his imprisonment, Gandhi remarked, “When I was sentenced to prison, it was 

a rest in a way, both physically and mentally. I was saved the innumerable bothers of everyday life 

and had time to think and study India’s situation.” 

Baba continued explaining about the opposition he faced: 

Why are the Colonel and the Parsis against me? Simply because I don’t eat meat and I 

don’t drink alcohol. To them, the teaching of their religion consists of eating, drinking and being as 

merry as they like — wearing the sadra and kusti, and living a life of riches in public — which is 

quite sufficient for them. 

The priests are responsible for all this. The priest class proves to be an impediment in 

everything.” Pointing to Gandhi, “If you gain independence, do this first: arrest all the purohits, 

dasturs and mullahs [Hindu, Zoroastrian and Muslim priests]! Do not use violence, but deal with 

 
7 R. B. Hiray was the managing trustee of the Ahmednagar National High School and also the head of 

Mohan Printers. 



them firmly. Deal with them vigorously, because it is an important, big work. And unless you send 

them all to Yeravda Prison, they won’t improve; on the contrary, they will become worse! 

Baba concluded, “For the One to whom everything is a zero, what is it to him whether it is 

this or that? To him, all are equal.” 

Commenting on the current political crisis in India, Baba stated to Gandhi: 

First solve the question of Hindu and Muslim unity. And as far as possible, allow them 

separate electorates; let them unite and fight a battle for power. Joint electorates are good, but the 

Muslims persist for separate electorates; so for the present, let them have them. They themselves 

will advocate joint electorates immediately and then there will be some stability. But if you try for 

joint electorates now, it won’t last. 

As far as possible, present your demands firmly at the conference in London. Whatever 

you have thought of and decided to do, demand it as your right. Let the British decide to grant it or 

not, but you must be persistent in your demands. The British won’t grant everything [full dominion 

status to India]. It is doubtful, because whatever decision was made in the first Round Table 

Conference, they will adhere to that. 

If they don’t give anything and if you have to return empty-handed, do not be concerned, 

because whatever agreement you may arrive at is good. And if you don’t do that, no one else will. 

So let there be some workable outcome. If not, you will have to offer civil disobedience [as an 

alternative]. Considering the present political climate and atmosphere, violence may erupt, which 

would be quite hard to control. If the youth adopt violence, it will be most disastrous and harm the 

essence of spirituality in India. 

In case you return empty-handed and have to conduct non-violent civil disobedience, it 

would be the best. It would not harm India just now to undergo more suffering. These agonies will 

result in more preparedness. Really speaking, the root cause of every good result is suffering. India 

is considered to be the land of spiritual greatness — of Avatars and saints. To sustain this spiritual 

greatness, there must be the strength to bear these miseries. Europe has material greatness, but it 

must go. 

Another major difficulty is the Untouchability problem [prejudice against the Harijans] in 

India. It is the greatest evil. With the Brahmins it is sheer wickedness; they have deep-rooted past 

sanskaras which cannot be easily wiped out. The main cause of the ruination of any community in 

India is the priest class who, to serve their own selfish ends, have become the props to perpetuate 

religious rites and rituals. 

These comments by Baba concluded their meeting. Before leaving, Gandhi reminded Baba 

that he was invited to stay with him in London, and Baba agreed to see him one day while there. 

Gandhi said, “I will arrange for your stay in a serai [dharamshala], as wherever I go, I stay with my 

people; two or four more won’t matter. At least I will have the benefit of passing one night in your 

company. Will that day ever dawn?” 

Baba gestured, “Of course.” 

At ten that night, their second meeting came to an end. 

 

The next day, Thursday, 10 September 1931, Baba sent Chanji back and forth to Gandhi’s 

cabin. Baba sent him some additional writings and messages, inviting Gandhi’s opinion about them. 

However, Gandhi had no opportunity to meet Baba during the day. 

After dinner and a discussion with the mandali, Baba retired for the night. Soon after, there 

was a sudden knock on the door. Gandhi had come again to see Baba. “Forgive me; today I am 

somewhat late. If you are resting, I will leave,” he said. 

“Come in and sit down,” Baba gestured. “But what about yourself; do you have the time?” 

“To listen to you, I can snatch the time from somewhere. You may explain without 

hesitation. Look, I have taken my seat and will remain seated. I will stay as long as you wish. Where 

will I ever get such an opportunity again?” 

Gandhi was in a very happy mood, and Baba welcomed him to express his views on his 

writings. Gandhi stated: 



These [writings of yours] should be in their original form, else they will lack sweetness. 

Whatever is yours is yours, and whatever is from others is others'. I have gone through your sayings 

and have grasped their truth. All these I have drunk and digested. I have clearly understood what 

you wish to convey. But the writings by other new, raw and inexperienced hands are difficult to 

follow. [K. J.] Dastur has an eye only for grammar and language, and murders the sweetness of 

your original words. There is as great a difference in your description of a thing and Dastur’s 

translation as between heaven and earth! Your saying go is not merely a word. Behind this go is 

your power to make one go, which Dastur does not have. 

Suppose my son has climbed up a tree, but finds himself in such a predicament that he 

can neither climb further nor come down. He just keeps hanging on. I tell him I will bring a 

mattress, but it is doubtful that he can hold on until my return; and if he falls down, he may be lost 

to me forever. So, remembering God, I tell him, ‘Jump! Jump down!’ Although I have no strength 

to catch him, I raise my hands and he jumps. No one is injured. 

When the boy was ready to leap from such a height, it was not due to my telling him to 

jump. No, behind these words were a father’s love and faith. The child thinks: ‘I will fall into my 

father’s arms and he will save me.’ With this belief and confidence, he jumps; I catch him and he is 

saved. Similarly, there is a vast difference in your saying go and in my or anyone else’s utterance of 

the same word. 

Regarding your book, whatever you have written by hand in English [in the book] and 

whatever you want to express cannot be expressed in English. I suggest that such works ought to be 

written in Sanskrit or Gujarati. First and foremost, there are no appropriate words in English for 

some or most of the terms, which would bring out their real meaning. For instance, avidya in 

English is ignorance; that is, the want of knowledge. But the term ignorance does not carry the true 

meaning and connotation of avidya, which it can never evoke. What is avidya is avidya and nothing 

else! It just cannot be translated. 

The reason for my saying this is that, though I am able to follow your writings, it might 

be difficult for others. So if your writings are kept in Gujarati, it is better because they can be 

explained better in Gujarati. Gujarati is more useful here. 

Baba remarked, “I can write all this much better in Persian than in English, because Persian 

contains the equivalent Sufi terms, and I also write much better in that language. In English, these 

things cannot be as well explained as they can be in Persian or Gujarati.” 

Gandhi concurred, “Those languages are the best. There is no harm if you write in Persian, 

because the knowledge you are gifting, the philosophy you are preaching and the new light you are 

showing will be a help to the desirous and the inquisitive who can read and understand Persian. 

When such a book of excellence is published, people will hasten to learn Persian, enabling them to 

translate it properly. So you’d better write in Persian, not in English. What harm is there if only a 

few can read it? When the time comes, the book’s translations will be published and then its worth 

will be known. 

“If you write in Gujarati, it is better still; no, it is best. But it should not be in English, as it 

is hard to understand its meaning in that language. These days, such things in Gujarati are very 

necessary. The more this knowledge is spread, the more the benefit. And I am quite ready to render 

whatever help I can in this regard.” 

Addressing Chanji, Gandhi said, “You may write to me at any time regarding this matter.” 

Gandhi’s comments referred mostly to the Master’s discourses as published by Dastur in 

the Meher Message magazine. When Gandhi referred to whatever Meher Baba had written by hand, 

he meant the secret book, a few pages of which had been given to Gandhi to read. 

Gandhi continued: 

I have read all your sayings today, which I also understood fully. They are fine, yet I find 

they are quite distorted. They are bereft of their sweetness and importance when put in Mr. Dastur’s 

language. However simple your own original style may be, however faulty from a grammatical 

point of view, it has that sweetness and significance which this “polished” version does not. 

I have read and studied the scriptures very deeply and hence I can make out what you 

mean to say behind these words. But the language in which they are presented to people is quite 

erroneous and conveys quite another sense from the original. It is due to the editor’s desire to give 



it a garb of flowery language and make it more impressive. On the contrary, it quite alters the sense 

and murders the spirit behind it. 

So, to beautify the language by doing away with your original terms and expressions and 

polishing them, has taken the taste out of it. The words have lost their beauty. The words of saints 

and Masters require no gilding or garb of academic expression and embellishment. Their beauty is 

in their simplicity. They have a deeper inner meaning. 

The name of Omar Khayyam has become immortal due to the translations of his Persian 

Rubaiyat into Western languages. Pure gold is gold, and impure is adulterated! Where is the need 

for embellishment of words that have come out of the mouth of a Dnyani [Knower, Seer] like you! 

Therefore, these messages should also be put in simple language, as the meaning 

contained in such short, pithy sayings can only be understood and appreciated if your originality is 

maintained. The originality turns into imitation and the worth is valueless if the language is 

polished. It really would be better if you write them either in Persian or Gujarati. 

Looking at Chanji, who was interpreting Baba’s alphabet board during the exchange, 

Gandhi said:8 

Write to Mr. Dastur — write him from me — and tell him to pay less attention to the 

construction of language while publishing Baba Saheb’s discourses, sayings and messages. Also, 

tell him to pay more attention to maintaining the original terms and words than to the beauty and 

grammar of the language. What necessity is there in polishing these things? To do so is an injustice 

to such excellent writings. If Dastur accepts what I say, then he should publish a footnote in the 

magazine each time he alters Baba’s writings. The writings that the reader grasps and finds 

beneficial are by Baba, and those found difficult to understand are from Dastur. With proper 

footnotes the reader may know that the translation is by Dastur and not in its original form as 

expressed by Shri. This clarification should be there. Write him in my name to do this at once, 

starting with the next issue. You should write him right now, as the night mail will be going soon. 

After more discussion regarding India’s struggle for independence, Baba ended the meeting 

by remarking, “Try as much as possible to do as I have told you.” Gandhi once again reiterated his 

endearing invitation to Baba to see him in London and Baba consented to visit him. 

Baba and his companions were to disembark at Marseilles the next day. Before leaving the 

cabin, Gandhi told Baba, “If it is possible tomorrow to free myself from the crowd in Marseilles, I 

will meet with you.” 

He then asked Baba, “When will you break your silence? I am very eager to hear the first 

words you speak. Won’t you speak soon? I hope it won’t be long. If your influence is so great that 

you can impress people so deeply without talking, I can imagine what you will do when you speak. 

You should speak soon!” 

Baba dictated in reply, “I am just waiting for that. I will speak soon. The time is near.” 

 

The Rajputana landed at Marseilles in the early hours of Friday, 11 September 1931.9 

Meher Baba stepped onto the shores of Europe for the first time at eight that morning. Meredith 

Starr and Herbert Davy were waiting to receive him. Baba was dressed in a white sadra and a brown 

imitation chinchilla coat, with a pink muffler wrapped around his neck and head. Much 

correspondence had taken place with Meredith Starr, 41, since he had left India three years before, 

in December 1928, thus establishing the Master’s link with the West through him. 

 

8 Chanji was Baba’s secretary at this time and would keep copies of Baba’s letters, as well as his own 

diaries in English, Persian and Gujarati. It is due to his efforts that we have a record of these conversations 

between Meher Baba and Mahatma Gandhi. 

9 Gandhi was received at Marseilles by Madeleine Rolland on behalf of her brother, Romain Rolland, who 

was ill. Gandhi was hailed as “the spiritual ambassador of India.” He told reporters, “I am going to England 

to realize the dream of my life — the freedom of my country." 



After leaving the ship, Baba, Rustom, Chanji and Aga Ali were taken to refresh themselves 

at the Hotel Geneva where Meredith had booked rooms for them. Baba left the liner in a hurry and 

no other meeting took place between him and Gandhi. 

On Meredith’s return from India, around July 1929 he had started a meditation retreat at 

Combe Martin in Devonshire, England.10 It was founded in Meher Baba’s name. In this secret 

garden of England, the “birds” had gathered. It was their plaintive song of longing which the Avatar 

had heard, and he responded by coming in person to the West. 

Later that afternoon at 1:30, dressed in Western attire, Baba, Chanji, Rustom, Ali, Meredith 

and Herbert departed by train from Marseilles for London. Seated in the train, while looking at 

Herbert, Baba remarked that Herbert’s features and build resembled Vajifdar’s. Herbert had worked 

hard and sincerely in taking care of the group’s travel arrangements and comforts. For Baba and 

the mandali, Herbert had arranged for vegetarian food and in this way was paying close attention 

to every special request of the Master. 

On 12 September, they arrived in Paris at 5:30 A.M. where they were met by a British 

woman named Enid Eliza Corfe, 32, who worked for the Texaco Oil Company in Europe and was 

a friend of Meredith and Margaret Starr. They continued their journey by train and ferry (the 

Biarritz) via Boulogne and Folkestone, and reached Victoria Station in London at 4:15 that same 

cold, wet afternoon. Mahatma Gandhi was on the same train until Folkestone, but traveled secretly 

to London by car. 

There was a tremendous crowd at the London train station waiting to receive Mahatma 

Gandhi; but for the Lord of the Universe, who was traveling incognito, only a few had come for his 

reception. Yet these few came with the Song of Love ringing in their hearts, and only true Heroes 

are received with love-songs. Baba was happy to see them and shook hands with them. Stunned by 

what they saw — by what they felt — Kitty Davy, Dick and Audrey Ince fixed their gaze on him 

— like the Indian partridge absorbed in gazing at the moon! None could imagine how many pages 

of the book of their past lives the Avatar was reviewing as they stared at him, awakening their 

hearts with the echo of his Song. Baba’s silence was speaking in their hearts, and that conversation 

only the hearts can record and understand. Age absorbed every detail, but it can never be adequately 

expressed in words. 

 

Herbert Davy, 32, was a medical student in London and had heard of the Devonshire 

Retreat from one of his college friends. In March of 1931, he visited there at the end of his term, 

ostensibly to find a place where his older sister Katherine could recuperate from pleurisy. He met 

Meredith and Margaret who explained to him about Baba. Herbert had been interested in meditation 

and spirituality since serving in the Army in India during World War I. He had studied the lives of 

different Masters from the East, so it was not difficult for him to accept Baba. He wrote his sister 

Katherine about the retreat and Meher Baba. Katherine “Kitty” Laura Davy, 40, was working as a 

music teacher, and soon after receiving Herbert’s letter, she also visited the retreat. Both were at 

Devonshire in July when the cable arrived announcing Baba’s intended visit in the fall. 

Herbert had been so taken with Meredith and Baba that he had decided to forgo his medical 

training and instead accept a position as an English professor with a League of Nations program in 

China. He would then be able to earn a large salary, half of which he could donate for the East 

Challacombe retreat and Baba’s cause. 

Kitty was waiting for the group at Victoria Station. While thousands of other people were 

looking forward to seeing Mahatma Gandhi pass by, Kitty was waiting for her Beloved — the sole 

 
10 Meredith’s wife Margaret was born in Combe Martin, so it is possible she was partially responsible for 

the choice of this particular place to start a retreat. 



dweller in her heart. The Master had prepared her internally for the awakening that was about to 

occur. 

Herbert had made arrangements for Baba to stay at his parents’ house at 32 Russell Road, 

Kensington, and from the train station Baba went to the Davys’ house by taxi. Kitty helped Rustom 

with the cumbersome bedding rolls and luggage and they followed in another taxi. Enid went to 

arrange for some of the baggage to be sent to East Challacombe. The road was lined with spectators 

waiting to see Mahatma Gandhi, but the British authorities had secretly changed his route, diverting 

Gandhi’s car to another road to avoid a demonstration. Age watched as the King of Kings drove 

past them and they tried to catch a glimpse of the person whom they thought was Mahatma Gandhi 

in the car. 

Who could recognize the Emperor? To know of him, the sacrifice of many lives is required. 

One has to surrender everything to him and stand at his doorstep like a beggar. Because of this, the 

Emperor is always surrounded by only a few beggars who depend on him, not to give them anything 

but to deprive them of everything most near and dear to them. These beggars do not need anything. 

On the contrary, they want to empty their satchels and lighten their burden, thus shedding the garb 

of illusion forever by becoming his slaves. 

The Avatar is always in search of such slaves. To make them his slaves, he descends among 

them, and becomes friends with them. To reveal himself to those who belonged to him was the real 

reason why Baba had come to the West. 

Age would one day muse at the irony of the scene as Meher Baba’s car slowly made its 

way through the streets of London. “O people of the world, waiting for a glimpse of Gandhi. You 

are not yet ready to become friends with the Emperor. Your time has not yet come. The Emperor 

is yours, but you have not become his. Your eyes are blindfolded, so you cannot see him.” 

As Baba’s taxi drove to Kensington, purposely taking an indirect route which led past the 

Foreign Office and Downing Street, Herbert pointed out Buckingham Palace and the houses of 

Parliament. After this short sightseeing excursion, Baba reached the Davys’ house and another 

“beggar,” Mary Margaret Craske, slowly opened the door — and also the portals of her heart, where 

the Master was already enthroned. 

Margaret, 39, had also gone to Devonshire at the end of March that year, seeking a quiet 

retreat, and thus found out about Meher Baba. A former member of the Diaghilev Ballet of Russia 

and a prominent dancer, she had been conducting a ballet school in London with a colleague named 

Mabel Ryan. 

The following is Margaret Craske’s recollection of the events leading up to her meeting 

with Baba: 

I had read Gurdjieff, Ouspensky and other esoteric writers, but never found what I was 

looking for.11 Between 1929 and 1931, everything I valued disappeared. My father died, my mother 

died, the man I was in love with died. Diaghilev died, Anna Pavlova died. So I was in quite a bad 

state. I had spent my life looking for God and I now thought it was all nonsense. I was not going to 

look anymore — I had had enough! I resolved to go somewhere to recover enough to decide what 

to do next. 

On my way to Hastings in South England, where I had gone to judge a dance 

competition, I met a woman named Dorothea who approached me at the Victoria railroad station 

and asked where I was going. I told her, and she said, “How wonderful! That’s where I spent my 

 

11 Sergei Diaghilev was a Russian ballet producer and art critic whose greatest protégé was Nijinsky. 

George Gurdjieff was an esoteric teacher of music, dance and spiritual practices, and one of the forerunners 

of Eastern philosophy (Sufism and Tibetan Buddhism) in Europe and America. P. D. Ouspensky was a 

Russian mathematician who became a pupil of Gurdjieff’s thought. 



honeymoon.” The woman wanted to go, but had no money. On the spur of the moment, I paid her 

fare and we went together. 

On the way, I mentioned I wanted to go somewhere for Easter away from friends. She 

told me about a “wonderful place” down in Devonshire run by Meredith Starr. She wrote to 

Meredith, and it was arranged. She didn’t tell me about it being spiritual. (I wouldn’t have gone if I 

had known.) On the day I went, she came again to see me off, and as I was leaving she said, “Oh, 

there’s just one other thing. There are four hours a day of meditation required there!” 

I went to East Challacombe for Easter in 1931 and was met by Margaret Starr. One had to 

walk two miles on a dirt road through ditches and fields to get to the retreat, a stone house on a hill. 

When I walked into the sitting room, on the right I saw Baba’s picture on the wall and asked, 

“Who’s that?” Meredith told me about Baba. I was stuck. From that moment, I knew something had 

happed. I stayed at Devonshire for two weeks and toward the end of my stay, Meredith said, “If you 

work hard for five years, meditating every day, you will be fit to meet Meher Baba when he 

comes.” 

But Baba came in five months! Having given up God, He decided to come to me. 

Margaret vividly recalled her first moments with Baba at the Davys’ house: 

The bell rang and I opened the front door. And there at the bottom of the steps stood the 

most appealing figure that one could ever hope to see. No sign of power. Just a vision of gentleness, 

grace and love that touched the heart immeasurably. He came up the steps, gave me a passing 

glance, and accompanied by Meredith, Chanji and others, went up the stairs to his room [in the 

“children’s nursery” level.] I remained in the hall. A few minutes later, Meredith came down the 

stairs and grandly said, “Meher Baba wishes to see you.” 

Overcome by nervousness, I said, “Wouldn’t he like to see somebody else first?” 

Meredith looked at me sternly and said, “Meher Baba wishes to see you.” I turned and 

climbed three flights of stairs to the most important moment of my life, the meeting with my 

Master. 

He was seated quietly in a chair and gestured to Chanji to bring another chair and place it 

facing close to his. He then beckoned me to sit. For a moment or so, there was intense quiet, and 

then I had a strong feeling that it was important to look into his eyes. Courage came, and I did so, 

looking in deeply — deeply, as far as I could. 

I have nothing to say about what I saw. In fact, I don’t know. I only know that from that 

moment, whatever rough treatment he may have handed out afterward, there has never been a 

moment’s doubt as to his being the embodiment of Love and Life.12 

Margaret later wrote to Chanji: 

Once having met Baba, it seems that the whole of one’s life had been leading up to that 

minute and that even up to that minute he had been guiding us to go through fogs, clouds and 

storms safely so that we could meet him. That first meeting with him caused time to stop. It was 

just as if nothing else had ever happened and nothing else would ever happen. 

What wonders the Master’s glance could perform! This highly respected dance teacher was 

from that moment drawn to her Beloved and remained at his feet forever. 

 

Kitty’s room had been prepared for Baba’s use, and within minutes of settling in the Davys’ 

house, Baba took off the uncomfortable English attire he had worn while traveling to London and 

donned his usual white sadra. Baba and his companions were served a lunch of rice, vegetables and 

fruit. Baba called Kitty and Margaret up to his room and gave each a grape, explaining to them the 

significance of his prasad. He looked tenderly at Margaret and said, “It was your love that brought 

me here [to England].” 

He told Margaret she must come to Devonshire, that she was “of his circle.” Margaret, at 

first, protested that she had a dance school to run, but Baba insisted. 

Kitty noticed a small hole in Baba’s sadra and wanted to mend it, but she felt too shy to 

mention it. Pointing to the tear, Baba remarked to her, “My robe is torn, so you should sew it. You 

are lucky to have this opportunity to serve me. It is the beginning of further service you will have 

 
12 Margaret Craske, The Dance of Love (Sheriar Press, 1980), p. 4. 



to do for me.” The Emperor in torn clothing! What irony; but his beauty lies here. He who is 

infinitely rich and the possessor of untold wealth, delights in wearing worn clothes. It means that 

he who needs nothing and is fully perfect always bestows his treasure on others, and herein lies his 

glory. 

At first, Kitty and the others felt shy before Baba, but what was there to feel shy of? They 

had taken their seat in the “train” and were eager to travel; but while traveling one also needs to 

eat. Having Kitty sew the sadra was, in fact, Baba serving “food” to her. It was his love. There was 

no need to feel ashamed of one’s deepest longings. Kitty understood, for the Emperor’s glance 

made her grasp things, and while she stitched the sadra, a boundless joy filled her heart. 

 

That first day, many people came to meet Meher Baba. Among them were Maggie Barton, 

Kitty and Herbert’s older sister Martha May Cluse, Horace Fleming (an artist), and a Japanese 

jujitsu teacher named Koizumi (who helped prepare vegetarian meals). Baba met them all 

individually and then stopped seeing visitors, deciding to have a private meeting with Herbert, 

Meredith, Kitty, Margaret and a few others. During this occasion, Paul Robeson records were 

played.13 

Meredith had impressed upon these “new devotees,” as he put it, the importance of 

meditation, concentration and one-pointedness of mind, emphasizing earnestness and a serious, 

somber attitude with a minimum of talking when in the Master’s presence. Consequently, they were 

reserved, despite Baba’s warm welcome. Baba did not explain to them at the time that he preferred 

them to be frank and open-hearted. It was only the first night and the next morning they were to 

leave for Combe Martin. 

Touching on the world situation, Baba remarked, “War is inevitable, and it will break out 

after seven months.” 

Pointing to Herbert, he explained, “You are to follow me and work in China under my 

direct orders.” 

Looking at Meredith, he explained, “You have work to do in Combe Martin. Spiritual 

centers are to be opened, especially in America, Turkey, Russia, Persia and England, and the 

Devonshire Retreat will be such a center.” 

Baba slept that night in Kitty’s room, with Aga Ali near him on the floor. Chanji and 

Rustom stayed in Herbert’s room; they had brought their bedrolls from India, according to Baba’s 

instructions, and they slept on the floor. 

May Cluse’s teenage daughter Zilla told her Uncle Herbert that she would like to meet this 

“Indian.” Herbert at first thought a girl of fifteen was too young to come into contact with the 

Master; however, he asked Baba the next morning at breakfast and Baba happily agreed to see her. 

Meanwhile it was still very early, and Baba decided to tiptoe into Zilla’s room while she was 

sleeping soundly. Baba bent over her, and Zilla opened her eyes and stared at him. Neither spoke, 

they just smiled at each other. Outside Zilla’s room, Baba turned to Kitty and remarked about Zilla, 

“I see all of her past and all of her future. She has great work to do for me. She must come to East 

Challacombe with you on Tuesday.” 

Kitty herself was so moved by meeting Baba that she had trouble sleeping. She was sharing 

a room with Margaret. Kitty slept on a mattress on the floor and Margaret in a bed next to her. 

Sometime during that first night, Kitty either tugged on Margaret's arm or went near her bed and 

 

13 Paul Robeson (1898–1976) was an African-American actor and singer. Robeson was noted for his roles 

in Emperor Jones (1933) and Show Boat (1936), and for his renditions of gospel music. 



shook her half-awake, saying to her "He is so wonderful — so lovely!" In the morning, still 

bemused, Kitty had no recollection of the incident. 

 

At seven in the morning on Sunday, 13 September 1931, Baba and the group left London 

in a rented car for Combe Martin, 232 miles away. As Baba was walking out the door, he asked 

Kitty if there was anything she wanted. She quickly responded, “Only increased capacity to love 

and opportunities for service.” After a moment’s thought, she added, “And yes, spontaneous 

goodness.” 

Baba replied, “You shall have all in a very short while.” 

Surprisingly enough, during the drive, the sun was shining and the driver remarked, “Today 

is the finest day this year!” To see the sun shine on a September day in England is a rare and 

welcome occasion. But when the Sun was there with them, Age noted, how could there be no light? 

“Even in Autumn,” Age declared, “the earth’s sun bowed to its Lord in reverence by shedding its 

light during his first days in England.” 

They drove via the Great West Road, Slough, Reading, Newbury, Marlborough, 

Chippenham, Bath, Wells, Glastonbury, Bridgewater, Taunton and South Molton. Baba, Meredith 

and Aga Ali sat in the back seat of the large taxi; Chanji and Herbert faced them on the two folding 

seats, and Rustom and the driver sat in front, separated by a glass partition, with their luggage and 

paraphernalia. 

Along the way, Baba covered himself with his turban and a carpet, as, he later explained, 

he was doing his spiritual work. Even though he was concealed, his fingers and hands 

characteristically moved swiftly under the covering. 

In Bath, Meredith took Baba to meet a Dr. Whitby for a few moments, and the man was 

highly impressed. They then visited Glastonbury, associated with the legend of the Holy Grail — 

Jesus’ wine cup used at the Last Supper − which is supposedly buried there. 

After a ten-hour ride, Baba reached Combe Martin at five o’clock. They went to the 60-

acre property of East Challacombe which was a few miles away and where several Western 

devotees were awaiting the Master’s arrival. They included Esther Ross and her younger brother 

Kenneth, Milo Shattuck, Richard Mayer, Margaret Starr, Tom Sharpley, Mrs. Helmer, Charles 

Purdom, Enid Corfe and Dorothy Cousins, all of whom had contributed money toward Baba’s trip 

to England. 

Baba was tired from the journey and only glanced at the group, not stopping for anyone 

except Margaret Starr, whose eyes were bathed in tears which she could not stop. Her tears were to 

continue flowing during Baba’s visit. The flow was to light a fire, after which only burning was to 

be her life’s work! The water of tears was setting fire to her heart, but who knew it? This water is 

of both joy and pain combined. The pain could not be shunned because it was the pain of longing, 

and its presence brought a great joy. 

Among the persons gathered to receive Baba was an elderly American gentleman from 

Boston named Thomas Augustus Watson, 77, who was in England with his wife Elizabeth, 75. The 

couple had stayed at the retreat for a week in August and returned to meet Baba. Watson had worked 

with Alexander Graham Bell in inventing the telephone, and since retiring was searching for 

spiritual knowledge.14 

 
14 Thomas Watson assisted Alexander Graham Bell during the experimental period of the telephone. 

Resigning from Bell Telephone Company in 1881, he formed a company to build engines and ships. 

Watson, at one point, was an avid “medium.” He (and Bell) had attended séances in Salem, and Watson 



Upon entering the retreat and climbing the staircase to his room, Baba stopped for a 

moment and placed his hand on Watson’s head. Baba’s divine touch had such a deep effect on 

Watson that the old man wept like a child. His heart seemed to be overflowing with love. 

About his first interview with Baba, Watson recorded in his diary: 

Baba was sitting when I entered the room. He looked at me. He smiled at me, he touched 

me lovingly on the shoulder and like a flash of lightning I knew what love is … what love can be 

… what the love of God is! And all the love I ever felt seemed a poor, feeble, paltry rudiment. I felt 

like a child. What more is there for me to learn in this world? 

Having observed similar incidents while on tour with Baba, Chanji took Watson into the 

library and made him sit down. Watson continued to weep for about fifteen minutes and then 

became quiet. His eyes filled with tears and he asked softly, “How long have you been with him?” 

“For seven years,” Chanji replied. 

Hearing this, Watson placed his hand in a fatherly way on Chanji’s back and said, “My 

son, do you realize how fortunate you are to have been living in such close contact with such a 

great personality?” 

“Yes sir, I do consider myself fortunate,” Chanji answered. “It is his grace that I am near 

him.” 

After a few moments of silence, Watson revealed, “In my 77 years of life, today is the first 

time I have experienced what divine love is. I have come to realize this with just a touch from 

Meher Baba.” 

Chanji said, “Such a privilege is bestowed on very few.” 

As Age recounted, “Without Watson’s asking, Baba had rocked the ground of his being. 

Watson’s heart blossomed and he saw a new light — the Light that dispels the darkness of ages. 

“It was wonderful how the Master’s work was manifesting. He was forging a link with 

Watson for a plan which, up to now, Baba had not revealed. Baba was planning on going to America 

from England and Watson was to be his medium for arranging it.” 

 

Baba’s small room was above the lobby entrance facing south, overlooking the valley of 

Combe Martin. Meredith would conduct visitors up to the room for short interviews with Baba, yet 

Meredith still insisted on the usual routine of four hours of meditation per day. Meditation persisted, 

despite the fact that the Master — the object of their meditation — was with them in physical form. 

Despite the somber regimen, Baba did manage to slip away and meet with the mandali in the dairy 

barn where Chanji and Rustom were staying, though Meredith tried to prevent this also. 

Baba went to the barn very early the next morning and sat on one of the cots discussing 

matters with them for some time. Herbert, Chanji and Rustom shared the room, while Aga Ali 

stayed with Baba in the main house. 

Later that morning, it rained while Baba met with each person individually. A versatile 

personality, Charles Benjamin Purdom, 48, author, drama critic, accountant, and editor of a 

magazine called Everyman, had visited Devonshire earlier that year on holiday and had been 

corresponding with Meredith. Upon meeting Baba, Purdom said, “I feel that something like a stone 

has entered my heart and is stuck there without dissolving. I am now terribly confused as to what 

it is.” 

 
“spent hours listening to the weird hisses and squeals of early telephone lines in case they proved to be the 

dead trying to make contact.” (Economist, 12 March 2005, p. 15.) 



Baba dictated, “It is the outcome of the spiritual current and rays of the spiritual atmosphere 

here.” He gestured for Purdom to sit beside him. After a few minutes, Baba asked how he felt. 

“Good; peaceful and calmer,” Purdom said. 

Purdom later wrote in Everyman of his experiences with Meher Baba: 

I have been brought by what seems like chance (but no doubt deserves some other name) 

into personal contact with a Perfect Master from the East … His eyes are large and beaming, 

lighting up his face which radiates happiness. He has a great sense of fun and is said to be a first-

rate cricketer. He combines the simplicity of a child with the wisdom of the ages. Although he does 

not speak but communicates by means of an alphabet board, I have had several conversations with 

him. But to talk with him is not the important matter. It is sufficient to be in the same place. 

On the 14th, for half an hour Baba explained to Watson about the different stages of the 

development of the mind and described how the mind experiences the universe. Baba indicated, 

“When our sight turns within, then the search for God begins. To attain Godhood, two things are 

required: first, pure conduct, and second, ideal service rendered selflessly.” 

Watson asked, “What can I do? I am too old and feeble to render much service; but I can 

help in the other way you suggest.” 

Baba gestured, “Don’t worry. I will instruct you.” 

After lunch, Baba went for a walk along the cliffs by the seashore. Various persons in the 

group collected driftwood as souvenirs. In the evening Meredith read out his poems in a sonorous 

tone (each followed by a few minutes of silence). 

Another fortunate devotee to meet the Master that day was Katherine Anna Tolhurst, 26. 

Kim, as she was called, was an intelligent, red-haired young woman; she was interested in 

Buddhism and was studying judo under Koizumi, a martial arts teacher who had met Baba in 

London. Koizumi had spoken to Kim, telling her about Meher Baba, Meredith Starr and of the 

ashram in Devonshire. “This is something that will interest you,” Koizumi assured her. Kim wrote 

to Meredith that she was a seeker who had always hoped to find the real answers in life. 

Kim once recalled the sequence of events that followed: 

Meredith wrote back that he felt I was ready for whatever the ashram retreat had to offer 

and vaguely mentioned that a Master was coming. Anyway, I went absolutely unprepared for what 

was going to happen. There was enormous excitement the night Baba arrived, though I didn’t see 

him or any of the others with him. 

The next evening, Meredith said to me, “Shri Meher Baba has arrived and I would like 

you to go see him.” Well, I went upstairs to his little room, which resembled a monastic cell. (It 

was really a very old farmhouse with walls that were several feet thick.) Baba was seated on a bed 

robed in white. I don’t know what happened — I shall never know what happened. All I know is 

that I found myself on my knees at Baba’s feet, crying as I think I have never cried before. 

The tears were streaming down my face. I don’t think I was unhappy; I don’t think I was 

happy. Perhaps the tears seemed to wash away all that had happened to me in the past, all that I had 

regretted. I was empty in a sense, yet filled with lightness and a new dawn — fresh life. I felt clean 

and light. 

I don’t know how long this weeping lasted; I couldn’t tell you. It was timeless. Baba 

dictated on the board, which I heard Chanji interpret, “She is to stay near me.” Somebody picked 

me up. I was put to bed and fell into a deep slumber. I can’t explain what happened. It was a long, 

long time ago, but it is an impression which has remained very deep. 

I always loved Jesus Christ and it seemed to me that Baba was like the Jesus I had known 

as a child in the paintings depicting him. I felt this tremendous love, this tremendous compassion. 

Although there was a great deal to criticize in me and even be stern about (I most certainly had not 

always been as good or nice a person as I should have been), in his eyes there was nothing but 

understanding and compassion and no condemnation at all. I think it was that that won me over to 

him. However sensual one had been, however undutiful, ungrateful or careless — whatever one’s 

faults were that he saw — it seemed as if he saw what one might become and drew this out. That is 

really all I can say. 



The next morning Kim awakened in a normal state of mind, but thereafter constantly sought 

to be near Baba. 

 

On Tuesday, 15 September 1931, Baba asked Charles Purdom how he was feeling. Purdom 

replied, “I feel that everything from my head has entered my heart and there is a burning sensation 

in my chest.” 

“Good,” Baba gestured. And he explained to him about the three types of faith: intellectual 

faith, faith by sight and faith by experience. 

After interviews, Baba went for a walk with the group to the valley where Meredith and 

Margaret sang songs about him. Baba was in a splendid mood and mentioned for the first time 

about his mission for the world, and revealed that he was the Avatar. In the known history of the 

world, this was the first time that the Avatar was consecrating the soil of the Western hemisphere 

by his presence. To free the birds of his Garden, he was imprisoning them in the cage of his love 

by journeying to them. And for the first time, Baba candidly disclosed to his followers in England 

that he was the Avatar, the Messiah, the Christ for whom the world had long been waiting, whereas 

in India, all his devotees were still referring to him as a Sadguru — a Perfect Master. Although 

God first appeared in physical form in the East, he first revealed himself to be the Avatar in the 

West. 

That day, Watson said to Baba, “America is the country for a great spiritual worker like 

you. You must go there. If you permit me, I shall make all the necessary arrangements for you and 

your group to visit us. On behalf of the American people, I extend my heartiest invitation to you to 

come to the United States.” 

Baba expressed his pleasure at Watson’s love, but declined his invitation. He said he 

intended to establish five or six retreats in Europe first and then settle in America. Watson tried to 

persuade Baba to change his mind. Finally at his constant plea, Baba agreed to go to America. In 

truth, Baba wanted to visit America all along, but his methods are sometimes not apparent. After 

Baba accepted his invitation, Watson and his wife prepared to leave for the United States to see to 

all the arrangements for the Master’s visit. 

On that day, Watson wrote: 

We have decided to leave here on Friday, the 18th. I feel that if I should stay with Baba a 

year, I could not know him better than I did in the first second that I met him face to face. I knew 

then he meant universal love. That is God ... 

Baba must cut his hair and dress conventionally when he comes to America or he cannot 

have the influence on the leaders of industry he should. Instead, in his present form, he will 

segregate around him only the poetasters, the sentimental and the dabblers in new sensations. 

Another American link for the Master’s work in America was Albert Milo Shattuck. Milo, 

25, was a young poet from Worcester, Massachusetts. After graduating from Harvard in 1928, he 

served as the secretary for a famous travel lecturer, Richard Halliburton, and toured America with 

him. After a semester of Harvard graduate school, Milo was given $1000 by the playwright 

Thornton Wilder to “go where I pleased and come back a man … to go ‘where I willed.’ I went, 

beyond all foreseeing. On April Fool’s Day, 1930, I arrived at Meredith Starr’s in North Devon, in 

a typical tumult. There my real life took shape, and all previous and future experience became 

merely illustrative.” 

Milo spent a year and a half in Devon teaching for two terms at a small private boys’ school. 

In the summer of 1931, Meredith sent Milo to America to contact certain interested people and tell 

them about Meher Baba and his intended visit to England that fall. 

It was Milo who had first told Watson about Baba. He had also met a devoted couple named 

Malcolm B. Schloss and his companion Jean (Adriel) at a farm in Hancock, New Hampshire owned 



by Catharine Gardner.15 Milo told Malcolm and Jean about Baba and his coming visit to the West. 

Malcolm and Jean had been thinking of starting a spiritual retreat — “where people could come 

from time to time with the view to discovering their inner resources in an atmosphere of silence 

and meditation.”16 They were interested and eager to go to England to meet Baba and experience 

Meredith’s retreat, but financial circumstances prevented them. However, they wrote letters to 

Meredith, which he showed to Baba who smiled and remarked, “They are mine. It is essential that 

they meet me.” 

With the help of friends (and an anonymous gift from Watson), Malcolm and Jean had 

managed to save enough money to travel to England in October 1931. But they received a cable 

from Meredith informing them not to come, and that Baba was going to America and they were to 

be his hosts. Therefore, when Watson returned from meeting Baba, Jean and Malcolm were 

preparing for Baba’s visit. Forty miles outside of New York City on the banks of the Croton River, 

they found a place for Baba and his group to stay. It was called the Harmon Retreat, and over 350 

devout souls were informed about the Master’s coming. Jean and Malcolm took up this activity 

with great enthusiasm, and regular correspondence began with Meredith concerning Baba’s visit. 

 

Meanwhile Kitty and Zilla arrived in Devonshire at nine that night and saw Baba for a few 

minutes. The following morning, Wednesday, 16 September 1931, between six and seven, Baba 

instructed Herbert about his future. As mentioned, Herbert had accepted a job in China as Professor 

of English Literature under the League of Nations, and Baba directed him to proceed to China 

immediately. Herbert grasped Baba’s feet and wept like a child. He told Baba, “I could not do 

anything for you. I had promised you, but I could not fulfill my promise.” Baba calmed him, 

assuring him that there was no cause for worry; everything would be all right. Baba then gave 

Herbert the following instructions: “Be a vegetarian. Do not smoke or drink. Meditate for one to 

two hours daily. In your spare time, mingle with the Chinese people and make friends with them. 

Besides this, whatever else you are to do with them, you will be impelled to do inwardly. Never 

take opium. 

“Be friendly with the English as well as the Chinese. Lead a simple life. You should hold 

a meeting at least once a fortnight to talk about me to those interested. Do not worry and discharge 

your duties conscientiously. I will come to see you in China.”  

In the afternoon Baba went to the beach with Herbert, Meredith, Margaret, Kitty, Zilla, 

Rustom, Ali and Chanji, and played cricket and other games for a few hours. 

In the evening there was a tea party in the open compound and photographs were taken. 

The weather was splendid as the sun shone throughout the days of Baba’s visit. Baba played with 

a kitten and his love of animals and nature impressed everyone in the group. Relaxing, some of the 

ladies casually stretched their legs towards Baba, which in the East is considered bad manners and 

disrespectful to a guru. The mandali, however, had to keep quiet and Baba did not correct the 

women, either. 

At quarter to eight, Baba took a small number of the group — Herbert, Kitty, Zilla, 

Meredith and Margaret Starr — and sat in the open, listening to the distant lapping of the waves 

and enjoying the beauty and calm of the solitude around them. In the august presence of the Master, 

in this ideal surrounding and beautiful silence of nature, these five individuals soon began weeping 

and did not stop for three hours, from eight until eleven. Baba sometimes held their hands and often 

asked them what they were thinking. 

 
15 Malcolm and Jean were not married but lived together as common-law man and wife for many years. 
16 Letter from Jean Adriel to Henry Forman, UCLA archives, undated. 



The next morning, accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Watson, Herbert left Devonshire. Baba 

and several others walked a distance with them as they departed. Baba gave Herbert his scarf and 

an orange to eat on the train, which he later ate, peel and all! 

 

During this stay, Meredith was the manager of the retreat and would keep those visiting 

strictly submissive to his wishes. Even Rustom and Chanji were not spared his dictums. Some of 

the lovers resented Meredith’s behavior when the Master himself was staying with them, and Kitty 

asked Baba once, “Why is a medium required to see God?” 

Baba dictated, “It will take more than an hour for me to explain it to you. But,” he added, 

“Meredith is not any different from any of you, nor is he a medium. And it is not as you think. No 

third party is required to take you to the Goal.” 

Despite Meredith’s disapproval, Baba spent time with his devotees walking on the beach, 

climbing the cliffs, playing games like cricket, carrom, Ping-Pong and tiddlywinks with Ali, Zilla, 

Kitty and Kenneth Ross. All were enchanted to be in Baba’s company. 

Supplementing these close ones staying at the retreat, outsiders were permitted to come 

and meet the Master during the ten days he stayed at Combe Martin. For the most part, however, 

Baba’s visit was kept secret and no event resembling a public darshan was scheduled. Those who 

came were either relatives or acquaintances of those who were already devoted to Baba. 

One day Baba explained at length about creation, rebirth and God-realization. He ended by 

stating: 

Let these matters not be a headache to you. All this is only by way of explanation. Don’t 

rack your brains over it. Love is supreme and only love counts. However much you read, hear or 

understand about spirituality, it does not lead you to Knowledge. Knowledge is a totally different 

thing and it can only be gained through love — love, pure and steadfast. 

On Friday, 18 September 1931, Baba went hiking with the group to see a cave. A discussion 

thereupon ensued about photographs being taken. One was taken of Baba holding a lamb. Meredith 

said that a photograph of Baba should be taken in a natural pose, wearing only his sadra, and then 

one of Baba with the group. 

It was cold in Devonshire despite the sunshine, and all had worn woolen coats. Naively, 

they thought that Baba, being the Avatar, God-incarnate, was immune to the cold. Baba fulfilled 

their wish by remaining for over an hour in only his thin, muslin sadra as photographs were taken. 

All were pleased, but they did not suspect in the least that Baba was suffering. 

Age wished to explain to them that the Avatar descends in human form as man and, because 

it is his wish, he remains affected by the vagaries of nature, feeling heat and cold like any other 

human being. In relation to nature, he uses his body like an ordinary man and does not make use of 

his power over it. The Avatar is Infinite God descended into man-form. He is a man and does all 

that an ordinary man does; yet simultaneously, he is fully conscious of everything in the universe. 

In this mystery of God-become-man lies his divine leela and his game in Unity. 

Mabel Ryan, 41, was a South African dancer and Margaret Craske’s partner in the ballet 

school. Mabel arrived in East Challacombe on the 19th of September. That day, Baba went with 

the group to the cliffs by the seashore and walked through the meadows of the valley. Margaret and 

Mabel gave a dance performance and others sang songs. Baba gave his intimate sahavas to these 

close ones and played cricket with them. The Master kissed their hearts with his love and that kiss 

proved to be the medium which tore out the pages of their ephemeral life stories. A loving kiss of 

such power was sufficient to peel away the pages of their lives upon lives. 

“What magnitude that kiss must have had!” Age mused. “The power of it can never be 
imagined, for no power on earth is sufficient to wipe out a single sanskara — only his kiss can do 

that.” 



Baba’s kiss soaked the soil of the Western world with tears. Whoever approached Baba 

would shed tears, and only their tears had his deepest communion. The language of the heart is 

quite different; it can only be spoken through tears. 

After setting the heart aflame, the tears themselves dissolve into fire, unable to bear the 

heart’s plight. Sealing the lips, the fire begins singing a song within that none except the Divine 

Beloved can hear. Baba’s Western lovers were learning to sing this Song. 

Baba would stay up late at night, sitting with his lovers outside under the stars; however, 

all would feel fresh when Baba woke them early in the morning. After lunch on Sunday, 20 

September 1931, Kitty and Zilla departed for London, and Enid left the next morning. 

Ann Powell, who was staying nearby with friends, was given an interview on the 21st. Ann 

had been interested in Theosophy and had met Meredith during a previous stay at East 

Challacombe. She was from Wales, so Baba called her Welsh Ann. Thirty years later, she wrote of 

that first meeting:  

On arriving at the [East Challacombe] house, I felt defeated, helpless and hopeless … I 

found support leaning on the porch by the front door. The whole burden of my past seemed to be 

upon me. I felt a tremendous upheaval, and it did not seem possible to me at that moment that Baba 

was who he claimed to be. 

Baba was playing quoits [British variety of horseshoes] with his disciples in the garden. 

He left the game and went and sat on a garden seat. He looked at me and called me over to him, 

beckoning me to sit by his side. Then he placed his hand in mine … At that moment the burden was 

lifted and my Real Self was revealed to me.  

I was weeping when I met Baba, and I continued weeping in his presence. A disciple was 

about to console me, but Baba said, “Leave her alone. She will be very sincere towards me.”  

I do not remember leaving Baba’s physical presence. It was a timeless experience as 

though I transcended the space of the four miles as I returned walking to South Devon. Upon my 

arrival there my friends inquired as to what did I think of Baba? I tried to express my thoughts to 

them but found my experience was beyond words to explain. The calm and peace remained with 

me throughout the years, until the present day. 

In the afternoon of the 21st, Baba called Kim, Margaret Craske and Margaret Starr privately 

and explained in detail with a diagram the process of creation, evolution, reincarnation and 

involution of consciousness. At the end (to Margaret Craske’s great relief) Baba told them all not 

to think too much on any of these details, stating, “Love is greater than anything — any amount of 

knowledge or explanations.” 

A telegram arrived in Combe Martin on the 22nd from Vishnu in Nasik, conveying the 

news that Hazrat Babajan had dropped her body in Poona on Monday, 21 September 1931 (at about 

4:30 p.m.). On the 18th, one of her fingers had been operated on at Sassoon Hospital (where Baba 

was born). Baba commented: “By Babajan having dropped her body, numerous difficulties will 

crop up and circumstances will soon change. For this reason, yesterday I abruptly changed my plans 

about proceeding to Persia and then returning to India, and have decided instead to go to America. 

The Round Table Conference, the precarious economy of England, the chaos in Russia, Japan and 

China, and the rumors of war all convey that circumstances will now rapidly change.” 

Babajan’s Beloved Son sent a telegram to Ghani directing him to donate Rs.4,000 on his 

behalf toward erecting Babajan’s marble tomb. 

 

While in Combe Martin, it seemed that Baba divided his time between his closest followers. 

The first two days were spent with Herbert; the next three with Kitty and Zilla; and the last four 

with Baba showing special attention to Margaret (Craske) and Kim. As various persons would come 

to see Baba, Aga Ali would announce, “Baba, Kim and company are here.” From this, Baba began 

referring to the group collectively as Kimco. 



Almost every day, Baba would call Chanji and Rustom to his room to discuss the trip to 

America — much to the chagrin of Meredith, who would have preferred the Indian disciples take 

a back seat to his own imagined closeness with Baba. 

At night after the others had gone to bed, Chanji would sit on his cot and write notes of the 

day’s activities in his diary; thus we have this record.17 

After ten days, Baba decided that it was time to leave Combe Martin. Departing by train 

with Aga Ali, Chanji, Tom, Margaret, Kim, and Audrey (Ince), Baba returned to London on 

Thursday, 24 September 1931. He again stayed at the Davys’ home, while Rustom and Meredith 

occupied a nearby house. 

Herbert and Kitty’s father John W. Davy ran the family printing business, and both he and 

his wife Helena were fortunate to have Baba’s close contact. On one occasion, Baba casually 

discussed Ping-Pong and cricket with John. 

Helena approached Baba one day and asked, “How am I to understand you? How am I to 

love you?” 

“When praying, place a photograph of me before you,” Baba directed her. 

“I always keep Christ’s picture in front of me when I pray,” she replied. 

“Continue gazing at his picture; it is one and the same. Christ’s love is the most supreme 

ideal. I shall help you inwardly,” Baba promised. 

The next day, Kitty took Baba sightseeing around London to the Victoria and Albert 

Museum, the zoo at Regents Park, Westminster Abbey and the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier. At 

Westminster, Baba remarked: “Those buried here are fortunate that I have been here.”18 

Baba repeated the same thing about the dead at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier — that 

those buried there were fortunate to be visited by him. Their spirits might have been elsewhere, but 

Baba saw them. 

Baba seemed to enjoy the novelty of traveling by subway, and he went all around London 

in the underground “tube” — to Liverpool Street, Oxford Circus, Shepard’s Bush and Piccadilly. 

While in London, Baba would get up early by six o’clock, have his breakfast at 7:30, glance 

through the newspaper and be ready to receive visitors by nine. 

Kim brought her husband Desmond Tolhurst and her daughters Phoebe Ann and Susan 

Jane to see Baba on the 25th. Desmond told Baba, “I am a staunch Roman Catholic and want to 

lead a life of rectitude. I feel at times that I am doing wrong and I am tempted. I repeat my mistakes 

time and time again. I am religious-minded and want to remain devoted to God and the Church.” 

 
17 From Chanji’s diary, it appears that he and Rustom were not on the best of terms at the time. At dinner, 

Rustom would poke fun at Chanji in front of the visitors, much to Chanji’s chagrin. Chanji felt Rustom was 

trying to make himself look “smart” or “clever” at his expense. On the Rajputana Rustom had not been 

forthcoming when Chanji requested details of interviews where he had been absent. They were sharing 

quarters at East Challacombe, but Rustom barely spoke to Chanji. In addition, Rustom had requested Baba 

to be photographed with himself and Herbert, excluding Chanji. Watson and others noticed and asked 

Chanji why he wasn’t in the picture. Chanji was embarrassed by what he viewed as Rustom’s selfish 

indifference to his feelings. 

 

18 Westminster Abbey is a Gothic church and the burial place of English kings, famous writers and 

personages, including David Livingstone, Samuel Johnson, Charles Dickens, Isaac Newton and Charles 

Darwin. 



Baba replied, “Be religious; it is good. But eventually you have to go beyond the shariat 

— the traditional rituals of religion.” 

Desmond then asked, “Are there any true saints and holy priests in Christianity?” 

“There were saints,” Baba answered, “but the Christian priests are the same type as those 

priests in every other religion throughout the world. Out of selfishness, priests create and propagate 

their own customs, tenets and practices, thereby crippling religion. All these rites, rituals and 

ceremonies are the dry husk of the corn.”19 

The same afternoon, another new visitor came to meet Baba. Quentin Tod, 46, was a British 

actor, dancer and choreographer, working in London and New York, who had always had an 

interest in spirituality. He had met Margaret Craske and Mabel Ryan the previous year and had 

become friends with them. When Margaret returned from Devonshire in the spring of 1931, she 

told Quentin of Meher Baba and he became eager to meet him. 

Quentin was brought to the Davys’ house by Milo Shattuck, whom he had met at lunch that 

day with Margaret and Mabel. Quentin felt nervous as he climbed the stairs to Baba’s room. When 

he entered the room, he found Baba seated cross-legged on the bed by the window with Aga Ali 

and Chanji at his side; however, Quentin was so engrossed in seeing Baba, he later related, that he 

completely forgot about the others around him. Baba smiled and motioned for him to sit beside 

him. He took his hand and patted Quentin’s shoulder. Quentin felt tremendous love and peace 

emanating from Baba, and also experienced the feeling of recognition of a long-lost friend. 

After a short while, Baba took Quentin’s left hand and within moments Quentin felt as if 

an electric current of pure love passed through him. Quentin immediately felt that he must serve 

Baba in some way. His mind became silent before Baba’s Silence; all questions seemed to fade 

away as unimportant. 

After this first meeting, Quentin recollected about Baba: “What impressed me most was 

his rather wild air, as if something untamed were alive in him, and his truly remarkable eyes.” From 

then on, Quentin visited Baba every day. On one occasion, Baba assured him that Quentin would 

do great work for him in the future. 

Kitty brought one of her piano students to meet Baba. The girl was extremely nervous, but 

after Baba’s kind entreaties for her to tell him what was on her mind, crying and shaking, she 

whispered something in his ear. Baba consoled her and made her sit beside him. She stayed with 

him for about an hour. 

To another, who informed Baba that she was a Christian, Baba said, “You merely follow 

Jesus, but don’t love him. You should love him also.” 

Although the Watsons were staying in a London Hotel, they did not come to see Baba. 

Evidently, after leaving East Challacombe, Thomas Watson was having second thoughts about 

Baba. Charles Purdom telephoned him, requesting him to write a letter to the American Consul 

stating that Baba and his “attendants” were going to America to visit Watson and other friends. 

Meredith inquired if he and Baba could stay at Watson’s apartment, but Watson replied that they 

had no extra room. 

Watson’s understanding proved limited and his devotion short-lived. He had a positive 

initial reaction upon meeting Baba, but later he became indifferent. Watson recorded in his diary at 

this time: 

Is this worship of a man good? Does not Baba block the path of his worshipers toward 

realization of God, just as a church dogma does? … The worship the people there [East 

 
19 In the same analogy given previously, Baba stated that shariat represents the husk of the corn, while the 

kernel inside is the essence of spirituality. 



Challacombe] gave Baba revolts me. I certainly have no worship for him nor do I feel any good 

influence from him. 

Although Meredith and Meher Baba have been in London this last week I have not had 

the least desire to see them. I feel I have got from them all they can give me. I must work out my 

salvation in my own way. 

The thought comes to me this morning why Shri Meher Baba repelled me. It was because 

I sincerely or instinctively saw he was beckoning me to a path leading to Illumination that was not 

mine — not the right path for me to follow. 

I must follow my own! 

As mentioned, Charles Purdom wrote articles in Everyman magazine about Baba, such as 

“The Perfect Master” and “The Need for a Teacher,” and by reading these, more people came to 

know of Meher Baba.20 

One of Purdom’s friends came to see Baba on 26 September 1931 and said, “After reading 

the articles in Everyman, I felt I must see you. It was not a superficial thought; I was inspired to see 

you.” 

Baba expressed his pleasure at meeting him and observed: 

It is not within the bounds of the intellect to judge spiritual perfection or to enter the 

realms of One who has attained perfection. This can only be achieved through love — surpassing 

the intellect. This love is born only in the pure heart of a real lover of God. It can never blossom in 

the hearts of those swayed by the intellect’s achievements. 

For this reason, divine personalities when explaining about themselves rely more on 

impulse and inspiration than on intellect. While giving his contact to worthy souls, a Perfect Master 

creates impetus within them. Man’s innermost being is the House of God, and when contact with a 

Divine Being [in person] is established, the heart echoes with his sweet Song. This echo is the gift 

of the Master. By creating the silent impulse within, he makes it resonate. 

“What should I do?” the man asked. 

“Meditate on the highest ideal. That is love,” Baba urged him. “I will help you.” 

Christmas Humphreys was president of the Buddhist Society of London. He had found out 

about Baba through Kim. One day he and some others from his Buddhist group came to see Baba. 

During their meeting, Baba explained: 

“[In Sufi terms,] religion has four aspects: shariat, tariqat, marefat and haqiqat. Man has 

to go beyond shariat — the external aspect. The Muslims consider it unlawful to go beyond shariat. 

Yet a Sadguru [Perfect Master] has such powers that if he wishes, he can make a person God-

realized in a minute!” 

Baba looked at one of the visitors who after listening to Baba’s statement was deep in 

thought. Baba asked him what he was thinking. The man questioned, “How is it possible for a 

person to gain Realization within a minute?” 

Baba elaborated, “Even within a second, all actions can be annihilated and the experience 

of God instantly given. Bondage to maya [illusion] is always there and karma [bondage] is due to 

actions. After the actions are destroyed, there is no bondage. Do you think you can obtain 

Realization in this birth?” 

The man replied, “I cannot agree with your statement about karma. How could the effects 

of actions be done away with in one lifetime?” 

“Why not?” Baba smilingly replied. “They can be destroyed by the grace of the Master. If 

that is not so, of what use is the guru? What is the value of grace if everyone has to await his turn 

and time?” 

Baba then dictated the story of his youth, “I was studying in college and had no idea 

about spiritual truth or infinite consciousness. But [an ancient woman named] Babajan gifted that to 

me in one embrace! Before that, I could not fast for even one day. After her embrace, I remained on 

 
20 Chanji took copies of the articles with him to give to those who were curious about Baba, such as a 

fellow steamship passengers, immigration officials, and others. Purdom later wrote two biographies of 

Meher Baba; the first was titled The Perfect Master and the second The God-Man. Although Purdom’s wife 

Lillian remained skeptical for many years to come, she also had Baba’s darshan in 1931. 



only water for eleven months and I was absolutely sleepless. But I did not think that I was fasting 

or not sleeping. It was all spontaneous and I had no thought of it.” 

Baba then emphasized, “I have the Experience and from that Experience, I affirm that it 

is the work of a moment for the Sadgurus to root out all past actions. The Living Buddha, the 

Master, can do it in the twinkling of an eye! 

“But do not think about it. You will understand all this gradually and know all this to be 

true. Come back and be with me for six hours in November.” 

Then describing yoga-samadhi, Baba stated: “Real perception and illumination are 

permanent, and only the grace of the Master makes a person enlightened. There are so many 

persons who practice yoga and attain samadhi through it. But this state is temporary. No sooner is a 

yogi out of samadhi than he becomes aware of the world like any ordinary human being. This 

means that enlightenment is constant and real knowledge is derived from it. Very few can gain 

enlightenment — seeing God. So what is there to say about the ultimate union with God — Self-

Realization?” 

Christmas Humphreys was very impressed with Baba and later wrote of his meeting in an 

article titled “The Incarnation of Love,” from which the following is an excerpt: 

For the first time in my life, and I have not met another like him, I found myself in the 

aura of a man who literally radiated love … He combined the profundity of mystical experience 

with the guileless candor of a child, and his smile was as infectious as the words he used were 

immaterial … And all the while he radiated such a pure affection that one wondered why, when all 

religions praise the value of pure love, should it be a memorable experience to meet one man who 

practiced it. 

If there were more Meher Baba’s in the world today, war would end for want of causes. 

This man of love sets all men an example! 

Although Humphreys was deeply moved and touched by Baba, he was too involved with 

Buddhism to give up that path and follow the Master under his direct guidance. 

 

Other people had similar impressions meeting the Master. Maud McCarthy Foulds had 

been suffering from asthma. She once narrated what happened after her first meeting with Baba: 

I have never met a human being who gives such certainty of inner light so easily, so 

purely and as naturally as Baba. I was an utter stranger to him, but the first two words he gave me 

told of my lifelong besetting weakness. I was with him for 35 minutes only and I did not ask him to 

heal me. Nevertheless, I had gotten to him with difficulty that evening, as I was suffering from 

asthma which had unexpectedly attacked me a few weeks before and threatened to ruin my work. I 

was a sick woman indeed. 

That night when I got home and went to bed, I was awakened out of a deep sleep by a 

strong, indescribably beautiful eastern perfume in my room. I sat on the floor and experienced the 

presence of Meher Baba. I can describe it only as an almost frightening sense of power in the room. 

It seemed that the hands of a surgeon were operating on my lungs, spine and other parts of my 

body. All the time I was conscious of the terrific power in its greatness, which had got inside my 

bones and tissues, changing my body as I sat there. 

Maud had other strange sensations and the next day went to see Baba to describe her 

experiences. When she began, Baba stopped her, remarking, “I know. I know I have helped you.” 

After this experience her condition greatly improved. 

One person later wrote: “Yes, Chanji, I do agree that once having met Baba, it seems as if 

the whole of one’s life had been leading up to that minute. [As if] he had been guiding us through 

the clouds and storms safely so that we could meet him.” 

On another occasion, an elderly man Mr. Audrey came with his wife and child to Russell 

Road for Baba’s blessing. He was a lover of philosophy and a kindhearted person whom Baba liked. 

Baba took Audrey’s son on his lap and kissed him. Seeing this, Audrey’s heart filled with love. 

Though he tried to check his emotions, tears fell from his eyes. 

Consoling him, Baba explained, “The study of book knowledge and philosophy merely 

satisfies the intellect, but it is not all. The real thing is to think of God, to feel God and to experience 



God. Actual feeling, perception and experience should be gained, for these are real. Intellectual 

conviction is the first step, and faith is born from it, but there should be continuous progress.” Baba 

instructed Mr. Audrey to meditate on God for half an hour daily. 

On the same subject, Baba once put it succinctly: “All philosophy is meaningless without 

the actual experience of Godhood.” 

Harry J. Strutton, editor of the Occult Review magazine, came to meet Baba. Strutton had 

heard much about Baba through Meredith and had written to Baba in July 1929.21 Explaining about 

the role of the intellect and the heart, Baba stated: 

There is a vast difference between the intellect and the heart. It would be wonderful if 

both were used for the highest good, but to have only intellect with a dry heart is of no use. The 

supremacy of the heart over the intellect is best. 

Compared to a [religious] hypocrite, an honest atheist is preferred. Books give only the 

outer husk; Real Knowledge is not derived from books. Real Knowledge is the guru’s gift, but it is 

not given without paying the price of love. Love has great powers, and love alone is the shortest 

and easiest path to Self-Realization. Only through love can Realization be attained. 

Baba, accompanied by Desmond and Kim, Margaret Craske, Meredith and Kitty, took 

Rustom, Chanji and Aga Ali to see the musical comedy White Horse Inn at the London Coliseum 

on Saturday evening, 26 September 1931.22 An actress named Cordelia DeLeon, 30, was introduced 

to Baba. “This is the living Christ,” she was told. Delia, as she was called, was immediately drawn 

to Baba and sat by his side. Every day thereafter in London, Delia saw Baba. 

Along with her younger brother, Jack, who was a playwright, Delia had started the small 

experimental Q Theater in London. In an emotionally-stricken state, she had previously gone to 

East Challacombe in the summer of 1931 — mentally and physically depressed. There she heard 

of Baba. “You have never seen such a being!” Herbert told her enthusiastically, after he had met 

Baba. 

Meeting Meher Baba changed her life. Delia recalled her first momentous time with the 

Master: 

I sat next to Baba at the London Coliseum, but he took very little notice of me. He looked 

so radiantly beautiful. I was shy and nervous at first and could not find my bearings. I felt as if 

someone had taken a hammer and knocked me over the head. I was stunned with the wonder of 

Baba! 

[From just seeing him,] nothing else existed for me. From first sight, I had implicit faith 

and trust in him. I asked no questions. I wanted nothing from him. I loved him as Jesus was loved 

by his disciples. I therefore gave my life into his keeping and knew that my search was at an end. 

A spiritual drama was being staged in Delia’s heart, and she surrendered to Baba forever. 

She was now eager to witness the play within, and she clung to Baba’s feet for all time to come. 

How wonderful was this meeting in the theater with the Star of the Universal Show! 

Delia was destined to play a part in the Divine Drama. She was to play her true role in the 

Master’s universal cinema as one of his circle members — like Margaret and Kitty. 

Later, Delia brought her younger sister Aminta Toledano, 23, her brother Jack, 28, and her 

mother to meet Baba. (Her father had died many years before.) Delia’s sister was called Minta and 

she once recollected her first meeting with Baba: 

 
21 Meredith Starr reviewed books for and had been a regular contributor to the Occult Review since 1910; 

Paul Brunton was a contributor and editor, as well. An article by K. J. Dastur, “His Holiness Sadguru 

Meher Baba,” was published in the September 1929 issue. 
22 The London Coliseum was built to be the largest and finest “people’s palace of entertainment” of its age. 

The play Baba saw revolves around the attempts of the head waiter of the White Horse Inn to woo its 

owner, an attractive young widow. 



My sister Delia had met Baba at the theater and was absolutely bowled over. She asked 

me if I would like to meet him and I said yes. I was not seeking as she was, but when she told me 

what reactions she had had to Baba, I said I would like to meet him too. 

The first time I saw him at Kitty’s house, I was terribly moved. I can’t say why at all; I 

found myself weeping and could not stop. Suddenly Baba spelled out on the board to one of the 

mandali, “Ask her why she is weeping.” 

I spontaneously said, “Because you are so beautiful.” From that point on, I only wanted 

to look at him and be with him; just sit on the floor and look at him. I didn’t want to ask anything. 

Baba was wearing a white robe with his hair long; his face was very, very beautiful. 

There was an aura [of light] around him which one cannot really describe. In his presence, I could 

not look at anyone else. I couldn’t think of anyone or anything else. 

My mother and brother met Baba at the same time. Jack functioned on an intellectual 

level and Baba did not really function on that level at all or answer [theoretical] questions; 

consequently, my brother was put off. My mother was also very skeptical and did not get involved 

with Baba. But I was really taken with him and was told I could come again. I went every time it 

was possible. 

At Delia’s first private interview, Baba told her, “It is not chance that brought you here.” 

Zilla Cluse’s eight-year-old sister Virginia (Jenny) told her Aunt Kitty with child-like 

innocence, “I would have liked to kiss and hug Baba these past days, but his mustache comes in 

the way. I love Baba, but I don’t like his mustache.” 

Kitty informed Baba about this and he made Jenny sit by his side. The girl received much 

attention from Baba. Once he asked her, “Should I trim my mustache?” She replied that he should. 

Thereafter he did have his mustache trimmed. 

Years later during the 1960s, Jenny Cluse described her first meeting with Baba: 

It is as vivid today as it was over 30 years back. Baba told me to sit perfectly still in front 

of him for one minute and he held the watch in front of him. I was not to speak. When the time was 

up and he told me to go, I didn’t want to and started to cry. His wonderful eyes and their expression 

— I have never forgotten. 

Because it was Sunday, Zilla was allowed to be brought from her school to spend the 

afternoon with Baba. Games and gramophone records were enjoyed by all. Quentin came again 

that afternoon, and although Baba had announced he would not meet visitors that day, he made an 

exception for Quentin, who was a charming individual, and met with him for half an hour. 

 

On Monday, 28 September 1931, Baba asked Kitty’s mother Helena if there were anything 

she would like to ask him. “How should I address you?” she asked. “As Lord Baba?” Baba smiled 

and indicated that was fine. Mrs. Davy then said, “I am the secretary of a charitable institution 

which provides shelter to the poor, destitute and elderly. I try to serve them and be of help.” 

“Very good,” Baba gestured. “Continue that work.” 

“I wish those at the shelter could meet you and receive your blessings,” she said. 

“If they were to see me, it would be to their great benefit. I would make them understand.” 

“But they are unable to come here; they are quite old and many of them are feeble.” Baba 

then surprised her by indicating that he would go to see them. “Would you really?” asked Mrs. 

Davy. “But some are deaf and dumb. It will be hard to make them listen and understand what you 

wish to explain.” 

Baba assured her, “I will definitely go to see them. Schedule a time.” 

“It is so very kind of you. I am so grateful to you.” 

Others were surprised that Baba had agreed to go, but he explained, “The poor deserve my 

first consideration. When I went to Madras, influential, well-to-do and devout souls came for my 

darshan. But leaving them, I went out to visit the Untouchables of the locality and people gazed at 

me in wonder, seeing me among the lowly Harijans.” 



In the morning Baba had been to the Persian Consul in relation to his wish to travel to 

Turkey and America. He received both documents in a short time without a problem. At 2:30, he 

went with Meredith and Margaret Starr to visit Meredith’s mother. 

On their return, Baba paid a visit to Margaret and Mabel’s ballet school, the Craske-Ryan 

Studio at 26 West Street, off Cambridge Circus. The young students stared at him, inquiring about 

him and remarking that Baba had a wonderful face. That night, Baba went to the film Daddy Long 

Legs, about an orphan and her benefactor, but Baba left the theater before it was over. 

The following day, 29 September, many Londoners came to see Baba at the Davys’ house; 

they included scientists, poets, politicians, musicians and others. Among them was a popular editor 

Mr. Vivian. Baba gave his loving welcome to all and commented, “In the future, people will begin 

to understand things as they really are, not as they see them now.” 

Vivian proceeded to ask many questions which Baba answered, dictating from his alphabet 

board. The following is their conversation: 

“We are living in great times. A great change has taken place in life and I would like to 

help as much as I can,” Vivian said. 

“Your thoughts are very noble,” Baba stated. “What you say will in itself help you, even 

without your consciously knowing it.” 

“I believe that if all the nations of Europe come together to form a United States of 

Europe, it would be most welcome.” 

“It is a very good idea,” Baba agreed. 

“With Gandhi’s arrival here, there is the likelihood that an atmosphere of unity and 

spirituality will prevail. What is your opinion of Mahatma Gandhi?” 

“He is a very good man. He came to me on the ship and sought my counsel. I told him 

that after his political activities, he should seclude himself by coming to stay with me. He said he 

would try.” 

Vivian then asked, “Is it not good for spiritual workers to be involved in politics?” 

Baba dictated, “In a way, but only at the start [of their search]. The Goal is far, far away 

and beyond imagination and intellect. To be Perfect and to realize God, one must transcend the 

intellect. It is the aim of life to attain Selfhood and only a few heroes can reach the Goal.” 

“Could you show us some means to overcome our weaknesses and faults?” 

“By selfless service, devotion and love. By utilizing our best in the service of others. By 

remaining in the world, and yet not being of it,” Baba dictated. 

Vivian asked, “What about a person who is so engaged in various activities that he does 

not know which activity is more important and which to give up? At such times, one worries even 

if the intention is good.” 

“But one must not worry at all. Doing your duties selflessly, try to go beyond the domain 

of intellect. Thirst for divine inspiration, perception and experience of infinite consciousness. 

Merge in the ocean of divinity!” Baba exhorted him. 

“How can I attain such a state?” 

“By doing selfless service, having a pure character, and by devotion and love for God.” 

“Could you show us how to do it? Is there anything we can do ourselves? Any 

instructions about food?” 

At Meredith’s suggestion, Baba replied, “If you can possibly give up eating meat, do that. 

But don’t let it disrupt your day-to-day activities and health.” 

“Any instructions of something to do every day?” 

Baba spelled out, “After washing your face in the morning, meditate on me for five 

minutes. Meditate alone, undisturbed and isolated. I will guide you spiritually, not by words. You 

will feel my very presence.” 

During this occasion, a musician named Holls was distressed because he could not compose 

at times. Baba consoled him, “You should not worry over it or be anxious. As a matter of fact, there 

is nothing in the world to worry about! This is weakness. Never worry. I will help you spiritually 

— and not with words!” 

Thereafter, Holls’ wife was called in and she said, “I was a skeptic, but after meeting you, 

my illness which has troubled me for years has left me. I feel mentally perplexed and physically 

stiff at times. Perhaps it is because I eat meat.” 



Baba indicated to her, “It is not a question of food or eating meat. You may eat it. Your 

heart is pure and that is enough. Do one thing: stop worrying. I shall help you and your husband.”23 

As mentioned, the Davys’ oldest daughter May Cluse, 42, also met Baba a number of times. 

Unlike Herbert and Kitty, however, May was skeptical of Baba and confronted him, “I have faith 

in Christ and also believe that there is no other Christ, and there will be no other such being in the 

future. Jesus was the only one and will be the only Christ forever! Since Christianity is predominant 

in the West, it is superior in religion and spirit to the East.” 

Baba calmly dictated in reply, “To explain it all to you will take time, but I will convince 

you that I have gained the state of Christhood and that I am the Christ.” 

“Impossible!,” she exclaimed. “I don’t believe you. I don’t understand what you mean.” 

“Were I to explain it to you, you would understand everything. Truth is above religion. 

Truth is far, far beyond the intellect; it can only be reached by love. Christ attained that state of 

divine love. I am in the same state and I have its experience. I am always in the Christ state of 

everlasting bliss!” Baba’s answer and smile erased much of May’s skepticism. 

Many came to see Baba and he met all with love. The close ones did not pose any questions, 

because they were engrossed in singing the Song which he had taught them by his inner touch. 

Those who did not know how to sing would ask questions, and Baba would answer them patiently. 

There were also those who did not ask questions, but who also had no desire to sing. They simply 

enjoyed being in the Master’s company and listening to the singing of others, and took away their 

“share.” 

These birds of his garden in the West who had started singing included: Margaret, Kitty, 

Zilla, Delia, Minta, Purdom, Mabel, Quentin, Kim, Tom and Enid. Baba once revealed to this 

group, “I am the source of all knowledge, all love and all bliss. Love me, the source of all love, and 

be happy — and don’t worry.” 

Among the several hundred people who had come to see him in London, Baba taught only 

these few to sing. In the others, he created the longing to hear the song. The group would often sit 

around Baba in perfect silence. It was a wonderful time as recalled by Kim: “We lived only in the 

light and love of his wondrous being. And the silence was fuller than any music, any poem, any 

scripture — silence filled with love and light, revealing the true meaning of life. Love made flesh 

was dwelling among us.” 

Many years later, Kim related: “It is difficult to convey the effect Baba had on the early 

English devotees. His sight blotted out, as it were, everything else. I think it was Plato who said 

something to the effect that when the sun shines one doesn’t see the stars. We all lived in an 

enchanted world in which nothing existed save the Beloved.” 

 

On Wednesday, 30 September 1931, Baba went to the studio of a Japanese photographer 

named Kinye Imai to have his picture taken.24 The six portraits he took of Baba turned out superbly 

and were treasured by his lovers. 

During one evening in London, Baba attended a concert of the BBC Symphony Orchestra 

at Queen’s Hall, but he did not enjoy the classical music. At intermission, Baba was taken backstage 

 
23 The name “Holls” appears above a blank line in Chanji’s diary for this contact, so it is probably a name 

Chanji filled in later, when he asked about it. It is quite possible that this contact was the English composer, 

Gustav Holst, who had once taught Kitty: “I will go back to the first event, which occurred in 1907 in 

London, England, when I was at St. Paul's High School: my contact with Gustav Holst. This great 

composer and conductor was on the visiting staff and taught choral singing classes weekly. Although I was 

unaware at the time of his great love for Indian mysticism, perhaps some transference of consciousness 

took place to bloom later.” (Kitty Davy, Love Alone Prevails [Sheriar Foundation, 1981], p.3.) 
24 Imai’s studio was located at 83 Ebury Street, London. 



to meet the conductor Sir Henry J. Wood, 62, who had expressed a wish to meet him. Kitty knew 

Sir Henry, as she taught piano to his two daughters. 

On the morning of 1 October, Baba and a group visited the London Zoo. That night, Baba 

and the group went to the Piccadilly Theater to see the play Folly to be Wise. 

May continued to be skeptical about Baba and told Kitty, “You are being hypocritical by 

shedding tears. You unreasonably go on weeping just to show your love for Baba. It is not love, 

but a sham and show. It is all humbug! It upsets me to witness such hypocrisy.” 

Upset by her sister’s accusation, Kitty told Baba about it. On the 1st, Baba called May and 

explained to her, “It is no pretense. The tears that you see are the outcome of Kitty’s love which 

she cannot prevent.” 

Baba then warned May, “You will also start loving me within two days.” May burst out 

laughing and did not believe him. But that night when she was with Baba along with the others, she 

suddenly burst into tears which she could not control for three hours. This inexplicable experience 

humbled her. 

The following day, Baba traveled about London by taxi, attending to errands with Aga Ali, 

Chanji and Meredith. They went first to the American Embassy for their visas to the United States, 

where Baba was required only to sign an “X” on the application form, as he preferred not to sign 

his name. (Baba’s occupation was listed as “Spiritual Teacher,” Chanji’s as “Secretary” and Ali as 

“servant.”) 

Baba then returned to Margaret and Mabel’s dance studio, where he watched a ballet class 

being taught and stayed for tea. On this occasion, Baba remarked to Margaret, “Your dancing is 

mine.” 

In accordance with his promise to Kitty’s mother Helena, Baba went with her and Margaret 

Craske to the home for the needy and met with the old people. As Mrs. Davy had said, many of the 

elderly were blind, dumb or deaf. The Master’s ways are his own. Baba “spoke” to these old people 

for a long time, dictating messages for them on his board. What he revealed was his love. What 

was said was less important than the love he gave; their conversations were not in the language of 

words. Much is communicated in silence, but it cannot be written. Baba took form only to speak in 

that language, through which he conveyed all that was necessary — without ever uttering a word. 

His language was his own which touched the heart, and only those for whom it was meant 

understood what he said. 

Margaret witnessed how happy Helena was and how fortunate the elderly men and women 

at the shelter were. These abandoned souls were in truth dependents — dependent on God’s mercy. 

And God Himself went to see them, and their destitution was reconciled by His coming among 

them. Baba had comforting words for each and gave instructions to some. To one old deaf and blind 

man, Baba conveyed, “At night, take a glass of warm water and as you drink it, recall the feel of 

my hand on yours and you will be better.” This same man was later well enough to leave his bed 

and return home. To one woman, Baba gave a rose petal and instructed her to keep it under her 

pillow. 

When Baba returned to the Davys’ home, he remarked to Kitty, “Of all the things I have 

done in the West, I have enjoyed my visit to the home for the needy the most.” 

 

Previously on 28 September 1931, Mahatma Gandhi had written Chanji: “My time is so 

taken up that it is impossible for me to go to Russell Road. Will Meher Baba come to [see me at] 

88 Knightsbridge? If he will, please come, or telephone (Sloane 4232) and make an appointment. 

“The conference work takes up most of my time. Indeed, you can say practically the whole 

of it, but I must see Meher Baba, if only to look at him, if he can take the trouble to come here.” 



Gandhi later telephoned Chanji, saying, “I am eager to see Baba. Even if it is for only five 

minutes, I would be happy. Even if you have to carry him here on your shoulders — just bring 

him!” 

On Friday, 2 October 1931, Baba decided it was time to meet Gandhi again. At 8:15 p.m., 

accompanied by Chanji and Rustom, Baba went to Kingsley Hall Community Center, at Bromley-

By-Bow, in the working class East End of London.25 When they arrived, they found Gandhi 

surrounded by many people. Seeing Baba enter, Gandhi stood up and received him with great 

reverence, and then introduced him to all present. Gandhi wished to talk privately with Baba, but 

their meeting was carried out in the hall in the presence of everyone. Their conversation proceeded 

as follows: 

Baba remarked, “I have been to a retreat in Devonshire for twelve days. Tomorrow, I am 

proceeding to Turkey.” 

Surprised by this, Gandhi asked, “Why?” 

“For spiritual reasons,” Baba replied. “The atmosphere in Turkey is very bad and the 

people are leaning more and more toward materialism. It is necessary for me to go there to change 

this.” 

Baba then commented about his visit to the West, “I find the people here in England very 

pleasant. All who came to me were fine. Berating the English, some in India say they do not care 

for spirituality, but those who came to me were quite sincere and honest persons. Some shed tears 

only by seeing me and others after my touch. One high-society lady first snatched her hand away 

when I offered mine, yet after my discourse, she herself came forward, caught me by the hand and 

burst into tears. 

“A woman artist came and said, ‘How beautiful you are! I am a lover of beauty, but I 

have no faith in God. My life’s ideal is this reality. There is no life after death.’ 

“I then explained to her about the existence of God and asked her, ‘Do you love beauty?’ 

She replied yes, and I asked, ‘Then why don’t you love God who is the Beauty of beauties?’ But 

since she did not believe in God, how could she love Him? 

“I then inquired if she could love me. She instantly replied, ‘Who could not love you after 

seeing you?’ ” 

Baba asked Gandhi, “Why is this the case?” Then Baba explained: “People weep at the 

sight of me and find themselves loving me even when they say they don’t love God. It is because I 

am completely free of desires and am full of only love from head to foot. This inspires all to love 

me [a great deal]. Forgetting their differences of caste, creed and color, they love me. You cannot 

do this because you have desires, whether they be large or small. Side by side, you have the ego 

which does not draw people to you. 

“Desires kill love. I am the very image of love and only love — love from head to toe! I 

am nothing except love. Besides, from eternity I am full of bliss and enjoy it infinitely. 

“Therefore, I have no trouble. The trouble is when I have to impart this experience to 

others. I am thinking of residing here [in England] after my return from Turkey, because people are 

to be awakened through this love. All who came were aspirants. They are to be put on the Path, 

because they are sincere and faithful. 

Although spirituality is greater in India, the pundits [priests] there have their say too 

much. Not only is love pushed aside, but even the search is ignored. Besides, on every road in India 

we come across sadhus who boast about their way of life, and as you know cheating is widespread 

[by these false gurus]. There are impostors also in England. People are experimenting with 

everything — even with death!” 

“Such things are all due to the cult of some priests,” Gandhi pointed out. 

“Quite true,” Baba agreed. “I have been saying that no damage [to religion] is as great as 

that done by the priest class. Here, too, are many priests; but the people who came to see me are 

devotional and loving, and it is a great pleasure for me to talk with them. So, I wish to come back 

here and remain for some time.” 

 
25 Located at 4, Powis Road, Kingsley Hall was a center dedicated to the upliftment of London’s lower 

classes. Charlie Chaplin had also met Gandhi in London on 22 September 1931. None of the Westerners 

accompanied Baba, perhaps, as Kitty Davy later related, “Being 1931, the tension between India and 

England was such that the subject of [Baba’s different meetings] with Gandhi was almost taboo amongst 

we early followers of Baba and friends, and I think Baba wished it so.” 



Changing the topic, Baba then asked Gandhi: 

“What has been the result of our first talk?” 

“Regarding what?” Gandhi inquired. 

“About Hindu-Muslim unity, and about a separate or joint electorate.” 

“I am working in that direction, but I have doubts about any compromise. I worry about it 

and am afraid. But I am now at a loss about what to do next.” 

“What harm is there if separate electorates are given? It is definite that some party or 

other in the future may demand a joint electorate,” Baba dictated. 

“I also want it,” Gandhi stated, “but all should agree with me and then I can do 

something. I have declared that I am open-minded to all their demands [to make them united]. But 

first they should all meet together and then come to me, but they say that they are in a minority. 

Still, even though they are a minority, they have their rights and their leaders have standing. Let us 

see what happens. 

“He who is courageous fears nothing. They too have suffered for the country and gone to 

prison. How could we suddenly leave them out? For that reason, I have called Dr. Ansari and he is 

coming.26 Had he not been invited, there would have been obstacles. I have called him on condition 

that he ask for a joint electorate.” 

Gandhi concluded, “A sleeping man can be aroused by sprinkling cold water on him or 

by shaking him. But what can one do with the man who is awake but does not want to get up? It is 

useless! It’s a scandal! They want separate electorates but they are playthings [pawns] in the hands 

of the British.” 

Baba replied, “But in the end, it should not happen that the British do not grant anything, 

thereby throwing the blame on the Indian leaders and accusing them of having found no unanimous 

agreement. So, what will be given and how will it be given?” 

“It will be like that. When none agree, what can one do?” 

Baba then asked, “How do you find the mood of the people here in England?” 

“The government and those in authority are like shrewd dacoits, but the behavior of the 

common people is good. At least this much will be of satisfaction. We have awakened them to the 

state of affairs in India and some seed is sown. The fruit will take time to appear, but there is no 

other way than to have patience until then. 

“If we leave without gaining anything, the British leaders will conclude that we came to 

roam about for a spell in the jungle. We should be patient until the time comes, because those in the 

government are unscrupulous. But in the end, they will have to grant us great power. We are not 

going to sit idly by with our hands folded when we return to India. Some activity and agitations will 

arise. We will suffer, but we will be patient.” 

Baba spelled out to Gandhi, “What I wish you to know is that now India will have to 

suffer much more, but it is beneficial from the spiritual viewpoint. The more the suffering, the 

greater the benefit.” 

“True. I think so too,” Gandhi replied, “because the people will then come to know about 

the Truth. They will realize that they themselves are to blame for internal bickerings, and then there 

will be no one left to fight with.” 

“Absolutely true, and then unity will last. Still, on your part, do your utmost to bring 

about unity among the Hindus and the Muslims. If it is brought about, good; otherwise, nothing will 

happen and the blame will unnecessarily be laid at your doorstep,” Baba stated. 

Gandhi replied, “I am doing that and will keep on striving in that direction. I will do my 

utmost. We have to put in our best effort. We are not in authority, not even in name; everything is 

left to God’s will.” 

Baba nodded, but then said, “While the world goes mad with excitement over one 

question or the other — like this self-government for India which you all consider to be of vital 

importance, to me it is all a tamasha, a passing show, a play. I enjoy it because I have experienced 

‘death.’ So there is nothing to worry about. Even such vital questions that threaten the existence of 

one community or nation are of practically little concern or importance, except where it affects the 

spiritual development of one or the other. 

“Spiritual life is the real life. Everywhere there is bliss and nothing but bliss. Every 

moment, every hour, every day, I continually experience it. This bliss is in everyone and I am 

pondering how to make the world [mankind] aspire to and taste this bliss. But there is a ‘lock’ put 

on it and only I have the ‘key.’ That is why I only smile at all these ‘excitements’ in the world.” 

“Then, won’t you favor me with just one of those keys?” Gandhi asked. 

 
26 Mukhtar Ahmed Ansari was president of the Indian National Congress and the Muslim League during 

the Indian Independence movement. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muslim_League
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_Independence_Movement


“I will give it.” 

“Is that a promise?” 

“Actually it is yours and you will know it one day. The sooner you strive after it 

exclusive of all else, the sooner you will get it. I will help you in your effort and will give it to you 

when you come to stay with me after retiring from politics as I previously prescribed. 

“But the funny part is that though the bliss is within everybody, no one is able to find it. 

They search outside! I am thinking how to make people see it within and how to make them enjoy 

it. For that, when I speak, I will say something ‘new’!” 

“Will it be as I understand it to be?” Gandhi asked. 

“I will speak in a way that is understandable and credible to one and all,” Baba dictated. 

“But when?” Gandhi asked. “Six years have already elapsed.” 

“This year — within six months.” 

“Still six months more? It is too long.” 

“Within six months — not before.” Then Baba spelled out, “Within a period of two to six 

months.” 

“If it is possible that you might speak in two months, this is all right to me. Quite okay. I 

am eager to hear you speak, Baba!” Gandhi said. 

Baba stated, “When I met Babajan eleven years ago in 1920, she pointed to me and said 

to the gathering around her, ‘This child of mine will shake the whole world in the future!’ Babajan 

never spoke openly but always ambiguously; yet she said this clearly to people. She dropped her 

body only recently. She was almost 120 years old.” 

Gandhi queried, “Will you positively return here from Turkey?” 

“I think so,” Baba answered. 

“Then I will definitely meet with you again.” 

“In the meantime, make every possible effort to unite the Hindus and the Muslims with 

separate electorates for each. Arrive at a definite decision. When I come back, I shall see you and 

discuss certain matters.” 

Gandhi confided, “I leave it to you to relieve me of all the burden of duties that I have 

taken upon myself for the cause of India by solving the problem to the satisfaction of all. Then I 

will be able to stay with you, retire in seclusion and pass my last days in meditation on God. I 

cannot leave them all in this chaotic situation.” 

Baba spelled out, “It will happen as decreed. You try your best, but remember to leave 

the result to God and not to worry about it. Your sincere efforts to do your best are enough. You 

cannot do more. The results are always left to God; hence, I tell you not to worry. Remember your 

promise to me. I will see to the rest.” 

Gandhi said, “You know what I am facing — the pressure I am working under which is 

increasing daily. I retired last night at 2:00 A.M. But since you were to visit, one matter was left 

undone and had to be postponed.” 

“I also go to sleep about 1:00 or 2:00 A.M.,” Baba replied. 

“But you have no need to sleep, so where’s the difficulty? We [mortals] have to worry 

about lack of sleep.” 

Baba ended their meeting, indicating to Gandhi, “I shall inform you when I return.” 

Gandhi said, “Absolutely! Thank you.” 

“And, if possible, I will see you.” 

“Please do so. I will be very happy.” 

Baba then asked, “From here, when and where will you proceed?” 

Gandhi answered, “I am here [in England] until the end of October, then I will leave. I 

have to meet Romain Rolland [in Switzerland].27 I have also had an invitation to visit Berlin. If 

possible, I will go on to Turkey, but there is no invitation from there. I intend to visit Egypt and 

Palestine also.” 

“Do go to Palestine,” Baba urged. 

“I am thinking of going there. From Port Said, the ship has to pass by there. Time 

permitting, I will go to Palestine. I will be here for only ten or twelve days after you return. Would 

you see me then?” 

 

27 Romain Rolland (1866–1944) was a French author and pacifist. He wrote biographies of the German 

composer Beethoven, the Italian artist Michelangelo, the Russian author Leo Tolstoy and, in 1924, 

Mahatma Gandhi. He received the Nobel Prize for literature in 1915. In 1929, he wrote a biography of 

Ramakrishna, the Sadguru of Calcutta. 



“All right. On my return I shall inform you before I come and then we will meet. Now I 

take your leave. Are you anxious to go somewhere?” 

“Yes, I do have to go out. Because you were coming, Baba, I waited for you.” 

While Baba was departing, Gandhi stood up and offered namaskars to Baba — salutations 

with joined hands. Bidding farewell, Gandhi shook hands with Chanji and Rustom. Gandhi was 

especially happy to have seen Baba, as that day was his 62nd birthday. 

 

After this meeting with Mahatma Gandhi, Baba returned to the Davys’ house. This would 

be Baba’s last night with his English followers; Baba was to leave the next morning for Istanbul, 

Turkey. 

Before Baba departed, one of the maids named Elsie wished to meet alone with him. Baba 

permitted it. Elsie accepted Baba’s loving embrace and said, “You are a wonderful gentleman! I 

love you so much! Do you love me?” Nodding yes, Baba indicated that she had a very good heart 

and this made Elsie happy. Another maid, Edna Brain, was also attracted to Baba and served him 

wholeheartedly. 

Much to her consternation, Kitty’s sister May Cluse continued to weep sorrowfully. That 

evening, she wept with her head on Baba’s shoulder for two hours and then caught hold 

of his feet. She kept kissing them and touching them with her forehead and cheeks. She 

made Baba promise that if he went to America, he would come and visit her home in 

Canada. 

During this last night, Kitty, May, Delia, Margaret, Kim, Minta, Quentin and Purdom 

stayed with Baba until one in the morning. They wept most of the time in Baba’s presence. Baba 

looked so beautiful and they were so sorrowful at his departure. Addressing the mandali, their hearts 

sobbed, “You are taking our Beloved away! Don’t be cruel! Don’t take him with you. Let him stay 

here with us.” After records of Paul Robeson’s songs were played, Baba dismissed the group. 

Shortly afterward, Baba called Kitty back to his room and spelled out on the board, “Which 

is greater, my love for you or your love for me?” Kitty hesitated and then said that his love for her 

was greater. Baba smiled approvingly. 

An hour later, little Jenny complained of a painfully throbbing knee. Kitty went upstairs 

and told Baba, and he came down to see her. The child had mentioned it to Kitty the day before. 

Turning to Kitty, Baba asked, “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Kitty explained that she thought a 

Master did not have time for such matters. Baba replied, “In the future, always tell me of anything 

that goes wrong.” 

 

At 9:30 on Saturday morning, 3 October 1931, Baba started for Istanbul, accompanied by 

Aga Ali, Chanji, Rustom and Meredith — leaving his dear ones in tears as melodies to sing his 

Song. Margaret Starr (who had been sent for the previous day from East Challacombe) and Delia 

accompanied them as far as Dover. Baba boarded the luxurious Simplon Orient Express train in 

Calais, after taking the ferry across the English Channel, and arrived in Milan, Italy the next day.28 

The group was met by Enid, who brought fruit, biscuits, cheese and cakes for them to eat before 

proceeding. The train reached Istanbul at noon on the 6th of October, via Venice, Trieste, Belgrade 

and Sofia. 

 
28 Baba shared his compartment with Ali; Chanji and Meredith were in another compartment; and Rustom 

in a third. 



From the train station, the group took a taxi to the Hotel Continental where they were to 

stay. That day happened to be a national holiday in Turkey and a long military parade was making 

its way through the crowded streets of Istanbul. Baba’s taxi slowly reached the hotel behind the 

procession. As in London, a crowd unknowingly greeted the Master’s arrival. Baba was back in the 

East and did not wear a hat, allowing his long hair to be exposed which caught people’s attention. 

“None of the Turks knew that the Emperor was among them,” Age observed, “though those who 

saw him were wonderstruck by his beautiful countenance.” 

That evening, they went to a play, but it turned out to be in French, which none, including 

Meredith, could understand. The next day Rustom went to buy a tie and some breeches for Chanji 

in the bazaar. When Baba found out, he scolded Chanji, who answered in defense that he did not 

ask for them; Rustom was simply replacing what he had borrowed from Chanji earlier. Nonetheless, 

Baba reprimanded Chanji, “You called for them indirectly. Don’t hide your desires; you wanted 

them. Despite acquiring them through Rustom, you still say you did not ask for them!?” 

Chanji took Baba’s scolding badly; he was fed up and could not bear his teasing anymore. 

Unknown to the Westerners, since arriving in Europe, Baba had been taunting Chanji mostly, 

wounding his heart by becoming angry with him on the smallest pretext. On one occasion, Kitty 

innocently asked Baba why Chanji and Rustom were looking so sad since they were with him all 

the time. Baba had brushed her off, replying, “Due to their deep love. They are not sad; it is the 

pain of love. Their love for me is unbearable to them!” 

Traveling with Meher Baba to the West might appear to an outsider as a “fun vacation,” 

but life with the Master was a life of death for the disciples. Just a few days before, when the train 

had stopped in Paris and they got down for a coffee, Baba’s pricking had begun and Chanji later 

wrote in his diary: “Everyone wishes to be with Baba, but few know the price of it.” 

Baba’s real work was to crush the false selves of his circle members, and this was a painful 

and often humiliating process. For instance, at Baba’s remarks about Chanji’s new clothes, Chanji 

took them off and slung them on the floor, bitterly complaining, “Now I can no longer stay with 

you. I am leaving!” 

Baba responded sharply, “Go! Who needs you? But don’t defy or threaten me, thus 

throwing away everything [spiritual]. It doesn’t matter if you go away; I can manage everything. I 

will break my silence so that there will be no necessity for anyone to read the board. I myself am 

fed up with all this dictation. I shall go neither to America nor anywhere else! I shall return to India! 

I do not wish to go there at this time. But if I do go, it will be because of him [Chanji], against my 

will and plans.” 

Chanji burst into tears and cried as he had never done before, cursing his lot and blaming 

himself for ever having joined Meher Baba. Baba left, but came back to his room after a little while 

and tried to calm him, remarking, “Don’t you know I have my reasons for treating you like this?” 

Chanji continued to weep, “It is unbearable now, Baba. Every day like this? Please have 

some mercy on me! I can’t stand it!” 

Baba countered, “This is mercy. This is my grace. Calm down now and don’t think about 

it.” Baba then embraced Chanji lovingly and directed him to wash his face, after which Baba wiped 

it dry with a towel. Gathering his composure, Chanji asked for Baba’s forgiveness. Baba nodded 

and smiled. 

Such scenes were repeated time and time again with each of those who stayed with Meher 

Baba. 

 

In Istanbul, the search for a “good boy” again began. Baba wanted a Turkish boy for his 

special work. On 8 October 1931, after three days of searching in the city, one youth was found. 

He was a good-looking youth of sixteen, who knew several languages, including English, Turkish, 



French, Hebrew, and Greek. His father was an import-export merchant. No sooner had the boy seen 

Baba than he was greatly drawn to him. He was invited to join Baba and the mandali downstairs 

for dinner. Only vegetarian dishes were ordered for Baba and the mandali, but Baba indicated to 

Rustom to order a meat dish for the boy. But the boy said, “If Baba is not eating meat, I will not 

eat it also.” Baba liked this quality in him. 

That day at the hotel, while discussing the significance of his meeting with Mahatma 

Gandhi, Baba revealed, “It was my power as a Master that made Gandhi ask for the key.” 

After two days, the boy brought a younger friend named Holfon. Baba and the two boys, 

Rustom, Ali, and Chanji went to see the mosque of Hagia Sophia. Holfon was about to show Baba 

around, but before they entered the larger mosque, a guide became angry with Holfon and began 

abusing him in Turkish. He summoned the police and complained that Holfon was posing as a 

guide. The policeman took Holfon into custody. The boy was frightened, so Baba and the group 

accompanied him to the police station. 

There, the police were told that Holfon was not engaged as a guide but as their servant, 

staying with them in the hotel, and that he had merely accompanied them sightseeing. The police 

freed Holfon, but Baba did not return to the mosque; he went instead to see a museum, but it was 

closed.29 

As they were driving around, their taxi driver suggested that they might be interested in 

seeing an old Christian church that had been converted into an Islamic mosque. It was far away, 

but Baba decided to see it. Most of the Chora Monastery was in a dilapidated condition, but in the 

main hall, a mosaic of Christ with his twelve apostles was intact; there was also one of Mother 

Mary with the baby Jesus in her arms. 

Afterwards, Baba directed the taxi driver to drive into the slums of Istanbul, populated by 

the poorest people of the city. Out of his unbounded compassion, Baba walked through a few streets 

there and then returned to the hotel. 

On Sunday, 11 October 1931, while discussing certain matters with Rustom and Chanji, 

Baba disclosed the purpose of his visit to Turkey: 

I have come here on most important work and though I have met no one externally, I am 

doing a great deal internally. Although it was once great, at present Turkey is a most debased 

country. In the realm of spirituality, it is today nowhere. Militarily and materially, it has progressed. 

But it is home to many dishonest and undesirable people. To counter the very strong evil forces 

working here, a powerful spiritual force is required. And for that reason, I have come in person. 

The next day, Chanji went to the office of Thomas Cook travel agents to book their passage 

to America. Baba did not wish to proceed to America via England, so a different route had to be 

mapped out. Rustom also booked his passage to Alexandria. Baba was sending him back to India 

specifically through Egypt on certain work; Rustom left the following morning. Baba was required 

to go to the Persian and Italian Consulates on the 13th for permission to travel to Italy, and the 

manager of the hotel, Mr. Blunt, proved most helpful in making arrangements for Baba and his 

traveling companions. 

On the 13th, about his spiritual working particularly in regard to the coming war, Baba 

commented, “The war will be short but most destructive. [?] will be wiped off. I have fixed it up. 

All will have to suffer, including England. But America will decide the final issue, again. There 

will be civil war in India.” 

 

29 The museum Baba went to may have been the Topkapi Palace Museum, which holds relics of the Prophet 

Muhammad – his robe, foot prints, his bow and hair from his head. 



 

Leaving Istanbul by train on Wednesday, 14 October 1931, at 5:35 P.M. Baba arrived in 

Milan two days later, on the afternoon of the 16th at 5:30. Enid was to meet them at the station, but 

as she did not show up, Baba went to her apartment. Very apologetically, Enid regretted her delay 

and took them to the Albergo Imperiale, where she had made reservations for nine days in rooms 

on the tenth floor.30 Enid took them to a vegetarian restaurant for dinner. 

The next afternoon, Baba went by bus to the Certosa Monastery, about an hour’s drive 

outside the city. He liked the place very much, as it was quiet and solitary. He had a complete look 

throughout the monastery. Baba liked the individual meditation cells the best. He sat on one of the 

verandahs facing an open courtyard for half an hour, and praised the spiritual atmosphere. 

Unlike at other public places, Baba was not in a hurry to leave, and his former morose 

mood since arriving in Milan, Chanji noted, now seemed changed. There (and later), Baba 

explained about his spiritual work to Enid and a friend of hers named Theo, who had accompanied 

them: 

It is absolutely impossible for an ordinary man to understand my work. With my 

Universal mind, I work [on an unlimited scale] for the universe; to understand what I do is not 

within the bounds of human intellect. I always work for the universe and not for myself. Why 

would I need to work for myself? I do my work through various mediums. With that object in 

mind, I visit places, see different sights, or go to plays, films, and do a hundred and one other 

things. But I don’t enjoy movies or the theater as you do — I make them the medium of my inner 

spiritual work. My every breath does this work constantly, while outwardly you find me doing 

nothing [special]. You cannot grasp the internal mystery. 

I have to do great work for the welfare of humanity — it is my Universal duty. Times are 

critical and due to [certain crises], my responsibility has increased in proportion to the 

circumstances and prevailing conditions. I am the Emperor of the spiritual kingdom and every 

second receive [inner] “reports” and messages from every corner of the universe. Because of the 

troublesome times we are facing, I am inwardly receiving only distressing reports, such as the 

conflict between China and Japan. Such news pours in every moment and I have to issue inner 

instructions [to my agents]. 

You cannot see this outwardly, as I simultaneously manage an infinite number of things 

inwardly unknown to anyone. However, the effect of my work does appear outwardly, for example, 

when you find me suddenly and quite abruptly in a bad mood. One moment I look happy in a jolly 

mood; the very next, you find me serious, moody and morose. All this depends on the reports I 

receive, and I have to plan my work according to them. Or suppose I am quite happily having tea 

with you all, and at that moment I am inwardly informed that someone in India is passing through a 

great crisis. At that time, naturally I send out a message in reply on how to cope with or remedy the 

situation. And while doing that, my mood will change so that I will appear absent from my present 

surroundings. 

You will have a thousand and one thoughts at this sudden change in me; but it is your 

ignorance which prevents you from either understanding the nature of my work or the cause of the 

change in my mood. You will be pained at my behavior and pondering it, thousands of thoughts 

will pass through your mind in a second! But all this is beyond intellect and you will never be able 

to follow it with the help of an inquisitive or arguing mind. 

On Sunday, 18 October 1931, Baba took the group by train on a trip to the Italian Alps. At 

Varese, they changed to a mountain funicular, and went up the steep gradient, enjoying the 

marvelous scenery. After returning to the city, that evening, they went to the Odeon Theater where 

they saw either a play, film or an Italian opera. Two days later, they drove to Lake Como for a short 

pleasant stay. 

On the 23rd, Baba received a telegram from Malcolm and Jean Schloss in Harmon (where 

they had gone to stay on 19 October) informing him that all arrangements had been made for his 

 
30 Three rooms had been booked: 122, 123, 124 — one for Baba and Ali, and one each for Chanji and 

Meredith. (Baba wanted Meredith to share a room, so they would not have to spend unnecessarily, but 

Meredith had refused.) 



arrival in America. Baba had been speaking to Meredith about America, and the role Meredith 

would play there in Baba’s work. Baba repeatedly and forcefully told him: “In America, you will 

have no rest at all. You will have to move about and work as I do, very quickly. There is much to 

do there. Watch how I work wonders there.” 

Meredith was fond of fruits and would often try to induce Baba to eat them. But Baba 

commented, “Neither I, nor Babajan, Upasni Maharaj or Sai Baba like fruit. Ramakrishna never 

touched it.” 

Meredith asked the reason, speculating, “Maybe Masters already have the best qualities in 

themselves, which are in fruits, so they do not need to eat them. Isn’t it like that?” 

“Yes,” Baba replied, but added that fruits were healthful and good for the blood. 

On 25 October, after a tea party at Enid’s apartment in Pensione Agostini in the afternoon, 

Baba and his companions left Milan on the 6:40 train. The group arrived in Genoa after two hours 

and stayed at the Milano Terminus Hotel. 

In an attempt to feel important, Meredith would tell officials and hotel staff that Meher 

Baba was his friend, and Chanji and Aga Ali were his personal servants. Meredith’s behavior was 

a headache to Baba, because Meredith was unnecessarily telling people about Baba when Baba 

wished to remain incognito. Consequently, Chanji was harassed with many inquiries from the 

curious. Nevertheless, Baba tolerated Meredith’s behavior as he wished to use Meredith for his own 

purposes. Through Meredith’s communications, certain key persons in England had come in Baba’s 

contact, but that work was now almost complete. However, until it was finished, Meredith’s 

presence was necessary and tolerated. 

Another tea reception was held in Baba’s honor on the afternoon of 26 October, where 

Baba met a few sincere and loving local devotees. One man named Douglas resembled Padri, Baba 

remarked. 

Baba, Meredith, Ali and Chanji boarded the SS Roma at 10:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 27 October 

1931, bound for New York City. The cabins they were given (400 & 421) were cramped and 

uncomfortable; but the next day, after leaving Naples, they were shifted to two outward facing, 

spacious cabins (272 & 274). Meredith introduced a young woman from Toronto named Louise 

Skey to Baba. Louise was quite taken with Baba and visited his cabin several times. 

Besides Meredith’s annoying behavior, at times during this journey Aga Ali would also 

behave like a spoiled child. One night Ali lost his temper and created a disturbance in Baba’s cabin, 

whereupon Baba soundly thrashed Chanji! Seeing Chanji being beaten frightened Ali and the boy 

realized his mistake. 

Even though Ali expressed his regret and apologized, Chanji continued to weep. Within 

moments of this incident, Louise appeared on the scene. Finding Chanji shedding tears, she was 

surprised and asked Baba the reason. Baba slyly spelled out, “Look what love Chanji has for me! 

Whenever he finds me alone, he cannot prevent himself from crying. His longing is terrible, so he 

sheds tears of love. These are his tears of longing.” This statement greatly impressed Miss Skey 

who then also began crying. Baba directed Chanji to calm the woman. How could she know the 

facts behind poor Chanji’s beating? Chanji’s heart was frightened of love! 

 

After leaving England, Chanji kept the close ones in London informed of the Master’s 

activities, and his letters were greatly appreciated. They served to keep Baba close to them during 

their pain of separation. On 10 October, Kitty wrote in reply to one of Chanji’s letters: “Life goes 

on as usual truly, but not in the usual way. All is somehow different. All is for Baba now — be it 

work, play, rest or sleep.” Kitty had indeed begun to surrender all to Baba, as evidenced by this 

message written on 27 October 1931: 

Dearest and beloved Baba, 



Yes, it is wonderful our love for you, but who is it that has given us the power to love so 

deeply? Is it not a divine gift from you to us, Baba? Make us more and more worthy of it. Even in 

this short while, there seems no minute of the day where the urge to dwell on you and to love you 

more and more perfectly is not present. I thank you always, always for the greatest of all God’s 

gifts — Himself to love and serve. 

Kim had also been deeply affected by meeting Baba. She wrote to Chanji on 29 October: 

How can we ever thank you enough for the beautiful letter you wrote to Kitty and Kim & 

Company? I can only say thank you, dear Chanji, again and again, and tell you that our tears of 

mingled joy and sorrow fell upon your letter as we read it. Tears of joy for the great blessing that 

had come to us through the infinite compassion of our beloved Baba, and tears of sorrow because 

we are not worthy of so great a happiness and that our love for him is so weak. 

We can only pray that we may be allowed to love him more, that the fire of his love may 

burn up all that is ourselves, so that at last nothing but Baba may remain. How ardently we long to 

be one with our Beloved! 

On 30 October, Kitty sent Baba a letter, asking if she and Zilla could meet him in Paris on 

his return from China in December. Kitty knew she belonged to Baba and the effect of his love can 

be seen by what she wrote: 

Darling Baba, your love makes me just so happy all day — at work or rest. All work is 

now done for you. The results of that work are yours, as well as heart, mind and will. All is held 

only in trust for you, to be given back to you or used in your service whenever you have need of 

them. Can love ever be passive? It seems to want to give, give, give — to lose all at the feet of the 

Master. 

Goodbye for now with all the love you have already awakened and all that is latent. 

Meanwhile aboard the ship, Baba went up for daily walks on the deck and sometimes 

attended the musical and cinema programs in the evening. The other passengers were curious as to 

who he was, and asked a boy named Emilio to whom Baba had given his contact. The lad answered 

in broken English, “A great and famous man.” 

On Tuesday, 3 November 1931, one of the few persons Baba met privately with was a 

mild-mannered Italian professor of economics, who had been invited to lecture in America. The 

professor came to meet Baba in his cabin. Baba was pleased with the man who was not only very 

clever but who had a good heart, as well. At the end of their conversation, Baba advised him, “Be 

in the world, but not of it. Continue performing your duties, but do not be engulfed in the clutches 

of maya. Never worry and always try to be cheerful in spite of difficulties. Even in the face of 

calamities, remain happy.” Baba instructed him to meditate daily on “Truth” for five minutes and 

assured him that he would help him inwardly. 

Again on the 4th, Baba’s work necessitated his scolding of Chanji. There was a gala dinner 

that night and a “fancy dress” ball, which Baba, Ali, Meredith and Chanji attended. But Baba 

became irritated over something, and abruptly left and returned to his cabin, followed by Chanji. 

Baba had predicted a “storm” during the voyage, but little did Chanji realize what he meant. As he 

noted in his diary, “What a pitiable plight of the poor occupants of Baba’s cabin! Terrible to the 

extreme. One would prefer the real storm of the sea and the consequent seasickness and giddiness 

to this terrible storm of words and temperaments as experienced in his cabin.” 

 

Swami Vivekananda can be said to have done the first “spiritual spade work” in the West, 

when he established his American headquarters in New York City in 1895, just a year after Meher 

Baba was born. Vivekananda referred to New York as “the head, hand, and purse of the country.” 

As one author put it: “The great, sophisticated, polyglot metropolis was indeed a wellspring of new 

ideas; it was creative and enterprising; it was the center of all the arts; it was rich, generous, and 

throbbing with vitality; everything was there.” 

On Friday, 6 November 1931, the Roma passed the Statue of Liberty and sailed into New 

York City harbor at two in the afternoon, docking at the W. 57th Street pier. But two hours passed 



before Baba and the men were allowed to disembark. An insolent immigration officer kicked up a 

row on board ship, unnecessarily delaying their disembarkation. He was dissatisfied with the 

answers given by Meredith to his questions, and suspected something suspicious about Baba’s 

silence and alphabet board. He kept detaining Baba and the group with questions and even tried to 

read the board himself, but could not. 

He asked Baba directly, “You have come to teach people in America without speaking? 

With this board? How foolish! Who gave you this silly idea?” 

Baba spelled out in reply, “I have come not to teach, but to awaken.” In reply, the man 

laughed loudly, and Baba remarked to Chanji, “He laughs at this now, but I will show him. Poor, 

ignorant soul. I pity him!” 

The officer then warned them, “I cannot let you pass unless someone in New York stands 

surety for you.” Baba’s trip to America had not been widely publicized and not many knew of 

Baba’s coming. Except for three persons waiting for Baba at the dock (who were prevented from 

boarding the ship), there was no one present to intervene on Baba’s behalf. It was an awkward 

situation, but it was the Master’s game. Baba remained serene and calm as he meekly submitted to 

the interrogation by the insulting immigration agent. 

Suddenly, an officer of the ship dressed in white appeared on the scene, and asked the 

immigration agent, “Why do you detain these men when all the other passengers have left the ship?” 

He explained that he was not satisfied with their travel documents and wanted surety. The ship’s 

officer looked through the papers and asked, “What is wrong with them? Let them go.” 

“But there is no one here to stand guarantee for them,” the agent protested. 

Chanji explained that they had very good references, and the officer said to the agent, 

“Quite frankly, I do not see any sense in your behavior. They even have references to show. If you 

still need a guarantor, I will stand guarantee. I am coming back shortly and want you to prepare 

permits for them to land.” 

This reprimand upset the immigration agent, but he issued the landing cards. When Chanji 

went to thank the ship’s officer, he could not find him. No one knew who he was. It was the Master’s 

proof to the scoffing American of the force behind his alphabet board. 

Malcolm Schloss met the group at the pier. Baba was wearing an olive green felt hat that 

concealed his hair as he came down the gangplank, with a gray-green trenchcoat over his white 

sadra. Malcolm ruefully remembers his first meeting with the Avatar of the Age as he stepped onto 

American soil: 

I had seen a picture of Meher Baba but I did not recognize him at first, nor was Meredith 

Starr prompt to introduce us. But when Baba, with his large, luminous brown eyes, smiled at me 

and held out his hand, instantly I knew who he was. 

My own hand went out hesitantly. I had read the story of Sri Ramakrishna’s first meeting 

with Vivekananda. According to the report, the Master Ramakrishna touched his visitor’s knee with 

his foot; at that moment, the room reeled and disappeared, and Vivekananda lost all consciousness 

except the bliss of Union. I also wanted the bliss of Union, God knows, but the dock did not exactly 

seem the right place to experience that bliss. Baba thought likewise apparently, for nothing 

extraordinary happened. I was half-relieved, half-disappointed. 

Smiling, Baba gestured, “Malcolm has a good heart.” Malcolm had brought two cars with 

him, one driven by Catharine Gardner and the other by Lillian Wardall. They drove out of New 

York City 40 miles north along the Hudson River to a small town called Harmon. There, 

arrangements had been made for Baba’s stay. The group arrived at the house at 5:30 p.m. 



Malcolm Schloss, 37, was a poet and an ardent seeker of Truth. He owned the North Node 

bookshop in New York City, which specialized in spiritual literature.31 The bookshop would often 

host lectures and sponsor courses of instruction by recognized authorities on spiritual subjects. His 

wife Jean, 38, was likewise a sincere spiritual seeker. A journalist, she was working as assistant 

editor of a magazine in Manhattan.32 

Richard Isaak Mayer of Boston was the first person to mention Meher Baba to Malcolm at 

the bookshop in the winter of 1930. Mayer, 59, was a German immigrant cotton merchant and a 

lifelong bachelor. 

He told Malcolm about Meredith Starr and the Devonshire Retreat, and left him a copy of 

a letter describing life at the meditation ashram. (He also sent Meredith a book of Malcolm’s poems 

and Meredith sent Malcolm his own poems.) 

In May of 1931, Malcolm saw Richard Mayer again in Boston. He also met Thomas 

Watson who, along with Mayer, was planning on sailing for England, where he was to tour as a 

Shakespearean actor. Watson, too, desired to spend some time at Meredith’s retreat. In June, 

Malcolm and Jean sold their bookshop and moved to Hancock, New Hampshire, to live 

communally with a group of like-minded Theosophical spiritual aspirants from Boston. In July, 

their friend, the well-known author Mary Antin, called, saying Milo Shattuck had come back from 

England. Watson had instructed Shattuck to contact Mary Antin, who was a close personal friend. 

Shattuck had not yet met Baba, but had heard about him from Meredith. Malcolm and Jean were 

deeply impressed. 

Shattuck returned to Hancock a second time to talk to them and the others, including Dane 

Rudhyar, Catharine Gardner, and Max and Lillian Wardall (all Theosophists), about Baba. It was 

then that Jean and Malcolm decided to visit the Devonshire Retreat. But plans changed when they 

received a cable of Baba’s imminent arrival. With the funds they had collected for their trip and 

with additional help from Watson, they instead made arrangements for Baba’s stay at Harmon, 

writing to as many as 350 people about Meher Baba’s visit and inviting them to meet the Master. 

On 7 October 1931, Malcolm and Jean were waiting on the pier to welcome Thomas 

Watson and his wife from England. They went with them to their hotel, where Watson read to them 

and Mary Antin from his diary and spoke about their time at East Challacombe. 

The Harmon Retreat was owned by a wealthy Broadway playwright, Margaret Mayo, 49.33 

When Margaret learned why Malcolm and Jean wished to rent it, she donated it for Baba’s use. The 

large, secluded four-bedroom stone house with red window frames was situated at 180 Old Albany 

Post Road (South), in a wooded area along the east side of the Croton River. Baba’s room (the 

master bedroom on the second floor) stretched the length of the house on the river side, with a deck 

from which he could look out through the treetops.  

Jean was waiting at Harmon to welcome Baba, and Meredith introduced them. “I am so 

happy you have come,” she said. 

“I am happy to be here,” Baba warmly stated as he embraced her. Jean led Baba through 

the house to his room. Looking at her bandaged finger, he asked what happened. She replied that it 

 
31 The term north node carries astrological significance and refers to a position of the moon: “In general, 

the north node is viewed as a point of opportunity for growth, development and self help [Wikipedia].” 
32 Jean’s given surname was Robinson, but she was known as Jean Weir at the time (from a previous 

marriage). She later changed her surname to Adriel, based on numerology perhaps. 

33 Malcolm and Jean had stayed in the Croton area previously at which time they rented one of Margaret 

Mayo’s other properties. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Self_help


was a slight cut. Baba gestured to her, “It will be all right tomorrow.” By the next morning, the cut 

had healed completely. 

On one occasion, Jean recounted: 

My most outstanding impression of the first meeting [with Baba] is one of peering into 

bottomless pools of love and tenderness as my eyes met his. My heart pounded tremendously with 

excitement and for a while I could not speak. I felt that in an inexplicable way he was the reason for 

my very existence; that I had never really lived until this moment; that he was deeply familiar and 

precious to me, even as I was no stranger and very dear to him. 

At dinner that first evening, the few people present were wonderstruck being in the 

Master’s presence. Baba sat at the head of the table in the soft glow of candlelight. Malcolm 

described him as, “Looking for all the world like a Rembrandt painting of Jesus come to life.” 

The next morning at eleven o’clock, Baba asked Jean in detail about the Harmon house, 

and she placed before him all the difficulties they had passed through planning his stay; but she 

was determined that the work be carried on, despite setbacks. “Don’t worry,” Baba reassured her. 

“Everything will be all right. I am pleased with you and I will help you spiritually.” 

Jean was clever and would think things through before doing anything. But Baba further 

explained to her, “It is good to use discretion in all things. But before coming to any decisions, give 

more importance to the heart than the head. The judgment of the heart should be given preference. 

Your heart is good and you are always eager to help others. You will be able to do everything much 

better after receiving ‘light’ from me.” 

Malcolm, who was in the habit of rising in the morning to meditate and do breathing 

exercises, gave up this daily routine and went out to the nearby town of Croton-on-Hudson to shop 

for provisions for the guests. That morning when he returned, he found his wife Jean in tears. “I am 

not crying,” she stammered, “that is, not in the usual sense of the word. I have just had my first 

interview with Baba, and he asked me to be silent with him a few minutes. I can’t describe what 

happened in words. You’ll see for yourself. Baba stirred something so deep inside me that I 

suddenly found myself weeping for no apparent reason — weeping tears of joy, of ecstasy. But you 

will experience it yourself.” 

Jean told Malcolm that Baba had called for them both and she had explained that Malcolm 

had gone shopping. Baba expressed that he was not at all pleased by Malcolm’s initiative, whereby 

Chanji explained that one must first consult the Master before doing anything. It was Jean and 

Malcolm’s first lesson in how to please the Master. 

As Malcolm was chopping wood in the late afternoon, Baba strolled by with Chanji, 

Meredith and Ali, and he joined them for a walk through the woods. The sun was setting, and the 

still blue river and the dark-green cypresses were breathtaking in the Master’s presence. Stopping 

for a moment, Baba took out his board, turned to Malcolm and spelled, “I am God.” 

“I know,” Malcolm quietly replied. 

“I am the Ancient One,” Baba spelled out. He pointed to the sky blazing with color and 

motioned, “All this is illusion. Everything is within you.” 

Malcolm then told Baba that he had had several inner experiences, which led him to agree. 

Baba gestured, “Those were glimpses; you must make them permanent. I will help you.” 

 

Several people were staying at the Harmon Retreat and also in other accommodations 

nearby. One couple was Max Wardall and his wife Lillian (who had met Baba at the docks). Max, 

52, was an attorney who had a deep inclination for the spiritual path and had written several articles 

and books on Eastern thought. During their initial meeting, Baba gently took Max’s hand and 

pressed it for a while. He then asked how Max felt. “I feel that I am one with the universe,” he 



responded. “I see my father and mother and all people I know in you! Everything is in you. Since 

your arrival, I feel so changed — so much better. Your presence is so comforting.” 

On one occasion, Baba explained to Max: “There are four states on the Path: first, faith; 

then renunciation and experience; fourth, regaining normal consciousness. The last state after 

Realization involves duty for the universe — as Christ had.” 

Max had been a regular contributor to the Theosophical Messenger magazine, and had 

traveled throughout India with Krishnamurti, Annie Besant and Charles Leadbeater. He asked Baba 

about Krishnamurti, and Baba commented, “He is not as advanced as some think. He does good 

and will come to me one day.” 

Max replied, “Yes, he needs your help.” 

“I will help him advance on the Path,” Baba assured him. 

When he was young, Krishnamurti had been acclaimed by the Theosophists to be the 

modern Messiah; however, he was not self-deluded and renounced all such divine claims. During 

September of 1931, Malcolm wrote to Krishnamurti, informing him of Baba’s visit to America. 

Krishnamurti wrote back from Holland on 1 October, expressing his gratitude to Malcolm and that 

he would very much like to meet Meher Baba in America. He also conveyed his greetings to Baba. 

Cath Gardner, 46, was staying at Harmon to help cook and clean. A friend of hers named 

Alice Green of Boston also stayed for a week. Cath, Alice and her husband Chester were associated 

with the Krotona Theosophy Institute in Ojai, California, the purpose of which was to study 

spiritual matters and give instruction in how to lead a simple life.34 Their years of labor had born 

little fruit, and Cath was in search of a guru to guide her. After being in Baba’s presence, Cath 

exclaimed, “I was waiting for the Master and now I have found him!” 

One day, explaining to Cath about leading a “simple” life, Baba observed: 

People always make a mistake when they talk of leading a simple life. To live such a life 

is infinitely difficult. Outwardly, a person may wear plain garments and have a simple diet, but this 

is not living a simple life! The spiritual life is lived when a person is free of all desires, thus 

becoming completely open and guileless. 

What is the use of only outwardly living simply? The elaborate dress of desires and 

longings is there, side by side with a feasting ego! The real meaning of leading a simple life is to be 

totally desireless, and to become desireless is impossible without a feeling of love for God. 

A portrait painter named Julian Lamar, 38, was a close friend of Malcolm and Jean, and he 

was among those staying at Harmon. As soon as he saw Baba, he pronounced, “How radiant your 

eyes are! What a glow is on your face! How could this luster and glow be captured on film? A 

camera can never catch you. How could this luster and glow be captured in a photograph? Your 

photo will never reflect your true beauty. I would like to paint your portrait if you would consent 

to a sitting.” 

Pointing to himself, Baba gestured, “This is not the original picture! My real portrait is 

something quite different and to portray it accurately, you must wipe out your own image.” 

Baba meant the annihilation of the limited ego-mind. “This is beyond my understanding,” 

confessed Lamar. “I can only paint you as I see you, but I need your consent.” Baba gave him 

permission and Lamar was pleased.35 

 
34 Catharine Elizabeth Gardner was a Theosophist, a member of a prominent Boston family, and the author 

of a booklet on nutrition, titled Need We Grow Old? She later wrote articles for the American Theosophist 

magazine. 

35 Julian Lamar (1893–1967) was a native of Augusta, Georgia. After studying art and then graduating from 

West Point Military Academy, he became an artist and painted movie actors, politicians, surgeons, 

academicians, socialites and many other prominent figures (but made most of his income by painting 



 

Two days passed before Baba began seeing a few outside visitors on the 8th. On Monday, 

9 November 1931, among the first of those he met were James Graham Phelps Stokes of New York 

City, 59, and his wife Lettice, 38. Malcolm and Jean had contacted many acquaintances who they 

thought would be interested in meeting Baba. Spencer Kellogg, Jr., heir to the Kellogg fortune, was 

one of these. His secretary Ann C. Clark knew the Stokes family, and it was she who first told them 

about the God-Man’s coming to America.36 Stokes had also been a regular customer at Malcolm 

and Jean’s bookshop since 1927. Graham Stokes was an early idealistic, social reformer, despite 

being the scion of one of New York’s wealthiest and most socially prestigious banking families. 

He was a tall, slim, athletic, Lincolnesque figure, who had been married previously to a famous 

Jewish socialist and feminist named Rose Pastor. Stokes, a trained physician, was involved at the 

time with helping the poor and supported the early civil rights efforts of Booker T. Washington. He 

served on the board of the Tuskegee Institute with fellow philanthropist Andrew Carnegie, among 

others. 

Around 1905 Stokes developed an interest in Eastern thought and joined the American 

branch of the Vedanta Society.37 For 25 years he held regular monthly “gatherings” at his home, 

where like-minded spiritual aspirants listened to a lecture and meditated. In 1926, Rabia Martin, 

the American representative of Inayat Khan, sent him advanced lessons of Sufism. 

In January 1931, Stokes had penned a foreword to a book of lectures (Pillars of Life by 

Vishwanath Keskar), in which he wrote: “The fundamental note sounded … by all the great Eastern 

teachers is that life is One … Realization of this oneness marks the fulfillment of its purpose, the 

attainment of its goal.” So he was deeply impressed with meeting Baba and invited him to stay at 

his house in Greenwich Village whenever Baba visited New York City. Baba accepted his offer. 

Another prominent visitor that day was Princess Norina Matchabelli, 51, the Italian wife 

of Prince Georges Matchabelli, 46, a national hero of Georgia who had fought for his country after 

the Russian Revolution. In December 1923, the couple moved to America, where Norina performed 

on stage in New York and Georges founded the Prince Matchabelli Perfume Company. As a young 

woman, Norina (using the stage name Maria Carmi) was chosen by the Austrian stage director 

Max Reinhardt to play the role of the Madonna in his pantomime play The Miracle, written by 

Norina’s first husband, the German author Karl Vollmoeller. The play was a phenomenal success 

performed over 1,000 times.38 Norina, a Roman Catholic, even had an audience with the Pope, in 

Rome in 1914. She also starred in more than 25 silent Italian films. In America, she continued to 

perform in a production of The Miracle. From this role, she developed a deep spiritual longing and 

became a seeker. 

 
portraits of children). Lamar did paint a portrait of Meher Baba which was completed by April 1932 and 

which now hangs at Baba’s House on Meher Spiritual Center in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. 

36 Neither Ann Clark nor Spencer Kellogg met Baba on his visit to America in 1931. 
37 A leader in the movement who often wrote to Stokes remarked in 1906, “I almost believe you were a 

Hindu ascetic in your last incarnation and you have been reincarnated in American flesh for some good 

work by the Lord’s will for this country.” (Robert D. Reynolds, Jr. , "Millionaire Socialist and Omnist 

Episcopalian: J. G. Phelps Stokes' Political and Spiritual Search for the ‘All,’ ” in Jacob H. Dorn 

[ed.], Socialism and Christianity in Early 20th Century America [Westport, CT: Greenwood Press, 1998].) 
38 “In 1911, C. B. Cochran transformed the exhibition halls at Olympia, in west London, into a massive 

Gothic cathedral and mounted a huge medieval pageant called The Miracle. Vollmoeller’s story told of a 

nun who forsakes her vows to experience life in the world. After many adventures, she returns penitent to 

find that she has not been missed, as the statue of the Virgin Mary has come to life and taken her place. It 

called for over 2,000 costumes, 1,000 assorted actors and extras, a chorus of 500, 25 horses, an orchestra of 

200 (http://www.vam.ac.uk/users/node/9027).” The Times of London reviewer wrote: “The Miracle is a 

work of art. London has never seen the like of it.” 

http://www.peopleplayuk.org.uk/guided_tours/musicals_tour/revue/cochran.php


Norina was an old friend of Jean’s. The day before Jean had left for Harmon to prepare for 

Baba’s arrival, she had gone to see Norina at her apartment in New York. Norina candidly asked 

her, “Who is this ‘Master’ at whose feet you would worship?” Jean tried to explain to her about 

Baba and about Thomas Watson’s profound experience with him in England, but Norina remained 

unconvinced. 

Norina asked Jean, “How can you worship at the feet of any man, even if he does call 

himself a Master? Women like ourselves — who have had such deep inner experiences — don’t 

need any man to show us the way to God. How can you allow yourself to be drawn into such 

foolishness?” As Jean was leaving, Norina sarcastically remarked, “Well, darling, when your 

Master arrives, I must meet him. I too would like to weep like dear old Watson!” 

Jean’s explanations had seemed odd to Norina and she was amused, but also puzzled. Three 

days after Baba’s arrival, Norina phoned Jean at Harmon, saying, “The strangest thing has been 

happening to me. From the moment Meher Baba landed in New York, I have been weeping 

continuously. You must arrange for me to see him.” 

When Norina encountered Baba in Harmon, tears of ecstasy rolled down her cheeks and 

she totally forgot her princess-ly self. Her life became Baba’s and she dedicated herself completely 

at his feet. Later, describing that first meeting, she related: 

I doubt whether that experience [of meeting Meher Baba] can be expressed in words. I 

had heard about him, but I remained skeptical. I had followed teacher after teacher, and yet none of 

them could ever reassure me [about the Path]. Eventually, I consented to go with a friend to 

Harmon. 

I entered the room in which Baba was sitting surrounded by followers and disciples. That 

very moment, an experience began, full of wonder and beauty. Suddenly I had to run across the 

room and I found myself weeping on the floor at his feet. Weeping, weeping! Oh, how I was 

weeping! But I also began to laugh, and the streams running down my cheeks and the outbursts of 

laughter became one. I was resting my head on Baba’s hand, and my whole body was shaking with 

terrific sobs of liberation. 

Eventually, I quieted down. Baba then took my face between his hands and looked at me 

for a long time into one of my eyes, and then into the other, and then back into the first eye. 

Then he spoke to me via the alphabet board. His first words were: “I am man and woman 

and child. I am sexless.” He then paused for a while, brought his face nearer to mine and spelled 

out, “Have no fear.” 

An incredible joy surged through me. I went into the next room and lay down on a sofa, 

weeping still with joy. Suddenly the door opened and Baba came in. I knew now that my whole life 

had no meaning if it were not dedicated to the Perfect Master, and so I said to him, “Baba, please 

take me with you.” He motioned, “It is yet too soon.” I could have died with grief when I felt his 

words.39 

As a child, Norina had had an experience of God. On one occasion, she recollected: 

Since my childhood, I knew of God. When I was twelve, he came as Jesus Christ and 

spoke to me. He explained to me in words of sublime wisdom that this love which had begun to 

surge within me was an imperative for the fulfillment of the highest form of spiritual love. 

He spoke to me in the unforgettable words: “I am your first and last love.” 

The significance of these words was fully realized by Norina when she met Meher Baba 

for the first time and recognized him as Christ personified. Without her ever mentioning this 

incident, Baba spelled out, “I was the one who came to you in the form of Christ to lead you toward 

the Goal.” From their very first meeting, the Master established in Norina unconditional faith in 

him — which was to last a lifetime. 

 

 
39 Rom Landau, God Is My Adventure (London: Ivor Nicholson and Watson, 1935), p. 141. 



Mary Antin, 50, was the author of a best-selling book, The Promised Land, and she was 

helping Jean with the household affairs at the retreat.40 Mary was a sincere, loving seeker, who had 

previously suffered mentally for many years, and had sought treatment at different sanitariums. At 

the end of 1923, “when I had been beaten to a pulp spiritually, I abandoned the doctors and entered 

on a life of prayer.”41 When Mary heard of Meher Baba from Milo, she wrote to Meredith and 

received an encouraging reply. During Baba’s visit, she found herself unexplainably happy with 

tears streaming out of her eyes.  

One day she telephoned her 24-year-old daughter Josephine Grabau to tell her that she too 

must meet Baba. Josephine had also had episodes of mental turmoil (from being bipolar) for which 

she had been hospitalized a few years before. When Josephine was ushered into Baba’s room on 

10 November, she hesitated. Chanji told her not to be afraid. Baba held out his hand to her and she 

knelt at his feet. “I was lost in his luminous, brown eyes,” she recalled. “Almost at once, I felt I 

knew him. Here was the living Christ. There was no doubt in my mind … Meeting Baba was like 

going to heaven and meeting God. He was gentle, kind, beautiful, holy and, most important, he was 

natural.” 

Baba motioned to her if she wished to ask anything. Josephine said that she would like to 

help people. Baba gently replied, “First, you must learn how to help.” 

Many years later, Josephine related: 

The thing that caught you most were those beautiful melting eyes that you could look into 

and just lose yourself completely. There was a sense of such beauty and purity — an exalted feeling 

whenever you were near Baba — even the whole house was filled with it. Beauty was the term that 

comes to my mind most in relation to Baba. It was beauty in its highest form — he seemed to 

radiate it — and of course love. When I first met him, I knelt in front of him. He smiled and put his 

hand on my shoulder. His touch was so gentle, like the petal of a flower. I always had the feeling 

with Baba that he was not physical at all; he was just barely in the physical body. You weren’t 

dealing with a human being. You were dealing with a spiritual being, temporarily in a physical 

body …  

Anything that was your highest aspiration seemed to be centered in him. Anything of the 

most beautiful, most pure, most holy that you ever imagined was in him and intensified, magnified 

really. He was the center of all the highest things that you’d ever thought of or ever experienced in 

any form. Such sweetness and gentleness and lovingness and beauty. Those were the things that I 

was most aware of in Baba. 

Jo, as she was called, was allowed to stay at the Harmon Retreat to assist her mother with 

chores. She was given a room in one of Margaret Mayo’s other houses (near Mayo’s own residence) 

which Margaret had agreed to make available to guests visiting Harmon. But the first night Jo was 

there, the house caught fire at 1:00 A.M. and burned to the ground.42 The visitors, however, were 

not upset, as it afforded them the opportunity to move into the house where Baba was staying. Thus, 

they were able to spend the night under the same roof with him. 

The next day, Wednesday, 11 November 1931, Baba called them to his room and asked if 

anyone were hurt. On being reassured that all were fine, Baba explained, “Fires often spring up 

where I go.” 

Baba then went to inspect the smoldering ruin. He asked Jean, “Will our hostess suffer 

financial loss?” 

 
40 Mary Antin knew Thomas Watson through her husband, the noted geologist Amadeus W. Grabau, whom 

Watson had met years before when he enrolled in a class at MIT where Grabau was a student. In 1917, 

Antin separated from her husband, and Watson had given her financial and moral support. 
41 Allan Mazur, A Romance In Natural History: The Lives and Works of Amadeus Grabau and Mary Antin 

(Garrett, Syracuse, NY, 2004), p. 255. 
42 The house, known as the Hilltop Bungalow, was located across the river on Ridge Road, about three 

miles from the Harmon Retreat. The fire started when flying sparks from the chimney ignited the roof. 



“No,” she replied, “on the contrary. It so happens she is in greater need of the money than 

of the guest house, and will benefit by the amount the insurance company will pay her.” 

Baba was satisfied, then responded, “Since no one will suffer severely through this 

experience, we should rejoice that the fire happened. It is a good sign. Those who lost their few 

belongings in the fire will begin a new life. Those who managed to save their possessions will have 

to wait for their new beginning.” 

Some of the guests had lost money in the fire and Baba remarked to them, “Christ asked 

much more than this. To those who came to him he said, ‘Leave all and follow me.’ ” 

A successful novelist and screenwriter named Perley Poore Sheehan, 56, met Baba on the 

10th, and six persons came to meet him the following day. Among them was Norina, who brought 

a young woman named Anita de Caro.43 Anita was a talented art student in whom Norina had taken 

an interest and was helping financially. On one occasion, Anita recalled her first encounter with 

Meher Baba: 

I had been brought up Catholic. [Knowing I was about to see him,] all of a sudden I was 

frightened. I thought: “If this is such a great religious man, how am I to behave? I can’t shake hands 

with him. The only thing to do is kneel. I’ll make the sign of the cross and say, ‘Bless me, Father,’ 

and kiss his hand.” 

My heart was pounding with fear. The door opened. Baba was seated Persian fashion 

[with his legs crossed under him]. I looked at him and went into peals of laughter. I laughed and 

threw myself on him. “My heavens! It’s you,” I cried. “You made me go through all this 

masquerading and fear when it’s you! It’s incredible!” And I laughed and laughed. 

Baba opened up his arms. I was absolutely enraptured and felt a tremendous sense of joy. 

My whole being felt as if I was in a furnace. Words cannot describe the encounter. It was like 

meeting someone I always knew, as though I had come to my real home. I experienced a great 

beauty and great joy. 

At their first meeting, Baba asked Anita, “Do you know who I am?” 

She replied, “You are the source of all goodness.” Norina had explained much to her about 

Baba, and Anita continued, “I wanted to ask you so many things I had thought of, but when I am 

near you, I just can’t; and there seems no necessity, too.” 

Baba replied, “Yes, I could explain for hours, but words and explanations are not necessary 

for one who feels things deeply as you do.” 

Baba inquired about her interests and when she said she was an artist, he gestured 

humorously, “Could you paint me?” 

She answered, “You are too beautiful and would be too difficult to paint.” Nonetheless, 

two days later, Anita returned to Harmon with Norina (and again on the 18th) and, at Baba’s 

request, attempted to paint his face. Despite several sittings, Anita found that Baba’s expression 

kept changing and she left the canvas unfinished.44 

Anita later recollected about that incident: 

I hadn’t really studied portrait painting, but Baba guided me to do it. Painting him was a 

great experience, because I learned one cannot put down that which is ever-changing. It would take 

pages to describe the event of being in Baba’s presence while I painted. I cannot tell you how long 

it took, because there was no sense of time in his presence. Baba looked at me and I lost all sense of 

time. Everything about him was ever-changing — Baba’s eyes, the color of his skin, his 

expressions. It remains a great mystery to me. 

 

43 Anita later married Roger Vieillard. 

44 The portrait is kept in the Meher Spiritual Center Archives in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina.  

 



I told Baba, “One cannot paint you because your expression changes every moment. You 

are never the same!" 

Baba laughed and commented, “Yes, you are right. I am ever-changing.” 

I realized after a long time what he meant by “ever-changing” for it is life itself — the 

Divine Play! 

On another occasion, Baba remarked to the group at Harmon, “I am eternally happy …" 

Anita interjected, “Oh, you needn’t tell us that! You must be with this face of yours. What 

bliss! Look at his eyes. They speak more than words — so radiant, so penetrating, how 

understanding and compassionate. Without a doubt, you look eternally happy.” Anita was a 

welcome addition to the group because her lively nature kept Baba entertained. 

Visitors to Harmon on Thursday 12 November 1931 included Louise Skey, the young 

Canadian girl from the Roma; a “trance medium” and author named Nancy Fullwood (who had 

experiences similar to Edgar Cayce); and another psychic Theosophist, Dora van Gelder Kuntz, 27. 

A well-known nutritionist, Norman Walker, 45, met Baba on the 13th, as did Dorothy Louise Norris 

and Mrs. Percy Stewart.45 

Baba saw nine more visitors at Harmon the next day. Among them was Kitty’s younger 

sister Angela Lambert, who had missed seeing Baba in London. Henry Steigner also met Baba that 

day.46 

On Sunday, 15 November 1931, Baba was driven to Manhattan concerning travel 

documents for his return to Europe and India. He stopped first at the home of the president of City 

College New York, Dr. Frederick B. Robinson, at 280 Convent Avenue, where he met with several 

new people.47 He then went to stay for two days at the Stokeses’ residence at 88 Grove Street. 

Among those he saw in New York were Milo Shattuck, Grace Mann, Julian Lamar and Anita and 

her mother Jacqueline de Caro, a strict Catholic who nonetheless felt something special when she 

saw Baba in person. 

Anita’s mother was quite ill and had been afraid of death, but she later told her daughter, 

“Since I met Baba, I realize what the spirit is,” and Anita wrote to Baba, “The spiritual change in 

[my mother] is amazing. Your name is always on her lips and your photograph is always on her 

pillow.” 

Kitty had written Chanji about two close musician friends of hers and Herbert’s in New 

York named Miss Valentine and David Sherry. Both met Baba while he was in the city. 

Baba had not given up hope of finding the “ideal boy,” even in America. Brought by his 

parents, a twelve-year-old boy named Jimmy S. Barstow, Jr. was introduced to Baba at the 

Stokeses’ house. Unexpectedly, Baba liked the American boy very much, and later expressed his 

wish that Jimmy stay with him for two weeks. It was not possible due to the child’s schooling, but 

the boy did come to visit Baba again at Harmon on the 19th, and for a third time at the Stokeses’ on 

the day Baba departed. 

The passport and visa work was done on the 16th. Mary Antin had a private interview with 

Baba on the morning of the 17th, during which she poured out her feelings of love and offered her 

 
45 Norman Walker wrote many books on the benefits of a raw-food diet and invented a popular juicer; 

Dora’s husband Fritz Kuntz was a close associate of Annie Besant and C. W. Leadbeater. He was also 

associated with the Krotona Institute with Catherine Gardner and others; Dorothy Norris was the daughter 

of a wealthy stockbroker, Alfred E. Norris; Mrs. Percy Stewart was also well off, as she donated $1,000 

towards Baba’s cause, much more than anyone else at the time. 
46 Henry Steigner delivered lectures at Hyperion House in New York City on “Practical Mysticism.” The 

talks were later published as Mysticism in Action (1941). Steigner noted,“Man’s greater journey is the quest 

within.” 
47 Dr. Robinson had written a preface for one of Swami Yogananda’s books, Songs of the Soul. His wife, 

Julia, had driven to Harmon and met Baba the week before, on 8 November 1931. 



services as a writer in Baba’s cause. Baba was pleased with her dedication and service and accepted 

a copy of her book Promised Land.48 In a letter to Alice Green (dated 24 November 1931), Mary 

wrote: 

… Baba’s face when I made my supreme confession to him was burned into my heart for 

eternity. And there was an evening when we were all with Baba, in silence more holy than ever was 

the silence of an empty cathedral; and what I saw that evening revealed to me the origin of the 

familiar motifs of much of Christian sacred art. Of that evening I have not spoken, except in shy 

allusion, even to those who shared in it. 

… Were ever bonds so closely knit in so short a time as these bonds that hold us together 

who have shared the brief first week of Baba’s presence, the communion of those holy hours in his 

presence? Nearer, dearer than sisters and brothers of the flesh … The brotherhood of Baba’s Own. 

Norina was one of the founders of the International Theatre Arts Institute in Brooklyn, 

where she taught acting.49 Two of her pupils, Eileen Burns, seventeen, and Beatrice Graham met 

Baba on the 17th morning. Eileen was a shy, timid girl, but Baba appreciated her sincerity and the 

depth of her feelings for him. She sat facing Baba without saying a word for some minutes, a few 

tears streaming down her face, which Baba wiped. 

She looked into Baba’s eyes and he asked her what she saw there. “The Great Wisdom 

Beyond,” she replied. 

“How do you feel?” Baba asked. 

“Words can’t explain it. I would like to go back to India with you. I’ve heard much about 

retreats in the Himalayas and elsewhere, and even dreamt about them.” 

Baba asked, “What is your desire in life?” 

“To create an art [form], quite different from what is prevalent today. It will be new, novel, 

and natural.” 

Baba encouraged her, “Yes, you will inspire others to dance with joy. It will be full of 

divine inspiration, through your love. Do you also act?” 

Even at that young age, Eileen had already appeared professionally in a play the year 

before. She replied, “I did, but I don’t want to [anymore] till I am perfect.”50 

Florence Lee also met Baba on the 17th. Florence gave regular public talks in New York on 

spiritual topics, billing herself as an “Instructor of The Illumined Message.”  

 

Elizabeth Chapin Patterson, 35, was married to a prominent New York stockbroker named 

Kenneth Askew Patterson, and she herself was a successful insurance executive. A person of 

considerable means, she had traveled all over the world, including India and a venture to the North 

Pole. 

Elizabeth had been religiously-minded since childhood and was a customer of Malcolm 

and Jean’s bookstore. She first heard about Meher Baba in a letter from Jean. On the morning of 

17 November 1931, Jean telephoned Elizabeth to inform her that Baba had arrived and to invite her 

to meet him. “Meher Baba wants to see you,” she said. Jean gave her directions to Harmon and 

Elizabeth drove there that same day with a friend named Schatz Adams Weicker, with whom she 

had made previous lunch plans.51 

 
48 The Promised Land is an autobiographical account of a young Russian immigrant’s journey to America. 
49 One of Norina’s early pupils was Louise Nevelson, who would become one of the most renowned artists 

of the 20th century. 
50 Eileen Burns became a theater and radio personality. 
51 Schatz Weicker was from a wealthy San Francisco family. Her grandfather, Edson Adams, was one of 

the founders of the city of Oakland. Her husband, Theodore Weicker Jr., was a prominent Wall Street 

broker, whose father was one of the founders of E. R. Squibb drug company. 



After a vegetarian lunch at Harmon, each was taken separately upstairs to meet Baba. 

Meredith led Elizabeth into Baba’s room. Elizabeth described her first meeting with her Master: 

Immediately my feeling was one of recognition. All the way to the far end of the room 

where he was seated, I tried to recall where I had seen him before. The feeling was one of 

familiarity, like meeting a friend in a foreign land — a friend whom one has known well since 

childhood, only since that earlier period the appearance has changed. 

Still in the process of recalling, I walked over to where Baba was seated, with sandaled 

feet folded in front of him and the sun shining on his beautiful hair. His remarkable eyes reminded 

me of a Persian print, but they were so alive with a thousand dancing fires in them that I realized I 

had never seen anyone like Baba before. Nowhere in my world travels had I seen his likeness, nor 

did he seem to fit into any nationality. 

Upon this close observation, my recognition ceased, but as he smilingly motioned me to 

sit by him on the orange-colored divan, I still felt completely at ease and at home with him. His 

silence did not seem strange or awkward. Baba’s smile is so disarming and puts one so at ease. I 

was unconscious of any personality dividing us, either of his or mine. 

I can only liken [being in his presence] to being seated by a quiet pool at the base of a 

great mountain with only the sense of peace in nature, newly born. This feeling has never left me.52 

Baba dictated (Meredith reading the board) that he was pleased to see her. Elizabeth 

replied, “I am trying to remember where I have seen you before.” 

Meredith interjected, “ ‘Remembrance’ happens to many people who meet Baba for the 

first time, as they are old ‘contacts’ from previous lives.” Meredith then inquired if Elizabeth had 

any questions to ask Baba. Elizabeth told Baba about one of her oldest and dearest friends, Elsie 

Saltus Munds, 34, whom she had known since their boarding school days together. Elsie had met 

Baba on the 15th in the city, but she was quite ill from a nervous breakdown. Baba assured Elizabeth 

there was no need to worry, Elsie would recover. Elizabeth should leave the matter to him and bring 

Elsie the next time she came to Harmon. 

Elizabeth, then more relaxed, began to ask questions. “Now my many questions tumbled 

out,” she later related, “and Baba smiled comprehendingly. I had the impression of receiving his 

answer directly in my mind, while the communication through his fast moving finger on the board 

seemed like an echo as it was read out by Meredith.” 

After ten minutes, Elizabeth’s initial interview was over. She shook hands with Baba, “I 

left so happy that, on descending the stairs, my feet did not seem to touch them and I felt as light 

as joy itself!” 

Elizabeth had come only for the Master’s blessing but, upon seeing Baba, she was caught. 

By simply coming into Baba’s physical contact, Elizabeth once said, “I gained life.” 

Three days later, Schatz Weicker called to ask Elizabeth to return to Harmon. She agreed 

and brought Elsie with her.53 

 

From the very first day of Baba’s arrival in America, each of those staying at the Harmon 

Retreat was called individually for three minutes to sit in silence with the Master. Invariably, tears 

would well up from inside them and many felt the atmosphere pervaded with bliss. About those 

rare moments with Baba, Malcolm recollected: 

For one, two, or three minutes at a time, we would be silent with him. In those periods of 

silence, we touched a depth in our inner being which we had never reached before. Tears of quiet 

ecstasy flowed from our eyes. Those precious moments, crowned with the gift of tears welling up 

 
52 The London Forum (the Occult Review), September 1934, “A Modern Meeting of Master and Chela” by 

Elizabeth Patterson, p. 189. (Later reprinted in Meher Baba Journal, February 1940.) 
53 Elsie Saltus Munds was the daughter of Edgar Saltus, an acclaimed early 20th century author, who 

became a Theosophist. 
 



mysteriously from depths we had never plumbed before, are unforgettable. While we were 

pervaded with bliss, our hearts dilated until they seemed as if they would burst the bonds of the 

body. A tap on his alphabet board recalled us to the fleeting world of time and space — to pick up 

again the thread of cause and effect and weave our individual patterns on the loom of change. 

I had never in my life taken orders graciously from anyone. Yet Baba’s slightest wish 

was like a sacred trust, an inescapable command. And this before I was converted to the idea of the 

Master-disciple relationship. 

To Jean, who perhaps was worried that she wasn’t feeling more of Baba’s love, Baba said 

on the 17th: “Don’t bother about the heart or mind being dry or otherwise. It is better to be ‘dry’ as 

the mind and heart are to be emptied of all impurities and refilled with the new flow of divine love.” 

That evening, all were called to Baba’s room and sat in silent meditation around Baba for 

ten minutes. Chanji characterized such sessions as the lovers being given a “spiritual injection” and 

indeed, after a few minutes, Many swooned, as if from its effects. 

During his stay, after explaining some spiritual points to the group, Baba had advised, 

“Before sleeping, the last thought in your minds should be of me. Then you may go to sleep.” 

On Tuesday night, 17 November 1931, Meredith came to Malcolm’s room and again 

conveyed Baba’s message that he wished everyone to meditate on him just before going to sleep. 

Malcolm was still dubious about the “Master-disciple relationship” and vowed not to accede to the 

request. However, as Malcolm drifted into sleep, his last conscious thought was about Baba. What 

happened next is best described in his own words: 

It must have been about midnight that I awoke from sleep with tears pouring from my 

eyes and a realization in my mind of Meher Baba’s true nature and mission. I have never been able 

to put this into words. As [the Perfect Master] Kabir has said, 

It can never be told with the words of the mouth; 

it can never be written on paper. 

Baba had revealed to me his Universal Form, as Krishna revealed to Arjuna — and with 

the revelation went all my reservations. I capitulated. I knew what Baba was. I knew what his 

mission was. I knew it was my destiny to serve him. 

During a conversation the next morning after breakfast, Baba predicted that another World 

War would break out: “The war is a necessary prelude to my manifestation and the subsequent birth 

of a new and better world.” The group questioned Baba concerning this, and as this discussion was 

ending, Malcolm entered the room. 

Baba embraced Malcolm and asked with a twinkle in his eye, if he had slept well. Malcolm 

nodded and said, “Baba, why don’t you reveal yourself to everyone as you revealed yourself last 

night to me? Then there would be no need of wars!” Baba smiled and embraced Malcolm again. 

Baba’s simple instruction about remembering him before going to sleep gave rise to similar 

elevating experiences among those at Harmon. Jean reported she felt radiant with energy pouring 

into her all day. Baba had told her to rest in her room on the 18th, where she said she felt Baba with 

her all the while, and that she could see Baba with her eyes open or shut. 

After one such experience, Mary said to Baba, “You are the Jesus, the Lord of the New 

Creation!” 

Baba nodded in the affirmative and replied, “Yes, I am He.” 

Meanwhile other visitors arrived to meet the Master. A well-known public figure, Harry 

Barnhart, was the organizer and conductor of the predominantly black New York Community 

Chorus and a friend of the Schlosses. Barnhart, 57, had a keen interest in ESP and had some psychic 

abilities apparently, as from childhood he could accurately read people’s minds. He had come to 

see Baba on 11 November, and returned a week later on the 18th with his wife to stay at Harmon 

for two days. Barnhart related that he had tried to read Baba’s mind, but found it strangely “blank.” 



During his meeting on the 18th, Barnhart asked Baba, “How are you? Are you treated well 

here? I find that many of those that come here don’t understand you, and I don’t like the 

[disrespectful] way they treat you. People here are very peculiar. They don’t understand. They 

hesitate, doubt. 

“Many [spiritual teachers] have come to America from India, but have done nothing. You 

are the only one I know of who has done something [to enlighten the atmosphere here]. I feel it; I 

understand it. I feel the power flowing from you. There are tremendous forces working here, and 

something terrible is coming. Nobody knows who you are and what you are here for and what you 

are doing — but I do. Thank you very much for helping me. I am ready to work in your service at 

any moment.” 

The critic, lecturer and radio personality, Edgar White Burrill came to Harmon on the 18th, 

as did the stage actresses Anna Kostant and the novelist and playwright Zona Gale, 57.54 

Another prominent individual who would have a lifetime contact with the Master was 

Nadia Tolstoy, the daughter-in-law of Count Leo Tolstoy (the Russian author of War and Peace). 

Nadia, 48, was living in the area with her husband Ilya. She was a Russian émigré who had studied 

music at the University of Petrograd and spoke several languages. Interested in mystical literature 

and esoteric philosophy, Nadia was a sincere seeker of Truth; but merely reading books had not 

satisfied her and she was in search of a living Master. 

When her friends Malcolm and Jean wrote to her of Meher Baba’s visit, she came to 

Harmon for his darshan on Thursday, 19 November 1931, with a friend named Martha Hentschell.55 

No sooner had she set eyes on Baba than she exclaimed, “My search is over!” 

Nadia Tolstoy was later nicknamed Nadine by Baba.56 The following is her account of her 

first meeting: 

As I climbed the steps to his upper room, I remember chanting “Om.” I entered the room. 

Stretched on the couch at the far side of the room was that mysterious, long-expected Being, the 

Divine Enigma — the True One! 

Simple, light, thin, small, sparkling and youthful, so unpretentious, but strangely 

mysterious and clear. He had an almost boyish look, but gazing from high and afar, unfathomably 

deep, yet smiling with pure light in his shining eyes. Impenetrable, impersonal transparency — 

purity! 

He reminded me of something, of somebody, I knew far off but could not catch the vision 

of. I felt as if he were challenging my inner memory; his whole posture and atmosphere demanded, 

“Can’t you remember? Don’t you remember me from the past?” 

I felt he was my life, my resurrection. 

Baba spelled on the board, “You have been waiting for me a long time and now I have 

come. I will help you.” Nadine started to tell Baba about herself, but he interrupted, “I know all,” 

and simply repeated, “I will help you.” 

Nadine had been practicing certain spiritual disciplines — kriya yoga under Swami 

Yogananda. Baba explained to her with a very serious look, “It is not for the West — not for you.” 

He then asked her to sit silently with him for a few minutes. The following is Nadine’s recollection: 

 
54 Zona Gale was the first woman to win the Pulitzer Prize for drama. 

 
55 In 1930, Nadine and her husband were living on the City College campus, just down the street from 

President Robinson’s house, so she most likely knew the Robinsons also. Martha Hentschell was a young 

German immigrant nurse. 

56 Baba changed Nadia’s name to Nadine when she came to India, to distinguish her from his cousin Naja. 



During the short meditation with Baba, I knew he was helping me, reading me. All the 

time, I felt his deep-seeing eyes, beyond that which we can see, reading the open book of me — 

working within me. I knew he was my Master. 

His immediate recognition of my soul created a feeling of absolute confidence. 

Comforted, I already knew that he was the True One, who knows, who can [help]. He was like the 

shining sun that we do not question. He simply and naturally entered into my life and into my 

hidden being. 

As I departed, suddenly it became clear that he was Krishna. His happy, serene 

appearance and all his mannerisms and ‘something’ undefinable that I seemed to know [conveyed 

this]. The truth of his loving understanding, the immediacy of direct response given with so much 

love and practical instructions that he gave me to follow, have been a gift of God to me, setting my 

heart at peace. 

I had an absolute confidence that now my path was found and the supreme Guru was 

here. 

Nadine, Elizabeth and Norina bowed at Meher Baba’s feet without hesitation and dedicated 

their lives in his service. “A moment’s sight of their Beloved opened their hearts to hear his Song,” 

Age noted. “Few words were said, but Baba’s shining countenance began conversing with their 

hearts. This ‘talk’ by sight is extraordinary and only those who ‘see’ — who recognize him — can 

comprehend it. Words have no power to express what was experienced; they fall away like hollow 

shells before such splendor!” 

Kitty Davy’s sister May Cluse, who was living in Canada, also came to see Baba on the 

19th, as did Mrs. L. H. Baekeland.57 The local host, Margaret Mayo, arrived at Harmon the next 

day. 

Baba had selected certain individuals from the list of scheduled appointments whom he 

ordered Malcolm and Norina to approach about donations for his work in India. Norina did not 

hesitate, but Malcolm was uneasy about the prospect and thought: “To solicit money from our 

friends as soon as they have met Baba seems in bad taste. It’s extremely embarrassing.” 

Seeing Malcolm disturbed, Baba explained to him, “It is not the money that is important, 

but that you obey me implicitly without hesitation, as Arjuna obeyed Krishna when Krishna told 

him to slaughter his relatives.” 

Malcolm summed up the hectic period at Harmon: 

Baba, whom we expected would spend most of his time in cloistered contemplation, had 

proved a veritable dynamo of intense activity … Instead of seeing a few people each day as we had 

been led to anticipate, he was granting interviews from early morning until late at night. Visitors 

from all over the United States and Canada poured through the house. Letters, telegrams, cables 

and telephone calls sped to and from all parts of the world. 

Our hospitality was constantly being augmented — more housing for additional guests 

who arrived from distant places and needed shelter — more and more food for those who accepted 

the invitation always extended to every visitor to stay for lunch or dinner. Meals were for 20, 25, 30 

people, prepared on a wood stove that sometimes worked and sometimes balked. 

He was silent, but not even a cyclone could have been more active or, in a way, more 

devastating. Men and women came [out of Baba’s room] after their five or ten minute interviews 

with this speechless being from India so exalted that they wanted nothing for the moment but to be 

left alone with their experiences. 

 

A friend of Cath Gardner’s was a Norwegian-born actress, Asta Fleming Case, 37, who 

lived in Boston.58 Asta had seen Baba in a dream two years before, and she invited him to Boston. 

Baba went there on Saturday, 21 November 1931. Cath drove a car from Harmon with Baba, Jean 

(sitting next to him) and May Cluse. Chanji and Ali went in a car driven by Julian Lamar. Malcolm 

 
57 Leo H. Baekeland was a chemist and the inventor of Bakelite, the first synthetic plastic. 
58 For a time, Asta Fleming toured Europe playing the leading role of the Madonna in Max Reinhardt’s 

production of The Miracle (the same role for which Norina had become famous). 



also accompanied them. Several times during the drive, Baba covered himself with a shawl or cape 

to do his inner work. 

The group stayed at the Vendome Hotel in Boston.59 The next day, Baba went to see Asta 

Fleming Case at her home at 279 Newbury Street. The woman had faced opposition from her 

husband [the occultist, Paul Foster Case] and others, and Baba urged her, “Continue thinking of me 

and do not worry. I am with you.” He promised to help her and her husband. 

Baba was driven around the city for an hour and then returned to the hotel at 11:00 A.M. 

Meanwhile at the hotel, there were about 25 Bostonians waiting to meet the Master, 

including Chester Green and Nicholas Bessaraboff, 37, who, as a young man, was responsible for 

having P. D. Ouspensky’s work translated into English.60 Courtenay Baylor, 61, a religious 

psychotherapist, head of the Emmanuel Movement, and an expert on alcoholism, met Baba that 

day, as did George W. Coleman, a Boston businessman who had founded the Ford Hall Forum of 

free public lectures. Another invitee was a Quaker philanthropist, Mrs. Edward Sohier Welch. Baba 

explained to all about the oneness and indivisibility of the soul, emphasizing to them, “There is 

nothing else except God. He is wholly in everyone and you do not realize what He is doing for 

you.” 

Baba also met various people at the Vendome Hotel on the afternoon of the 22nd, from 

2:00 to 5:00 P.M. These included Max and Anna Gysi, the astrologer-author Dane Rudhyar, 36, and 

the composer Williams Arms Fisher.61 Richard Mayer (the person who had first told Malcolm about 

Baba) was also present and commented to Baba, “Only you know how you suffer.” 

In reply, Baba spelled out, “I am eternally happy [blissful], yet I feel compassion for all 

who suffer and help them through my knowledge and power. Thus, my mercy is my suffering.” 

A monk from India named Swami Paramananda, 47, arrived to meet Baba, accompanied 

by his niece and three of his students. Paramananda had come to America in 1906 as the youngest 

disciple of Swami Vivekananda and three years later founded the Vedanta Center in Boston. 

During the interview, Paramananda invited Baba to visit the Ananda Ashram in Southern 

California, a retreat he had established as an extension of the Boston Vedanta Center in 1923 on 

120 acres of land. Baba replied, “It is not possible on this trip. When I visit America again after six 

months, maybe I can.” The niece also requested that Baba come to California, promising to prepare 

Indian food for him. Baba smiled, gesturing, “After six months.” 

Paramananda had brought a bottle of honey for the Master and after he presented it to him, 

Baba dictated, “There is nothing but for one, infinite Existence, and I am one with it. I continuously 

enjoy eternal bliss and see myself in everything and in everyone. 

“Mere intellectual conviction is not enough. Reality is a matter of illumination, inner sight 

and experience. All this is within you; but for that, ‘death’ is necessary — to become dead to maya 

in order to be born in Reality.” 

After hearing this, Paramananda put the several books which he had written about spiritual 

knowledge on a nearby table. The monk had intended to present them to Baba but realized the 

foolishness of his idea. He said, “Even though I have philosophy and may be able to explain things 

to others, all these [books] are worthless pieces of paper unless Infinity is experienced.” Humbly 

 
59 Hotel Vendome was located at the intersection of Commonwealth and Dartmouth Avenues. (Part of the 

building burned down in 1972. Nine firefighters were killed in the worst firefighting tragedy of the city’s 

history.) 
60 Bessaraboff worked at the Boston Museum of Fine Arts and wrote extensively on musical instruments. 
61 Max Gysi had translated and edited some of Rudolf Steiner’s work, from German to English. He knew 

Meredith Starr and had visited the East Challacombe retreat in 1929 or 1930, and was also an acquaintance 

of Paul Brunton. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Commonwealth_Avenue%2C_Boston


he said, “This I have not attained. I require a Sadguru like you, Baba, and your grace. I bow before 

you. Push me forward, Baba!” 

Paramananda then prostrated himself before Baba, who placed his hand on the man’s head, 

blessing him. The monk then turned to his students and said, “One can never attain spiritual 

perfection without a Guru. Meher Baba, being a Perfect Master, finds the content of these books 

playthings. What we discuss with the intellect, this bliss Baba is constantly experiencing.” 

Paramananda was an accepted spiritual leader of several hundred American Vedantists. By 

declaring this, his followers understood the spiritual status of Meher Baba. 

Thomas Watson and his wife Elizabeth met Baba at 3:00 P.M., but Watson was 

unresponsive. “Baba didn’t have the slightest effect on my emotions, as he did when I first met him 

in England,” Watson noted in his diary. About Malcolm, Jean and Mary Antin’s devotion, Watson 

wrote: “They are perfectly infatuated with [Baba], and they say that all who meet him have the 

same emotional reaction. It seems like hypnotism.” 

Cath Gardner wanted to turn over to the Master her 100-acre, wooded estate in Greenfield, 

New Hampshire to use as a retreat. The property was near to her Hancock farm where Malcolm 

and Jean had stayed. Baba liked the idea and was driven there (about 80 miles) to see both places 

on Monday, 23 November 1931. It was a beautiful spot surrounded by mountains and meadows. 

The Hancock property had an old farmhouse with ten rooms. Although the original idea was to 

create a center there for Baba, the plan never materialized.62 

Returning to Boston in the afternoon, Baba boarded the SS George Washington at 5:00 

P.M., taking an overnight boat ride back to New York. They arrived the next morning at 10:00 A.M. 

and stayed at the Astor Hotel on Broadway where Norina had booked rooms. It was an expensive 

hotel, frequented by a wealthy and influential clientele — yet which other guest could be more 

distinguished? Nevertheless, to arrange his stay, Norina had to use her influence with the 

proprietors, who were reluctant to accommodate a “silent Indian Master.” 

The rector (chief pastor) of St. Bartholomew’s Church, Rev. Dr. Robert Norwood, came 

to see Baba at the Astor on 24 November. Norwood, 57, was a well-known Canadian poet who 

held a doctorate in theology. A devout soul in search of Truth, Norwood had written extensively, 

and was a dynamic preacher “who brought large crowds to the church week after week.”63 

Although Norwood held a prominent position at St. Bartholomew’s, he was disillusioned 

with organized religion and had little faith in any sect, dogma or doctrine. Baba gave Norwood a 

long interview and the following is their conversation: 

“Love is the only real religion,” Baba informed him. “People are now fed up with dogma, 

doctrines and principles. They want something real, which explanations can never give. They must 

feel Truth, see Truth and experience Truth. Only then can one feel oneself in harmony with 

everything and everyone. Only then can one, though living in the world, not be of it. I am eternally 

happy. I see myself in everyone and everything.” 

Norwood asked, “Do you preach any specific precepts or do you belong to any particular 

creed?” 

“None absolutely,” Baba answered. “Religions, castes, sects, dogmas, creeds, doctrines 

and rituals are all hindrances in the path of Truth. Truth is all-pervading and infinite.” 

“Is going to church of any help?” Norwood asked. 

 

62 Catharine Gardner gifted the Greenfield property to Baba in 1931 and, other than Myrtle Beach, it was 

the only land that Meher Baba ever owned in America in his name. Two years later, however, the land was 

given back to her. Further details are to be found in Glow International, February 1996, pp. 4–11. 

63 One of Norwood’s books, titled The Man Who Dared To Be God, is described as “a very human view of 

Jesus Christ and his life.” 



“Yes, to a certain extent; but not much though. The church that advocates and nourishes 

sectarianism renders no help. Truth belongs to all churches, temples and mosques. To attain the 

Truth, no obstacle should be put in anyone’s way, such as present-day religions and cults do. ” 

Norwood said, “Yes, it is true. At first, I was active in a church, but because I was in 

search of a religion of the heart, I left it. Now religion and sectarianism do not appeal to me. I have 

always been sure that if there is anything higher than religion as it is preached and practiced today, 

it is love for others.” 

“Exactly.” Baba continued, “I frequently repeat the same thing. I am preparing a way for 

people so that they will be able to live a life of Truth. There is no religion higher than love. Love is 

the only way leading to Truth and God-realization. Mind and intellect provide only superficial 

understanding; it is dry knowledge. One must see God and experience Him. That is real; then 

Union can be experienced. It takes a long time; it is a long way off. The shortest, quickest way to 

the realization of Truth is through love.” 

“I am glad we agree,” said Norwood. “May I ask a few more questions?” 

“Certainly.” 

“What do you think of Gandhi?” 

“A fine man and a very good soul. He has promised to come and stay with me for 

spiritual progress after he retires from politics.” 

“That is what Gandhi needs,” Norwood concurred. “He has labored hard and suffered 

much for the Indian people. He is too simple and trustworthy a man for politics. 

“What is your opinion of the Theosophists, Annie Besant and Charles Leadbeater?” 

Norwood asked. 

“They have done some good work, but there is still much to be done. They are 

[somewhat] advanced souls; but at a certain stage of advancement without the guidance and help of 

a Master, hostile forces are created, resulting in delusion. It all becomes a jumble and there is 

confusion.” 

“They write and speak too much,” said Norwood. “But you, Baba, are the epitome of 

beauty.” 

When he came out of his interview Norwood remarked to Chanji, “I felt that I was in the 

presence of a powerful Being, and my vanity was affected.” 

A few days later, Baba dictated this message to be conveyed to Robert Norwood: 

Tell him that I have said that he will know me. That I have seen many, all of whom were 

deeply impressed, but that in him I found one who could do my work to a great extent. 

Tell him that he should not misunderstand me now. He was frankly told the present need 

for money, and as the work is for the upliftment of humanity — for their spiritual illumination — 

he, being already spiritually advanced, should be the first to do all he could. 

By his first interview he has known me clearly and surely enough not to be confused. He 

should rest assured that I will come back and speak, and stay to make all mankind realize, by actual 

experience, the One Infinite Self which is in all.64 

Two women, Dorothy Norris and her friend Juliana De Taverna had previously come to 

Harmon. Both came again to see Baba at the Astor Hotel on Wednesday, 25 November 1931. 

Juliana had been unemployed and on this occasion acknowledged that Baba’s words were coming 

true about her being offered a job. Dorothy, in turn, commented that she was inwardly experiencing 

Baba’s help also; her anxiety had left her and she had now come to gain something further from 

Baba, saying that she felt dry. “Very good,” Baba dictated. “But before filling a cup, it is necessary 

that it be emptied. Your luck is such that you have only to sit by me quietly for that.” She did and 

left happy. 

The wife of a prominent real estate broker, Ten Broek Terhune, met Baba that day along 

with a young artist and writer, John O’Hara Cosgrave, to whom Baba gave a lengthy explanation 

about evolution. 

 
64 After receiving this message, Norwood sent a reply which indicated that his understanding was limited. Chanji noted 

in his diary (30 November 1931): “Dr. Norwood’s attitude – rather misunderstanding. Others too.” Baba then said he 

would do his work “in a different way.” Robert Norwood died in September 1932, ten months after meeting Baba. 



Leopold Stokowski, 49, the well-known conductor of the New York Symphony, also came 

to meet Baba that day. The following is their conversation: 

Stokowski asked Baba, “How can unity be brought about between East and West, 

especially when the conditions prevailing are quite contrary?” 

Baba dictated, “Reconciliation is possible and can be achieved. It can and will be done. I 

will do it. It is the internal that matters, not the external. If the soul is Illumined through the 

experience of Reality, everything is in harmony, no matter what the surroundings. However diverse 

the conditions may be, everything is seen and experienced as one.” 

“I thought so,” Stokowski said. “I have asked many people the same question, but none 

could satisfy me as your clear-cut answer has.” 

“It is not a matter of thought or feeling. I know and do!” Baba replied. 

“Is outward beauty necessary for the inner?” Stokowski asked. 

“From your standpoint as an artist, you are right. You see all that is outwardly beautiful 

in nature and, through it, the internal. It is good, but once the inner perception is gained, external 

beauty or ugliness does not matter. All is alike. 

“You are a good soul. You will do good work in the future. You will inspire others 

through your music. I will help you spiritually and you will feel my help.” 

A friend of Quentin’s had been studying Theosophy and wondered aloud if she had done 

the right thing by coming to meet Baba. “You did the best thing you could possibly do by coming 

here,” Baba reassured her. “I will help you.” 

Meredith told her, “Baba’s love has transformed the lives of all who have met him.” 

Eileen Burns came at 4:00 P.M. that afternoon. 

While in Manhattan, Baba would usually go to the theater or a movie at night. The previous 

evening, he had been to the theater with Norina and Anita (although which movie or play they saw 

is not recorded). On the 25th night he went to two movies with Norina, Eileen, Anita, and three 

others. The first (Over the Hill) was playing at the magnificent, cathedral-like, Roxy Theatre.65 

Afterwards, they walked to the nearby Lowe’s State Theatre where they saw the Marx Brothers’ 

movie Monkey Business.  

Other interested persons came to see Baba at the Astor Hotel and he met all individually. 

But interviews were private and Baba did not allow public attention to his activities during this 

visit. His five-day stay in New York was meant to enable those who had been unable to drive up to 

Harmon to contact him.  

A social worker named Mrs. H. B. Steffanson came to see Baba on 26 November and asked, 

“What is the purpose of life?” 

Baba replied succinctly, “To attain Truth and know the Self.” 

“What is the best way to help the poor suffering people now?” 

“Prayer. Meditate on their suffering and your desire to help. At the same time, try your best 

to help financially to alleviate their sufferings. But really speaking, there is still more suffering to 

come. It is necessary and good; then there will be lasting peace. That will be the time when I will 

speak. I am eternally happy, but I feel compassion for the sufferings of these poor people.” 

“Of course you do,” Mrs. Steffanson declared. “Much, much more than any of us.” 

“Think of me daily before going to bed and I will help you,” Baba promised. 

A writer for the New York Times named Henry James Forman, 51, was an acquaintance of 

Malcolm’s. He met Baba at Harmon on the 11th and he brought his wife to meet Baba on the 26th. 

Mrs. Forman had seen Baba twice in a dream and was very drawn to him.  

 
65 The Roxy Theatre, formerly at 153 W. 50th Street, has been called “The Greatest Movie Theater Ever 

Built” and “The Cathedral of the Motion Picture.” A gilded movie palace with a cavernous oval lobby and 

ornate decorations, it could accommodate 3,000 patrons. 



The wife of the artist Arthur Garfield Learned met Baba at Harmon and came again to the 

Astor on the 26th with her son. Mary Fanton Roberts, 67, a prominent journalist involved in the 

city’s art, literary and theatrical circles, came as well. 

William R. Shepherd, 60, a professor of history and a cartographer at Columbia University, 

also met Baba that day. Shepherd was a scholarly yet humble and loving individual, who had spent 

time in India, China and Japan. He asked, “Is there spirituality in the West?” 

Baba replied, “Yes. I have received a very good response in England and America. There 

is spirituality here, but it is latent. It requires a Master’s touch to manifest. It will happen very soon 

… Once Illumination is gained, one can find the peace and solitude of an Indian jungle even while 

living in New York City.” 

Stokes saw Baba again, and reported that he and his wife felt quite uplifted after Baba’s 

stay at their home. Baba informed him that after he (Baba) left America, Stokes would have even 

more experiences. Baba had given Stokes a word to repeat mentally before sleeping and this time 

he told him he could also repeat it on “the rare occasions when you want to help others.” But Baba 

warned him, “Never utter it audibly.” 

Norina’s husband Prince Georges Matchabelli met Baba at this time, but could not accept 

him as the God-Man. Baba remarked to Georges, “Just before you die, you will experience who 

Baba is.”66 

Elizabeth Patterson also came again to see Baba on the 26th. Baba wounded her heart again 

with the rays of his smiling Sun. He called her into his room along with Malcolm and Jean. 

Elizabeth described the meeting as follows: 

Baba greeted us with that radiance which was more than a smile, giving the effect of 

sunlight streaming into a dark room. Motioning us to be seated beside him, he wished that we 

meditate together for a few minutes. Instead of going into abstraction, I was aware of tears falling 

unexpectedly down my face — tears which seemed to be meaningless at the time, as I felt neither 

joy nor sorrow. I only hoped I could control them before the others opened their eyes, but was not 

in the slightest degree aware of the depths within me which Baba was thawing. 

That night Baba went to Henry Miller’s Theatre where he saw a new comedy, Good Fairy 

(a take-off on the Cinderella story) starring Helen Hayes and Walter Connolly. 

 

Troubling news came from India while Baba was staying at the Astor that K. J. Dastur had 

begun publishing articles against Baba. When Baba was informed of Dastur’s antagonistic attitude, 

he laughingly replied to Chanji, “Dastur is very good, but he acts like a spoiled child. It was he who 

used to call me Divine Majesty. If he has now turned against me, what does it matter? Jesus’ work 

was done by Judas — so is Dastur our friend. Just as Judas could not understand, in spite of being 

with Christ for several years, so has Dastur, despite years of contact with me, been unable to grasp 

the secret of this line [path].” 

On Friday, 27 November 1931, Chanji wrote this letter to the mandali in Nasik: 

It is with extreme regret that we came to know about brother Dastur’s anti-propaganda at 

your end. Shri Baba knew it all the while, hence he felt the least concerned, even when it really did 

happen. As far as he is concerned, for whatever a thousand Dasturs or others may write or speak, it 

will not alter his being what he is. But he felt some concern for others — those poor, ignorant souls 

who would be misguided by such silly talks and writings, and who would suffer one way or the 

other. 

 
66 Norina and Georges Matchabelli were divorced in 1933. Matchabelli complained that Meher Baba had 

taken his beloved wife away from him and he told others that his meeting with Baba did not alter his 

previously formed unfavorable opinion of Baba. He was quoted in the newspapers as stating, “When the 

Princess thought she would enter into this religion of Baba, we decided she should go her way and I should 

go mine.” (NY Evening Journal, November [2?)]1933.) 



But even then, he went on with his work, Master that he is, fully confident in bringing all 

those misguided sheep of the flock back again to his fold in time. He has nothing but compassion 

for all, especially those being misguided and suffering one way or the other. 

It is really a pity that while Shri Baba has been working here in the West with wonderful 

success, influencing all who come around him, his own people in India are trying to throw mud at 

the Sun. Of course, a thousand Dasturs won’t be able to efface the influence created by Baba; but 

this childish mischief simply adds to the terrible pressure and burden of work that he has to do — 

and that is why we feel bad about it. Otherwise, it is simply trivial, foolish and childish. 

I should like to give you a brief idea of the tremendous influence Baba has created in the 

West. All who have met him have loved him, adored him and worshiped him — men and women, 

young and old, rich and poor — all alike. And there is such a variety of people who have met him 

— from all walks of life. They have all come and seen Baba and gone away immensely impressed 

by the divine influence radiating from him. Many of them could not utter a word in his august 

presence; they were simply benumbed, fascinated, amazed. Many, many wept tears of divine love, 

and have come again and again to [partake of] this divine bath. Their whole lives have been 

transformed; they all have had wonderful experiences they never had before, nor had ever expected 

— strange experiences that have made them radiant with love. 

Their letters of love are pouring in every day — living testimonies of Shri Baba’s divinity 

and subtle influence over those who could never be influenced; positive proofs that would throw 

thousands of scandals by Dastur and others into oblivion. 

We have been so used to the words wonderful ... marvelous ... beautiful ... amazing and 

so on, that these all have lost their charm for us. For everyone who comes out of Baba’s room after 

a brief visit of a few minutes simply cries out, “Oh, wonderful! He is so marvelous! Amazing! 

Charming! Beautiful!” 

Imagine from this brief sketch what Baba has done here. I have no words to give others 

an actual idea of what he has done. It must be seen and experienced personally. Some say, “He is 

the fountain of love and bliss.” Some have seen him as Jesus the Christ; some call him “Lord of the 

New Creation.” They say to Baba, “America needs you; it is blessed in having you.” And all 

wholeheartedly want him, implore him, to stay here, and it is with such heavy hearts they have 

accepted his going back to India. But he has given a hopeful promise to be in their midst again 

soon. 

 

Many more prominent New Yorkers met Baba at the Astor Hotel on the 27th and 28th of 

November 1931, including the Rumanian princess Henriette Sava-Goiu (who had hosted readings 

at her apartment by the Lebanese poet Kahlil Gibran, before he died earlier that year); I. Sheldon 

Tilney, an automobile inventor; Dr. Albert Grier, 67, a sincere New Age spiritual minister;67 and 

the librettist Minette Hirst. Some of those who came had visited once or twice before, such as: the 

stage actress, Merle Maddern (niece of the novelist Jack London), 44; the philanthropist, Ellen 

Dunlop Hopkins, the founder of the New York School of Applied Design for Women;68 the 

Manchurian author, Princess Der Ling; Countess Castelli (twice); and the radio personality E. W. 

Burrill, who paid a return visit to see Baba. 

A noted neurologist and poet Dr. Frederick Peterson, 72, was a visitor on the 28th, along 

with Dr. Henry Knight Miller, who had founded a popular psychology magazine focusing on self-

help. 

 
67 Albert Grier had founded the Church of Truth, dedicated to helping people realize the Oneness with all 

life and that “Jesus came to earth to awaken humanity to the Truth that Christ Consciousness was within 

every human being.” 
68 Rano Gayley, destined to become one of Meher Baba’s closest women disciples, had attended the School 

of Applied Design from 1924 to 1928. 



The photographer Arnold Genthe came to the hotel on both days and photographed Baba 

on the 28th.69 The three portraits he took of Baba (and one of Ali) turned out well and Baba’s lovers 

cherished them as a permanent reminder of his visit to New York. 

 

On the evening of Saturday the 28th of November 1931, Baba returned to Harmon arriving 

at eleven o’clock. (Jean drove Malcolm in a second car with the luggage.) Eileen Burns came to 

Harmon at noon the next day with Beatrice Graham and stayed for three hours. She returned alone 

on the 30th. Norina and Stokes saw Baba on the 1st of December. 

A day or two later, Baba asked to be driven to Sing Sing Prison in the town of Ossining, 

three and a half miles away.70 They left Harmon at ten at night. Baba indicated that he wanted to 

make inner contact with a man in the prison who would do future work for him. Their car drove all 

around the prison as Baba gazed at the walls and threw kisses. 

Having the car stopped by the entrance gate, Baba said, “I will show you how I work.” He 

was silent for a while then said, “There is a man in this prison who is my [spiritual] agent. He is 

doing good work for me. When I speak, I will free him.” 

Baba’s mood became sad as they drove directly back to Harmon. He remarked, “It is not 

important for me to go physically into Sing Sing, as I have already made contact with him.” He 

also commented, “There are some inside the prison who are good and innocent of the charges [for 

which they’ve been imprisoned].” When they arrived back at the retreat, Baba had a snack of coffee, 

cheese and biscuits. 

 

While at Harmon, on 2 December 1931 Baba assigned each person different duties and 

chalked out a schedule to be followed at the retreat after his departure. Margaret Mayo had been 

impressed by Baba. For his work, she had agreed to permit the use of her house for a year, which 

was to be known as Meherashram. 

Norina and Anita were both by now quite enamored of Baba. Nadine, Elizabeth, Malcolm 

and Jean all had heard his Song and were eager to begin singing it. Baba’s purpose of visiting 

America had been completed as he revealed himself to those who were his. Age marveled at the 

almost instant surrender of these “new” Western devotees. “Hearts were blooming and lay scattered 

before the Master’s feet like rose petals,” Age related. 

In Harmon, the topic of making a film on spirituality was brought up for the first time in 

the West. It would be a topic that would occupy much of Baba’s attention over the subsequent few 

years. The theme of the film was to be according to Baba’s explanations of the purpose of creation, 

the outcome of the universe and the spiritual journey. Margaret Mayo had close connections with 

the American film industry: Several of her Broadway plays had been adapted for the silent screen, 

and her play Polly of the Circus became the first film produced in 1917 by the Goldwyn Company, 

of which she was a founding member along with her former husband Edgar Selwyn, a Broadway 

producer. 

On Thursday, 3 December 1931, Margaret Mayo spoke to Jean and Malcolm about her 

friend Harry E. Aitken, a movie producer who had worked with the famous director D. W. Griffith. 

She suggested that he would be a suitable person to organize everything connected with the film, 

 

69 Arnold Genthe was well known for his “naturally posed” portraits, his photographs of the San Francisco 

earthquake of 1906 and his studies of the work of Isadora Duncan and Anna Pavlova.  

70 Sing Sing Correctional Facility is one of the oldest penitentiaries in America, established in 1828. 



as he was interested in spirituality. She then explained to Baba that she could write a detailed 

scenario if points were given to her. Baba immediately accepted her offer and began dictating points 

to her. In about an hour, Baba finished dictating the whole plot — the beginning of creation, the 

developing stages of evolution, reincarnation and the stories of three characters through five 

lifetimes to Realization. After reading it to the group, all said it was splendid and it was typed out. 

Later that evening, Harry Aitken, 54, was invited over. Baba’s story was read out. 

Impressed, Aitken said it was a grand idea. “Can it be properly worked out [into a movie]?” Baba 

asked him. “Certainly,” Aitken assured him, and the film was discussed further. (Aitken suggested 

the film be shot in India, and that its opening be there also, with Baba in attendance!) Its suggested 

title was A Touch of Maya.71 

 

After staying five days in Harmon, Baba departed at eight in the morning on Friday, 4 

December 1931. Eileen had stayed overnight to drive Baba into Manhattan, and Norina and 

Malcolm rode with them. Cath drove the others in another car. 

They made one stop on their way into the city, at the home of Corinne Ingraham at 49 E. 

83rd Street. Corinne was a friend of Norina’s who had recently broken her leg in an accident.72 She 

later told Norina that she had remained in ecstasy for three days after Baba’s visit and her swollen 

leg had returned to normal the day following her interview with Baba. 

The group arrived at the Stokeses’ residence in Greenwich Village around noon. Although 

Baba had previously indicated that he did not wish to see anyone, he changed his mind and met 

about 25 people, several for the first time in New York. Among them were Elliot and Elizabeth 

Holt.73 After their interview, Chanji found Elliot gazing out the window up at the sky, exclaiming, 

“My God, that I should have met such a man!” 

Elizabeth Patterson and Nadine Tolstoy saw Baba that day at the Stokeses’, as did the 

widow of the banker Adolph Ladenburg, Baroness von Miltitz, Dr. James H. Cousins and his wife 

Margaret, Dorothy Norris, Countess Castelli, the artist A. Garfield Learned and Charles and 

Virginia Crocker.74 

Before leaving New York the next day, Baba wished to be driven around Wall Street, New 

York’s financial district. It was a Saturday and the streets were virtually deserted. In the car, Jean 

was thinking to herself: “How ephemeral and unreal this money madness is!” 

The next moment, pointing to the skyscrapers, Baba smiled at her and gestured, “It is all a 

bubble, so easy to prick!” 

On his last day in the city, Elizabeth and Nadine arrived together to say goodbye to Baba. 

Both women were overcome by Baba’s love and remained his disciples thereafter. 

Before returning to India, Baba left the handwritten manuscript of his book with someone 

in America, where it remained for the next five years. The exact details of what happened to this 

“missing book” remain a mystery. 

 

Baba personally contacted more than 350 people during his stay in the New York area in 

1931. He instructed Malcolm and Jean to remain at Harmon which he explained would be the first 

 
71 See Appendix A for the scenario of Baba’s idea. 
72 Corinne was a children’s author, married to Phoenix Ingraham, a Justice on the New York State Supreme 

Court.  
73 Elliot Holt was the son of the founder of a highly-respected New York publisher Henry Holt & Co. 
74 Dr. Cousins was a professor of English Poetry at New York City College. He and his wife were 

Theosophists who had spent time in Japan and India. Margaret Cousins was a suffragette, and the first 

woman magistrate appointed in India. Charles Crocker’s grandfather was a railroad tycoon; his father was 

the founder of the Crocker National Bank in San Francisco. 



of a series of five spiritual retreats he intended to establish in America. The Harmon Retreat has 

the distinction of being the very first place in the United States where Meher Baba stayed. It is also 

one of the few places in America where Meher Baba spent an extended period of time physically. 

Future generations will no doubt wish to preserve and honor this historic, holy site. 

Malcolm wrote to many of his friends and associates: 

My thoughts have gone out to you very often in this last month or so, for in that time 

there has come to Jean and myself and to those friends with whom we have been able to share it, 

the most profound experience of our lives. It is an experience that we have wished to share with all 

our friends, and shall share in such measure as we can transmit the grace and beauty of it through 

our own life expressions … It is difficult to put these things into words, as you know, and yet aside 

from what we are enabled to convey to others by our own radiance, it is the only way we have to 

present of sharing what we have experienced. 

I will tell you a few things about Shri Meher Baba, and his relationship with us, simply to 

share with you the beauty that has come to us through that relationship, and you, I know, will be 

able to read so much more than the words themselves convey because of your deep understanding. 

Through a series of incidents, which apparently began last spring and which seem 

nothing short of miraculous in their nature, Jean and I became the hosts for a month to Shri Sadguru 

Meher Baba, known throughout the East as a Perfect Master, and looked upon by many, both in the 

East and in the West, as the Avatar of the new dispensation … 

From the moment that Shri Meher Baba set foot in the house at Harmon, there flowed 

from him continuously a love which can only be called divine, which spread through us and 

everyone he contacted like a beautiful contagion. [It was an] extraordinary, indescribable, divine 

love which penetrates to the very essence everything which comes in contact with it and transforms 

it into its own beautiful likeness. It is like the central flame which is the source of all light and life. 

We who lived with him began to understand as we had never understood before what the 

love-feasts of the early Christians must have been like. Time and again we were reminded, through 

the incidents of our daily lives, of the relationship between Jesus and his disciples, between Krishna 

and the gopis, and of various incidents in the Mahabharata, all of which seemed reenacted against a 

modern background. 

A deeper love than we had ever known was kindled in our hearts. A greater bliss than we 

had ever experienced dissolved the limitations of the personal self and led us out unto Universal 

consciousness. Habits of thought and emotion and action, which we had struggled to eliminate for 

years, disappeared without effort overnight. We became aware, through the circumstances arising 

in our daily lives, of both our greatest strengths and our greatest weaknesses, and in some strange 

way we were given the power to use the strengths to overcome the weaknesses. 

And in Shri Meher Baba himself, we witnessed constantly the manifestation of perfection 

in every department of life — one power flowing swiftly and continually differently to respond to 

every necessity of life. One feels as if all the power in the universe were resident in that slight form 

which is Baba’s physical vehicle, and yet one realizes that it is being released ever so gently, in 

perfect response to each individual need. 

Here, again incarnate, we began to realize, was a being such as Jesus, such as Krishna, 

whose very presence overwhelmed the soul with a love which was beyond its comprehension and 

grasp, whose coming unto the world at present was again as it was in the time of Jesus and of 

Krishna for the purpose of ushering in a new consciousness, and, through that consciousness, a new 

order of being. 

The reason for his short visit to this country at this time was the establishment of certain 

contacts here, to prepare the way for his second coming, which will be at the time of his great 

manifestation, in the spring of 1932, when the present growing crisis in world affairs will be at its 

greatest height. 

You and I and many others have been growing into that consciousness — have been 

working for the establishment of that new order of being — for a long time. Now the fruits of our 

common labors are about to be realized. When Shri Meher Baba returns to this country in the 

spring and begins to speak, breaking the silence which he has maintained for seven years and 

beginning his period of public manifestation, what we experienced, on a small scale, will be 

duplicated on a vast scale. A tremendous spiritual impetus will be given to the whole of humanity, 

and a world-wide awakening will take place. 

I do not need to tell you what a privilege we feel it to be, to be able, however humbly, to 

participate in the task of paving the way for these things to happen. It is, we have felt, what we have 

been preparing for, consciously or unconsciously, all our lives … 



I shall hope to be able to bring you in contact with Shri Meher Baba when he returns this 

spring … You have a rare experience awaiting you — the greatest of this lifetime, and possibly of 

many. 

 

Josephine Grabau wrote these words (on 11 December 1931) after Baba left, which 

reflected what many were feeling: 

Like the flame burning upon the altars of a thousand thousand hearts you came, and from 

every altar rose sweet clouds of incense. 

Wherever you went you took Light with you and people’s lives blossomed into new 

beauty. 

At last we knew what Love was. At last we understood why Jesus had such power over 

men’s hearts. Looking at you, we saw Jesus, and loving him, we loved you the more. 

Love and Joy and Beauty, Peace and Light and Life — these we found incarnate in you. 

And our faith was turned into certainty. Hitherto we had believed in God; now we knew that He 

existed for we found Him in you. 

Life became a succession of days of flaming glory and radiant beauty — and you were 

that glory and that beauty. Every moment was filled with divine joy — and you were that joy. Our 

hearts burned with a love we could hardly understand — and you were that love. 

You were the center of the universe, the sun toward which we turned as naturally as do 

the flowers in summer. And you warmed us and fed our starving souls with pure beauty that was 

the essence of your being. We found sanctuary in your arms, and in your presence, holiness. 

And then — like a light blown out by the wind — you went, leaving us bereft, groping in 

the darkness of our ignorance. We have dreamed a beautiful dream and wakened to a world that has 

lost its savour and a life that, without you, is less than nothing. 

Now we live only to remember you. When the light of life within us flickers and burns 

low, we rekindle it at the fire of our thought of you. 

Beside you we are nothing. And yet we long to be beautiful as you are beautiful, and to 

return a thousandfold the love with which you have blessed us. 

 

 

After staying in America for one month, at the stroke of midnight late at night on Saturday, 

5 December 1931, Baba sailed on the North German Lloyd liner SS Bremen for France, 

accompanied by Chanji, Aga Ali and Meredith.75 Anita drove with them to the dock where a small 

group bid them farewell.76 

During the voyage, Baba remained in his cabin, preferring seclusion and avoiding going 

out lest he be recognized. Very often his fingers would spell out the names of his American lovers 

on the alphabet board, remembering them and perhaps inwardly sending them his love.77 

The Atlantic Ocean was quite rough during the first few days of the crossing and most of 

the passengers stayed inside as waves crashed across the decks. Since Baba and the mandali’s 

cabins were situated in the center of the ship, the rolling effects were minimal. The five-day voyage 

was a period of relaxation and rest for him after his strenuous work in America. Baba liked his 

accommodations and the food pleased him. 

On the last day of the trip, 10 December 1931, a few newspaper reporters, photographers 

and an artist found out about Meher Baba’s presence and they requested to be permitted to take his 

picture. Baba granted their request and as the ship’s band played in the background, several 

 
75 Bremen is pronounced BRAY-men. 
76 The future Prime Minister of England, Winston Churchill, arrived in New York City for a lecture tour on 

11 December 1931, a week after Meher Baba left. Churchill was almost killed two days later when he was 

struck by a car. 
77 Pendu had fashioned a passport-sized folding alphabet board which Baba used for a time while traveling 

in India and abroad. 



photographs were taken, as well as one short reel of film. This was the first occasion the Master 

had been filmed — but all of these photographs and the film have been lost. 

The artist present at the photographing, Emile Brunel, 57, later came to Baba’s cabin with 

a friend, an Armenian carpet dealer of Los Angeles named H. P. Philibosian.78 Brunel, a prominent 

New York City portrait artist and celebrity photographer, requested to do a sketch of Baba in his 

white robe, and surprisingly, Baba permitted it. While posing, Baba spoke with him about spiritual 

and religious subjects. 

While drawing Baba in his sketchbook, Brunel remarked to Chanji, “You know, he looks 

like Christ. He has nothing ‘human’ in him. There is something more — something supernatural. 

It is all. His beautiful features are an artist’s dream.” 

Brunel invited Baba to visit his studio on Fifth Avenue and wished to see him again in 

Paris, but Baba did not wish to meet any outsiders while in Paris and gently refused. 

 

Disembarking at the port of Cherbourg on Friday 11 December 1931, Baba arrived in Paris 

that evening and stayed at the Hotel Powers at 52 rue François. Margaret Starr, Margaret Craske, 

Delia, Kim and twelve-year-old John Cousins had arrived in Paris the previous day and joined 

Baba.79 The next day, Kitty and her niece Zilla arrived in the afternoon.80 At night, they went to the 

Aubert Palace cinema and saw Charlie Chaplin’s City Lights and another night a Laurel & Hardy 

film. 

Although Quentin had been called to Paris, he was unable to come because of Christmas 

play rehearsals in London. He had, however, instructed Margaret Craske to purchase three white 

gardenias each day to present to Baba on his behalf with the message they symbolized: “I love 

you.” 

While in Paris, when Baba gestured something, Meredith would continually interject his 

interpretation to the group: “Meher Baba means this ...” This was annoying to Baba, and whenever 

they went out, Meredith would try to walk beside Baba with his wife Margaret on the other side. 

Finally, Baba decided to have done with it. 

Baba remarked to Meredith, “You are going through a change in consciousness and there 

are powers [spirits] in Paris that could be inimical to you. It is dangerous for you to remain here.” 

And so on the 13th, Baba sent Meredith and Margaret Starr back to England. 

Baba had been quite delicate in his treatment of Meredith and had not reproached him 

despite his overbearing manner. On occasion, Meredith put on Baba’s sandals and walked around 

in them. Baba would watch him strut about without comment. A Master’s sandals are considered 

sacred in India and Meredith’s behavior and lack of respect would make Chanji fume within. To 

Baba, only his work was important and for some reason he needed Meredith for it. But as soon as 

his work was completed, Meredith was not able to maintain his contact with Baba, as will be seen. 

With Meredith’s departure, the atmosphere turned warm and less formal, and the group 

became free and open-hearted before the Master. Baba, in his own wonderful way, brought this 

about. Before they left the hotel to go sightseeing that day, Sunday, 13 December 1931, Baba asked 

Margaret Craske, “Why haven’t you put on lipstick today?” At first, she could not follow what he 

meant. After Baba gestured to her three times, she understood and shed the reserve Meredith had 

enforced. Baba never indicated anything specific about Meredith’s behavior; but with this small 

 
78 Emile Brunel was the founder of the E. Brunel School of Photography (now known as the New York 

Institute of Photography) and also had an interest in filmmaking. In 1916, he produced a silent film titled 

The Hand of God. 
79 John was the son of Dorothy Cousins, a friend of the Starrs, who had met Baba at East Challacombe. 
80 Baba had sent Kitty a telegram, specifically instructing her to bring Zilla, if possible. 



hint, he cleared the air and the group then knew that he wanted them to conduct themselves in a 

natural manner. 

One day, Margaret was emboldened to ask Baba, “When you were young, before you were 

Realized, did you know, or did you have any feeling, that there was something ahead for you, 

something that you were destined to do?” 

Baba replied candidly, “No, not really. But I was in a way different from other people. I 

never knew desire.”  

Baba and the group had their photograph taken at the Eiffel Tower that day and strolled 

along the Seine. Over the course of two days, Baba met a few interested local seekers (some of 

whom Malcolm had contacted in advance) and visited the Louvre (museum), the Arc de Triomphe, 

the Cathedral of Notre Dame and drove down the Champs Élysées. At the Galléries Lafayette 

department store Baba bought a new coat. On the evening of the 13th, they went to the Madeleine 

Cinema to see the movie Trader Horn. 

After they returned to the hotel, Baba sat until midnight in the room Kitty and Zilla were 

occupying. Meanwhile in another bedroom, something strange was transpiring. When Delia and 

Kim overheard Baba indicate to Meredith that there were forces of black magic about in Paris, they 

thought: “We must protect Baba from all these evil influences.” In Kim’s words, here is what they 

did: 

Delia and I, two pious little princesses, sat up all night, praying and singing psalms and 

hymns. We were terribly proud of ourselves when we told Baba the next morning. Of course, he 

was very sweet about it. Margaret thought we were quite cuckoo, which indeed we were. We were 

really so ridiculous, but it was done out of love. 

 

On 15 December 1931, Baba and the group went in a Rolls Royce to the magnificent Palace 

of Versailles, in a suburb outside of Paris. They saw the Hall of Mirrors where the treaty of 

Versailles was signed, ending the First World War. Then they went through the rest of the palace 

and saw Marie Antoinette’s suite. In the gardens, the younger ones skipped happily in a line holding 

hands. Afterward, they had tea in a café where Delia accidentally spilled her cup on the tablecloth, 

much to the amusement of Baba. During that night, their last with Baba, they stayed at the hotel. 

Baba played tiddlywinks, carrom and marbles with Ali, and the two other children, John and Zilla. 

These chosen ones enjoyed the freedom of Baba’s unrestricted atmosphere for a week and 

derived the utmost benefit from his company. In Paris, Baba explained for the first time to the 

English group about reincarnation, evolution and involution. But their joy turned to sadness as the 

hour of separation from their Master drew near. “Joy was hidden in this painful departure,” Age 

explained, “for without pain, joy cannot be known.” 

On the 16th, their last day in Paris, Baba called a few to his room and stood beside the 

window, spelling on the board: “You do not see me as I really am. This body is not me; my Real 

Self is far more beautiful. I am Infinite Truth, Infinite Love, Infinite Power.” 

Then he stated, “I am Life Eternal. I was Krishna, I was Buddha, I was Jesus and now I am 

Meher Baba.” 

Baba had given them a choice whether to stay in the hotel or to go out that afternoon. They 

chose to stay and Chanji narrated stories of Baba’s life. After a few phonograph records were 

played, Baba dismissed them, calling them back one by one to give each a special message and 

orders while he was away. “Be happy and don’t worry,” he directed. “Write to me every ten days. 

I will return in the spring. Continue loving me more and more.” 

Accompanied by Margaret, who knew French and was acting as an escort, Baba, Ali and 
Chanji took a train from Paris to Marseilles at six o’clock that evening. The whole group came to 

the station at Gare de Lyon to see them off. 



Some idea of the emotional state of those left behind in Paris is revealed in this letter which 

Kim wrote to Chanji, describing how they felt: 

You can guess what we felt like after we had seen your train puff out of the station; and I 

am afraid that the tears which we had somehow kept back whilst saying goodbye, commenced to 

flow freely as soon as Baba could no longer see our faces. 

I can remember nothing of our journey back to the hotel, or how we somehow found our 

way into Baba’s room, but we had not been sitting there so very long before we began to feel his 

presence so strongly with us, that we dried our tears, smiled and began to talk of him. 

He seemed to be there, with us, as indeed he really was − and I could see his face smiling 

and his eyes looking at us with deepest love. We knew that he would not wish us to weep, so to 

please him, we sang his favorite songs, talked over the incidents of the week and made many happy 

plans for the future. 

We all went to bed very early as we knew Baba would wish us to rest, but Delia and I 

were so excited to be sleeping in Baba’s room, and in Baba’s very bed, that it was a long time 

before we could rest. 

At 6:45 we were up, packing, breakfasting and just before eight we left the Hotel Powers. 

Glad we were to leave now that Baba had gone. Paris was a casket without a jewel, a rose without 

scent. 

About their time in Paris with Baba, Kim later related: 

Baba once said to us, “In the East, I have people’s worship, and in the West, I have love.” 

With him in Paris was such a lovely, lovely atmosphere. We would curl up his hair and 

poke it up under his hat before going out. It was just love. I don’t say we didn’t revere him; of 

course, we did. But perfect love does cast out fear and to us, he was just love and somebody we 

could tease and say, “Oh, Baba, you look silly in that hat,” and so forth. Many people would have 

misunderstood this. It was just love and play and he loved this, because he could relax with us and 

be completely happy. 

Meditation was not necessary. It was enough just to be in the room with him quietly. It 

was a love-feast. You were in love; Baba was love; and this was all that mattered. Yet it was a love, 

I think, very few people would understand if they saw us together — playful, joking, teasing. 

We used to make silly little rhymes, “Oh, the Sad-guru is a happy Sadguru!” Silly, little 

things. And at that time, his face would light up and his eyes would become brilliant. I think he was 

very happy with us. I sent him poems nearly every day after he left, expressing great grief at the 

sorrow of our parting. 

Coming home was extremely hard for me, because one had really been in another world. 

It was difficult for me to pick up the threads and do what I had to do, which was to look after my 

husband and family, and come down to earthly, daily life. But Baba had told me how I must do my 

duty, and so I tried as best I could. Though it was not easy, I know it was right. I had to stay at 

home and work through the problems of life. 

On one occasion, to console Kim, Baba cabled her this poetic message: “Trying to please 

her Lord, poor Mary Magdalene’s heart is breaking.” 

 

Meanwhile on the train to Marseilles, before retiring in their sleeping compartments, Baba 

indicated to Margaret that if he were awake, he would tap three times on the wall adjoining their 

compartments. If she were awake, she was to reply with three knocks. Why? Baba indicated that it 

signified, “I love you.” This “game” continued through the night, several times between them.81 

In Marseilles the next day, after taking the luggage to the ship and having breakfast, 

Margaret took Baba to an old church on a hill overlooking the Mediterranean called Our Lady of 
the Sea. Outside the church was a beggar to whom Margaret wanted to give some money. Baba 

stopped her, explaining, “Give it from me. If you give it [from yourself], you may receive sanskaras 

from him.” 

 
81 In subsequent letters to Baba, Margaret would write at the top, “Three big knocks on the wall!” or sign 

them, “Three knocks, very loud ones!” 



In the church was a statue of the Pieta. As Baba stood before it, Margaret wondered if Baba 

would be crucified. Baba immediately responded by spelling on the board, “It will not happen this 

time, but I will have mental persecution.” 

Later, they saw a film in Marseilles titled The Big House, with Wallace Beery. The film, 

which had been dubbed in French, was about inmates in a prison. Margaret kept Baba informed of 

the plot by translating it into English. Suddenly she noticed that Baba had slumped in his seat and 

seemed not to be listening. She stopped, and Baba sat up after a while, remarking to Chanji, “I have 

been to Vienna.” 

Margaret was sent back to Paris the same day, 17 December. She later wrote to Baba: 

What a wonderful and unforgettable 24 hours I had with you — to have had you all to 

myself for that time. It seems almost impossible that that divine day existed. Although the greatest 

happiness for me will be to see the whole world love you and share you, it was lovely to be greedy 

and just steal you for a day. 

As long as I live, that night and day will stand in my memory. 

 

On Friday, 18 December 1931, Baba, Chanji and Aga Ali boarded the P & O Line SS 
Narkunda for their voyage to India.82 Kimco sent this telegram on the 22nd, which Baba received 

at Port Said: “Impossible [to] get rid of us; we are still with you.” Baba had taken the Paul Robeson 

records back with him and would have them played in his cabin. On the 23rd at Port Said, Chanji 

observed Baba weep as he listened to one of Robeson’s songs, Hear the Lambs A-cryin’ — perhaps 

thinking of the lovers he had left behind and their grief at his departure. 

On the ship, Baba sent messages to his lovers in England and America. To Malcolm and 

Jean, he wrote: “I will come back to America to pour out my love to you and to spiritualize 

America.” 

On board, a Muslim physician recognized Baba as a great spiritual personality, although 

the Master was still traveling incognito as M. S. Irani. The man watched Baba from time to time, 

and one day while Baba was on deck, he approached him and listened to a brief discourse conveyed 

to Chanji. The man could not refrain from sharing this opportunity with others on board and 

requested that Baba address a group of passengers. 

In spite of repeated explanations that Meher Baba did not wish to appear before the public, 

the man kept on insisting that the Master should address, if not all of the passengers, then at least a 

small gathering. The doctor was, in fact, so persistent that he was satisfied only after Baba agreed 

to his request. He accordingly arranged a program, but to the surprise of Chanji, the meeting, which 

was to be strictly private for about six or seven people, turned out to be for 100 persons who had 

gathered in the hall where it was to be scheduled. Baba had not addressed a public gathering in the 

West and did not want to do so here. But seeing that so many were anxious to hear him and 

considering the doctor’s enthusiasm, Baba agreed to “speak” before those gathered. 

Within a short time, the number of people increased to 300 as others heard that an Indian 

guru was to give a lecture on the spiritual path. Many were standing outside on the deck trying to 

listen. Baba had agreed to speak for only fifteen minutes and accordingly began dictating on the 

board with Chanji interpreting. The discourse stretched to a full hour as several people asked 

questions. Afterward, Baba was asked to address the first-class passengers who had not attended. 

To their disappointment, he declined. 

Christmas and New Year’s Eve were celebrated on the ship with much joy as was 

customary for the European passengers. Baba was asked to give a message to the world via radio, 

but he now strictly adhered to his wish to travel without publicity and so refused. 

 
82 The Narkunda was bombed and sunk by the German air force in 1942, during World War II.  



 

Arriving in India, Baba, Chanji and Aga Ali reached Bombay at 8:00 A.M. on Friday, 1 

January 1932. At Ballard Pier, Baba was welcomed home with heartfelt joy by Rustom and his 

mother Gulmai, Soonamasi, Shireenmai, Ghani, Ramjoo, Khak Saheb, Kalemama, Nusserwan, 

Chinchorkar and other followers. Baba was taken to Kaka Baria’s sister and brother-in-law Manekji 

and Banubai Confectioner’s apartment on Frere Road (where he had stayed before, in 1930). Baba 

had been away for five months. 

Correspondence had been exchanged between Gandhi and Baba while the Master was in 

America. Rustom and Ramjoo had been instructed to meet Gandhi, who expressed his desire to see 

Baba as soon as he returned to India. Baba had indicated that he too wanted to see Gandhi. The 

political and social situation in India had become intense; Gandhi was expected to be arrested by 

the British for political agitation. A meeting was quickly arranged. 

Accompanied by Chanji, Baba went to Mahatma Gandhi’s residence, Mani Bhavan at 

Gamdevi, Bombay, late at night at 11:45 on Sunday, 3 January 1932. Gandhi welcomed Baba with 

a loving embrace; both sat down and together discussed matters for about an hour: 

“I am very, very glad to see you,” Gandhi said. 

“I am also glad we could meet,” Baba replied. “I was quite busy the whole day, but I had 

to see you at least once.” 

“Yes, Rustom had delivered your message here and I sent word that I must see you.” 

“That is why I came.” 

“If you had not come, it would have been my lifelong grievance against you,” Gandhi 

joked. 

“Perhaps if you are arrested, which I am afraid you will be in a day or two, this meeting 

would have been canceled. But since your arrest is definite, I came even though it is so late. I 

understand you could not come to me.” 

“It is your kindness to have come here.” 

“Now, what news?” Baba inquired. 

“You know it all. These people [around me] are ready with their sleeves rolled up. We 

shall have to fight the British to the end.” 

“It will be much better if you see the Viceroy [Lord Irwin] once again. Then the 

excitement which is now so intense will cool down considerably and the situation will be easier to 

handle.” 

“I do wish to see the Viceroy, but he lays down such conditions — this topic is not to be 

discussed, that is not allowed, and so forth. It is impossible for me to agree. Also, no talk about 

ordinances will be allowed, and that is the first and main point at issue. When they don’t wish to 

talk on that, it is no use meeting. It is like …” 

“But in spite of all that,” Baba interrupted, “if you go see the Viceroy once, you will be 

able to work in a quieter atmosphere. The present excited [turmoil all over India] will have settled 

down and be quieter; otherwise, the atmosphere will go to the other extreme [of violence]. 

“Let me explain,” Baba continued. “Your dictum and doctrine of non-violence is out-and-

out the best, and I, too, wish this non-violent attitude to be followed and acted on. But I know it is 

very, very difficult — rather impossible. And that is why I repeatedly ask you to see the Viceroy 

once in person in order to bring about a spirit of reconciliation between the rulers and the ruled. 

For, let me tell you once again, if this meeting does not come about, matters will turn from bad to 

worse. People will turn violent and once violence is adopted, it will be destructive in every way.” 

“This is quite probable,” Gandhi concurred. “We are also afraid of such violence. 

However, we have to fight for what is right, and we have been advocating and advising non-

violence even while fighting [in our battle to persuade the British to leave]. The result rests with the 

Almighty!” 

Baba then explained to him, “Whatever may happen, one thing is certain: India still has 

much to suffer. I have already told you this before and I repeat it today. But even this ‘suffering’ is 

a real blessing in disguise. The more India suffers materially, the better for it spiritually. And we 

[Masters] only look to the spiritual benefit. If India gains self-government without struggle, 

suffering and sacrifice, it invites the very grave danger of becoming inclined toward materialism. 

And this material self-independence would be a check and hindrance on the path of spiritual 

advancement, which is undesirable.” 



“You are right,” Gandhi said. “Spiritual strength must accompany spiritual power. That is 

real greatness.” 

“And for that, one must suffer and sacrifice, but with a non-violent attitude. That is why I 

repeatedly tell and advise you to go once again and see the Viceroy in person.” 

The conversation then shifted to Baba’s recent visit to Europe and America: 

“What do you think about the West from your experiences and tours?” Gandhi asked. 

“In America, the spiritual hunger is intense. That is why I went and stayed there for a 

month. There is everything there materially. There is wealth; there are brains; there is heart. In 

other words, there is sufficient preparedness for spiritual growth and development.” 

Chanji then narrated the details of Baba’s tours, his meetings with people from all 

denominations and walks of life, their sincere aspirations for Truth, and the formation of a group 

to spread Baba’s cause. 

Gandhi asked, “Then there is an awakening and interest about spirituality in America?” 

“Yes, there is much,” Baba answered. “But the Americans have not had proper light and 

guidance [by a Master] in this direction. If they get these, they will respond wonderfully.” 

“And what about England?” 

“In England, there is also an interest and longing, but not as intense as in America. The 

response that Americans gave was so splendid that, even now, I am [debating] whether to go there 

again or stay here. They would not let me go and have extracted a promise from me to return soon; 

only then did they let me leave. I came back [to India], because there is much work to do here. I 

have left behind instructions there [with my followers in the West] about what to do in my absence. 

I now have to look into all affairs on this side.” 

“There is a greater need for you to be here in India, looking to all the situations,” Gandhi 

stated. “If I am arrested, you will have to take care of affairs here.” 

“That will be seen to and done,” Baba promised. “I undertake to settle all this self-

government struggle, but on one condition: After all this is settled, you are to come with me to 

America.” 

Gandhi immediately stretched his hand to Baba and said, “I promise.” 

A group of Gandhi’s close associates were standing at a distance listening to this 

conversation. Hearing Gandhi’s promise to Baba, Vallabhbhai Patel asserted himself into the 

conversation:83 

“But Bapuji, while you are giving promises, did you think of us and ask our advice in 

these matters?” 

Gandhi replied, “Once the struggle for independence is settled, who will care for you or 

me? Then, it is a question between him [Baba] and me. I have already promised! [Turning to Baba] 

Haven’t I?” 

“Yes, you have, and you have also promised once before that after you retire from 

politics, you would come and stay with me.” 

“But after the struggle ends. Oh, when will that day dawn?” Gandhi sighed. 

“Where are you going from here?” Gandhi then asked Baba, “Nasik?” 

“Yes, Nasik.” 

“Then, I have one request to make. I believe that a large number of Untouchables are 

coming to see you in Nasik. Will you please tell them that all this storm that they have raised about 

entering a temple there is futile? Dr. Ambedkar has made himself their leader. He is an educated 

man, but due to the defect of the age-old caste prejudices and systems, the Hindu society does not 

encourage or sympathize with him and tried to keep him out. And out of vindication for this wrong, 

he has started this campaign for the cause of the Untouchables and tries to excite their feelings 

against the Hindus [Brahmins].” 

Gandhi continued, “I am going to fight for the Untouchables until the end of my life and I 

want to destroy the prejudice of Untouchability — root and branch. I want to make them one with 

Hindu society and religion [blend in with the other castes]. But they are now trying to establish 

themselves into a separate class as “Untouchables” by asking for separate elections, etc. from the 

government, the very thing that I want to do away with.” 

 
83 Sardar Patel was the President of the Congress Party and later became the first Deputy Prime Minister of 

India. 



Baba responded, “I have already advised these Untouchables and their leaders who came 

to me. I intend to advise them to fight for their rights non-violently. The leaders of both the 

Brahmins and the Untouchables come to me.” 

Gandhi said, “This is why I ask this of you. I am sure they will listen to you and follow 

your advice. Therefore, I request you to explain and bring them round. It is a great work. I am sure 

Dr. Ambedkar will listen to you.” 

Baba assured Gandhi that he would do so. 

Baba then embraced Gandhi, saluted the other politicians and left. A day after meeting 

Baba, Gandhi and Sardar Patel were arrested by the British and remanded to Yeravda Prison. 

During the following years, until Mahatma Gandhi’s assassination in 1948, Baba continued 

to send either Chanji or Ramjoo to Gandhi with specific messages.84 Gandhi also continued to send 

messages to Baba, but no further personal meeting was ever again to take place between them. 

Whenever Chanji visited Gandhi, no matter how preoccupied he was at the time, Gandhi would 

leave what he was doing to talk with Chanji and inquire about Meher Baba and his activities. 

 

Baba had detailed his plans for the establishment of different centers in the West, and upon 

their return to India, Aga Ali was sent to Persia to arrange for lands and properties for retreats there, 

as well. After the work in Persia was completed, Aga Ali was instructed to return to Bombay and 

remain there with his father until Baba called him. Chanji accompanied Ali to Karachi and returned 

to Bombay ten days later, around 16 January 1932, after meeting Pilamai, Jal Kerawalla and others 

there. 

Baba remained at Banubai’s in Bombay for two weeks, giving the opportunity of his close 

contact to his many lovers there. He also visited the homes of some of his followers, such as 

Munshiji and Pudumjee. 

Once in Bombay, Baba suddenly informed Kaka Baria, “I’ve caught pneumonia! Get some 

anti-phlogistine [a heated, paste-like ointment] and apply it to my chest.” Kaka was quite astonished 

by this, for Baba looked all right; but he applied it as directed. Two days passed without further 

incident. Then Bachamai Dadachanji came to see Baba and informed him that two days before, her 

infant son Dara had come down with double pneumonia and had been seriously ill. Baba related, 

“I, too, had pneumonia. If I had not caught it, Dara would have died.” 

Dara was still quite ill and had a dangerously high fever; the doctors had given up hope. 

Baba went to see him. The next day Dara’s temperature became normal, but Baba was observed to 

be suffering a high fever. Bachamai asked him, “Baba, why are you doing this? Dara is all right, 

but now you have a fever. You have taken his suffering upon yourself. Let him die, Baba; you must 

not suffer!” Baba smiled at the woman’s brave words, and was pleased with her love and 

detachment. 

From Navsari, Sohrabji Desai came with his niece Mansari and other family members. One 

day Mansari asked Baba for some work with which to serve him. Baba directed her, “Go out into 

the bazaar and bring me some jamun [a type of plum], but don’t go too far. Find some nearby and 

come back.” 

Mansari left for the bazaar but had trouble finding the fruit, since it was not in season. 

Despite Baba’s order, she looked far and wide in the city for several hours, only to return empty-

handed. She thought it would have pleased Baba if she had been able to find a few of the plums, 

but Baba responded, “Obeying my order was more important than bringing the fruit. Always 

remember to obey me. By sticking to what I tell you, you will please me.” 

 
84 Another later disciple, C. D. Deshmukh, a professor of philosophy, was also sent periodically to Gandhi 

with messages from Baba. 



K. J. Dastur had taken umbrage at not being included in the trip to the West, and 

consequently, as mentioned, he had started to write and speak against Baba to the point that he even 

vented his anger in the magazine Meher Message. But when Baba returned, Dastur immediately 

came to see him and expressed his regret over what he had done and the misunderstandings he had 

caused. 

Soon after Baba’s return, Memo arrived from Poona with Mani. This little “ray” now 

longed to be near the Sun always. But a year still remained before Mani would move into the ashram 

with the other women mandali, and Memo clearly indicated to Baba that she was not anxious to 

give up her only daughter to him. 

 

Before leaving Bombay, Baba obtained a new Persian passport on 16 January 1932. No 

signature or thumbprint was given for it.85 He then returned to Nasik where the men and women 

mandali received him heartily with joy. The women members of the ashram, Mehera, Daulatmai, 

Freiny, Naja, Soonamasi, Small Khorshed, Gulmai, her daughter Dolly and Big Khorshed were 

finely dressed to greet the Beloved, and some of them even played musical instruments to welcome 

him. Dina Talati, Khatija Abdulla and Amina Jaffer also took part in Baba’s homecoming 

celebration, along with Rustom and Freiny’s children, Meheru, Naggu, their brothers, and Naval 

and Dina Talati’s daughter Jeroo and son Curshed. 

Meheru and her sister and brothers would play games with Baba. From her childhood, 

Meheru had loved Baba as her heart’s treasure, and she was to join the women mandali after 

completing her education. 

As instructed by Baba, the women mandali in Nasik had been dressing in long-sleeved 

cotton blouses with traditional cloths tied around their heads. After his return from the West, Baba 

relaxed this order. 

For his entertainment, women staged a play for Baba, the story of which Baba had given 

them before departing for England. Baba liked the play so much that he invited the men to see it 

and it was repeated the next day. After this, the men never saw Mehera again for many years. 

Among those of the men mandali living in Meherabad during Baba’s absence were Bala 

Tambat, Gustadji, Karim, Pleader, Raosaheb and Sidhu. Two boys, Kalingad and Bhiwa, who were 

formerly in the Meher Ashram, had stayed with Baba’s men mandali in Nasik after the disbanding 

of the school.86 

During Baba’s visit to the West, Karim had left Meherabad, never to return. When Baba 

came to Meherabad from Nasik, he ordered Karim’s trunk flung into the well. Soon after, Baba 

transferred all the mandali to Nasik. 

The following men were then staying with Baba in Nasik: Adi Sr., 29; Buasaheb, 40; 

Chanji, 40; Chhagan, 26; Gustadji, 43; Jalbhai, 30; Masaji, 65; Padri, 29; Pendu, 29; Raosaheb, 

about 30; Rustom, 33; Sidhu, 30; and Vishnu, 29. Others, like Ghani, Ramjoo, and Sadashiv Patil, 

who were in Baba’s close contact, would come and go. Ramjoo and Naval were residing in Nasik 

with their families at the Sarosh Motor Works, as was Kaka Baria. Baidul had been sent back to 

Persia and was conducting a school there. 

During this period, one occasional visitor was Minochar Nusserwan Kharas, 22, of Karachi. 

Minoo, as he was called, had come to Nasik to attend the Police Training School. Minoo had always 

been interested in finding God and had many questions about the meaning of life. And although he 

 
85 On Baba's passport is written:  Profession: Spiritual Master. 
86 Another boy, Shapur, was also in Nasik with the mandali, but he was sent to Ahmednagar at this time to 

work at Sarosh Motor Works.  



had been raised a Zoroastrian, he had put up pictures in his room of Christ, Ram, Buddha and 

various holy men. 

In January of 1932, a barber came one morning to shave Minoo and, when he saw all the 

pictures hung around the room, he asked Minoo, “What in the world are you doing here in this 

Police Training School?” He pointed away from Minoo’s quarters and suggested Minoo visit a 

certain holy man who resided nearby. 

“To whom are you referring?” Minoo asked. 

“Shri Meher Baba,” the barber replied.  

Minoo had heard this name a few years before in Karachi and seen Baba’s photo in a 

Gujarati newspaper. 

On Sunday, 17 January 1932, Minoo went to Baba’s residence at the Circle Cinema, where 

he met Ramjoo, Vishnu and Chanji, who informed Baba that a visitor had come. About his first 

meeting, Minoo later wrote: 

Within minutes … the man called Meher Baba suddenly came out to the compound and 

stood in front of me … Then and there I felt within me my voice saying, ‘Minoo, here is God 

whom you have been searching for.’ And from that moment of spontaneous joy and bliss, my 

search ended … The moment Baba’s eyes fell on me, for the first time in my life I felt a most 

peculiar and indescribable sensation in each and every atom of my whole body. It was love at first 

sight.87 

“What do you want?” Baba asked.  

Minoo was silent, but thought, “If you are real, I need not speak. You know what I crave. 

In fact, you know everything.” 

Baba spelled on the board, “I have heard you completely. It is since your birth that this 

instinct is there within you [to find God]. Do not worry. Do as I say. Forget the ‘I.’ Every night go 

to sleep with thoughts of me.” 

 “You are connected with me since past lives. I have to repay the debt I owe you. Not only 

do you love me, but I love you.” 

Thus Minoo Kharas came into the Master’s contact and began visiting him as often as he 

could. 

 

On Friday, 5 February 1932, Baba performed the engagement ceremony of his brother 

Beheram, 24, and his fiancée from Bombay, his second cousin Perin, 14, who was a relative of 

Sheriarji.88 

On the 9th, Baba joined in a game of football (soccer) with the mandali and staff of the 

Circle Cinema and Sarosh Motor Works. After the game, Baba remarked, “I am the Emperor of the 

spiritual world of today. The world is like a football to me. I can toss it up wherever I like.”  

Meanwhile Feram Workingboxwala, 32, had come to stay in Nasik, as Baba had ordered, 

and began working at the Sarosh Motor Works office with Ramjoo and Edke. During this period in 

Nasik, Baba once saved Feram’s life. Here is Feram’s account of the incident: 

I remember that I foolishly ate some castor oil seeds from a tree on the riverbank where I 

had gone for a stroll one day. Since lunch was not yet ready, I was hungry and the seeds tasted 

good. I ate lunch on my return, but I began vomiting and then having diarrhea soon afterward 

 
87 Minoo Kharas, The God-Seeker (Beloved Archives, 2013), p. 11–12. 

88 Perin’s grandmother Mosultun, known as Moti, was the sister of Baba’s father Sheriarji. 



which weakened me considerably. I sprawled out on the floor with no strength left to lift even a 

finger, but I was fully conscious. 

Baba was in the Circle Cinema in his room — called the dressing room, where the 

mandali would gather around Baba when summoned — and when he was informed of my 

condition, he sent for me. I was carried there and laid before him. He asked me where and how I 

had eaten the seeds, but I could not speak. He directed Adi Sr. to take me to the Civil Hospital, 

where I was given a half pint of saline. 

After this, my thirst was intense and unbearable; but no water was administered until 

evening and that, too, at only one or two teaspoonfuls! At about midnight, the quantity was 

increased and after 24 hours I felt much better and was discharged in the afternoon. 

While walking back to my place in the mandali’s quarters of the cinema, I wanted to pass 

by the cinema’s restaurant unobserved so as to avoid being seen by Baba who was likely to be there 

with the mandali. But I was not successful, as Baba caught sight of me and exclaimed, gesturing, 

“Oh, he has come back alive!” He called me and ordered Adi to buy refreshments of tea and 

pastries, which were handed round to celebrate. The mandali were happy to get a treat so 

unexpectedly, but I was nervous and embarrassed. 

K. J. Dastur was also staying in Nasik at this time. Feram was typing Dastur’s, at times, 

antagonistic articles with the understanding that Dastur was doing work in Meher Baba’s name and 

should be helped; but Feram was a new member of the mandali and quite unaware of the true state 

of affairs. 

Finally, one day Baba called Feram and asked, “Who does Dastur’s typing?” Feram replied 

that he did. 

“Why do you do it?” 

“Because he is doing your work.” 

“Yes, he does it, but inversely! Do you also want to follow his example, you simpleton?” 

Feram did not understand and Baba dismissed him, commenting, “All right, do your duty.” 

On 11 February, Dastur told Feram, “Go and find out why Chhabu [a boy] has been 

dismissed from the workshop.” Feram approached Vishnu and Buasaheb and they went to Baba. 

On their inquiry, Baba took off his sandal and slapped them with it, indicating, “This is my reply 

to your question. You have both wanted this prasad for days, and today I have given it to you!” 

Baba added, “You have been with me for years and you still do not understand that there 

is no why or wherefore regarding my work. Even if Feram asked you, you should have replied that 

it was Baba’s wish. You have made a serious mistake, which I have had to correct. Do not do it 

again. Let this be a lesson to others.” 

Baba embraced Buasaheb and Vishnu, and then called Feram, taunting him, “It would have 

been better had you died that day you ate the castor oil seeds. You would have been saved from all 

the evil sanskaras you have now contracted, in whatever mild form, by asking for an explanation 

from me. Now these sanskaras will remain with you for lives on end — till doomsday! So I say, 

had you died that day, it would have been much better.” 

Baba concluded, “Write against me if you like! Go on; I will be happy.” 

Feram pleaded, “But I did not want Dastur’s work and I do not want it now. He told me it 

was your work.” 

Baba replied, “I don’t care if you do it. Even if the whole world writes against me, how 

could it ever affect me? I am what I am! My only advice is that you follow the dictates of your 

heart.” 

Only then did Feram come to know of Dastur’s hostile propaganda against Baba. He 

stopped helping Dastur and repented for his gullibility. 

Despite Dastur’s recent demeanor of remorse in Bombay, once he began his attacks against 

Baba, he did not cease. In fact, Baba actually financed the work. So long as Dastur was in Nasik, 



he continued to draw his monthly stipend from Baba. Even after Dastur left Nasik and found himself 

in dire straits, he did not hesitate to cable Baba for money, and Baba would comply. 

K. J. Dastur not only carried out his propaganda campaign through the Meher Message in 

India, but in correspondence to foreign countries as well. His opposition created misunderstandings 

and was a hindrance to Stokes, Malcolm and others, who were trying to raise funds for Baba’s work 

at Harmon and Hancock. It was later discovered that it was Dastur who influenced the journalist 

Paul Brunton against Baba. But, as Age noted, Dastur’s limited ideas and conceptions were like a 

clay pot that has not been properly “baked” in the Master’s kiln. 

Dastur’s opposition, however, was not a deterrent. On the contrary, it strengthened Meher 

Baba’s work. In an editorial in the final issue of the Meher Message (October 1931), Dastur stated 

that he now considered Meher Baba to be a charlatan.89 He wrote: “In April of this year [1931] I 

came to the conclusion that Meher Baba was not real, and all his talk of manifesting himself as an 

Avatar was bunkum.” 

Some idea of the absurdity of Dastur’s allegations against Baba can be had from this 

excerpt of one of his letters to a follower: 

It seems to me that, on the strength of Baba’s magnetic personality and possession of 

certain psychic powers, he has been posing as a Sadguru or an Avatar. My reasons for not 

considering him as such any longer are the following: 

Violations of a great number of promises given by him to his disciples for their spiritual 

progress. Their numbers cannot be counted. 

Fits of temper in which he indulges; he suffers from them as any ordinary man. 

Moreover, unlike an ordinary man, he gets irritated over trivial matters. It seems he has less control 

over his mind than many of us have. 

Monkey tricks practiced upon disciples, leading some to believe they are advanced and 

then criticizing them behind their backs. And also telling both Sadhu Leik and Meredith Starr the 

same thing: “You are the only European member of my inner circle.” 

Nonfulfillment of various prophecies made by him in important, as well as unimportant, 

matters. 

Mischief perpetrated on boys and adults in the name of divine love. By making use of, or 

rather abusing, his psychic powers, especially those of hypnotism and mesmerism, Baba produced 

personal love for himself in the hearts of the ashram schoolboys and certain other persons and then 

put them through various sufferings to serve his objective. 

Throwing disciples as well as outsiders into maya, instead of releasing them from it, by 

making several disciples work in and for the Circle Cinema, of which he became proprietor this 

year, and by exhibiting vulgar and sensual films at it. 

In conclusion, my conscience tells me that Meher Baba is a humbug and a fraud. 

Baba’s response to all this written by Dastur was perfect equanimity. In one letter on behalf 

of the Master, Vishnu wrote to Dastur who had recently moved to Bombay: 

As for your opinion of Meher Baba, he says that he loves you now with the same heart he 

used to love you with from the beginning. You may respect him or hate him or go against him. In 

any case, he loves you as he used to. 

Baba helped Dastur express this hostility to a great extent, but Baba did not wish for Feram 

to play into Dastur’s hands and be influenced by him. Baba indirectly cautioned and saved Feram 

from following in Dastur’s footsteps. Like Meher Baba’s Zoroastrian archenemy Colonel M. S. 

Irani, Dastur was a wonderful example of the Master’s method of working, whereby Baba’s 

antagonist received direct help from him and was even encouraged to indulge in nefarious activities 

against him. 

 

During a discussion on Saturday, 13 February 1932, the topic of beauty came up in the 

presence of a few outsiders. To explain further, Baba spelled out: 

 
89 From the January 1932 issue, the name of Meher Message was changed to The Mystic Review. 



I like beauty in everything; but what is beauty? The beauty that never perishes, that is 

immortal, is real beauty. 

Look at the human body. It is full of filth and dirt. The mouth, nose, rectum, urinary tract 

— what are in all these? Filth! Still, men run after beautiful women. This is not beauty. It is foul 

lust. 

Suppose you love a beautiful woman and her face gets misshapen by acid thrown on it, 

rendering her ugly. Then what will become of your ‘love’? 

If your heart is quite clean and your mind is pure, you will remain unaffected, even 

surrounded by thousands of beautiful women. It will have no effect on you and you will be able to 

appreciate beauty. 

As it is, you do not love beauty but dirt, because you yourselves are unclean. Get rid of 

your own foulness and then find out what beauty is! Beauty can never be enjoyed without rooting 

out the dirt. 

Ghani, 38, arrived in Nasik for Baba’s birthday celebration. On the 16th, in the course 

talking with him, Baba lamented: 

I have never found anyone who comes here and sticks to me through thick and thin. So 

many say they will, but none does. But they should be made to stick [it out]. If a schoolteacher 

frightens a pupil on the very first day by caning him and driving him away, then the pupil is not to 

blame. But here, I maintain every one of you, look to your smallest necessities, and look after you 

in every way. And still, the response is not hearty. 

None cares for me, though I remember and care for all. But it is not easy in the proximity 

of a Piran-e-Pir [Master of Masters]. You have passed through lakhs of births, so just put up with 

one more. Look at Pleader and Gustadji. How they have been harassed and beaten, and how they 

have suffered! And still they have stuck with me. 

I have given so many false assurances in the West, which is masterful when you consider 

the intelligence of the people there. I have work to do in the West and I will do it my own way. It is 

still just the beginning of linking the East and the West. I will take my Indian mandali there and 

bring the Western mandali here. In the end, everything will be topsy-turvy, and then I will speak. 

On Wednesday, 17 February 1932, Baba’s 38th birthday was celebrated quietly with a 

simple program of bhajan, kirtan, bathing Baba, arti, and the distribution of prasad by Baba. While 

conversing with his lovers, Baba suddenly asked one of them, “What are you thinking?” 

“You know, Baba,” the man replied. 

Baba responded, nodding, “Yes, I do, but tell me anyway.” Ghani asked why Baba always 

asked people to tell him and whether it was better to “speak out” or to keep silent. Baba responded: 

Speaking out is better always. I have come down on your level to be among you. I know 

everything. I know what you are thinking and what hardships you have undergone. But by my 

asking you to say it out loud, you will get relief and be benefited. For that reason, I ordered you to 

speak, which is for your good. Even if you don’t reply and remain quiet, I know; but by your 

speaking out, it is always for your own good and to your advantage. 

My Universal mind is the central station to which every individual mind is linked. So, 

wherever a person may be, I know what he is thinking and doing every moment. At every moment I 

know the thought of every person and the thoughts of the whole world simultaneously. Not only 

this, but I also know what you will think tomorrow or after 1,000 years, and I also know what you 

thought thousands of years before. This is Knowledge — infinite and indivisible — and it is beyond 

your imagination. 

 

In January of 1932, Kitty and a few others in England invited Baba to return there for a 

week in the spring — to “pay Baba back” for the week he had given them in Paris. Baba 

immediately wired back: “Delighted. Accept invitation from Kimco for one week.” 

Baba’s first visit to the West in 1931 had had a profound effect upon those fortunate, 

selected individuals who came into his contact. The following are excerpts from a few of their 

letters: 



“The day of days remains present through all, the day I met you. The beauty that is Shri 

Baba penetrates even the commonest things. I find myself still dumb. In contemplation, you appear 

as the Flaming Rose on the Tree of Life, and the flame is amber-gold.” 

“Meher Baba, the Beloved through whom love flows like a river of gold. Your touch has 

made me know that I can no longer dwell in the heresy of separateness. May it give me the courage 

to plunge through the flames in the world of Reality — to conscious, perfect love. Please help me!” 

“Dear and Beloved Sir, You are nearing departure from our United States. I feel that I 

may join with the others who have been privileged to meet you in saying that America is blessed in 

having you. May you return soon and remain long in our midst. 

“We have been ten days flying westward. Not one hour have you been absent from our 

hearts and minds, and the picture graces the wall of each stopping place, bringing remembrance, 

love and gratitude.” 

“I just want you to know that I know beyond the shadow of a doubt who you are — the 

living Lord of Love. You are in my heart and I know that you are holding me in yours.” 

“Once more before you sail, I want to tell you that I love you and long from the depths of 

my soul to enter into the heart of love − illumined so that I may reflect henceforth only that Love. 

You will go, but you will remain in my heart and may you soon return. The world needs you for the 

world is starving for love. You know what my heart’s dream is and so I think of you always that I 

may one day radiate and be one with shining spiritual love − that universal love that will fulfill and 

illuminate all mankind. In deepest gratitude.” 

“Now that I have seen the Flower of Humanity I know what is the goal of life and shall 

never again falter or linger on the way. Whether we come or go in time or space, we know your 

great love encompasses us and our thoughts and love will be with you constantly from now on.” 

In a joint letter from Norina and Anita on 15 January 1932, they wrote: 

We were just thinking of you as if you were in the room with us, your presence created is 

so clear in perception that all the little problems of every day become merely plays, and we its 

actors. What a glorious time we live! Every hour is a new demarcation stone in our lives. 

Oh, Baba, we begin to understand: your creation is to us now what in its ultimate 

outcome means growth, understanding, resurrection. When that divine wave of love will permeate 

in us its uninterrupted song, we will live in you, as in its way lies our whole life as the life whose 

emperor is you…. We talk only of you; we kneel to this dear subject; this dear subject has become 

our temple. 

We both lay our hearts on your heart … 

Kim wrote (on 24 February 1932): 

Our poor minds could not conceive anything so stupendous [as Baba’s beauty]; our eyes 

would burn up if we could only see a fragment of your loveliness. But we are content to have met 

you, to have been allowed to see just a fraction of what you really are. We are content to love you, 

even if you do not love us, and to try and serve you, not for any reward except your happiness. 

It doesn’t matter to us what blind and foolish people say of you; we do not love you 

because you are a Master. We do not want you to do miracles — for what miracle could be more 

wonderful than your love and compassion that can embrace and forgive even such poor creatures as 

ourselves? We love you because you are Baba. 

 

Graham Stokes, Malcolm Schloss and others in New York had been asked to raise $30,000 

to fund Baba’s different retreats in England and America, for his trip and for his stay in America 

for one year. Chanji explained to Stokes (in a letter dated 23 January 1932): “It is not the question 

of funds at all that matters, for Baba will do his great work in America, whether funds are 

forthcoming or otherwise. But it is for very important reasons, as he alone knows, for the great 

benefit of the workers themselves in this great mission of his, that he wishes them to work, as he 

instructs.” 

In a “bulletin” in January 1932, sent to those who might be interested in contributing 

towards Baba’s work, Malcolm wrote: 

Shri Meher Baba intends to return to this country because he feels that this will be the 

field of his greatest activity — that in America the new consciousness will have its first 

blossoming, and the new civilization, which will arise from this consciousness, will have its birth. 



He is coming in April because, at about that time, we shall have reached the moment of our greatest 

crisis. There will probably be another world war, which will definitely mark the end of the old 

dispensation and clear the way for the manifestation of the new. 

The retreats which are being prepared for Shri Meher Baba in America at present will be 

used, on his return, to confer on those who will participate in the establishment of the new 

civilization the illumination and the power they will need … Our present concern, in addition to 

preparing these retreats for Baba’s return, is to help Baba to raise the necessary funds for laying the 

material foundation of a work which will affect the transformation of human consciousness, and 

which is therefore universal in its importance and will be world-wide in its extent. 

[This is to be accomplished] through voluntary contributions from people who have met 

Baba and have not only been themselves benefited but who, through their contact, understand the 

import of this coming. 

Baba still had not given up looking for an “ideal boy” and he wished to find a suitable 

youth to accompany him to the West. Baba instructed that a classified ad be placed in the Times of 

India, which appeared on 27 January 1932: “WANTED one boy, not above sixteen years of age, 

energetic, healthy and good looking to act as personal attendant to Master touring round the world. 

Decent pay with board and lodging.” Many applicants were interviewed, but none was found 

satisfactory. 

Consequently, Baba then changed his plan and decided he wanted an intelligent girl to 

accompany him to the West. Katie Irani was contacted in Quetta, but her mother did not permit her 

to go. So a search was conducted in Nasik and elsewhere, but no girl could be found to suit Baba’s 

terms. Finally, on 18 February, Baba explained to the mandali: 

You people will never be able to understand my Universal work. During this period of 

my Avatarhood, I have to cleanse the world completely. This “overhauling” will last 1,000 years. 

During this [present] Avatarhood, the greatest work will be achieved — the union of the East and 

the West. I am the Universal Avatar, and not an Avatar for the East or West individually as in 

previous advents. I belong to the whole universe! This is why the Westerners were so easily caught 

in my net and could begin loving me. I threw out the net and the fishes were caught. And now these 

fish do not want to free themselves from the net. Now that they all love me, they are prepared to 

work for my cause. 

All this [activity of mine] you observe outwardly; but what I do inwardly, you can never 

know! For this reason I say, bear with me, bear all trouble and harassment, and continue doing as I 

say. I work through some medium, and the medium is necessary for my work. You will never be 

able to grasp it. 

A girl may be most suitable from your point of view, but to me, she is not fit for my 

work. I want a proper medium for certain work, and so I have sent back those you brought. Bring 

me a chaste girl who has love and devotion, who has a pure heart. 

The next day, he added, “The world has now reached a stage when a thorough overhaul 

of the entire working system and machinery is necessary, and this has already taken place through a 

change in duties assigned to walis.” 

Many Western women came in Baba’s contact during the first foreign tour, and Baba 

wanted an Indian girl to take with him to the West as a medium for his work. Vishnu brought his 

cousin Yamuna Haldankar, called Indu, whom Baba approved of; but when it was time to leave, 

she was ill and had to stay behind. 

On Sunday, 21 February 1932, Baba went to Bombay by car with Adi Sr., Gulmai, Ghani, 

and Kaka, while the other mandali followed by train.90 

While Baba was in Bombay, Pilamai came there on 25 February with her daughter Silla. 

Pilamai was intending to stay in Nasik with the women mandali; she had been with Baba in 

Meherabad and Toka, and Baba had stayed at her home in Karachi several times. Eventually, 

Pilamai stayed with Baba for several years and fervently stuck to him until the last. 

The search for a suitable young candidate to accompany Baba to the West continued. 

Another advertisement was placed in the Daily Mail, instructing anyone wishing to apply to go to 

 
90 Chanji and Buasaheb went in advance to make arrangements for their stay at Manekji and Banubai’s. 



the Majestic Hotel, where a room had been hired to interview them. Adi Sr. and Adi Jr. waited at 

the hotel, but no one turned up. Meanwhile Jalbhai, Pendu and Raosaheb went out in search of a 

good boy or girl and brought a few, but none was approved. Rustom was summoned from Nasik to 

aid in the search, with Beheram’s help; Chanji contacted someone at the YMCA; Ghani was sent 

to Lonavla to look, but returned without anyone. 

Two young women were brought on the 25th as possible “spiritual aspirant” candidates to 

travel with Baba. Baba gave them this explanation about love: 

The aim of life is to realize God. How? By making the highest ideal of religion our 

conduct in life. This noble ideal is love. The way of love alone is the best and easiest path — to 

love only God and none besides Him. 

Material love is good, but it should be selfless and desireless. It should not have even a 

tinge of desire in it. Love should be absolutely devoid of lust, and it should be steadfast and 

unchanging. If you are in the mood, you will be after one man today, another tomorrow and a third 

the day after! This is not love; it is lust. Mind’s tendency is that it always hankers after change — 

from one thing to another, one person to another, one place to another. Have love for only one and 

one alone. 

The girls were not chosen, but they came back several times to meet Baba. The next day, 

they expressed their doubts about Baba’s divine state, and Baba urged them to voice them candidly. 

One asked, “Why do you state so often that people love you and so on?” 

Baba explained: 

Why shouldn’t I say so? What’s the harm in openly declaring the facts? Mansur said, 

“Anal Haq [I am God]”; Jesus said, “I and my Father are one”; Krishna said, “Ahm Brahmasmi.” 

Mansur was beheaded; Jesus was crucified; and Krishna’s words were misunderstood as vanity or 

self-praise. Yet, they all declared it openly to the world. I also say it. 

You two have an affinity for the spiritual path. As to doubts, let them come; as long as 

there is mind, there will be doubts. The mind always works that way, going one way and then 

another. It will be steady later on when you have some sort of conviction. This mandali of mine 

have been with me for years and are now prepared to cut their throat for me, for they have years of 

my sahavas and some conviction. You, too, will feel conviction one day, and then it will be all 

right. 

“Why is it that we had much faith before seeing you, and much less after seeing you?” 

It is always the case with those who have too much love and faith before seeing me that 

they get cold after seeing me till they have some conviction or till the faith is automatically restored 

in the natural course. Then, once restored, it won’t be shirked. 

You will have it one day because of your preparation. Don’t fear or worry. Remember, 

whether you think of me favorably or unfavorably, it is all the same to me. You are thinking of me 

either way. That is all I want. I see my own self in all, so how could I love the one who thinks 

favorably and hate the other who thinks unfavorably? All are equal in my eyes. So don’t worry. 

Favorably or otherwise, just think of me. 

“But, Baba, however much we try, other undesirable thoughts intrude.” 

Never mind. Let them come and go. At least do this much: For five minutes before 

retiring to bed, just try to think of me. Bring the image of my face before your eyes, and I will help 

you spiritually. 

 

Baba left Bombay for Baroda on Monday, 29 February 1932. From there, he traveled to 

Navsari on the 1st of March. It was a surprise visit. The Desai family had been wired only half an 

hour in advance that Baba was coming, and all were hurriedly making the necessary preparations, 

cleaning the house, cooking food, preparing sleeping accommodations. It was a chaotic scene. 

Sohrabji Desai rushed to the station to meet Baba just as his train arrived. Four tongas were 

hired to convey them to Sohrabji’s residence. When they arrived, Baba was received with reverent 



love by the entire family, all of whom were devoted to him. Mansari and Kaikobad Dastur were 

also present. 

Sohrabji was exultant and fell at Baba’s feet as he poured out his heart, “My life and my 

family’s lives have found fulfillment today. Every particle of this house, every sapling in its garden 

is vibrant with joy. A change in the wind of fortune has brought new life to us. Master, there is 

nothing in the world except your grace! By the support of your feet, we have gained everything. 

Lord, keep us always at your feet! May we breathe our last with your holy name on our lips. This 

is my only prayer.” Baba took Sohrabji in his arms and tears flowed from the old man’s eyes. The 

whole family was touched by the sight and each one’s eyes were tearful as they gazed into the 

depths of their own heart. 

Soon after they settled in, Baba asked Kaka to clip his fingernails for him. He then asked 

for nine buckets of water for a bath. Dressed in clean clothes, Baba came into the sitting room and 

asked Sohrabji’s niece Bapai, “How do I look?” 

“Very handsome,” she replied. 

“Because I get love from all,” Baba remarked. 

In the afternoon Baba visited Lunsikui a large park where the children of the city come to 

play cricket and have a snack from one of the many vendors serving different kinds of food. He 

then visited the port of Navsari. Later that day, Baba had a meeting with everyone in the Desai 

family. Like so many others in Navsari, Ader Ardeshir Desai had found out about the Master 

through Sohrabji, a distant relative. During Baba’s visit, Ader came to Sohrabji’s house with a 

young singer named Bachoobhai Jairam Soni, who sang a few bhajans. Bachoobhai was destined 

to become a lifelong lover of Meher Baba, as was Ader’s younger brother Keki. 

Baba left Navsari by train the next morning, 2 March 1932, for Bombay, where he arrived 

at 7:00 P.M. Coincidentally, the group met Homi Vajifdar, an old acquaintance, at the Dadar station. 

It was a touching scene when Vajifdar (the former cricket star who had stayed in Manzil-e-Meem) 

met Baba after seven years of separation. Baba once again stayed at Kaka’s sister’s home. He and 

the men went for an hour walk that night to Carnac Bridge (joining Crawford Market and Frere 

Road) and around the Bori Bunder area. They returned after having ice cream. 

Vajifdar came to Manekji’s the next evening with his family and invited Baba to his home. 

Jamshed Desai also came to pay his respects, Baba went to Vajifdar’s home for a dhansak lunch on 

the 4th, and left Bombay for Nasik with Kaka and Adi Sr. on Sunday, 6 March 1932. 

 

In Nasik, preparations were set in motion for Baba’s second trip to the West. Rustom and 

Chanji alone had accompanied Baba to the West on the first trip, but this time, twelve of the mandali 

were to accompany him. The men were divided into two groups of six each: One group was to 

proceed to China; the other, to England and America with Baba. Baba explained to those going to 

China that he would call them to America when he arrived there. 

The six going to China were Gustadji, Jalbhai, Pendu, Raosaheb, Rustom and Vishnu. In 

his own party, Baba was taking his two other brothers Adi Jr. and Beheram, Adi Sr., Chanji, Ghani 

and Kaka. (Although Adi Jr. was a minor of seventeen years old, to get him his own passport, Baba 

instructed him to write on his application that his birth date was 18 September 1912, making him 

over eighteen — the legal age to travel unaccompanied by an adult.) 

Baba laid down the following three conditions to be followed by both groups of men: 

1) Implicit obedience. 

2) Not to commit any immoral acts, in order to maintain the fine impression of love 

already created there [in the West]. 

3) Not to spoil Baba’s work there by being moody or by any undesirable action. 



Baba impressed upon the men not to touch any woman in an immoral way during the trip. 

To emphasize the seriousness of his order, he added, “If you touch any girl, it would be better if 

you commit suicide immediately!” 

Baba took a solemn promise from each of the twelve to obey these orders, and then had 

them prick their thumb and put their thumbprint in blood on an agreement which was drawn up to 

this effect. 

Adi Sr. remembered how strictly they were instructed before departing: 

Before we went to the West, we had many sessions with Baba on how to behave. It was a 

revolution for us in our minds and hearts to come to the West. It was peculiar and new in many 

ways, the atmosphere, the food, Baba's dealing with us. We, as young men, were told not to be too 

close to the young women and not too far — don't hurt their feelings, but don't become involved 

romantically. It was harder than if Baba had told us to turn our faces away! 

On Wednesday, 9 March 1932, Baba returned to Bombay, this time to Marker’s house 

opposite Chira Bazaar, which had been put at his disposal for the two weeks prior to his departure. 

But Baba did not approve it, so the mandali found Rander House on Dadysatt Road, Chowpatty, 

and Baba occupied it the next day. No visitors were permitted. 

Naturally, those in Bombay longed to have Baba’s darshan, and Baba brought up the topic 

on the 11th. Chanji voted in favor of allowing visitors to come during certain hours of the day, but 

he was out-voted. He recorded in his diary in frustration: 

Any selfless and sensible mandali would have expressed a keen interest and desire to 

allow others, who so eagerly wanted and waited to see Baba, to visit him … but here was a mandali 

so addicted to the taste of the new thing that Baba of late was graciously pleased to allow them 

[darshan being permitted by Baba] that they actually preferred keeping others out and tasting 

themselves of the prasad. It was absolutely unbelievable of Baba’s mandali to behave like this … 

They had had ample, more than enough of “food” from Baba during the years of their acquaintance 

and still selfishly wanted others to be away. [Those] poor, unfortunate, eager souls who so pitiably 

wanted Baba … What a shame! I was disgusted. 

Although Baba was not meeting outsiders, before going to the West he agreed to be 

interviewed. A 25-minute interview was given to James A. Mills, an American correspondent for 

the Associated Press, on Sunday, 20 March 1932, at 10:00 A.M.91 Mills’ article was carried in most 

major newspapers in America under the headline, Indian Seer Starts for American Tour. 

During his conversation, Mills told Baba, “Your followers attribute numerous miracles to 

you.” 

Baba spelled out in reply, “Anyone who becomes one with Truth can accomplish anything; 

but it is weakness to perform a miracle simply to show one’s spiritual powers. Christ, who made 

the blind to see and the deaf to hear, who restored the dead to life, did nothing to save himself from 

suffering the agony of the world. 

“The only miracle for the Perfect Man to perform is to make others perfect too. I want to 

make the Americans realize the infinite state which I myself enjoy.” 

 

 

On Thursday, 24 March 1932, at nine at night, Baba sailed from Bombay for England with 

his small group of six mandali, along with 800 other passengers, on the Italian ship Conte Rosso. 

The group going to China set off the same day from Colombo for Shanghai on the French ship 

Chenonceaux. This group was to be accommodated in Nanking, where Herbert Davy had arranged 

for their stay. 

 
91 Accompanying Mills was another AP reporter, J. Turner, who would be traveling on the same ship as 

Baba. 



Memo and Mani had come to Bombay to bid Baba farewell, but Baba’s father Bobo was 

indisposed. However, before Baba’s departure, he had stopped by the family’s house in Poona, 

where Sheriarji met his beloved Merog for what was to be their last time together. Seeing his son’s 

loving countenance comforted Bobo’s heart, leaving God’s Light burning brightly there. 

Approximately 150 of Baba’s lovers gave him a hearty and loving send-off on the docks at 

Ballard Pier. Waving farewell were Gulmai and her husband Khansaheb, Sarosh, Pudumjee, 

Vajifdar, Hilla, Jerbai, Sohrabji Desai and his family, Manchershaw and Alamai Katrak, the 

Dadachanji family, Banubai and Manekji Confectioner, the Jessawala family, Khorshed Namdar 

and her sister, Meherjee, Maneck Ranji, Sadashiv Patil, Minoo Kharas and other followers from 

Bombay, Poona and Nasik. It was quite a contrast to Baba’s voyage the year before, when Baba 

had sailed to the West quietly without informing anyone of his departure. 

K. J. Dastur was sent for, but he did not show up, as he was not included on this journey 

either and the fire of antagonism flared up even stronger in his heart. Before sending Rustom to 

England in 1928, Baba had asked Dastur to go initially, but at that time he refused. Now he wanted 

to go along with Baba. With his behavior being what it was, Baba was loathe to take him anywhere, 

and also kept him aloof from the rest of the mandali in Nasik. After this journey to the West, Dastur 

moved permanently from Nasik to Bombay, and gradually broke off his connection with Baba. 

Baba and Adi Sr. occupied a second class cabin (Number 107 initially, and then 116), 

Beheram and Adi Jr. another, and Chanji, Kaka and Ghani a third. There was an additional member 

of their group: Adi Jr. had met a 20-year-old Anglo-Indian girl named Eileen Nettleton, whose 

parents agreed, just before the group left, to let her accompany them. Eileen was a pretty, fair-

skinned girl with a charming personality, but on board, after Eileen failed to respond positively to 

Baba’s lengthy explanations about spirituality, Baba stated that she was not suitable. And this 

situation upset Baba’s mood from the very first day. Chanji, once again, became a convenient 

scapegoat. 

Summer was approaching in India and the days were hot aboard the ship. Baba played 

Ping-Pong twice a day with Eileen and the mandali. He wore his long hair loose while on deck 

taking a stroll. On occasion, they saw movies at night on the deck. For the most part, Baba remained 

in his cabin, taking his meals there with the steward’s permission. Although the mandali and 

especially Adi Sr. relished the Italian food, Baba ate very little of the cuisine, generally felt unwell, 

and considered going on a four-day fast before they landed. 

As usual, Baba preferred to remain unnoticed and in seclusion, and hence the very first 

order he gave the mandali was: “No interviews with anyone on board.” They were instructed not 

to tell anyone about him unless asked and in general to keep his identity undisclosed. In spite of all 

the observance of strict privacy, Baba’s personality was so powerful that he immediately impressed 

those who happened to cast a glance at him or casually pass by him. Almost all who saw him wanted 

to know who he was and insisted upon being told, though the mandali could not reveal much and 

had to be careful of what they said. 

Among those impressed by the sight of Baba was a Christian missionary, who asked for 

and was given literature about Baba. A young man proceeding to Oxford for study was particular 

to pay his respects to Baba whenever they passed. The ship’s Italian stewards, sailors, purser and 

other officers especially seemed to “scent” Baba’s presence, and they were all deferential toward 

him. They vied with one another to render assistance and tried to approach Baba on one pretense 

or another whenever an opportunity arose. As the voyage continued, in spite of trying to keep 

Baba’s identity a secret, he became known to most of the passengers, officers and crew, who looked 

at him with a sort of reverence which perhaps they themselves hardly understood or could explain. 

Baba told the mandali that because Eileen was not suitable for his work, he would have to 

change his plans. About his orders, he emphasized, “Be prepared to do anything willingly, 

unhesitatingly, and unquestioningly.” 



At sea, on Tuesday, 29 March 1932, after giving some instructions to the mandali, during 

the course of general conversation, Baba explained some of the aspects of his teachings and 

workings: 

I wish to establish a new school of thought suitable to both the East and the West. If you 

review my past activities, teachings and workings, you will find that they contain the elements of 

all religions in one way or another. They combine the teachings of all the great Prophets of the past 

— Jesus, Zoroaster, Buddha, Krishna, Moses and Muhammad. 

You will find in my teachings and activities both renunciation and involvement in the 

world and its affairs — sports and asceticism, vegetarianism and at times not, the wearing of 

modern and Western clothes in the West and the garb of the sanyasi [ascetic] in the East. 

Materialism and spirituality are both combined. I give the freedom to put on stylish Western 

clothes, and even allow mixing with women, but with the strict order not to touch them, under 

penalty of death, without asking [me] and so forth. 

I can influence both the East and West. Look at the recent rush and outburst of devotion 

in Navsari to see and be near me. The same sort of devotion and enthusiasm exists in the West to 

see me. They are actually counting the hours until we meet! 

Those who have already come in my contact, and been immensely influenced and 

impressed, are not monks or nuns who are out of touch with society and the world, but people who 

are well-placed in society with great status and influence, who have great charm and lead gay lives 

in cities like London and New York. 

[When we arrive in the West], just remember to be very alert and active, ready to respond 

to the slightest call to duty, whatever it may be. Be happy in all conditions, in all surroundings and 

circumstances. If you get good dishes [food] and have fine beds, be happy. If you have to fast and 

no bed to sleep in, still be happy. There is great work ahead, of which you have no idea. And you 

are the selected few chosen for my great work in the West, where people are so quick to judge, so 

clever and so sharp. 

Two days later on the 31st, Baba stated: 

There are three types of mandali: those who help, those who are a burden, and those who 

are a hindrance. 

Those who pick me up and carry me are the best helpers. The ones who may not be able 

to lift me up, but who give me their companionship, assist my work and also render much help. 

But the person who is unable to lift me up and is stubborn, refusing to allow me to lift 

him, is a burden. 

The obstructionist is the man who does not allow me to pick him up and who does not 

give me company, but on the contrary pulls my hand from behind, obstructing me and fighting with 

me when I try to lift him. 

Later that evening, at seven o’clock, Baba and the mandali went ashore at Port Said, Egypt, 

and had dinner at a restaurant in the city. Baba couldn’t eat much, due to a stomachache, and then 

the proprietor overcharged them. After some haggling, the bill was settled, but Baba was highly 

displeased by the incident. Baba then asked Chanji to bring a good boy. One was brought with the 

help of a guide, but Baba disapproved of him, and all returned to the boat at midnight. The Conte 

Rosso left Port Said at eight the following morning, 1 April 1932. 

Due to news releases by the Associated Press of the interview given in Bombay, Baba’s 

trip was widely publicized this time and many on board were anxious to meet him. A few persons 

knew about him, though Baba saw almost no one. He met only Professor Ernest E. Wood, 48, a 

noted British Sanskrit scholar working at the Theosophical Society in Madras, to whom Baba 

explained at length what he meant by spirituality.92 “Perfection includes both good and bad,” Baba 

said, “but is not touched by either. Perfection embraces both material and spiritual aspects, yet is 

beyond both.” 

 
92 Ernest Wood was a longtime associate of Anne Besant, Leadbeater and Krishnamurti, and wrote many 

books about Theosophy and later yoga. (In 1948, Paul Brunton wrote the introduction for one of Wood’s 

books on yoga.)  



Baba quickly came into public prominence by the newspapers referring to him as the Indian 
Messiah. The Fox-Hearst and Paramount Film companies wired Baba (through Malcolm Schloss 

on 31 March) for permission to film him on his arrival in Venice. Baba however, without 

explanation, did not send them a reply. When he disembarked at Venice on Monday, 4 April, he 

quietly left for the Hotel International, where Enid Corfe had arranged the group’s 

accommodations. 

During the voyage, the mandali had continued their efforts to inform Eileen about Baba. 

But by the time she began showing a bit more interest, Baba said it was of no use. She was a pure, 

innocent young woman, but a bit “dull” and not fit for his work. He decided to send Eileen back to 

Bombay from Venice. When Baba announced that she should go back, Adi Jr. spoke up for her, 

saying that he felt responsible. “What are you doing?” Adi asked Baba. “You promised her all sorts 

of things: ‘I will take you around the world,’ you said. From the first, her father was suspicious of 

the whole thing and her mother only agreed because she thought I was trustworthy. This is not 

proper; let her see something of Europe at least.” 

Adi spoke so strongly that Baba agreed in the end. “Where in Europe?” Baba asked. 

“At least Paris,” Adi replied. “Let her see Paris before you send her back.” 

So Chanji, who was managing the tickets on the tour, took Adi Jr. and Eileen to the Venice 

station and assured them that their train went directly to Paris without changing. Afterward, Adi Jr. 

narrated the following: 

The first near disaster I experienced was at the Milan railway station. It was a very large 

station. We were both cold and miserable. Eileen asked me to bring her a cup of coffee from the 

platform restaurant. I got down, but while I was getting the coffee, the train began to move and 

quickly left the station! I nearly died of heart failure. “My God! The girl’s on the train, she’s my 

responsibility,” I thought. “All the luggage is with her; my passport is there.” I had hardly any 

money with me. I couldn’t speak a word of Italian. The train was gone. I felt absolutely helpless. 

I sat down on the platform and began to cry. In despair, I said to Baba, “What are you 

doing to me? She’s in my charge and now she’s gone, along with the luggage and money. I'm 

stranded. I can’t speak Italian. Now whom should I approach?” 

After about ten or fifteen minutes of this hell, this agony, the train suddenly came back. 

The damn thing was just shunting to take off some compartment or carriage or the other! 

Later, we had to change trains three or four times in the middle of the bloody night. I was 

swearing at Chanji throughout. 

After showing her around Paris, Adi Jr. took Eileen by train to Marseilles, put her on a ship 

bound for India, and met up with Baba in London. Eileen Nettleton never saw Baba again. 

 

Meanwhile, back in Venice on Tuesday morning, 5 April 1932, Baba went sightseeing to 

St. Mark’s Square and toured a palace full of art, exquisitely carved furniture and fixtures and 

embroidered curtains.93 Back at the hotel, Beheram and Adi Sr. sang for Enid to the accompaniment 

of sitar and harmonium they had brought. Baba expertly beat out a rhythm on tablas. 

In the afternoon the group rode in the famous gondolas down the Grand Canal. Beheram, 

who often photographed Baba, had brought his camera and took a few snapshots. At night they 

went to see a Buster Keaton film. 

Baba left Venice for Milan by train on the morning of the 6th, and Enid accompanied the 

group. 

When the train stopped at the Milan station at midday, Mrs. Cunes of Genoa, who had met 

Baba the previous year, came to receive them with her son. She told Baba, “I shall never in my life 

forget this great day. I would not have missed this for anything in the world!” After a hurried ride 

 
93 This was most likely the Doge’s Palace. 



around the city in taxis, and to Enid’s office to pick up his mail, Baba and the mandali continued 

on by train at 3:40 that afternoon. 

They were met at Folkestone at midday on the 7th by Kitty, her brother Ernest, and 

Quentin.94 Baba suddenly changed his itinerary of continuing to London by train. The Paramount 

Film Company had arranged to film him at the Victoria Station, but to elude them, Baba proceeded 

by car to London with Adi Sr., Chanji and Beheram, where he stayed at the Davys’ house. Ghani, 

Kaka, and Ernest went by train. 

During the drive, Baba told Quentin, “You have much work to do for me in the future.” 

Quentin immediately asked, “Really? How soon?” 

Baba’s reply reassured him, “Very soon.” 

Taking a break, they stopped at a teashop along the way. Quentin took the opportunity to 

explain to Baba that friction had arisen between Meredith Starr and others over Baba’s staying in 

London rather than the East Challacombe retreat exclusively. Baba was definite. He would stay at 

“32” for seven days and at Kim Tolhurst’s for two days before going to the Devonshire Retreat in 

East Challacombe on the 17th. 

They reached London at seven that night and went straight to Russell Road. All the birds 

flew in. “Birds always flock where there is a beautiful and lovely park!” Age noted. “Music filled 

the air of this English garden as the birds gathered and began to sing the Beloved’s Song.” 

Kitty, Zilla, Margaret Craske, Delia and Kim stayed at the house, while others like Delia’s 

sister Minta, Margaret’s business partner Mabel Ryan, Margaret Starr’s brother Kenneth Ross, 

Charles Purdom, Tom Sharpley and Quentin were daily visitors. 

Delia brought Stephanie and Hal Haggard with their little son John to meet Baba. 

Stephanie, a classmate of Kitty’s and friend of Delia’s, said she had seen Baba in a dream when 

she was fourteen. She and her husband left deeply impressed. 

On the afternoon of Friday, 8 April 1932, Kitty, Margaret, Delia, Kim, Minta, Quentin and 

others staged skits for Baba in the downstairs hall. Margaret danced, and the others entertained 

Baba in various ways, doing their utmost to please him. Beheram played the sitar and Adi Sr. the 

harmonium. 

Despite Baba’s having avoided being filmed upon his arrival in London, the Paramount 

Film Company would not leave him alone, and eventually he acceded to their request for a filmed 

interview. A film of Baba was taken that evening from 5:00 to 6:00 P.M. in the garden of the Davys’ 

home. Baba wore a white robe, which had been sewn by his American lovers at Harmon and given 

to him during his visit there the past November. During the filming, Baba gave a message while 

Purdom sat next to him and pretended to read his dictation from the alphabet board.95 Purdom had 

to read it out three times. Again, Adi Sr. and Beheram played the harmonium and the sitar in the 

background. 

 

Meher Baba’s message for the Paramount Newsreel was as follows: 

My coming to the West is not with the object of establishing new creeds or spiritual 

societies and organizations, but it is intended to make people understand religion in its true sense. 

True religion consists in developing that attitude of mind, which would ultimately result in seeing 

one Infinite Existence prevailing throughout the universe; when one could live in the world and yet 

be not of it, and at the same time, be in harmony with everyone and everything; when one could 

 
94 According to newspaper accounts of his arrival, Baba’s entry into England was delayed, as “the New 

Messiah … had considerable difficulties with port authorities on account of his eight-year vow of silence.” 

(New York Times, 8 April 1932, pg. 7.) 
95 Baba’s message had been dictated in advance to Ghani. Purdom was not actually reading the alphabet 

board during the filming, but reading from Ghani’s draft. 



attend to all worldly duties and affairs, and yet feel completely detached from all their results; when 

one could see the same divinity in art and science, and experience the highest consciousness and 

indivisible bliss in everyday life. 

I see the structure of all the great and recognized religions and creeds of the world 

tottering. The West particularly is more inclined toward the material side of things, which has from 

untold ages brought in its wake wars, pestilence and financial crises. It should not be understood 

that I discard and hate materialism. I mean that materialism should not be considered an end in 

itself, but a means to the end. 

Organized efforts, such as the League of Nations, are being made to solve the world’s 

problems and bring about the millennium.96 In some parts of the West, particularly in America, 

intellectual understanding of Truth and Reality is attempted, but without the true spirit of religion. 

It is all like groping in the dark. 

I intend bringing together all religions and cults like beads on one string and revitalize 

them for individual and collective needs. This is my mission to the West. The peace and harmony 

that I shall talk of and that will settle on the face of this worried world is not far off. 

Baba’s message was publicized in all corners of the world through the Paramount 

Newsreel. As it was shown in movie theaters, many people came to know about him.97 

The next day, Purdom confessed to Baba, “After meeting you, I have become a completely 

different person. I watch myself behaving politely to others with whom, under ordinary 

circumstances, I might have gone into a rage and said unpleasant things. It is quite a new experience 

for me, and it seems to have happened automatically after being with you.” 

Baba replied, “I have always been with you, all the while since you first met me last year. 

You will work for me. You have close, deep connections with me and, for that reason, you were 

the only person with me when the film was being taken last evening.”98 

 

During this visit, the newspapers were having a field day, printing articles daily about the 

Indian Messiah. Some sent reporters to interview and photograph him.99 

James Douglas, 64, a well-known writer and editor of the London Sunday Express 
(specializing in religious articles) and a friend of Purdom, prepared a lengthy questionnaire 

containing many “trick” questions meant to test Baba. He thought: “It would be much better to 

approach Meher Baba without prior intimation, as he will thereby be caught off guard and unable 

to prepare answers to my questions. I will expose him to the public, so that they may not be 

entrapped, and will be cautious of other so-called Indian mystics!” 

He therefore appeared at Russell Road on Saturday, 9 April 1932 quite unexpectedly. Baba 

was on the first floor and was about to go out to visit the poorer sections of London. The trip was 

arranged already and cars were waiting. Baba wore English clothes when going out, but he would 

wear his Indian attire of a sadra and cotton pants at the Davys’ home. 

James Douglas was met at the door and told that Baba was about to leave the house. He 

was requested to make an appointment and to come back the next day. But Douglas said, “I only 

want to see him for a minute.” 

 
96 The millennium is a New Testament reference to a period of a thousand years  during which Christ 

will reign on earth and righteousness and happiness will prevail. 
97 The mandali were informed that Paramount planned to screen the newsreel in 500 cinemas in England 

and more than 3000 in America. The first showing was in London on 14 September 1932.  

98 Baba’s sign for Charles Purdom was his hand to his chin, which was also his gesture for a rishi or wise 

man. 

99 Among the British newspapers that printed articles and photographs of Baba were: The Star, The Daily 

Mirror, The Daily Mail, The Daily Herald, The Evening Standard, The Manchester Guardian. 



Baba was informed and, surprisingly, he consented to see the reporter. Baba removed his 

trousers and sat in his room in a dressing gown and a blue silk scarf around his neck. When Douglas 

came up, he stood on the threshold, looking here and there. Chanji was with Baba to read the 

alphabet board and invited Douglas to enter. Something overcame Douglas. He seemed startled. 

With difficulty, he stepped inside toward Baba. He later related that it was as if an electric shock 

had penetrated his body. He was sweating and frequently wiped his brow. It was quite chilly at the 

time and strange to see someone perspiring. 

Chanji invited him inside again. Douglas tried to speak, but his lips only quivered slightly. 

He continued to try, and finally, wiping his forehead with a handkerchief, managed to ask, “What 

is happening to me? Can you tell me?” 

Baba waved Douglas to a chair and said with a smile, “Don’t be afraid. Come nearer and 

sit down.” One smile from the Sun had Douglas into tremors and the man forgot himself. 

He blurted out, “I feel a tremendous power here! Would you please tell me what is 

happening to me? From where is this power emanating and flowing?” 

Baba again gestured for him to be seated in the chair before him, and James repeated, 

“What is happening to me? Won’t you tell me?” 

Baba responded with a grin, “I will show you later. Just be seated and tell me if you wish 

to ask anything. I will explain everything to you, but first let me know why you have come.” 

“I have come to have a long talk with you,” he said, “and want clarification about some 

questions. But what is happening to me?” 

“Don’t be afraid,” Baba spelled out to him. “Whatever you have to ask, you may do so 

without fear.” 

James Douglas felt comforted at these loving words from Baba and sat down. Then, after 

a few moments to settle himself, the interview began: 

Douglas asked Baba, “Your birth name, please?” 

“Merwan Sheriar Irani.” 

Douglas told Chanji, “Please don’t read the board. Let me read it. I want to know directly 

what Baba has to say.” 

“Gladly,” Chanji said and stepped out of the way. 

Douglas tried to read the alphabet board. Baba moved his fingers slowly and pointed to 

each letter, spelling out “M. S. Irani.” 

“There is some confusion,” said Douglas. 

Chanji smilingly replied, “What is so confusing? Baba is spelling out his name ‘M. S. 

Irani’ on the board. Why are you suspicious?” 

“Let me try again,” he said. 

Baba again repeated his name on the board, but the man could not read it. He stood up 

and moved behind Baba to try again, but he could not. Chanji again spoke out, “M. S. Irani.” 

Douglas said to Baba, “Please spell out some other sentence and let me read it.” 

Baba spelled, “My name is ...” Except for “my,” the man’s mind further failed to make 

anything out! 

Chanji repeated from a distance, “My name is ...” 

“How could you read his board from such a distance?” Douglas asked. 

“I have practice,” Chanji answered. 

Douglas went and stood over by Chanji and tried again to read the alphabet board, but 

again failed. 

Baba was very patiently moving his finger on the board to enable Douglas to read it, but 

as several minutes had passed, he now indicated to him, “Now, come to the point without wasting 

any more time on reading the board. There is only a little time left.” 

Douglas asked, “What is your caste?” 

“I am an Irani.” 

“Where were you born?” 

“In Poona.” 

“That means in India. How could you be an Irani?” 

“My parents are Persians.” 



“Are you a Zoroastrian?” 

“I was born to Zoroastrian parents.” 

“Which religion is considered highest today?” 

“I consider all religions equal, as they are all different paths to realize the one God!” 

“What’s your opinion about the Christian religion?” 

“Christ was a great soul who had realized God. So the religion derived from such a 

Divine Being must be great.” 

“What religion do you believe in?” 

“I am beyond caste and religion. All religions belong to me, but I have no special 

relationship with any caste, community or religion. I am one with God, and God is in everyone and 

everything.” 

“Are you a Mahatma?” 

“What is the meaning of Mahatma? Tell me who is called a Mahatma? He who knows the 

Soul, the Truth, is called a Mahatma. I know the Truth; I have experience of the Truth. As you 

know and have experience of the city of London from being a resident of it over many years; so 

also, one who has not seen London, but wants to know it, will have to do so indirectly through a 

medium. But you live in London and have experience of it and know it well. For that, you do not 

have to resort to any outside means or medium. Do you follow me?” 

“Very well. Do you know Gandhi?” 

“Yes, we met on board the Rajputana.” 

“Are you interested in politics?” 

“I do not concern myself with any ethics or science, and so, also not with politics either, 

because in Self-knowledge, everything is included. He who has gained Self-knowledge has gained 

everything.” 

“What do you think of Gandhi?” 

“He is a good soul and a profound student of the Gita, an aspirant for Self-knowledge.” 

“Are you a Divine Being?” 

“I am merged in God in the way in which Buddha, Christ and Krishna were merged in 

and had become one with God. In the same way, I live in God. As they knew God, so have I known 

Him! You yourself, and others, can know God in the same way and become one with Him!” 

Douglas again wiped his face. His questions were being answered so quickly, and the 

answers were so concise and sharp-witted, he was stunned. After a while, Douglas continued: 

“Is there evil in the world?” 

“No, there is nothing like evil,” Baba spelled out. 

Douglas was momentarily astounded and asked, “What do you mean?” 

“There is nothing else except bliss everywhere.” 

Douglas excitedly rose to his feet and began asking questions. “How could that be?” 

“In Reality, that is the case,” Baba assured him. 

Regaining his composure, Douglas sat down and took out another questionnaire. “Then 

how do you explain the thousand and one evils in the world such as theft, murder, rape, treachery, 

dishonesty, immorality, torture? Can these wickednesses not be considered as evils?” 

“Not necessarily.” 

“Then what do you call them? What are these to be considered?” 

“They are more or less of a degree of good itself.” 

Douglas was struck by this idea and put his hand on his forehead. He had gotten up again, 

and he slowly sat down and said, “Oh, God! How wonderful! Why couldn’t the poets and 

metaphysicians have explained it in such a straightforward and intelligible manner?” He sat 

thinking for a while. 

Baba added, “As I have said, there is nothing but bliss in the world. What the world calls 

evil is an extremely lower aspect of good.” 

“Of course, of course,” Douglas declared. “How easy! Why people cannot understand 

such a simple thing is surprising! Could you enlighten us as to when the world will understand this 

simple truth?” 

“When its angle of vision has changed.” 

“But when?” Douglas asked. 

“It is going on internally,” Baba spelled out. 

“Thank God! What do you say about the delicate and dangerous situation the world is 

facing? The world’s financial condition today is such that countries are ready to strangle one 

another! Restlessness is everywhere. When will this calamitous period end? When will this 

situation improve?” 

“Not until there is a change of heart.” 



“A change of heart? What a sovereign remedy! But when will the heart change?” 

“It will start after about a year.” 

“Christ took three years to complete his work. How long will it be for you to complete 

your work?” 

“Thirty-three years.” 

“What is your secret message or special advice?” 

“The elimination of the ego.” 

Amazed, James went out to consult with his friend Sir Denison Ross who had 

accompanied him and was waiting downstairs.100 

Returning, he said he had not yet begun to ask the questions he had really meant to ask. 

But before that, he again asked, “What is the mysterious power in this room, and from where is it 

emanating?” 

“First, finish your questions,” Baba said. “I will answer your query at the end.” 

“May I ask you another question?” 

“Very willingly.” 

“You want to bring about the salvation of the world. Is there any Bible, Koran, or any 

other book, for which ...” 

Baba interrupted, “I give counsel, and people take me for a Master. But I do not attach 

any importance to book knowledge or to learning because I awaken the divinity hidden within 

[each one].” 

“Do you believe in Buddha and his eight principles, and in that ...” 

Again before he could finish, Baba replied, “Yes, any religion is a step on the path of 

progress toward Self-knowledge. You want to ask about Christ and Krishna, and the answer is the 

same.” 

This made Douglas stand up in surprise, and he gazed at Baba. Baba motioned to him to 

take his seat and to continue with his questions. 

“Which God do you believe in? Of the Christians or …” 

“God is only one for all!” 

“Which religion is closest to your accepted religion? That is, which religion is worthy of 

being accepted?” 

“All religions are of God and, therefore, all are one.” 

“Is there a future life after this?” Douglas then asked. 

Baba spelled out, “Yes, but only for the body. The soul is one. It never dies. It goes on 

taking one body after another, birth after birth. Unless it becomes one with God, it goes on taking 

rebirth.” 

“Is that nirvana?” 

“Yes, but not at the cost of the soul’s most pristine existence.” 

Douglas was about to ask something else when Baba stopped him, explaining, “The 

essence of existence of the soul is everlasting, and this Eternal Existence is one with God. Do not 

mistake this Eternal Existence, which is the soul, with the mind or the intellect. The soul makes the 

intellect work, but nothing controls the soul. The soul is absolutely independent. Intellect depends 

on the soul, but the soul is totally independent. Intellect is the instrument of the soul. That is, it is a 

means to attain the Original, Eternal Existence and to experience it. Love, service, devotion and 

dedication make a person know God.” 

“From where did you acquire this knowledge? Before a question enters my mind, you 

know it!” 

“All this I can understand quite easily.” 

“You did not answer my last question. How do you understand and know all this?” 

Baba smiled. “Because I am one with Eternal Existence.” 

“What is your mission?” Douglas asked. 

“To bring about a spiritual regeneration of mankind — of all, the East and the West,” 

Baba spelled out. 

“Have you the confidence to do that, especially in the West?” 

“With as much confidence as that which you possess in thinking you are now talking to 

me and believing that you are doing so! In truth, with this objective [the spiritual regeneration of 

mankind] I have taken this birth. This is the purpose of my taking human form.” 

“Who has appointed you to be the benefactor of mankind? Who has sent you?” 

“I know it and it is my life.” 

 
100 Edward Denison Ross, a Persian and Arabic scholar, was the first director of the London School of 

Oriental Studies. 



Douglas was confused and found Baba’s words incredible. Baba soothed him by lovingly 

stroking his back. Then he took the man’s hand in his own and their eyes met. Both were quiet for 

a moment. Looking at him, Baba smiled, then Douglas exclaimed: 

“Are you always like this — in bliss?” 

“I enjoy eternal bliss. It is my constant life and existence.” 

“Why do I not enjoy that bliss?” 

“Because in this illusion, you are not free of your ego and so cannot enjoy such bliss. For 

this reason, due to ignorance, the world is miserable. In truth, nothing exists on all four sides except 

bliss.” 

“Who is God? What is He? Is He a person or a power?” 

“God is both in form and without form. He resides in every being and pervades every 

thing. In every aspect of life — in art, in literature, in beauty — He is!” 

Hearing this, Douglas was about to ask Baba something, but Baba prevented him, 

indicating that he should first listen to what Baba wanted to say. Continuing, Baba spelled out, 

“From all this, you should not take it that I am a pantheist. This is not my opinion. In reality, I 

know everything through experience. You will understand all this when you know God. The 

highest experience is to know Oneself. It is the supreme experience. It means to be one with God!” 

“Are you married?” Douglas then asked. 

“I am beyond sex,” Baba spelled out. “There is no difference for me between a male and 

a female.” 

“How many hours do you sleep at night?” 

“Three.” 

“What are your plans after this?” 

“I will proceed to America after a short stay at the Devonshire ashram.” 

“Would you now answer my first question and put an end to my anxiety?” 

Smiling, Baba gestured to Chanji to tell Douglas, “You are very lucky.” 

“It is your kindness.” 

Douglas rose to leave and again asked, “The answer to my first question: What is the reason 

for the power permeating this room? Where does it come from?” 

“It is due to my presence.” 

James Douglas took Baba’s hand in his and then pressed it to his eyes, and Baba blessed 

him. “I melted under his enchantment in spite of my caution,” he later wrote. His heart was full of 

Baba’s love, and after a respectful bow, he left. His “one-minute” meeting had stretched to a full 

hour. The next day, James Douglas published the entire interview on the front page of the London 

Sunday Express. It had a great impact on many readers and numerous people found out about Meher 

Baba from it. 

Later on the 9th, Baba went for a drive around the park, and that night to the Q Theater to 

see Minta in a play. Adi Jr. arrived from Paris that same night, quite exhausted. 

 

On Sunday, 10 April 1932, Kitty Davy arranged a children’s party in the afternoon in her 

backyard. There were balloons and cake. Baba came and cut the cake, put on a party hat, distributed 

toys, played with the children and amused them all. The eight or so children also had fun playing 

tiddlywinks with Baba sitting on the floor among them. After tea in the drawing room, a man came 

and entertained them by playing a saw and a ukulele. Baba and the mandali played Indian music. 

One six-year-old boy named John was becoming a nuisance and Baba was asked if he should be 

removed from the room. Baba replied, “No, leave him alone. It is only his surplus energy. He is 

very near to me and I have work for him to do later.” 

The party ended at six o’clock. In the evening Baba was driven to Hampton Court to see 

the palace of King Henry VIII. 

The next day this article appeared in the Daily Herald: 

Baba’s Children’s Party — Tiddlywinks With His Ten Disciples 

Revered by many as the Messiah, Shri Meher Baba, the Indian mystic, gave a children’s 

party in his bed-sitting-room in South Kensington yesterday. 



He is on his way to the United States, where he will break his seven years’ silence and 

deliver his message which, he believes, will cause a great “religious upheaval.” 

Shri Meher Baba, the “God-like,” sat on the floor of his room yesterday, playing 

tiddlywinks with ten little English children. He spoke no word, though he laughed delightedly again 

and again. His little black board, with its white alphabet, on which he spells out what his vow 

forbids him to say, lay beside him. Nearby was a great bran pie, over which he was soon to preside 

and in another corner a bunch of colored balloons. 

The little children, sons and daughters of his English disciples, loved it all. So did Shri 

Meher Baba. His delicate fingers flipped the bright discs from cup to cup; his liquid, rather lovely 

eyes gleamed with pleasure. 

When I saw Baba at South Kensington he made room for me on his sofa. Some dry toast 

and some tomato sauce lay on a table, the remains of breakfast. 

“The orthodox say you are a bad man. You ruined young boys by getting them to live in 

caves, and let birds attack them,” I told him. 

He broke into a loud chuckle. Not just a movement of face or lip. His whole mind was 

laughing. 

“D R S L S,” he flicked out on his board. He uses a queer shorthand. “Dear souls,” 

translated a disciple, “they do not understand, I have my work to do, and I will do it.” 

 

On the afternoon of the 11th, Baba went to the studio of the sculptor Edward Merrett to 

have a sitting from 2:00 to 3:00 P.M. This was the first time that Meher Baba had ever permitted 

any sculptor to depict him. Merrett made some rough carvings; two days later, Baba was to return 

for a final sitting. That evening, Baba and the group went to the Lyric Theater in Hammersmith to 

see an entertaining play Derby Day (in which Minta had a small role).101 

After Baba had left America in 1931, Malcolm had sent the young Indian Theosophist guru 

Krishnamurti several press clippings about Baba’s visit, suggesting that he write directly to Baba 

in India. Krishnamurti replied from Ojai, California, on 18 March 1932: 

It is very good of you to have sent me newspaper clippings regarding Meher Baba. I do 

not see how I can write to him as I have nothing to say to him, but I hope I shall meet him 

sometime, either in India or in Europe. I hope you understand that it is not rudeness on my part not 

to correspond with him, but I really have nothing to say. After meeting in person, perhaps we can 

correspond with each other. 

Henry James Forman (a reporter for the New York Times who had met Baba in New York 

City the previous November) was enlisted to help publicize Baba’s cause, but he expressed his 

opinion that Baba should not be referred to in print as the Avatar, Messiah or a God-Man. Malcolm 

strongly disagreed. In a letter to Forman, Malcolm wrote: “This is just what we must do, for that is 

what [Baba] is. We are not dealing with a Hindu yogi or pundit. We are dealing with the Lord of 

the Universe, and the sooner we recognize it, the better for us.”102 

To Frederick L. Collins, a writer, whose services Malcolm was attempting to secure as a 

press representative, he wrote: 

After all, if you had been the editor of Jerusalem’s largest weekly at the time John 

baptized Jesus in the waters of the Jordan, what would you have given for an advance statement 

from Jesus regarding his approaching period of public manifestation? 

There is a parallel between that and Shri Meher Baba’s sailing for America on the 24th of 

March … 

 

 
101 Quentin was the choreographer for Derby Day. 
102 A widely circulated article about Meher Baba by Henry J. Forman appeared in The New York Times on 24 April 

1932. 

 



Baba and the mandali went to the home of Maud Foulds on the evening of 12 April 1932 

accompanied by Kitty. An ardent seeker, Mrs. Foulds was also eager to arrange a meeting between 

Baba and Krishnamurti. “Krishnamurti would like very much to meet you,” she had informed Baba 

when she met him at Kitty’s on the 9th. 

Baba once related to Norina: “Krishnamurti possesses great possibilities within himself. 

He is on the right path, but he will not fulfill himself or become truly great as long as he does not 

come to visit me.” No meeting, however, ever took place. 

When Baba was sitting for the final session with the sculptor Edward Merrett on 

Wednesday, 13 April 1932, a newspaper reporter came to watch and asked Baba: 

“It is said that a woman is a drag on man in his attainment of divine grace. All the saints 

...” 

Baba interrupted, spelling out, “Ah, no. A woman can play an important part in the 

development of divine grace. She is man’s equal. So long as she is true to herself, all will be well. 

But once she surrenders to her surroundings, the function of marriage fails. It is then you have 

divorces.” 

“Then what about the vow of celibacy which the saints undertook?” the reporter asked. 

“It is unimportant. Some men marry, others remain single; but a man is not more 

backward spiritually because he has married. A woman by her love can inspire him to know the 

Truth. But she must develop love and not lust. This is the key to happiness.” 

The conversation was disturbing Edward Merrett’s work, who interrupted and said, “Please 

look up, Baba.” This abruptly stopped the interview from continuing. At that time, Merrett asked 

if he could make a plaster mold of Baba’s right hand, to which Baba agreed.103 

That night, Baba again saw White Horse Inn at the London Coliseum, which he had seen 

on his previous trip to London the year before. Afterwards, Minta and a friend Ayala Bentovim 

(whom Minta had brought to meet Baba on the 9th) sat by Baba until 2:00 A.M. 

Kaka Baria did not know English and had entreated Baba not to leave him alone with the 

Westerners who badgered him with questions about Baba. Once when Baba was having a private 

interview with someone, Kaka was waiting outside the room. Seeing one of Baba’s mandali, several 

Western women approached Kaka and besieged him with one question after another. Not following 

what was being said, Kaka was at a total loss and could only think to close his eyes! Thinking that 

he was meditating, the new lovers were all the more impressed and stood surrounding Kaka. 

One whispered, “There is some yogic power in him ... He must be advanced!” Kaka was 

sweating from being put in such a very uncomfortable position. Meanwhile the new lovers were 

waiting to see when he would come out of his “samadhi.” They praised Kaka — while internally 

he was swearing at them! How long could he stand there like a statue? Fortunately, after some 

minutes, Baba called him and he went inside. The naïve Westerners were thoroughly impressed, 

but poor Kaka was bewildered. 

The next day, to escape any questions, Kaka and Beheram closeted themselves in a room 

and looked out through the window to make sure everyone had left before they ventured out. 

During Dick and Audrey Ince’s private interview with Baba the topic of celibacy came 

up.104 Meredith had told the Inces that sex was only for the procreation of children, and they were 

 

103 The bust Merrett made of Baba was sent to India at the beginning of 1934, but later broke. Copies of the 

cast of Meher Baba’s right hand made by Edward Merrett were later made and distributed among his 

lovers. One copy, sent by Will and Mary Backett, was received at Meherazad in January 1962. Baba held 

and admired the cast, and it was kept in the sitting room of the main house. 

104 Richard Basil Ince, 49, was the author of books on Joan of Arc and Martin Luther, among others. (A 

later book on Francis Bacon was dedicated to Meredith Starr.) 



never to have sexual intercourse, despite being married. They followed this advice for some time, 

but the marriage was breaking up because of it. When they told Baba, he refuted Meredith’s claim 

and told them that when married, one should lead a normal married life. 

Kim, on the other hand, was no longer in love with her husband (who wished her to 

discontinue her relationship with Baba) and found sex not what it should be. She told Baba who 

said, “You are already a saint.” Years later, Kim explained what Baba’s words meant to her: 

As a little girl, I had always wanted to be a saint and hoped that I might one day be one. 

There was tremendous pride in me, and the answer that Baba gave broke that in a way. Baba had a 

very mysterious way in which he would feed what needed to be broken in you. If you went to him 

and said this, that or the other, he would say, “Right, go ahead and do it.” And by doing the thing 

you most wanted to do or thinking the thing you most wanted to think, you would find that it was 

utterly mistaken, and you had to get way, way beyond it into something entirely different. I found 

out later how utterly right Baba was. I had to live through life — become a real woman. 

Concerning people’s attitude about Meher Baba at the time, Kim further explained: 

Baba was utter purity. Other people didn’t really understand the kind of love it was we 

had for him. I can remember my husband saying to me before we [Kimco] set off for Paris [the 

previous December], “Are you sure it’s going to be all right?” I said, “Look, if Baba showed in any 

way that he was not what I thought he was, I would have been so heartbroken I think I would have 

killed myself.” To me, he was utter purity. If there had been any sign of any indecency (which of 

course there never was), I would have died of grief. To me, he was as the Christ must have been to 

the Magdalene — love and compassion and absolute purity. 

 

Baba visited Charles Purdom’s office on Wednesday, 13 April 1932 and instructed him to 

write his biography, later titled The Perfect Master. 

Later Baba, the mandali and Kimco drove to Kim’s parent’s country estate, Penbury Grove, 

in the village of Penn, near High Wycombe, in Buckinghamshire. Baba was in a happy mood. All 

joined in a game of soccer (Baba’s side always won) and then foot-races. They had a lovely tea in 

the ballroom, where the gardener had built a fire in the fireplace. Afterwards, Baba suggested a 

game of Hide-and-Seek in the big house. He hid and they had to find him, which proved to be great 

fun. Baba liked the place very much, and remarked, “I intend to make this one of my centers in 

England. With me here, it will be heaven on earth!”105 

A couple in their late-fifties, Will and Mary Backett, had first heard of Meher Baba in 1931 

from Meredith, but had not met Baba on his first visit to England. Both had been initiated into 

Sufism by Inayat Khan during the 1920s and followed him until his death in 1927.106 The Backetts 

were now eager to meet Baba and had their first opportunity of doing so during this visit to London. 

Meredith introduced them to Baba at the Davys’ home. Will had brought some grapes for Baba 

and, when Meredith told Baba that Will suffered from poor health, Baba plucked one of the grapes 

and handed it back for him to eat, assuring him that his health would improve. 

Will once recalled that first meeting: 

 
105 Built in the early 1900s by Kim’s American father, a wealthy engineer, the house featured 15 bedrooms 

and five bathrooms, on 53 acres of land. It later became a boarding school, first for girls and then for 

handicapped children.  

106 Inayat Khan (1882–1927) was a fifth-plane Sufi Master who in 1910 traveled from India to England and 

America to initiate Sufism in those countries. Besides being a genuine Sufi teacher, he was also a musician 

and singer. The school of thought that Inayat Khan eventually founded in America was later placed under 

Meher Baba’s guidance and renamed Sufism Reoriented. 



Looking back, I see Baba again, seated so quietly on a settee that at first it might appear 

to the casual observer that he lacked energy. Yet there was something compelling in his posture, for 

the picture which stands out like a cameo in my mind is of him being pure, untrammeled by the 

world, completely poised, like a bird arrested momentarily in flight in a world that reflects not the 

like anywhere. 

Mary, too, was irresistibly drawn to the Master and once recollected: 

As we entered the room, Baba sprang up with the agility, power and grace that 

characterize all his movements and quickly came forward. He then beckoned for me to sit beside 

him and took my hand with such a gentle touch. Immediately, I felt a great upliftment of 

consciousness such as I had never experienced before with anyone. I had been searching and 

reading deeply for many years, and knew that I had now found the Master and that the long search 

was over. 

Baba gave me more, far more in the space of three minutes than I had gained in 30 years 

of earnest seeking, or through others, because I experienced the tangible, definite gift of grace and 

divine love that he bestowed, whereas others could only talk about it. I knew who Baba was. 

Will and Mary became regular visitors at Russell Road, and also saw Baba at Margaret 

Craske’s apartment, where Baba went for tea one evening. The Backetts became Baba’s deeply 

devoted disciples from then onward, and Baba would lovingly refer to them as Wilmar and later as 

“his archangels.” 

 

Kitty was occupied from morning to evening with the arrangements for Baba’s stay, 

overseeing the cooking and the many other details involved. Baba would eat alone in his room 

upstairs. Then, coming downstairs, he would sit by the fireplace and watch the others eat together. 

Adi Jr., Adi Sr. and Beheram’s musical performances were a daily affair, and in between the songs 

Baba would explain different spiritual matters to the devotees. Kitty’s parents John and Helena had 

vacated the house so there would be room for Baba and the six men mandali, and Helena’s friend, 

Mrs. Guerrier, was asked to be present to act as a chaperone. 

Although Kitty’s parents were not staying in the house, both had the opportunity to see 

Baba during his visit. Helena once confessed to Baba that she felt “wicked,” as she occasionally 

enjoyed a game of cards and played for money. Baba silently laughed and gestured, “I like you. 

You are so honest,” and indicated to her that she could go on playing cards if she liked. Helena was 

fortunate to spend this time with Baba, as she died the following September. 

Kitty’s father John would talk to Baba about cricket and Ping-Pong. At the mention of 

Ping-Pong, the group arranged for a table, and Baba played with them on occasion, usually without 

keeping score. 

At other times, they simply sat in silence. As Kim recalled, “I can remember one or two 

occasions where Baba was seated and we were all sitting around him in perfect silence. There was 

such a flow of love; it was almost as if the air were vibrating. You could almost touch it. Wonderful, 

wonderful times!” 

Age noted, “It is beyond words to describe the Beloved’s wine. Only the hearts of the 

imbibers know it. The birds drank and drank this wine, and their song became full of its sweetness. 

Many came this time to see Baba and had the opportunity to listen to the echo of his Song.” 

 

On Friday, 15 April 1932, Paramount Film Studio sent two cars to bring Baba and his group 

to Willesden to see the film that was taken of him dictating from the alphabet board and being read 

out by Purdom. Other companies expressed interest in filming Baba, but he did not agree to it. After 

watching the newsreel, Baba sent word to the manager that he was pleased with the results. 

When they were about to leave, the manager approached Baba and said, “It would have 

been good if Mahatma Gandhi was here with you in the film, but Gandhi did not want himself 

filmed when he was in England. He is averse to all that is modern.” 



Baba replied to the man, “Modern or ancient, there is always one Infinite Existence 

prevailing everywhere — in the arts, in science, in beauty, in nature — in every phase of life.” 

Baba and the group then visited the London Zoo for half an hour, and the British Museum, 

also, but for just fifteen minutes. While in London, Baba also visited Kew Gardens (for a picnic 

lunch), rode on the London subways and went to plays or films in the evenings. 

Lunch of Indian food was arranged that day at the Anglo-Ceylon Restaurant at 47 Gerrard 

St. Baba also visited the American Consulate on the 15th where a visa was issued for his trip to 

America. 

Baba and the group stayed at Kim and Desmond Tolhurst’s house (at 15 Compayne 

Gardens, Hampstead) in the evening. Baba was to stay overnight at the Tolhursts’ house with Zilla, 

Kitty, Adi Jr. and another of the mandali. Since Kim did not know how to cook Indian food, she 

asked Krishna Veer, the proprietor of the Kohinoor restaurant, to supply food for Baba and the 

mandali, though she woke up at 5:00 A.M. to make special strong tea for Baba, which he enjoyed, 

along with a cheese that had traces of mustard.  

 

England, 1932 

 

 

Detailed plans had been arranged for Baba’s stay at the Devonshire Retreat. Meredith came 

to see Baba on Saturday, 16 April 1932 at six o’clock in the morning, returning to Devonshire at 

11. Adi Jr., Beheram, Chanji, Kaka, and Ghani were sent ahead to Devonshire that afternoon at 

three. In the evening Baba went to see a comic film, A Night Like This, featuring Ralph Lynn. 

Baba left for the retreat the next day at 6:30 in the morning accompanied by Adi Sr., Kitty, 

Zilla, Kim, Delia and Margaret. Before the other mandali departed, Baba had ordered them to put 

up with whatever Meredith said or did, and warned them not to create a disturbance on any account. 

The mandali no sooner had set foot in the Devonshire house when they eyed a notice posted on the 

wall of a planned schedule for Baba, themselves and the others. Baba’s program was chalked out 

from 6:00 A.M. to late in the night, and each of the mandali was ordered to meditate in his room. 

For the other visitors, a regimen of silence and meditation had been drawn up. Much to their 

discomfort, according to Baba’s wish, the mandali kept their opinions to themselves and began 

following Meredith’s program. 

When the mandali settled in, Meredith instructed them not to come with him when he went 

to receive Baba, but to keep at a distance. Reporters and photographers were waiting at the retreat 

for Baba’s arrival, and Meredith did not want anyone other than himself to be given prominence, 

trying to impress others that even Meher Baba’s Eastern disciples were under his instructions. But 

when Meredith was occupied in planning all this, Baba appeared at 3:20 p.m., much earlier than 

expected, thus ruining Meredith’s plans. 

Minta received Baba, and Kenneth Ross enthusiastically played his bagpipes to welcome 

the Avatar of the Age. Asked if Baba would give any message on his arrival in Devonshire, Baba 

told the reporters, dictating from his alphabet board: 

Coming to the retreat is like coming home. Here spirituality is made practical. I find the 

atmosphere and training here result in ideals being realized. Head and heart must go together. 



Physical, mental and spiritual equilibrium must be achieved to ensure permanent results. For the 

present crisis to pass away and matters to become normal again, the West must understand the 

importance of spiritual development and must realize divinity in every phase of life — in art, 

science and the daily routine. 

That infinite consciousness must be expanded; then only, there can be peace in the real 

sense of the word. But if, as at present, only the material aspects continue to be stressed, then there 

will be still greater discord, which will cause untold suffering. 

Some of the others were sitting quietly in the hall observing silence. Baba suddenly entered 

the hall and began pacing back and forth, breaking up the boredom of those assembled there. Their 

hearts were gladdened by the breeze of love that swept into the room, and their eyes teared up with 

joy. 

As the Ilfracombe Chronicle reported: 

After being photographed on the terrace the whole party went indoors, many devotees of 

the sect rushing to Baba and holding his hands. He was obviously delighted at the magnanimity of 

the welcome accorded him, for he smiled and clasped all by the hand. 

His long, black tresses (reaching his shoulders) streamed in the northeasterly wind. He 

has a most impressive, kindly and cultured visage. His looks would command in anyone, except the 

ignorant, more than a little respect.107 

One thing that struck our representative was the obvious sincerity and kindness of all the 

people staying in the retreat. 

Baba directed Kitty to return to London with Zilla and come back to East Challacombe the 

following evening. Quentin and Mabel arrived the next day also. Ann Powell was another visitor. 

 

The weather in England at this time of year was still quite cold. Ghani was so cold and 

uncomfortable that he did not change his clothes for eight days and slept fully dressed with his 

shoes on! He told Baba, “My head feels like a refrigerator!” Meredith had told the mandali to stay 

in their rooms meditating, but Ghani locked the door from inside and indulged in his favorite 

pastime — sleeping. On the sly, Ghani was allowed to narrate incidents of Baba’s childhood and 

early days to Kitty and the other sincere lovers, since he and Baba had attended school together as 

boys and he was one of the Master’s earliest followers. 

Baba did not insist on the English group being vegetarian, and he had informed the Kimco 

group that they were exempt from the daily hour of meditation, during which time Meredith had 

given strict orders for silence in the house and on the premises. One day Baba came to sit with them 

during this hour and casually pulled a book from the shelf, showing them the title. It was All Quiet 

on the Western Front, and all burst out laughing.108 

Another time, Baba came upstairs to Kimco’s room to be with them during the meditation 

hour. He looked out the open window and saw Quentin dutifully meditating outside. Baba 

mischievously picked up a few sugar cubes and threw one after the other at Quentin’s back with 

amazing accuracy. Quentin was incensed by this prank until he saw Baba and the others laughing 

from the window. He, too, laughed and joined them for the real meditation on the Divine Beloved 

in physical form. 

 

As mentioned, the weather was unseasonably cold at Combe Martin and Meredith had 

taken no steps to prevent its rigors from being felt. On the contrary, Baba was again made to stand 

 
107 The Ilfracombe Chronicle, 22 April 1932. 
108 All Quiet on the Western Front is a novel by Erich Maria Remarque, a German veteran of World War I, 

about the horrors of that war and also the deep detachment from German civilian life felt by many men 

returning from the front. Source: Wikipedia 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Novel
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Germany
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_War_I
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/War


on the hill in the bitter cold, dressed only in his sadra while being photographed; yet, he was 

enjoying Meredith’s performance. 

But on Monday, 18 April 1932, Baba remarked to the mandali, “I do not like the weather 

here at all. I am bored and fed up. It is a continual bondage and there is no freedom. Meetings and 

interviews are going on the whole day, and it is bitter cold. Anyhow, we have to carry on. I must 

have nine days of complete holiday before I speak. My first words will be, ‘I am Krishna, I am 

Buddha, I am Christ!’ ” 

Since it was so cold in England, going to Switzerland was suggested, as it was warmer 

there. Kim threatened Baba, “If you don’t take me with you, I will commit suicide! I place you 

above all!” 

Baba admonished her in front of everyone, “If that is so, then carry out my wishes fully. 

Do not question me or suggest anything to me. Although I am the Master, I am following Meredith’s 

behests, and if you do that, too, what harm is there? Meredith has not even allotted time for me to 

communicate with the mandali; still, I go to meet with them at five in the morning so that I am 

ready by six for Meredith’s program!” 

In the evenings Meredith would pompously read out his poems to Baba and the group. “I 

am like the dust at the Master’s feet ...” Minta and her friend Ayala could not hold back their 

giggles. Minta covered her face and began to chuckle. Meredith thought she was weeping and said, 

“Cry if you will, child. Cry if you will!” 

Throughout Baba’s stay, Meredith proudly ordered about the mandali, who acted as if they 

were obediently obeying him. Though this “show” was a headache to Baba, he tolerated it — all 

for the sake of his work — and even criticized Chanji’s service in comparison to Meredith’s! 

Privately, he expressed his dissatisfaction with Meredith’s insistence on observing the usual routine 

of the retreat, even while Baba was physically present. “The freedom to do my work in my own 

way is lost,” Baba explained. Baba threatened to cancel his trip to America unless Meredith stopped 

suggesting things and agreed to obey Baba implicitly, to which Meredith agreed. 

But on Thursday, 21 April 1932, Meredith told Baba in a demanding tone, “I want God-

realization, but I need money, too!” Baba just smiled and made no comment. Baba was tolerating 

Meredith’s behavior for the sake of some of his lovers there. During Baba’s first visit to England, 

many had been “snared” in the Master’s net; but thereafter, a few new ones had heard of Baba 

through Meredith and fallen under his influence. Baba had gone again to Devonshire to contact 

them. Unknown at the time, this was to be Baba’s last visit to the East Challacombe retreat. He 

never set foot there again. 

At 2:00 P.M. on the 22nd, Baba went for a walk to the beach after lunch. Pointing to the 

ocean, Baba remarked to the group present: 

I am like the ocean you see before you — always ready to receive anything, good or bad, 

or anyone, healthy or sick, saint or sinner. I can absorb anything and everything! So dedicate 

everything to me — all your actions, good or bad, all your thoughts — all and everything. Lay them 

at my feet and be free! 

I am like the sunshine which falls evenly on all objects. But if a person holds an umbrella 

over his head, he does not benefit from the sun’s rays. The umbrella prevents the sun from shining 

on him. 

Your sanskaras can be compared to the umbrella which prevents you from receiving rays 

of light from the guru. You have to close this sanskaric umbrella in order to receive the ‘light’ from 

the Master. Only then will you tangibly acquire the light. 

To do this, only think of me and keep me in your thoughts. The ‘umbrella’ [sanskaras] 

will be gradually closed as a result of my nazar [glance, grace]. 

 

After a week’s stay, Baba left Devonshire at 6:30 in the morning on Sunday, 24 April 1932. 

Baba arrived in London accompanied by Adi Sr., Minta, Kim, Mabel, Margaret and Kitty, and 



stayed at the Davys’ house. The other mandali (who had left Devonshire the day before) stayed at 

Stephanie Haggard’s home. All the birds flew back to find refuge in Baba, including a woman 

named Phyllis who had met Baba at Devonshire the previous year. 

Baba sent a telegram to Herbert Davy in China on 25 April: “Great work has been done 

here. Greater ahead in America.” 

Tom Sharpley’s mother came to see Baba on the 26th. Baba remarked that she was a very 

fortunate soul and revealed, “Two thousand years ago, she had sheltered Jesus in her home for two 

days.” 

That evening, Margaret, Mabel, Quentin and others enacted a humorous play for Baba’s 

enjoyment. Baba also went to see Chinatown that same night in a hired Pullman bus, accompanied 

by a group of 20, but they did not stay long. They had tea in a Chinese restaurant and then returned. 

“Perhaps Baba wished to contact people in that part of London,” Chanji speculated in his diary. 

On 27 April, Baba entrained for Lugano, Switzerland, at 11:00 A.M. with the six mandali 

(Adi Jr., Beheram, Chanji, Ghani, Kaka, Adi Sr.), Kitty, Minta, Kim and Delia. Arriving in Paris at 

6:15 that evening, they went to see the Eiffel Tower and then returned to the railway station. 

 

For some time, Minta and Kim both had wanted to be the Master’s personal attendant. This 

gave rise to strife between them and, though Baba had allotted separate duties to each, their jealousy 

did not subside. Their natures, too, seemed to be at odds: Kim’s amusing chatter was entertaining 

to Baba, whereas Minta would often express her love emotionally by kissing and embracing Baba. 

Finally, all this inner turmoil resulted in a loud fight at the Paris railway station, and Baba 

had to calm them. They each wished the other would not meddle in any of Baba’s work. Finding 

Kim doing Baba’s personal work and herself excluded from it, Minta took it so badly she quietly 

went up to the third floor of the train station, determined to jump out the window! None of the 

persons present knew this, but the All-knowing One sent Adi Sr. to find her. Adi reached the third 

story and caught her just as she was about to commit suicide. He took Minta to Baba, who pacified 

her and explained to her as she wept: 

Spiritual jealousy leads to advancement, while material jealousy leads to ruination and 

hatred. Always remember: The impressions of the Beloved, whether in worldly love or divine love, 

have their effect on you. 

If you love “A” his impressions will attach to your mind without your knowing it; and if 

you become jealous of someone else, the impressions of both will affect you. That is, if Kim loves 

me, my impressions, which are divine, will affect her; and if you are jealous of her, then my infinite 

impressions, plus hers of love for me, will both affect you. 

Therefore, jealousy in physical love is not good, while jealousy in spiritual love is good. 

Where there is love, there is jealousy. One automatically follows the other; there is no need to 

create it. 

For example: When you love me, you want to possess me all the while. If I go away from 

you to another place or to some other lover, you suffer. 

Another important point is that those who love me suffer with me. There is no question 

about it. They can unload a tiny bit of my sufferings through their love. It is not that I want you to 

suffer, but when you love me, you do suffer, and this automatically lessens my suffering. 

Peter loved Jesus very much, but every morning Jesus would kiss John, and Peter would 

become jealous of John. 

Baba concluded, “On a mountain one day, I will explain who I am and how I created the 

universe. It was a different thing in India; now I will make both East and West meet.” 

Minta responded, “Your load of suffering is going to be much less, as so many will love 

you in America.” 



Baba replied, “You have no idea of my suffering, which is infinite. Now there will be no 

rest for me like this. It will be work — immense work — once I begin speaking.”109 

On the train to Lugano, Baba would cover his face and do his inner work. Kim lay 

practically the whole night with her head on Baba’s feet, “in a bliss which is indescribable,” she 

later related. They arrived in Lugano at 11:30 A.M. on Thursday, 28 April 1932 and stayed at the 

Grand Eden Hotel. 

That evening, they went up one of the surrounding hills in a small train and admired the 

view of the town and lake. They had tea and hot chocolate at a lovely, small restaurant, where Baba 

got up and danced to music being played on a mandolin and another instrument (perhaps a fiddle) 

by a man and a woman. At night, there was Indian music by “the boys” (mandali). 

The next day, Baba went for an hour’s trip by boat on Lake Lugano with the group. They 

then went by car to a spot nearby where the Locarno Peace Treaty had been signed. From there, to 

a beautiful sanctuary, the Madonna del Sasso church, built on a hillside above the town. Baba 

remained seated there for ten to fifteen minutes. There were terracotta sculpture groups of Jesus 

and the disciples, and a large crucifix was over the altar at the front of the church. Baba explained, 

“It is I who is on the crucifix, and for this reason, I did not remove my hat when entering the 

church.” Baba then explained about the different characteristics of Jesus’ apostles and remarked 

about Mary Magdalene’s repentance and love for Jesus. 

While looking at the figures depicted at the Last Supper, Baba commented: 

I loved John intensely. I remember John and Judas [more] often, though I had great love 

for Peter too. There are many things about Jesus and his circle that are not yet known to people, as 

in books such as the Bible so many changes have been made. I will explain later on. 

When I break my silence, clothed in the simple sadra which I wear in India, people will 

see me as Jesus. I am the selfsame Christ who was nailed on the cross. For the welfare of others, I 

undergo terrible suffering, and I suffer infinitely. I am daily being crucified as I suffer for the whole 

world. I am being crucified every moment, even now! 

I remember a humorous incident in the life of Jesus. A very stout man tried to kick Jesus 

when he was carrying the cross. But he was so fat that while trying to kick him [me], he fell down! 

I remember it well. 

When I [as Jesus] ordered a pit to be dug to bury a member of my circle, Peter completed 

the work with his fingers, thereby injuring them badly, and to the point that one finger was 

fractured and the flesh lacerated. But the very next day, it was healed by my simply blowing on it. 

As they left the church, they saw an old man with a white beard sitting on a bench. He was 

blind and begging. Baba sat down beside him and took his hand. He motioned to certain ones to 

give the old man some money, remarking, “He is a good soul; I know him well.” 

They returned to Lugano at 7:00 P.M., after stopping at a restaurant for tea and cakes. They 

went to a film that night. 

At the hotel, Baba’s meals were served in his room. Adi Sr. was occupying the room next 

to Baba’s and ate with him. Adi related: 

In Switzerland we stayed at Lugano, lovely lakes and hotels. I stayed next to Baba's 

room; the other mandali were in another room. Baba’s food and my food were served in his room. 

When Baba decided to take his food he asked me to sit down and take mine, but he never allowed 

me to finish. The moment I sat down to take it, on some pretext Baba would ask me to get up and 

bring something — water or soda water or Vichy water or whatever. I would bring it, and 

Baba would say, ‘All right, all right! Sit down, take your food.’ Again, as I was just putting a 

morsel in my mouth, he would say, ‘I have finished eating, wash my hands!’ So I would get up and 

 
109 About the difference between Baba’s indulgent treatment of the Westerners in the early years, versus 

how he behaved with the mandali, Adi Sr. once commented: “We were amazed at the restraint with which 

Baba related to the Westerners. Baba was particularly gentle; all the kicks were received by the mandali, 

and all the kisses were received by the Westerners!” 

 



wash his hands. ‘Sit down and take your food,’ he would say. Then as soon as I would do so, he 

would say, ‘Bring me a napkin to wipe my hands!’ I got up and brought the napkin. ‘Sit down and 

take your food!’ he said. I said, ‘Yes, Baba, I am.’ Then he said, ‘Bring me a toothpick.’ … And 

after the toothpick, he sent me downstairs for a newspaper. I honestly felt like jumping into the 

lake! I felt completely exhausted mentally because he asked me to do two things at one and the 

same time: eat and not eat, bark and not bark, do and not do!110 

Margaret (Craske) arrived on the 30th and joined the group. That afternoon they went up 

Mt. Brè by funicular where they had tea. (Baba had only biscuits and water with lemon juice.) On 

a small plateau they played a game of gilli-danda, which Baba enjoyed. They went for a drive the 

next afternoon, also, although it was raining, and to the cinema in the evening. 

Kitty had shouldered all the responsibility for the visit to Switzerland (at her own expense). 

So during this trip, she was minutely supervising every detail of the arrangements for food, travel 

and lodging for Baba and the mandali, and was thus engaged from morning to night. She was doing 

her best to please Baba and labored sincerely in Baba’s service. 

In spite of this, on Sunday, 1 May 1932, Baba pointed to Kitty and spelled out to the others 

present, “Jeanco [New York devotees] love me more than Kimco, because Kimco left me when I 

was sitting here alone yesterday to go out for a walk.” 

Quite hurt, Kitty could not prevent her tears. Baba then consoled her, “Why are you crying? 

It was a joke. Here [in Lugano], no sun is to be seen, the rain continues to fall and the weather on 

the whole is depressing. I don’t like it, but Kitty’s love has made me remain here. Otherwise, I 

would not have stayed here for one hour under these circumstances. 

“In this unfavorable climate, your love is everything to me. I know how all of you love me, 

and I love you for that. But to let such ‘arrows’ fly is also part of my work, which is for your own 

good. By such taunts and prickings, I create more love within you, and you should not mind or feel 

pained by it.” 

At the hotel, a Ping-Pong table was procured by Kitty, and Baba played several spirited 

games with Ghani. Afterward, they listened to phonograph records. Baba liked the rumbas and 

asked Margaret to improvise dances on the spot in front of some of the locals. Kim, a trained opera 

singer, sang a few Negro spirituals. In the evenings, usually they would go to a movie or other 

show, and they once saw a group of Spanish dancers, whom Baba especially enjoyed watching. 

They went to another movie that night. 

The next day, 2 May, Baba explained to them: 

The path of love is not strewn with roses. It is full of thorns, and on entering it, kissing 

the thorns creates great misery. But it is extremely necessary. If you have boils, a surgeon cuts them 

open, giving you pain; but this pain is for your own good. And for that, the doctor is unmindful of 

your suffering. 

I do the same. I want you all to be eternally happy. I am working in my own way for that 

end. My work creates this suffering and jealousy, but I never expected that my Kimco would not 

understand this. Now that I see the situation, I will not work as I do, because you do not understand. 

The group replied, “But we understand it, Baba, and we want you to have your wish. We 

want to keep your pleasure and not ours.” 

Hearing this, Baba motioned for all to leave except Minta, and he took great pains to 

explain all this over again to her. She and Kim were still envious of one another, as they both 

wanted to do Baba’s personal work, such as washing his clothes, cleaning his room and combing 

his hair. 
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Baba called the others back, remarking, “I am testing each here, in turn, for future work. I 

am watching how you take it when called upon by the Master to suffer.” To Kitty, he remarked, 

“You have stood the test well.” 

The weather in Lugano had been dreary and the sun had not been seen for days. Baba 

observed, “I seem to bring bad weather with me. Maya is doing her best to prevent me from 

enjoying my rest. But I will turn the key and make the sun shine for at least one day.” 

To get some relief from Lugano’s weather, Kitty arranged a boat trip to Mt. Generoso. 

They left the hotel at nine the following morning, Tuesday, 3 May 1932. The majestic scenery of 

the mountains and lake was beautiful. On the boat, an elderly Swiss laborer sat opposite Baba for 

almost an hour and left the boat when it stopped at a small harbor. As he stepped off the boat, he 

turned and smiled at Baba. Baba later asked if they had noticed anything unusual about the man, 

but since they had not, he explained: 

He was my agent. I have come here for complete rest, and in order to do that, I must 

temporarily hand over the work to someone else. This morning, I have done that with this man. I 

had to raise him from [between] the second and third plane to [between] the fourth and fifth, so that 

he could take on the work I am giving him. 

The transfer of my work must take place either in a thick jungle, on a high mountain, on 

water or in a crowd. That is why he smiled, looked at me and went off. You should have noticed 

how he answered my “taps” with his stick on the boat — by giving properly-timed taps with his 

stick in reply to mine. 

Baba had borrowed Ghani’s walking stick to demonstrate this. Although the man was not 

looking at Baba, he successfully copied Baba’s taps exactly, three different times. Baba had also 

sent one of them to give the man some bread and butter, which he ate. 

This agent of mine is married, but none of his family have any idea of his spiritual status. 

There are very few adepts [those between the third and sixth plane] in Europe. There is only one of 

the seventh plane; he is one of the 56 God-conscious souls on earth. There is also one person of the 

sixth plane in Europe. These adepts are still nothing compared to my circle members. Those of my 

circle will all be of the seventh plane; they have all been doing my dictates for ages. 

These last four days, I was working universally and speedily laying the foundation of my 

work in Europe next November, and at two o’clock this morning, it was completed. Now the sun is 

out, and for all that, these last four days of trouble and dreariness. 

Yet still I feel sad. Why? How can I be happy when I see myself bound in millions of 

unrealized souls? Not until the last drop is Realized will I be happy! 

The scenery was magnificent and, enjoying the view, Baba compared it to Kashmir. They 

reached the 5,600-foot snow-covered top of Mt. Generoso by funicular, and the lovers’ love obliged 

the sun to come out at last. Baba was very happy and playful, and threw snowballs at everyone. 

Afterward, they ate a lunch they had packed of radishes, cheese and potato chips at a few 

outside tables of the Hotel Schweizerhof on the summit. In a good mood, Baba gave some more 

explanations of the inner spiritual planes to the group, and later they played Ping-Pong inside the 

inn. They hiked around the nearby hills and spent a wonderful excursion with Baba, which he too 

enjoyed. Refreshed by the outing, the group returned to Lugano in the evening. 

But the next day, 4 May 1932, was not a happy one, for they received word that Baba’s 

father had died on 30 April at the age of 79. Ramjoo had sent a cable to London on the 1st, saying, 

“Father Sheriarji expired Bombay last night,” and Quentin forwarded the message to Lugano. 

Previously, during the middle of the night on 30 April, Baba had suddenly clapped and 

called Adi Sr. Baba pointed to his chin and then threw his hands upward. But Adi could not 

follow Baba’s gestures and Baba had sent him away. Only after the news arrived did Adi realize 

what Baba was gesturing that night. Pointing to his chin had signified a beard, Baba’s gesture for 

an old man. 

Baba consoled his brothers Beheram and Adi Jr., and explained to them about death, 

“Death is necessary and is like sleep. When a person awakes from sleep, he finds himself as he 



was. However, after death, a person finds himself in a different atmosphere and in a different body. 

Both death and birth are dreams. Where is the sense in being merry or miserable for the sake of a 

dream? 

“Bobo’s death, however, is not sleep. He has gone beyond it and is awake forever! He is 

emancipated and has gained mukti [liberation].” 

Memo was cabled: “Father Sheriarji is near me. Don’t worry. Mind your health. Should I 

send Adi? Wire immediately. Baba.” 

At the time of their father’s demise, Adi Jr. and Beheram were with Baba, and Jalbhai was 

with the other mandali in China. Memo and Mani had been with Bobo in Bombay, where he had 

been admitted to a hospital, but he sent them back to Poona just a day or so before he died. Now, 

Sheriarji was with his Beloved Son forever! Bobo received his divine reward for the life of a 

dervish, and his ascetic austerities were finished forever. Sheriarji’s body was taken to the Tower 

of Silence in Bombay.111 

Baba’s childhood friend Baily had been helping Memo look after Bobo in Poona. He 

related: 

During Sheriarji’s last illness, Mataji [Shireenmai] did not have much faith in the doctors 

at Poona, and therefore it was arranged to have him shifted to a hospital in Bombay. On the day 

Sheriarji was taken to Bombay, I lifted him from his bed like a flower, carried him down the steps 

of his house, and made him lie down in a waiting car; and in the same manner, at the train station, I 

lifted him from the car to a stretcher, which was carried by coolies to a train compartment. I laid 

him carefully over a mattress that was spread there. 

At that time, taking both my hands in his warm hands and pressing them lightly, Sheriarji 

apologized for all the trouble I had taken for him. Then, after thanking me for all the service I had 

rendered, he said, “I am not hopeful of seeing you again. I am getting myself admitted in the 

hospital at Bombay only to surrender to death. Convey to Baba that I remembered him; also convey 

my love and my salutations to him. You too accept my last salutations, and always stick to Baba 

with politeness and respect. He is the only One to help and benefit you. You have my blessings for 

that.” 

As Baily relates, Baba’s father had always been aware of the high state his son had 

achieved: 

Years before, Sheriarji had started referring to Baba as Khuda Rashida, a Farsi phrase 

that means, “One who has reached God.” Thereafter, in all his correspondence with Baba, he would 

begin by writing on the top of the page Khuda Rashida Farzan which means God-realized Son. On 

one occasion, Sheriarji, emptying his heart to me, said, “What I had tried to gain [spiritually] 

through so much hardship, Merwan has already gained. From my early childhood till I got married, 

I had spent my life with the sole aim of realizing God. For that I have suffered a lot and got a lot of 

experiences, but I could not achieve that single goal of mine. And that is because it was not in my 

destiny, but it was destined to my child. I sowed the seed, but the fruit was reaped by my son, and 

this is my great happiness. Being a family man, this joy is no ordinary thing for me. My mukti will 

be obtained at the hands of my Khuda Rashida Farzan. Through him, we, his parents, will become 

one with God and reach that ultimate goal. For me now, my death too will give eternal peace. And I 

am only awaiting that.” 

Age saluted the father of the Ancient One: “Dear Sheriarji, the world will remember you 

always and learn a lesson from your life of renunciation. By leaving Persia and migrating to India, 

listening to the Divine Voice and being the earthly father of the Avatar, your life of fakiri gained 

everything. You attained That for which you were restless throughout your life — Yezdan, Yezdan, 

 

111 A joint memorial to Sheriarji and Shireenmai was later erected on Meherabad Hill near Meher Baba’s 

Tomb.  



Yezdan! Our deepest salutations to you, Sheriarji. You have won! You gained salvation and 

acquired all! The fragrant flower of our love is at your feet!” 

A letter from Buasaheb in Nasik was also received in Lugano, indicating that he intended 

to return to Persia. Baba had Herbert cabled in China, instructing him to send Vishnu and Raosaheb 

back to Nasik to help run the Circle Cinema and Sarosh Motor Works, as Rustom, too, was in 

China. Baba also asked Adi Sr. to return to Nasik from London, instead of proceeding with him to 

America. 

That evening, all went to a concert of Spanish music. Baba enjoyed the music and 

accompanying dancers. 

At 1:30 in the afternoon of Thursday, 5 May 1932, they went by bus on another outing to 

the village of Cademario where they played games. Baba was in a good mood, but back at their 

hotel, he took very little supper, complaining of a constant pain in his stomach and a feeling of 

nausea. Adi Sr. and Kaka went to the market to buy a bottle of sarsaparilla to help his digestion. 

Whenever the Master was in his room resting, any noise whatsoever was forbidden. From 

the very beginning when Meher Baba established himself as a Spiritual Master and gathered 

disciples, a watchman would always be at Baba’s side at night to see that there was not the slightest 

disturbance. Baily, Arjun and Masaji had this duty in India at first, and thereafter Chhagan was the 

night watchman. During Baba’s many journeys, any of the mandali would be appointed as night 

watchman, and this duty was now being done by Kaka. 

Some of Baba’s Western followers may have been wondering whether or not the Master 

slept at all at night. When they returned from Cademario, Baba called them into his room. Records 

were played, both Indian and Western, including the Negro spiritual, I Want To Be Ready (most 

likely sung by Paul Robeson). Adi Sr. and Beheram played the harmonium and sitar for a while. 

Baba appeared to be in a dazed condition and stated: 

I do not sleep, but I rest on a certain “point.” This point is between the sixth and seventh 

planes, and at times it is very difficult to “come down” from that eternal state. While resting on this 

point, there should not be the slightest noise, as it would be harmful. In Meherabad once, I had to 

suffer badly due to some disturbance. My eyes were full of tears and I was rolling on the ground, 

overcome by so much suffering. 

From the nirvikalp samadhi [“I-Am-God”] state, I have to undergo great anguish to come 

down to normal human consciousness. To attain sahaj samadhi [God-consciousness plus creation-

consciousness] in itself is infinite anguish. There is no desire to come down at all, but it is 

necessary to come down for Universal duty. 

Through my Universal mind, I undergo infinite suffering, and due to the infinite bliss, I 

am at infinite rest. The meaning of undergoing suffering is to work for the salvation of mankind 

and to come down for that duty [from nirvikalp samadhi to normal consciousness]. My descent is 

for this purpose! 

This “play” is going on from eternity, but the effect of my infinite suffering is minimized 

by the infinite bliss in the background; though, in spite of this infinite bliss, I have to suffer 

infinitely. I am above and beyond both. 

Continuing, Baba narrated details of the experience he had when he was five years old and 

saw before him circles within circles of shining light and various brilliant colors. He was dazed and 

fainted at the time. He concluded: 

I have the actual experience of it all today, and feel the universe and creation emanating 

and projecting out of me. I feel all today that which I had a mere sight of then. Creation involves 

only to re-evolve again. It is a never-ending game! 

I have explained it all in detail in my book. Even scientists will be [astonished] to learn 

the secrets I have explained there. For these will not be vague talks but facts that are substantiated 

and supported by scientific arguments. It will be the future universal Bible, not in the literal sense, 

but a book of understanding for people of all religions. 

They went to see a film on Friday, 6 May 1932. Afterwards, while Baba was discussing 

matters with his lovers in Kimco’s room, all highly praised the message Baba had given in the 



Paramount Newsreel and which was printed in the London newspapers. The message, “Like Beads 

on One String,” was read out again. 

After reading the message, news was received that the President of France Paul Doumer 

had been assassinated by a Russian communist named Pavel Gorgulov. “It seems my agents are 

speeding up matters,” Baba commented. 

There was talk about the possibility of war and Baba responded, “There will be a bloody 

world war. Its more intense physical sufferings — such as massacres — can be avoided if I take 

the suffering on myself. In that case, my body will suffer various diseases and I will become a 

physical wreck. In any event, the result of my work will be the same. I will have to take upon myself 

the suffering of all. If I do not, it will be exceedingly unbearable for the people of the world.” 

(The signs of Baba’s physical suffering already seemed apparent: Ever since leaving 

Bombay, Baba had had stomach pains, which coincided with the conflict then raging between China 

and Japan. During the past few days, he had been having recurrent eczema.) 

Baba’s words brought tears to his lovers’ eyes. They discussed it for days, and Kim and 

Minta prayed to Baba not to bear the whole brunt of the suffering but to let them have some of it. 

Baba replied, “Only I can bear my suffering. None can share in it.”  

Baba was preparing them to be firm and resolute so that any eventuality would not affect 

them. 

On the 7th, he explained that he had decided to split his working into three parts: “Some 

portion of the suffering I will have to take upon myself. Some will be spent in false propaganda 

and in the twisting of facts about me. Some will be expended in small strifes [wars] and outbursts 

in a few countries here and there.” 

These comforting words were a consolation to his lovers. They had no idea yet that, in any 

event, the whole burden of humanity’s suffering fell on Baba’s slender shoulders, as he possessed 

a Universal mind. 

Kimco said, “Baba, please turn the major part of the suffering into opposition against you 

and expend the remaining amount some other way.” 

Baba smiled, and the lovers did not in fact know that opposition had already started. In the 

London papers, much had been written about Baba’s greatness. But could that satisfy Baba? No, 

some criticism and antagonism must be there to strengthen the love of his lovers, the foundation of 

which he had already dug. 

Within an hour of their talk, Kitty received a letter from her father saying that scandalous, 

unpleasant reports had appeared about Baba in some of the London newspapers which he thought 

needed to be repudiated. It was Paul Brunton who, provoked by K. J. Dastur, had published some 

erroneous articles about Baba in John Bull, a weekly British magazine which had a dubious 

reputation for exposing frauds.112 Brunton wrote that Meher Baba owned a movie theater and motor 

garage, used to own a toddyshop and kept hired women companions. 

Hearing this, Baba consoled them, “Don’t worry. It is a good thing. It is an aspect of my 

game and I am happy to face this situation. This opposition has been deliberately created by me to 

give a greater force and effect to my work in the West, and to the [spiritual] ‘earthquake’ and 

upheaval that is also to take place. But what I wish of you is to not pay the slightest attention to it. 

“My mandali know me and my game; so they remain unaffected. But I tell you all that you 

should not get upset in the least. Just moments ago you were telling me to distribute a major portion 

of my suffering through the display of antagonism toward me, and now that it has happened, you 

 
112 The title John Bull is in reference to a cartoon figure, used to represent the United Kingdom (in the same 

way the figure Uncle Sam is often used to represent America).  



have already begun worrying. Don’t think about it at all! It is my own play and I know who is 

responsible for it.” 

Margaret asked, “Baba, will you tell us who has done it? In the newspapers, there is no 

mention of who has written the article.” 

Baba smiled and said: 

Since you want to know, I will tell you. It is Raphael Hurst [Paul Brunton]. He is creating 

opposition against me in London. The poor chap is to be pitied; we should pity him rather than 

blame him. Unknowingly, he has been made an instrument of K. J. Dastur in India. He is unaware 

of the real situation, inner details and aim. Dastur is the cause of all this animosity. What 

hypocrisy! What humbug this is! He is creating false propaganda against me, saying that I am 

running ashrams only for show, keeping paid women servants, and speaking with the mandali while 

simply pretending to keep silence in public to deceive people. But the facts are different which I 

will clarify here out of my love for you. 

My close disciple, Rustom, has dedicated the cinema and motor garage in India to me so 

that I may use the income for my work. The toddyshop also was owned by a close disciple, where 

my early followers would gather and where I would discourse to them on spiritual subjects. As for 

the other two accusations, that I keep paid women companions and privately speak with my own 

people, I can but reply with a merciful smile. 

What type of men and women my mandali consist of! Renouncing everything, they have 

come and stayed with me. Can paid servants ever do as they do? At a sign from me, they are ready 

to sacrifice their lives for me. No one has any idea of their renunciation! 

As far as keeping silence goes, you all know and see how I observe silence. I have 

nothing further to say about it. 

Those who spread such false rumors are to be pitied. As for Dastur, who is behind all 

this, his case is more pitiable than others, because he had accepted me to be his “all in all,” and 

publicly declared that he was ready to wash my feet with his blood. And now, see what he is doing! 

Dastur loves me, but he is playing Judas’ part. His letters are with me and the mandali know what 

things he has written in them. Were anyone to read them, he would be amused by his present 

behavior. 

Poor Paul Brunton has been made a fool and a tool by Dastur. Brunton has been to India, 

stayed in Nasik and has observed things with his own eyes. When he sought my advice, I told him 

to go on a pilgrimage to certain places in India. He did not do that, and coming under the influence 

of Dastur, he has commenced spreading lies about me here. This is the result. 

But you may take it that the result was expected, and it has happened through me. Only 

an hour ago, we were talking about opposition and now you hear about it. So none of you should be 

anxious about it. Nothing should disturb you. It is my game and I will see to it. 

Baba urged them not to pay attention to Meredith’s remark that they were “unbalanced.” 

“I pity him for his misunderstanding,” Baba said. “You should not mind whatever Meredith may 

say, knowing that he was instrumental in bringing you to me. But remember you should always 

obey me and not Meredith.” 

Baba then praised their individual qualities: Kitty — a selfless worker for Baba and always 

seeing to his happiness; Kim — for her deep love and resolve of sacrifice; Delia — her silent 

faithfulness; Minta — longing to be with Baba all the time and resolve of self-surrenderance. 

 

On Saturday evening, 7 May 1932, after ten days in Lugano, the group left and arrived in 

Paris the next morning at nine o’clock. They stayed on the fifth floor of the Hotel Powers. Kim and 

Minta became intensely jealous of each other and, alone in her room, Minta again tried to commit 

suicide, but she was stopped and Baba comforted her. 

Baba and a few companions went for a long taxi ride all through the city of Paris during 

the day. That night, Baba went to the Folies Bergère with Kim and Delia, while the mandali went 

to a movie with Minta. 

They left Paris for Boulogne at 8:30 in the morning on the 9th, and traveled from there by 
ferry to Folkestone and on to London, arriving at half past three in the afternoon. Kim, Minta, and 

Delia cried constantly at the thought of separation from Baba. Kitty and Margaret had gone ahead 



from Paris to arrange Baba’s stay at the Fellowship Club at 46 Lancaster Gate. Due to the false 

reports in the newspapers, Kitty’s parents had felt it would be better if Baba stayed elsewhere this 

time.113 Kitty met Baba in Dover at the Lord Warden Hotel, and escorted him to London. She and 

Margaret stayed with him and the mandali on the fifth floor of the lodging at Lancaster Gate. 

While in London, people again came to meet Baba despite the adverse publicity published 

while he had been in Switzerland. Kitty felt bad about the false reports in John Bull, but Baba told 

her, “It is trash. Ignore it. Don’t take any notice of it.” And he added, “I enjoy this situation. I like 

it. It quickens and gives a force to my work.” 

He also explained, “However witty one may be and try to force his ways on me, I am 

infinitely clever. I always have my own way. Why do I want a boy around me? They are a medium 

through which I work. They are innocent and pure. I use women for certain work and men for other 

work. 

“Sinners and saints are alike to me. So why should saints alone come and not the sinner? 

Oh that would be dull! Rather the sinners have a greater right to come to me.” 

Meanwhile Meredith and Margaret Starr were called from Devonshire to accompany Baba 

to America, and Quentin Tod was also asked by Baba to join the group. 

Kitty had found a boy for Baba’s work and the lad spent the first night in Baba’s room. But 

the next morning, Baba sent him away, finding him unsuitable. Baba said he would instead take a 

dog with him to America. That day, 10 May 1932, Baba, Adi Sr., Delia and Minta visited a pet 

shop to find one. Baba didn’t like any of them, so the owner offered to bring several other dogs to 

the Fellowship Club. He did so, but when he quoted the ridiculously high price of £100, none was 

chosen. 

Baba then sent Quentin to buy a puppy and he found a black mongrel pup Baba liked. Baba 

named it Mikko (after Kimco). He kept it with him for one night and then gave it to Delia to look 

after. (Six months later, Mikko was run over and killed. However, prior to this Baba had written to 

Delia, “Remember, Leyla, no one is to worry for Mikko. It is all my work and due to my key.”)114 

During Baba’s stay in London, Quentin brought a 33-year-old Polish-born British writer 

named Rom Landau to the Fellowship Club. He was taken to Baba’s room one morning. Baba was 

sitting in the middle of the room in an easy chair, wearing a dressing gown, house shoes and a wool 

scarf. Landau asked several questions during his 45-minute interview, but Baba would repeatedly 

respond, “Your question requires a more elaborate answer and a longer discussion. I shall have to 

write the answer to you in a day or two.” 

As Landau was leaving, Baba stopped him and dictated on the board, “I am going to help 

you in the future.” 

A few days later, Baba had one of the mandali write to Landau, as he dictated this message: 

The spiritual revival that you ask about is not very far off and I am going to bring it about 

in the near future, utilizing the tremendous amount of misapplied energy possessed by America for 

this purpose. Such a spiritual outburst as I visualize usually takes place every seven or eight 

hundred years, at the end or beginning of a cycle, and it is only the Perfect One, who has reached 

the Christ state of consciousness, that can appeal and work so very universally. My work will 

embrace everything. It will affect and control every phase of life … In the general spiritual push 

that I shall impart to the world, problems such as politics, economics and sex will all be solved 

automatically and adjusted. 

 
113 Baba preferred to stay with one of Kimco, but Margaret’s flat was too small and Kim’s husband 

Desmond was antagonistic to Baba. 

114 Leyla was a nickname given by Baba to Delia. 



All collective movements and religions hinge around one personality who supplies the 

motive force, and without this centrifugal force, all movements are bound to fail. Perfect Masters 

impart spirituality by personal contact and influence, and the benefit that will accrue to different 

nations, when I bring about the spiritual upheaval, will largely depend upon the amount of energy 

each one possesses. 

I now take orders from no one; it is all my supreme will. Everything is because I will it to 

be. Nothing is beyond my knowledge; I am in everything. There is no time and space for me; it is I 

who give them their relative existence. I see the past and the future as clearly and vividly as you see 

the material things about you. 

Landau published an account of this meeting three years later in his book God is My 

Adventure and called it: “Portrait of a Perfect Master: Shri Meher Baba.” The book became an 

immediate bestseller.115 Landau included an account of a later visit in New York with Norina, to 

whom he had been introduced by Quentin. According to Norina, Landau seemed an intelligent 

fellow, and she presumed him to be a genuine seeker and was candid with him due to his personal 

friendship with Quentin, narrating some of the experiences of her life before and after meeting the 

Master. She later regretted doing so, as Landau proved to be skeptical of Meher Baba. 

On Wednesday, 11 May 1932, Major General J. F. C. Fuller, a noted British military 

strategist and author, came to meet Baba.116 Fuller asked Baba about the current political situation 

in the West and in India, and then inquired, “Why do you wish to establish your center in America?” 

Baba replied, “Because I find there a flood of energy, though it is misdirected at the 

moment.” 

One day Baba was invited to tea at Meredith Starr’s mother’s house in Hampstead. From 

there, he revisited Margaret and Mabel’s dance studio, where he watched a ballet class. Another 

morning, Baba and the group visited the National Gallery and the zoo. 

On the night of the 11th they visited the Olympia Exhibition Hall, a huge glass and iron 

building.117 The following evening, Baba reluctantly accompanied the Westerners to the House of 

Commons. Parliament was in full session and Baba signed his name in the visitors’ register. He 

remarked, “This is the first time I have been in such a [government] building or signed my name to 

such a register.”118 

Adi Sr. left London for Marseilles on the 12th, as previously arranged, and sailed for India 

the following evening.119 Baba was required to make an appearance on the 13th at the British Foreign 

Office to obtain a visa to re-enter India. He and the group had a farewell dinner party at the Anglo-

Ceylon restaurant that evening. 

Early on Saturday, 14 May 1932, many gathered for a tearful send-off at the Waterloo 

Station. Baba, Quentin, Meredith and Margaret Starr, and Adi Jr., Beheram, Chanji, Kaka and 

 
115 Rom Landau’s book, God is My Adventure: A Book on Modern Mystics, Masters and Teachers, has 

gone into more than a dozen printings since its first publication. Romauld (Rom) Landau (1899–1974) later 

became a professor of Islamic Studies in California.  

116 Major General J.F.C. Fuller (1878–1966) has been characterized as one of the most important and 

original military thinkers of this century. He organized the first British tank corps in World War I, and 

developed the strategy and tactics of tank warfare which were later put to effective use by the Nazis for 

their World War II blitzkriegs. Fuller was a long-term acquaintance of Aleister Crowley and was interested 

in mysticism. He had corresponded with Meredith Starr. 
117 The Olympia hosted historical pageants, exhibitions, circuses, concerts and plays, but it is not known to 

which event Baba went that evening. (Coincidentally, the Olympia was the venue in 1911 for the long-

running play, “The Miracle,” in which Norina had the lead role.) 
118 Attempts have been made to locate this “visitor’s register,” but without success. It was likely kept in a 

building that was bombed during the Blitz. 
119 Adi Sr. sailed on the SS Mooltan, arriving in Bombay on 26 May 1932 and in Nasik three days later, 

where he assumed the duty of running Circle Cinema in Buasaheb’s absence. 



Ghani boarded the SS Bremen bound for New York City.120 Kitty, Kim, Margaret and Delia 

journeyed from London to Southampton to see Baba off and bid him bon voyage as tears streamed 

down their cheeks. 

Kim described the Gopis’ heartbreak, as Baba sailed for America: “When we scrambled 

off the boat, nearly blind with tears, you can imagine how our hearts were aching with grief. We 

all sat in a row, hand in hand, and cried and cried … I am sure we must have looked terribly funny 

to anyone passing by, but I’m afraid we were beyond caring what we looked like. Later, as you 

know, we went onto the deck of the tender and waved to you all. We thought that we could see 

Baba, but were not quite certain. Did he wave or not? We watched the Bremen slowly turn round 

and head for the open sea, and we sent our hearts, souls and minds with her.” 

Margaret wrote to Baba: “It was a dreadful moment when the Bremen weighed anchor and 

steamed away to the open sea, leaving a desolate Kimco to return to Southampton on the tender. I 

felt as if my solar plexus had been removed, for hours afterwards. I watched the Bremen out of 

sight and, although I could not see your beloved form, it was impossible to take my eyes away from 

the ship till the last second. Darling, how much love you have taken with you. All my heart is yours, 

it is just beating out the seconds till we meet again.”  

Chanji recorded: “Baba also feels [sad] as he has never felt before.” 

On board the Bremen, Baba and Adi Jr. shared a cabin; Beheram, Chanji, Kaka and Ghani 

were in another one. During the voyage, Baba preferred to be in seclusion to avoid being 

recognized. He often remembered the lovers whom he had left behind by spelling out their names 

on his board and even had tears in his eyes when he thought of an individual. Daily cables filled 

with love and longing crisscrossed the Atlantic between Baba and those in England, echoing the 

sweet melody of the Beloved’s song. 

Baba would occasionally take walks on the deck for an hour in the morning and evening, 

and he played Ping-Pong with one of his companions. Every afternoon, he visited the movie theater 

on board. Otherwise, Baba remained in his cabin, either discussing future plans with the mandali, 

listening to Paul Robeson records, or having general or private meetings with Quentin, Meredith or 

Margaret Starr. 

Nearing America, Baba dictated a new message and had it printed on the ship’s printing 

press. At first, none of the mandali could understand why Baba had gone to this trouble while still 

at sea, but when the steamer was 40 miles from New York on 19 May 1932, newspaper reporters 

requesting an interview swarmed to Baba’s cabin. Baba did not see them but gave each a copy of 

the message through Chanji and Quentin (who tried to answer their questions). Only then was 

Baba’s purpose disclosed. 

The message Meher Baba had printed was: 

I have not come to establish any cult, society or organization, nor even to establish a new 

religion. The religion I will give teaches the knowledge of the One behind the many. 

The book which I shall make people read is the book of the heart, which holds the key to 

the mystery of life. As for ritual, I shall teach humanity to discriminate, express and live rather than 

utter it. I shall bring about a happy blending of the head and heart. 

Societies and organizations have never succeeded in bringing Truth nearer. Realization of 

the Truth is solely the concern of the individual. 

Every being is a point from which a start could be made toward the limitless ocean of 

love, bliss, knowledge and goodness already within him. No Spiritual Master brings religion to the 

world in the form it eventually assumes. His very presence is a blessing and radiates spirituality. He 

imparts it to others by personal contact. The so-called religions are an effort to commemorate that 

association with a great Spiritual Master, and to preserve his atmosphere and influence. It is like an 

archeological department trying to preserve things which only resuscitate the past. The living spirit 

 
120 Baba had traveled on the Bremen before, in December 1931, from New York to Paris. (The Bremen was 

badly gutted by fire during a 1941 air raid in Germany and subsequently broken up for scrap.) 



being absent, religions or organizations gradually lose their glamour. The result is a mental revolt 

against the established order. Something more substantial and practical is required which expresses 

the life of the spirit. 

There exists at the moment a universal dissatisfaction and an indescribable longing for 

something that will end the chaos and misery that is holding the world in its grip. I will satisfy this 

craving and lead the world to real happiness and peace by making people look more deeply into 

things than heretofore. 

As a rule, Masters help individually according to temperament and fitness of the aspirant, 

but this being an Avataric period, which means the end of the previous cycle and the beginning of a 

new one, my spiritual help to humanity will be both individual and collective. 

The period of junction of the old and new cycle usually connotes the advent of a Master 

who rejuvenates religious thought, infusing new life and meaning into the old order of things. 

Besides imparting the highest state of spirituality to a select few, he gives a general push to the 

whole world. 

The West looks at things only from the standpoint of reason and logic, and is skeptical 

about things which baffle the intellect. Intellect is the lowest form of understanding and is 

developed by reading, hearing, reasoning and logic. These processes create an illusion of 

knowledge. 

A higher state of understanding is permanent illumination, through which the illumined 

one experiences and sees all things as they are. In this state, one feels in harmony with everyone 

and everything, and realizes the divinity in every phase of life, and is able to impart happiness to 

others. Here one attends to all duties and material affairs, and yet feels mentally detached from the 

world. This is true renunciation. 

The last and highest state of understanding is the merging of the soul into the limitless 

ocean of infinite bliss, knowledge and power. One who has himself attained this freedom can make 

thousands perfect like himself. I intend bringing about a great spiritual revival in the near future, 

utilizing the tremendous amount of energy possessed by America for the purpose. Such a spiritual 

outpouring as I visualize usually takes place at the beginning or end of a cycle and only a Perfect 

One, who has reached the Christ state of consciousness, can make such a universal appeal. 

My work will embrace everything — it will permeate every phase of life. Perfection 

would fall far short of the ideal if it were to accept one thing and eschew another. The general 

spiritual push that I shall give to the whole world will automatically adjust problems such as 

politics, economics and sex, though these are not directly connected with the original theme. New 

values and significance will be attached to things which appear to baffle solution at the moment. 

The benefits that shall accrue to different nations and countries when I bring about the 

spiritual upheaval will be largely determined by the amount of energy each one possesses. The 

greater the energy — however misapplied or misdirected — the greater the response. 

The Master merely diverts the current into the right channel. It will be one of my greatest 

miracles to bring together and blend the realistic West with the idealistic East; and the West at the 

zenith of its material and intellectual attainment and the East at the height of its spiritual 

manifestation in the shape of the Avatar will meet without shaming or looking down upon each 

other. 

I repeat: Materialism and spirituality must go hand in hand. The balance of head and 

heart must be maintained; the head for discrimination, the heart for feeling, whereby it is possible 

to realize infinite consciousness in art, science, nature and in every phase of life. 

I have become one with the infinite Source of everything. This is the state of Christ 

consciousness. If people call me the Messiah, Savior, Redeemer, it does not affect me. Terms and 

names do not matter. What really matters is the state of Christ consciousness that I eternally enjoy 

and towards which I shall lead all who come to me. When I speak, my original message will be 

delivered to the world and it will have to be accepted. 

The ability to perform miracles does not necessarily connote high spirituality. Anyone 

who has reached the Christ consciousness can perform them. People must not come to me merely 

for help in their physical infirmities or for material purposes. I shall perform miracles when the 

time and situation demand and not to satisfy mere idle curiosity. Spiritual healing is by far the 

greatest healing, and this is what I intend to give. The highest is latent in everyone, but has to be 

manifested. 

The reporters wanted to photograph Baba, but he did not allow it then. During the 

disembarkation at the 58th Street pier in Brooklyn that same day at 1:00 P.M., however, photographs 

of him dictating on the alphabet board were taken. Baba looked magnificent, dressed in a plush 

jacket, grey linen trousers and white shoes. Several people were observing this scene aboard the 



ship, and surrounded Baba as he slowly made his way down the gangplank and through the crowd. 

“New York was the first city in America to see the Smiling Sun,” Age proclaimed, “and this Sun 

will always remain smiling in the heart of this land of freedom.” 

Norina, Jean and Malcolm, Graham Stokes, Anita, Nadine, Elizabeth and her husband and 

a few others were at the pier to receive Baba. Kenneth Patterson drove Baba to Greenwich Village 

to the home of Graham and Lettice Stokes, and the others followed in taxis. Staying with the Master 

at the Stokeses’ were Adi Jr., Quentin, Meredith and Margaret. The other mandali (Kaka, Ghani, 

Chanji and Beheram) stayed at the Albert Hotel. 

Malcolm and Jean had worked tirelessly to publicize the Master’s second visit to America. 

They had sent letters announcing Baba’s coming to about 800 people on their mailing list from 

their North Node bookshop. They had also contacted editors, publication houses and news agencies, 

in an effort to publicize Baba’s visit. Two weeks prior to Baba’s visit, Time magazine had published 

an article, along with Baba’s photograph having the caption “... bringing the infinite state to 

Harmon.” Part of the article, titled “God on the Hudson,” read: 

At Harmon, where New York Central trains change from electric to steam engines, not 

far from Briarcliff, stands ready a retreat called Meherashram (Home of Compassion), where the 

pious of any and all sects may soon meet a long-haired, silky-mustached Seer who is called Shri 

(Mr.) Sadguru (Perfect Master) Meher (Compassion) Baba (Father).121 To his Indian co-religionists 

the Parsis, Meher Baba, 38, is the “God-Man” or the “Messiah.” To many another follower he is 

simply the “Perfect Master.” His U.S. sponsors, Malcolm and Jean Schloss who await him at 

Harmon, think and write of him in uppercase — He, Him, His, Himself. Next week the God-Man is 

to sail from England, arriving at Meherashram May 16 … 

For almost seven years Meher Baba has uttered no word. When he arrives at his U.S. 

retreat here his lips will be unsealed with much ceremony. Meanwhile he carries a small board with 

letters and figures to which he points when he has something to say. He intends to found retreats in 

New Hampshire and California. Meher Baba is supposed to have performed many miracles but now 

he wishes only to “make Americans realize the infinite state which I myself enjoy.” His method of 

accomplishing this is cryptic yet reassuring, “Let God flood the soul. What I am, you are.”122 

Although Baba stayed in New York City for only three days, hundreds of people wanted 

to see him. Norina had been in charge of arranging Baba’s schedule. More reporters came to 

interview him, and many accounts about the “Indian Messiah” were published in the local 

newspapers, which brought the interest of even more people to him. However, Baba did not meet 

every person; he only gave personal interviews and darshan to a select few.123 

A journalist Baba did agree to see was Frederick Collins, whom Malcolm had contacted. 

He was invited to have tea with Baba at the Stokeses’ home one afternoon. As the interview began, 

Collins asked Baba if he were married, and the following is Baba’s reply and their conversation: 

“Married? No. Sex for me does not exist. Modern marriage is too much of a business 

affair. No wonder it often results in divorce. Husband and wife should put each other first. It is 

essential for a happy family life that selfless love should predominate over lust.” 

“We in America have other problems right now besides sex,” interjected Collins. 

 

121 There was also a Christian revival occurring in Briarcliff, New York, during the same month Meher 

Baba arrived in America headed by a Dr. Buchman. The Time article’s first paragraph read: “So hot was the 

blast of revitalistic piety that swept upper New York a century ago that the counties in which Mormonism, 

the Shakers, the Oneida Community et al flourished are still sometimes called ‘the Burnt-Over District.’ 

Last week new religious thoughts were stirring in New York, at two points [in Briarcliff Manor and 

Harmon where Meher Baba’s group was located] on the Hudson River.”  

122 Time magazine, 2 May 1932, p. 24. 
123 One reporter wrote that Quentin Tod’s “glibness makes up for his Master’s silence.” (New York Times, 

19 May 1932.) 



“Yes, things have been messed up a good deal here by lack of understanding,” Baba 

commented. 

“What are you going to do for this ‘messed-up’ country of ours?” 

Baba smiled, spelling out, “It’s my country, too.” He then proceeded to explain his 

mission of coming to the West. 

Collins asked, “When you break your silence, how will you do it? By radio?” 

“Certainly not by radio,” Meredith Starr cried out, horrified at the thought. 

“Why not?” Baba asked. 

When questioned about America’s problems, Baba stated: “America has great energy, but 

a great deal of it is misdirected. And misdirected energy produces destructive complexes, and these, 

in turn, produce fear, greed, lust and anger, which result in moral and spiritual decay.” 

“Is your aim to help us with our spiritual problems or our practical problems?” 

Baba responded: “Our spiritual problems are our practical ones!” 

“And just how do you intend to help?” 

“The help I will give will produce a change of heart in thousands, and right thinking will 

then automatically result.” 

“Will that solve the depression problem?” 

“It will solve every problem.” 

“Prohibition?” 

“Yes, and the problem behind prohibition. I do not believe in drink, and none of my 

followers drink. But I know that prohibition should never have been put into effect the way it was.” 

“All at once?” Collins inquired. 

“Yes. Hard liquor should have been barred, but not beer and wine. We might then have 

had a law that could have been enforced. As it is, we have a law which makes money for dishonest 

officials and increases vices everywhere.” 

Continuing, Baba spelled out, “I believe in self-control, not in coercion. Coercion is 

based on oppression, and results in fear and hatred. Self-control requires courage and may be 

induced by love. We will do many things for those whom we love which we would not ordinarily 

do — which we would not ordinarily have the strength of mind and power to do. How many habits 

have we been able to break through love which we would never have the strength to break without 

love? And when the love is universal love, all habits which are detrimental, either to the individual 

or to the social order, will be dissolved in its light. 

“It is the same with the economic situation you were asking me about. There is a very 

close connection between a man’s character and his circumstances, between his internal 

environment of thoughts and desires and his external social environment. ‘As within, so without’ is 

the law. 

“If we are dissatisfied with our environment, it is usually because we do not know how to 

adjust ourselves properly to the environment. Instead of thinking, how can I get out of this? and 

becoming discouraged and depressed, one should think, what is the lesson that I should learn from 

this experience? 

“Poverty, if cheerfully endured, and providing one does one’s best to find work, develops 

humility and patience, and can greatly assist spiritual progress. It is a test of character. I know it is 

difficult to be cheerful when starving, but all worthwhile things are difficult.” 

Baba concluded, “Even millionaires are unhappy unless they have learned to think and 

live rightly.” 

“Would a general acceptance of your doctrine of love bring about a more equitable 

distribution of money?” Collins asked. 

“It must. Suppose we all loved each other as deeply as we now love the one whom we 

love best. The most natural desire of love is to share what one has with the beloved. The desire to 

share with everyone would produce a condition in which it would be a disgrace, rather than an 

honor, for anyone to possess more than anyone else.” 

Collins asked, “Do you expect to do this all at once?” 

“No, but sooner than you think. People will respond,” Baba replied. 

“Why?” 

“They will have to.” 

After thinking over what Baba had stated, Collins asked, “What are you going to do 

first?” 

“Go to China. But I shall come right back. I am only staying there for a day. I want to lay 

a complete cable between the East and the West.” 



Frederick Collins was deeply impressed and very drawn to Baba, though he had been 

skeptical at first. His impressions of meeting Baba were published in Liberty magazine two months 

later. 

 

Nadine Tolstoy came for Baba’s darshan one day. Finally, after waiting a long time, she 

had her interview. Seeing him again, her faith in Baba was confirmed and she surrendered to him 

forever. “My intuition was unquestioning and sure,” she recorded. “I saw Christ before me as he 

was seated on the couch in the expression of all his figure and divinely lit-up face, in his eyes 

beaming love ... It was the fulfillment of a long-awaited meeting, the climax of my life.” 

Leaving the room, she loudly shouted, “JESUS CHRIST!” and the onlookers turned and 

gazed at her. Nadine later explained her experience, “Something within me recognized, in this dear 

shape of Meher Baba, the incarnation of Jesus Christ of Nazareth. The unbelievable had become a 

revealed fact. I gave my will to his Will, my life to his cause of Truth and Love, knowing that to 

love the Truth means to live it.” 

Finding out about her financial and other hardships, Baba remarked to Nadine, “I will repay 

you for all your suffering. I will give you permanent bliss. You will see things as they are, as you 

can see things now, here, in this incarnation. You are a beautiful soul, and one day will receive 

what your father-in-law had longed for — oneness with God.” 

The next day, Nadine brought her husband Ilya, 66, the son of the great Russian writer Leo 

Tolstoy and himself an author. Ilya asked Baba, “How can one love when there is so much evil in 

this world?” 

Baba answered, “You have to take love into your heart. You are a fine man; soon you will 

understand.” 

Ilya, too, was deeply impressed upon seeing Baba and wept. Returning home, he confided 

to his friends, “It was the first time in my life that I met someone in the flesh who was like Jesus. I 

felt his divine influence and was assured of his help. It was the first time in my life that I met a man 

who has divine love!” Ilya was to die a year and a half later, but his death freed Nadine to journey 

to India to be with Baba, as her close discipleship with the Master developed.124 

Another woman who met Baba in New York was Agnes Bourne. “It was a moment of great 

love,” she later recalled. Baba was holding some violets when she went in to see him. Reading her 

thoughts, he handed them to her. Agnes had unknowingly dropped her glove during her interview, 

and when she got up to leave, Baba called her back, kissed the glove and gave it to her. 

On Friday, 20 May 1932, Baba went sightseeing by car around the city with the mandali 

and saw the Empire State Building. He met many people that day, including, Joseph John Bass, 40, 

who had been introduced to Baba through Norina. John Bass was to become a lifelong disciple of 

the Master. Elizabeth Patterson’s parents, Simeon B. Chapin and his wife Elizabeth, also met Baba 

that day. Elizabeth’s mother had loaned the group $5,000 interest-free to help fund Baba’s trip, and 

her father was one day to donate several hundred acres of land in South Carolina to be used as a 

center for the Master’s work. 

In the evening Baba went for a walk on Broadway in midtown Manhattan. The next day, 

Baba was driven by Elizabeth through Central Park. This was the first time she had driven Baba. 

Others had gone in another car, driven by Julian Lamar (the artist). Julian was upset, for someone 

had broken into his car and stolen his luggage the previous night. He mentioned this incident 

repeatedly to Baba, who asked, “It wasn’t all you had in the world, was it?” Julian admitted it 

wasn’t, and Baba remarked, “I am in you as well as in the thief!” 

 
124 At Nadine’s request, Stokes sent Baba a telegram about Ilya’s death. 



While they were driving through Central Park, Baba motioned to Elizabeth to stop near the 

lake at 110th Street. They all got out and walked toward the lake with Baba in the lead. There was 

no one around except a nurse pushing a baby carriage. After only a glance at the woman, Baba 

returned to the car. None knew the significance of Baba’s stroll that day until a year later when 

Josephine Grabau was in the hospital and a young woman asked her whose photograph it was by 

her bed. Jo told her it was Meher Baba, and the woman remarked, “I know it is the same man who 

looked like Christ, whom I saw walking by the park lake a year ago. I have never forgotten his 

face.” 

Baba wished to go to a movie that night on Broadway, which Norina arranged, and a group 

of eighteen persons went with him. Baba became restless during the film and left in the middle of 

it. The group followed. Walking through the crowded New York streets, Baba went to another 

movie theater some blocks away. Along the way, one man stopped and stared straight into Baba’s 

eyes, and then kept turning around to look at him after they had passed on the sidewalk. Perhaps it 

was for him that Baba had left the theater. 

Adi Jr. had been reading the alphabet board the entire day and was tired from standing for 

so long. The minute they reached the theater and settled down in the comfortable seats, he fell 

asleep and did not see any of the film. When they returned to the Stokeses’ home, Baba began 

asking each of the mandali, in front of Norina, “Wasn’t the movie wonderful?” 

Ghani said, “Marvelous,” and Chanji agreed, “Beautiful!” Kaka said, “Quite fine.” When 

Adi Jr.’s turn came, he said, “Well, I am sorry, Baba. I fell asleep and did not see it.” Baba gave 

him such a disapproving look that he then knew he was in trouble. The minute Norina left the room, 

Baba started to give Adi Jr. a hard, stinging blow. He tried to duck, but Baba’s hand caught him on 

the ear. Ever since then, Adi’s hearing was impaired. 

“What was that for?” cried Adi. 

“You should have said the show was good. Norina must have been terribly disappointed 

by your remark.” 

“Baba, you asked me something. Should I have lied to you? I spoke the truth.” 

“It is more important to please others than to speak the so-called truth!” 

One afternoon Baba went to Anita de Caro’s apartment (617 W. 143 St.) to see her ailing 

mother, Jacqueline who had cancer, but who had no fear of dying. Anita recollected, “It was a 

meeting of tremendous silence and understanding.” Baba told Mrs. de Caro that Anita was in his 

hands and assured her that there was no need to worry about her illness, because she would soon 

be free. He held her in his arms and she wept. Baba comforted her, “Birds that are free do not realize 

their freedom. Only birds who are caged can appreciate it. You will soon be free.”125 

Anita was now solely dedicated to Baba, and he instructed her to stay with her mother until 

he called for her. Norina was thinking of opening a school of modern art, and Anita wondered if 

she should enroll in college, Norina’s new school or another art school. Baba informed her that he 

would tell her what to do after some time. 

With the several interviews and private meetings, Baba was fully occupied during his brief 

stay in New York. He also permitted himself to be filmed at the Stokeses’ by a Fox Movietone 

News crew. Meredith sat beside him and “read” the board. He began by asking Baba, “What is your 

mission?” 

“To make others realize the Truth in every phase of life and to make brotherhood a practical 

fact.” 

 

125 True to Baba’s prediction, Jacqueline de Caro passed away four months later. 



“Why have you come especially to America?” 

“Because there is greater energy in America than elsewhere, but most of this energy is 

misdirected. I will divert it into creative and spiritual channels.” 

“What will happen when you break your silence? ” 

“Those to whom I speak will be instantaneously convinced of the Truth.” 

 

On Sunday, 22 May 1932, the Stokes gave a dinner party in Baba’s honor at their house in 

Greenwich Village, and over 300 people attended.126 Several black people came, and one woman 

asked Baba to help the people of her race, to which he replied, “I will.” 

At the reception, Baba gave the following message which was read out by Meredith: 

I am so very pleased to see you again. Among you are many of the first Americans I met 

last time I was here, so I regard many of you as old friends. Some of you, no doubt, have seen 

various newspaper reports about me and my work. Many of these are misleading. But it is not to be 

wondered at if journalists do not understand my work or if they pander to the desire for 

sensationalism. 

I do not intend to found any religion, cult, creed or society. There are already far too 

many of these organizations. I have come to help people realize their ideals in daily life. The 

widespread dissatisfaction in modern life is due to the gulf between theory and practice, between 

the ideal and its realization on earth. The spiritual and material aspects of life are widely separated 

instead of being closely united. There is no fundamental opposition between spirit and matter, or if 

you like, between life and form. The apparent opposition is due to wrong thinking, to ignorance. 

Hence, the remedy lies in the continuous practice of right thinking, in permanent illumination 

resulting from the balance between head and heart. This is the illumination which I intend to give. 

The greatest mystics have realized through personal experience that God alone is real and 

that everything is God. This means that, though you may not be aware of it, the Highest is latent in 

each of you. But in order for it to be lived and consciously experienced, it must be manifested. 

Mere intellectual conviction of this truth is not enough. True knowledge consists of illumination, 

which finally culminates in union with the ultimate Reality. This last stage is the divine state of 

Christ Consciousness which is my permanent condition. 

The obstacles to illumination are certain mental tendencies and desires connected with 

egoism, which in the East are called sanskaras. The sum total of these desires and tendencies 

creates the illusion of a separate life at war with, or isolated from, other selves. Evolution, or the 

fall into matter, made the creation of such a separate self necessary. Otherwise, spiritual 

consciousness could never be attained in the flesh. 

In the beginning before evolution began, we were united with the Source of all, but 

unconsciously, as the fish lives in the sea without being aware of the sea because it has never left it. 

Evolution involved a separation from the Source of all with a consequent conscious longing to 

return to it through a succession of lives and forms. The conscious return to the Source during 

physical incarnation only became possible when consciousness became equilibrated [reached an 

equilibrium or equipoise] in gross matter. 

America represents the vanguard and synthesis of the white races and, hence, forms the 

best foundation for the spiritual upheaval I will bring about in the near future. America has 

tremendous energy, but most of this energy is misdirected. I intend to divert it into spiritual and 

creative channels. 

I am going now to California for a few days. From there, I must go to the Far East for one 

day for spiritual reasons, but I will be back in California at the end of June, and I will speak on June 

29. But if I should be delayed, I will return on July 12 and speak on July 13. When I speak, there 

will be many proofs of my spiritual power and of my ability to bestow illumination. People will 

then realize that Truth, which is the source of all love and existence, rules supreme in all 

departments of life. 

My work and aims are intensely practical. It is not practical to overemphasize the 

material at the cost of the spiritual. It is not practical to have spiritual ideals without putting them 

into practice. To realize the ideal in daily life, to give beautiful and adequate form to the living 

 
126 Graham Stokes and his wife Lettice used to refer to the Master as “the Baba.” For some years after 

Baba’s visit the Stokeses did not alter the room in their house which Baba had occupied.  



spirit, to make brotherhood a fact, not merely a theory as at present — this is being practical in the 

true sense of the word. 

My work will arouse great enthusiasm and a certain amount of opposition. This is 

inevitable. But spiritual work is strengthened by opposition, and so it will be with mine. It is like 

shooting an arrow from a bow — the more you pull the bowstring toward you, the swifter the arrow 

speeds to its goal. 

As people were standing in line to pay their respects to Baba, he suddenly stopped the 

program and called one of the mandali. Baba pointed to a woman standing far back in the crowd 

and instructed that she be brought to the front to meet him. Baba’s summons was delivered by 

Norina and received by the woman in an embarrassed manner, as neither of them knew the other. 

The woman apologetically explained that she had come merely to accompany a friend and did not 

feel inclined to meet Baba. Baba kept signaling that she should come to him. At this, her attitude 

changed and she walked toward him. 

Baba’s hand stretched out to her with obvious joy. He had found the needing soul that, for 

some obscure reason, was unconsciously due to meet him. Standing before Baba, her 
embarrassment almost grew into a state of confusion which Baba took care of immediately in his 

benign way. At his words, “Do not worry. I know everything, and I will take care of you and help 

you,” she involuntarily began sobbing. The reception continued as the rescued soul disappeared 

into the crowd. 

About a week later, before Norina drove to California with Elizabeth to meet Baba, she 

received a phone call from a woman she did not know. “I am the woman that you so graciously 

induced to meet the Master,” the woman related. “May I come and see you? Something so 

wonderful has happened to me!” Norina learned the woman’s name was Marian and she was a 

friend of a friend. She made a date to meet her. 

Marian came to Norina’s apartment and narrated the sorrowful state of affairs in her family 

due to the hatred between her and her daughter: 

My daughter and I have persecuted each other in hatred for 20 years. I have never been 

able to understand why, as she was born in love. Neither was I able to overcome a physical 

detestation for my child. I had never even kissed her! 

When the Master asked me to meet him, I did not know why he was calling me. My own 

unhappiness had become so much a part of my life that I did not even know I was in need of help. 

When the Master greeted me with so much kindness, I did not remember being impressed in any 

way, not even to have been able to look at him closely. I was like one in a dream and woke up 

suddenly as if I had been carried off somewhere by an invisible friend for some good reason. I 

could not understand what had happened to me. 

The next morning, I woke from an unusually deep sleep and found myself bathed in an 

ecstasy of love and bliss! It was so powerfully active within me that it made me function without 

my will and without thinking. I walked straight into the room of my daughter who was still sleeping 

and, drawn by irresistible love, stretched myself near that despised child. For the first time in the 

lives of both of us, we felt a bond — a bond that was more than a mother and daughter’s love! It 

was an experience almost superhuman. It sealed our hearts together and a new life has begun for us. 

My experience was contagiously felt by her, and is today a tender relationship that reflects 

happiness for the whole family. 

Dear friend, who is this man? I remember similar stories about Jesus imparting such 

grace of love. 

Norina then told Marian a little about Meher Baba. 

On another occasion, a friend of Norina’s, who was an acute alcoholic, came to meet Baba 

in New York. For years, the woman had been in and out of one asylum after another. She hated her 

mother, with whom she lived, and would greet her each morning with such cruel words: “Why 

aren’t you dead yet?” 

Norina aroused her curiosity about Baba, and the friend finally agreed to see “that man.” 

When the woman was brought to Baba, Norina tried to tell him about her background. Baba cut her 

short, motioning, “I know her very well.” The woman sat at his feet, and after a few moments of 



friendly conversation, Baba mentioned alcoholic beverages and drinking with intense interest. They 

discussed different types of drinks, and Baba even remarked about a wine that he had heard was 

very good. The woman was overjoyed to talk about a subject so familiar to her. Her meeting was 

lighthearted, jovial and full of humor. 

After a while, the woman turned to Norina and said, “You know, your Baba is not as bad 

as I thought; he’s a real human being!” 

A week later, the woman invited Norina to tea. She opened the door to her apartment, and 

for once, Norina noticed that she had not been drinking. The woman immediately disclosed her 

determination to change her life. “I do not drink anymore, nor will I ever do so again. I was a fool! 

I have wasted the better part of my life and energy. I cannot hate anymore, either. I am sorry to 

have given so much suffering to my mother. I now love her and will devote my life to her 

happiness.” No mention was made of Baba, but Norina knew that his glance had penetrated this 

woman’s dark mind and had lifted it out of the clouds to a new and better life. 

 

On Monday, 23 May 1932, Baba and the mandali were driven to the Harmon Retreat where 

he was received with heartfelt joy by Malcolm and Jean Schloss. Meanwhile Quentin stayed in 

Manhattan to arrange the train tickets and other traveling details to California. (He was also 

instructed to purchase a ticket to India for Ghani.) 

Some time before, Malcolm and Jean had been informed that Baba would be staying in 

Harmon with a few persons for a full year, and Jean had planned for his accommodations. But she 

was advised that, so long as she had no definite commitment from Baba, she should make no 

permanent arrangements. Instead of a year, Baba stayed just two days, thus giving his American 

lovers a practical exercise in maintaining their flexibility! 

In Harmon, a representative from the Paramount Film Company approached Baba with a 

request for a message to the world. Baba allowed himself to be filmed again, as Malcolm read out 

part of the message given at the Stokeses’. Baba then dictated on the board, “I give my love and 

blessing to the people of America.” Soon after, the film was relayed by Paramount Newsreel 

throughout the world. 

About 20 people came to see Baba at Harmon, including Josephine Grabau, her mother 

Mary Antin, Anita, Milo Shattuck and Grace Mann.127 Beheram would perform on the sitar and 

Josephine would dance each evening and compose heartrending poems for Baba. 

Howard H. Inches also came to Harmon for a few days. Inches was an actor who had 

appeared on Broadway. He recalled, “I was brought up and presented to this man with the large, 

brown eyes and queer lamb’s skin coat — a new prophet on the horizon of burning America. I was 

captivated by the purity of the life of this temporary colony [at Harmon] worshiping at the feet of 

Baba, and soon I was a regular member.”128 

 
127 The birth control advocate Margaret Sanger had been contacted by Malcolm and wrote an appreciative 

letter that she would very much like to meet Meher Baba, since she lived not far from Harmon and had 

missed him on his first visit. But it is not known whether she ever did. (Archive Letter, 933.) 
128 Brother, Heal Thyself, Howard Inches, Phoenix Press, 1938, p. 44. Howard Inches became interested in 

vitamins, nutrition and exercise, and later became a sort of “fitness guru.” He lectured and wrote several 

books on these topics. 



Malcolm Schloss was also a poet who wrote in praise of Meher Baba.129 The following 

poem, Song of The Master, captures the feeling of the transcendence of materialism, which is an 

aspect of Meher Baba’s manifestation and mission to the world: 

I come to give what you cannot buy — 

If you cling to your comforts, pass me by! 

Mine is the way that the saints have trod — 

A timeless path to a spaceless God. 

 

I come to give what you cannot buy — 

The courage to live and the faith to die — 

To die while living and live while dead — 

To give up the world ere the breath has fled. 

 

I come to give that which cannot be bought — 

A love-born wisdom which transcends thought — 

A peace-born bliss which transmutes desire — 

A joy-born power which never will tire. 

 

While in Harmon, Baba kept Malcolm alongside him to read the alphabet board and help 

communicate during interviews with those who had come seeking advice. Privately, Baba had 

conveyed to Malcolm and Jean that they were his “chief agents” in America, in charge of his work 

there. Malcolm’s close involvement was a great shock to Meredith who could not bear to be 

excluded. Prior to and during this trip, Meredith had been trying to impress people that he was 

Baba’s right-hand man and knew everything about the Master, his ways and preferences. When the 

time came, Baba would bring one who had been raised to the heights crashing down — and 

Meredith’s time had come. Baba had allowed him a loose rein in the beginning, but he now began 

tightening the leash which cut deeply into Meredith’s ego. Baba stopped pampering him, and after 

this trip, Meredith Starr was to leave Meher Baba forever. 

Tuesday morning, 24 May 1932, Elizabeth, Norina and Anita arrived in Harmon to spend 

the day. After lunch, Baba led his lovers outside to the stone terrace. Some from the group went 

forward to pick a few wildflowers, in bloom in the yard, but Elizabeth stayed close to Baba. Baba 

then stepped forward and motioned Elizabeth to follow. He bent down and picked a small pink 

flower, which he handed to her. Kaka was near Baba, ready with the board, and Baba motioned for 

it. Spelling the words out, he had Chanji tell Elizabeth, “Always keep this flower, and write down 

today’s date. Someday you will know the meaning of it.” 

The following evening, Baba said something similar to Margaret Mayo. Before retiring to 

his room, he went down to the river alone or with one of the mandali. When he returned, he told 

Margaret that she would one day understand what work he had done at her home.  

When Elizabeth returned home that night, she pasted the flower inside the cover of her 

New Testament and wrote, “Baba — May 24, 1932.” In the mid-1950s, when she was unpacking 

a trunk, she happened to notice the book again and read the inscription next to the flower. Its 

significance was instantly apparent. Baba had given her the flower 20 years to the day prior to his 

automobile accident in Prague, Oklahoma, May 24, 1952, in which Elizabeth had been driving. 

“But that was far into the future.” Age mused. “These days in the spring of 1932 were filled 

with ecstasy and bliss; the lovers’ hearts were overflowing with the God-Man’s presence in their 

 

129 Malcolm Schloss wrote three books of poetry dedicated to Baba, titled The Infinite Glory (1945), 

Processional of Joy (1946) and Ways to Attain the Supreme Reality (1952).  



midst. Little did they know that the Avatar was destined to break his bones and shed his blood on 

American soil.” 

 

At midnight on Wednesday, 25 May 1932, Meher Baba left Harmon by train with Jean and 

Malcolm, Meredith and Margaret Starr, Kaka, Chanji, Adi Jr. and Beheram. (Ghani left to return 

to India via Europe.) Quentin was on the Iroquois train already, having boarded in New York City. 

The group reached Chicago, Illinois the next evening at 7:20 P.M., by route of Cleveland, 

Ohio. In Chicago, they had to change trains to the Golden State Limited, necessitating an hour’s 

wait, during which time reporters surrounded Baba. Baba gave them a short message and was 

photographed. In New York, there had been at times as many as 48 reporters accompanied by 

cameramen near Baba during press conferences. 

Baba and the mandali quickly drove around Chicago in taxis, along Lake Shore Drive and 

through the city, before reboarding the train and continuing their journey. At the photo session, 

Meredith and Malcolm both tried to be near Baba, which resulted in a quarrel. Baba then asked 

Quentin to stand next to him, which pierced Meredith’s inflated ego even more. 

Missouri was the next stop. Baba was again met by reporters and photographed in Kansas 

City on 27 May 1932 at 9:00 A.M. The train halted for 40 minutes, and Baba accommodated the 

press by answering questions. He then strolled outside the station for about half an hour. 

An example of the kind of publicity Baba was receiving at this time can be observed in an 

article which appeared on the front page of the Kansas City Evening Star that night: 

Baba To Give Up His ‘Uh' 

A Few More Months and 7-Year Silence Will End! 

He'll Become a Messiah in Hollywood Then And His Fingers Will Get a Rest 

He who has transcended the world illusion and is of God and heaven walked in the flesh 

today at the Union Station under a depression suit worth probably $15 with an extra pair of pants, 

and smiled timidly under a mustache the size of Buffalo Bill’s and black as the ace of spades. 

Shri Sadguru Meher Baba, this Holy One, Perfect Master and Compassionate Father, is 

on the way to Hollywood, California, to break a seven-year silence and thereby lead all men to 

happiness and peace. July 13 at seven o’clock at night, Baba will cease pointing, snapping his 

fingers and grunting “uh” to reporters in response to questions.130 Then he will break forth in the 

full bloom of his messiahship and through his speech transform the consciousness of the whole of 

humanity. 

Others Do The Talking 

Baba slipped from his train drawing room today for a short walk in the brisk air. 

Followers to the number of nine, occupying berths on the same Pullman, likewise piled out and 

volubly explained all that one desired to know, and more, about the Silent One. 

“His is the tremendous radiation of divine love,” said Mr. and Mrs. Meredith Starr. They 

are English disciples of Baba, the India-born Persian, whose father wandered in the jungles for 

years in search of the way and the truth, and finally was told by the divine voice to cease wandering 

and go back to civilization, because his second son, the present Baba, was foreordained as the Truth 

bearer. 

“He will found no religion, no cult, no creed,” Mr. Starr said. “He is universal, like Jesus, 

Buddha, Zoroaster and Krishna. None of them desired creeds, cults or societies which divide people 

— what they taught applies to all people in all times, in all places.” 

He Makes Them Truth Conscious 

“Baba will simply help people to practice the truth they already know. He will make them 

conscious of truth.” 

Another English disciple and secretary to Baba, Quentin Tod, said of his boss: “He is 

simply a Perfect Master, who teaches people to practice the religions they already believe in.” 

 
130 The reporter of the Kansas City Star may have been exaggerating when he claimed that Baba grunted or 

uttered “uh.”  



Long brown hair tumbled over Baba’s frail and slightly bent shoulders. He wore no 

man’s collar; a thick brown scarf was tied instead under his chin. His suit was brown, his shoes 

were of dull brown suede. He was a study in brown, a silent study. 

“Snap” went his fingers, the signal for changing the subject of conversation. 

Two of Baba’s brothers, not chosen by God but ordinary Persian young men in American 

ready-made suits, were with him on the train and seemed to be enjoying the trip. 

Had the Baba a cure for the economic disturbance, since he would lead the world to peace 

and happiness? How could he solve the problems of unemployment, capitalism, communism, 

prohibition? 

He Has A Method 

Mr. and Mrs. Malcolm Schloss of Harmon, New York, also disciples on route to 

Hollywood, answered earnestly: “All such social problems spring from self-interest. Self-interest is 

based on imperfect knowledge of the true nature of the self, which is an eternal reality, infinite in 

power and resources. 

“Then all our social problems shall be solved from the inside out, not the outside in. 

When you realize your identity with the whole of life, that your powers are infinite instead of finite, 

you will have no fear, no greed, no reason for conflict with anything or anybody in life, and the 

attitude of men will be one of cooperation instead of competition. Man will give what they have 

instead of receive. Everybody’s interest shall be as vital to you as your own, because we are all one 

great universal self.” 

A Part Of God 

Mr. Schloss further defined Baba as an Avatar, a part of God incarnate on earth. Baba is 

38 years old, not married, a stranger to sex experience. He has not sat contemplating his navel for 

years, as have many Indian mystics, but believes in long fasts and silences. He speaks English well, 

and Persian, and four Indian languages. 

“He is today’s Messiah, of the line of Jesus, Buddha, Zoroaster and Krishna,” Mr. 

Schloss concluded. “Besides imparting the highest state of spirituality to a select few, he will give a 

general spiritual push to the whole world. He is of God.” 

The train was about to leave. Shri Baba shrugged his shoulders, pointed to the engine and 

went aboard his car. 

The heading to the photograph accompanying the article read: Baba, the Persian Messiah, 

Hollywood-bound. The caption read: 

“Shri Sadguru Meher Baba, who claims to be of God in the sense Jesus, Buddha, 

Zoroaster, Krishna and other mystics claimed and taught, was in Kansas City today on the way to 

Hollywood, where July 13 he will break an alleged seven-year silence in order to drop words that 

shall restore peace and happiness to the world. Nine disciples traveled with Baba.” 

The train arrived in El Paso, Texas the next day at 8:45 in the morning and Baba got down 

at the station. He had a 20-minute walk before proceeding to Tucson, Arizona, which was reached 

at 5:20 that evening. 

 

America, 1932 



 

 

Reaching Los Angeles at 8:30 A.M. on Sunday, 29 May 1932, Baba went to stay at the 

home of Priscilla and Marc Edmund Jones, at 2400 North Gower Street in Hollywood. Jones, 43, 

was a former screenwriter and a noted astrologist, who founded the Sabian Assembly, a spiritual 

study group. He and his wife were sincere seekers. Jones had become friends with Malcolm Schloss 

when he taught astrology in New York City in the 1920s. Malcolm had invited Jones to meet Baba 

in Harmon the previous year, but Jones had been unable to make the trip and instead invited Baba 

to be his houseguest if Baba were ever in California. Baba accepted the invitation. 

Prior to Baba’s arrival, Jones wrote to Baba: 

[We] gladly seek to serve you during your stay, not in serving a man of flesh and blood 

but in contributing to an inflow of peace and power in a world sadly torn for lack of a genuine 

activation. 

…We hope that you will bring a blessing to our genuine efforts for the Great Ideal, and 

that we will be able to carry on with a spiritual power and a physical potency which would not have 

been possible but for your coming. And we hope that it may be our privilege to hallow your 

introduction to southern California, so that we may be of real and appreciable spiritual aid to you in 

the beautiful task and mission which we feel to be yours. We regard your coming as significant, and 

for it we are preparing with devotion and zealous anticipation. 

When he arrived, Baba told them, “When illumination becomes clear, you won’t find fault 

with anyone. The Time is near when America will have to accept spirituality.” 

Chanji, Quentin and Meredith stayed with Baba at the Joneses’ home. Kaka, Adi Jr. and 

Beheram stayed at the nearby apartment of one of Jones’ students. Jean, Malcolm, Margaret Starr, 

and the others invited by Baba stayed at the Mission Hotel. 

Baba remained in Hollywood for seven hectic days, each packed full of interviews and 

receptions. Norina and Elizabeth had driven all the way from New York to help in arranging Baba’s 

schedule. 



The newspapers had anticipated his arrival, and at a press conference held at 1:00 P.M. on 

the day he arrived, Baba gave the following message: 

So much has been said and written about the “Highest Consciousness” and God-

realization that people are bewildered as to the right process and immediate possibility of 

attainment. The philosophical mind, wading laboriously through such literature, only ends up 

learning a few intellectual gymnastics. The highest state of consciousness is latent in all. The Son 

of God is in every man but requires to be manifested. 

The method of attaining this great consciousness must be very practical and adapted to 

the existing mental and material conditions of the world. The rituals and ceremonies instituted by 

the priest-ridden churches have made the process of attainment too dry; and that accounts for the 

lack of interest felt all over the world toward religious things in general. India, in spite of its high 

state of spirituality, at the present moment is very caste-ridden because of the enforcement by 

various cults of a plethora of rituals and ceremonies, which maintain the form but kill the spirit. 

Forms and ceremonies, instead of diminishing the ego, strengthen it. The stronger the ego, the more 

aggressive it becomes. In the anxiety to become conscious of a separate self through thinking 

thoughts such as “I am in the right … I am the favored one … I only have the right to live,” one 

becomes destructive. 

The furious race for armaments by the Christian world, evincing an utter disregard for the 

commandment of Jesus that if one cheek is smitten, the other should be offered, shows clearly what 

I mean by the ego. In the evolutionary ascent from the mineral, vegetable and animal life, the latent 

mind gradually expands and develops till full consciousness is reached in the human form. To 

create this very consciousness, the universe emanated from the Infinite Ocean of knowledge and 

bliss — namely, God the Absolute. 

In the human form, however, [with the mind fully developed] a difficulty is confronted, 

to remove which prophets and Spiritual Masters have periodically visited this earthly plane. 

Besides full consciousness in the human form as a result of previous conditions of life, the ego, the 

I, is evolved. 

The ego is composed of fulfilled and unfulfilled desires and creates the illusion of feeling 

finite, weak and unhappy. Henceforth, the soul can only progress through the general suppression 

of this finite ego and its transformation into the Divine Ego, the One Infinite Self, but retaining in 

full the consciousness of its human form. When man realizes this state of divine consciousness, he 

finds himself in everyone and sees all phenomena as forms of his own Real Self. 

The best and also the easiest process of overcoming the ego and attaining the divine 

consciousness is to develop love and render selfless service to humanity in whatever circumstances 

we are placed. All ethics and religious practices ultimately lead to this. The more we live for others 

and less for ourselves, the more the low desires are eliminated and this in turn reacts upon the ego, 

suppressing and transforming it proportionately. 

The ego persists to the last. Not until all the six out of the seven principal states on the 

Path are traversed, culminating in one God-conscious state, is the ego completely eliminated to 

reappear on the seventh plane as the Divine I — the state of Christ Consciousness to which Jesus 

referred when he said, “I and my Father are one,” and which corresponds to the state of living in the 

Infinite and finite at one and the same time. 

The above is the normal procedure for one who works on his own initiative without 

having come across a living Master. With the help of a Perfect Master, the whole affair, however, is 

greatly simplified. Complete surrender to the living will of the Perfect One, an unflinching 

readiness to carry out his orders, rapidly achieves a result not possible even by rigidly practicing all 

the ethics of the world for 1,000 years. 

The extraordinary results achieved by a Perfect Master are due to the fact that by being 

one with the Universal Mind, he is present in the mind of every human being and can therefore give 

just the particular help needed to awaken the highest consciousness latent in every individual. 

Perfection, however, in order to achieve the greatest result on the material plane, must possess a 

human touch and a keen sense of humor. 

I eternally enjoy the Christ state of consciousness and when I speak, which I intend doing 

in the near future, I shall manifest my true self. Besides giving a spiritual push to the whole world, I 

shall lead all those who come to me towards Light and Truth. This, in short, is my mission to the 

world. 

 

At 7:00 P.M. about 200 seekers were invited to meet Baba. Visitors were introduced 
individually in batches of 50. Baba looked resplendent in a white suit as he shook each one’s hand. 

Baba then went to his room, and the visitors were served tea and refreshments while Adi Jr. and 



Beheram entertained them with Indian music. This procedure was repeated four times for each of 

the batches. 

Before going to bed the first night, Baba related to Quentin, “I am not happy here.” 

Outwardly, Baba was restless and ill at ease. Adding to his discomfort, Meredith insisted that he be 

allowed to sleep in Baba’s room. Baba allowed him to do this for two nights, although he did not 

like it. 

Quentin Tod, being an accomplished actor, was influential in arranging many of Baba’s 

contacts in Hollywood. The following is a synopsis of Meher Baba’s one week visit to Hollywood 

in 1932:131 

Sunday, May 29 

8:30 A.M. Arrive Alhambra, drive to Hollywood 

1:00 P.M. Reception for the press and news services 

7:00 P.M. Reception for leaders of local groups 

Monday, May 30 

9:30 A.M. Private interviews until noon 

2:00 P.M. Reception for Sabian Assembly students of Marc Edmund Jones 

Evening: Visit to Dr. Farid’s house 

Tuesday, May 31 

9:30 to 10:30 A.M. Private interviews 

11:00 A.M. Visit to Paramount Studios 

2:00 P.M. Visit to 20th Century-Fox and Universal Film Studios 

3:30 P.M. Reception for local ministers and religious heads (and a few private 

interviews) 

8:30 P.M. Public reception at the Knickerbocker Hotel 

Wednesday, June 1 

9:30 A.M. Private interviews until noon 

2:00 P.M. Visit to Metro Goldwyn Mayer Film Studios 

3:30 P.M. Reception for the faculty of Occidental College (where Jones was enrolled) 

8:30 P.M. Private reception at Pickfair in Beverly Hills 

Thursday, June 2 

9:30 A.M. Private interviews until noon 

2:00 P.M. Private interviews until 4:00 P.M. 

4:00 P.M. Drive to Santa Monica 

Evening: Dinner at Tallulah Bankhead’s house. 

8:00 P.M. Visit to Grauman’s Chinese Theater 

Friday, June 3 

Daytime: Interviews 

At night: Drive through Los Angeles 

Saturday, June 4 

Daytime: Lunch with Marie Dressler 

At night: Leave Hollywood on board the Monterey 

Baba was so busy during his brief Hollywood stay that the mandali with him rarely had 

more than four hours of sleep at night. 

On 30 May 1932, Baba took a drive to see the surrounding countryside and was particularly 

anxious to go to Beverly Hills to make contact with those prominent in the film industry. The first 

person he met was a friend of Quentin’s named May Beatty, 52, a New Zealand actress who came 

to see him that evening. 

Baba was interviewed later that same day by the Los Angeles Times and was asked, “What 

do you hope to accomplish in the United States?” 

 
131 The interviews and receptions were held at Jones’ house, unless otherwise noted. 



Baba answered, “A general awakening which will affect the whole of mankind and will 

eliminate depression and dissatisfaction existing in the world today.” 

The next day, Baba visited Paramount Studios accompanied by Quentin and the mandali. 

Lal Chand Mehra, an Indian-born actor who was a friend of the Joneses’ also went with them.132 

On one lot, The Devil and the Deep was being filmed. Quentin had known the American actress 

Tallulah Bankhead and the actor Charles Laughton in London when they worked in the theater, and 

he introduced them to Baba. They in turn introduced Baba to another actor, Gary Cooper.133 Baba 

stayed to watch a couple of scenes being filmed and afterward was photographed with Tallulah. 

The visit lasted almost two hours. According to a newspaper account (which may not be accurate), 

Baba spelled on the board to Tallulah, that one of the reasons he had come was that, in Hollywood, 

there was an “equal balance between the spiritual and material forces.”134 

After lunch, Baba and a few others went to Fox and Universal Studios. At Universal, where 

Baba stayed for half an hour, he met the cowboy-actor Tom Mix (who was photographed with 

Baba) and an Indian-born director named Ezra Mir.135 Quentin returned to Paramount Studios to 

pick up Tallulah Bankhead, 30, who had an interview with Baba at 5:30 P.M. She had a long talk 

with Baba and said she was on her way to see the actress Greta Garbo and would tell her of him. 

That night at 8:30 P.M., a large reception of 1,000 people took place at the Knickerbocker 

Hotel in Hollywood. Many from Los Angeles and the surrounding area came to the love-gathering. 

There were so many people that the hall had to be cleared of all furniture. Men, women and children 

stood in line, waiting to meet Baba. In a theatrical setting, Baba was seated on an elevated seat with 

the four Eastern mandali on one side and six Westerners on the other, forming a semicircle. Behind 

Baba, like two angels, two harpists played softly. 

Visitors were admitted one at a time through a side door of the hall. Each was introduced 

to Baba, receiving a handshake and his radiant smile. Passing in a circle through another side door, 

they were then led outside to the lounge where refreshments were served. In the dazzling lights of 

the hall, Baba looked divinely beautiful in his white robe and with his hair falling to his shoulders 

— a figure that captivated the hearts of all. 

Baba’s instructions were that visitors were not to ask questions and should leave after a 

handshake with him. But there were many who were so enthralled, who felt so intoxicated, they 

would not leave. Their words of wonder echoed throughout the room: 

“If Christ were alive today, he would look like him.” 

“What a divine glow on his face!” 

“He does not seem to belong to this world.” 

 
132 La Chand Mehra’s career began with Cecil B. DeMille’s The King of Kings (1927), “a biopic of Jesus 

Christ. Made during the silent era, the movie depicts Christ’s many miracles, including the reforming of 

Mary Magdalene. Mehra played a key role in the Hindustani subtitling of the film, and was was also one of 

the extras in the first of several uncredited roles.” [https://scroll.in/reel/813383/that-man-in-the-turban-in-

the-background-it-must-be-lal-chand-mehra] 

133 Tallulah Bankhead’s flamboyant personality, wit and feisty roles in films made her a legend in the 

movie industry. She was born on 31 January 1902.  

134 New York Times, 12 June 1932, p. X3.  
135 Another actor, Bruce Evans, also had his picture taken with Baba, but these photographs are untraceable. 

Ezra Mir (né Edwin Meyers 1900–1993) was born in a reputed Jewish family of Calcutta. He went to 

Hollywood and gained experience in different facets of film production. On his return to India, he was 

appointed the Chief Producer, Films Division, where he directed/produced more than 300 documentaries. 

He is considered the doyen of documentary film production in India. 



“Can any man be so beautiful!” 

“He is the living Christ!” 

“How marvelous is his divine attraction.” 

“I feel like looking at him forever!” 

“My eyes are dazzled by his beauty.” 

“I just cannot leave.” 

“For the first time in my life, I have seen divinity!” 

“What a sweet face! 

“How holy is his divine purity!” 

“Nothing can be said about him. My tongue is stuck.” 

“How electrifying was his touch! I felt a shock pass through me.” 

“My God! I was senseless.” 

“What is happening to my heart?” 

“Oh, how wonderful is his form.” 

“What brilliance! What beauty! What a smile!” 

“I am amazed!” 

It took two hours for Baba to shake each person’s hand. The following message was then 

read out: 

Since arriving in America, I have been asked many times what solution I have brought 

for the social problems now confronting you — what did I have to offer that would solve the 

problems of unemployment, prohibition and crime that would eliminate the strife between 

individuals and nations, and pour a healing balm of peace upon a troubled world? 

The answer has been so simple that it has been difficult to grasp. 

The root of all our difficulties, individual and social, is self-interest. It is [self-interest], 

for example, which causes corruptible politicians to accept bribes and betray the interests of those 

whom they have been elected to serve; which causes bootleggers for their own profit to break a law 

designed, whether wisely or not, to help the nation as a whole; which causes people to connive for 

their own pleasure in the breaking of that law, thus causing disrespect for law in general and 

increasing crime tremendously; which causes the exploitation of the great masses of humanity by 

individuals or groups of individuals seeking personal gain; [it is self-interest] which impedes the 

progress of civilization by shelving inventions which would contribute to the welfare of humanity 

at large, simply because their use would mean the scrapping of present inferior equipment; which, 

when people are starving, causes the wanton destruction of large quantities of food, simply in order 

to maintain the market prices; which causes the hoarding of large sums of gold when the welfare of 

the world demands its circulation. 

But the elimination of self-interest, even granting a sincere desire on the part of the 

individual to accomplish it, is not so easy and is never completely achieved except by the aid of a 

Perfect Master. For self-interest springs from a false idea of the true nature of the Self, and this idea 

must be eradicated and the Truth experienced before that elimination of self-interest is possible. 

I intend, when I speak, to reveal the one supreme Self which is in all. This accomplished, 

the idea of the Self as a limited, separate entity will disappear, and with it will vanish self-interest. 

Cooperation will replace competition; certainty will replace fear; generosity will replace greed. 

Exploitation will disappear. 

It has been [repeatedly] asked why I have remained silent for seven years, 

communicating only by means of an alphabet board, and why I intend to break my silence shortly. 

And it might well be asked, in view of what has just been said, what relation my speaking will have 

to the transformation of human consciousness. 

Humanity, as constituted at present, uses three vehicles for the expression of [thoughts], 

and experiences three states of consciousness. These three vehicles are: the mental body [the mind], 

in which thoughts arise as the result of impressions from past experiences. These thoughts may 

remain latent in the mental body as seeds, or they may be expressed. 

If they are expressed, they take the first forms of desire, and first pass through the subtle 

or the desire body, which is composed of the five psychic senses. They may rest there, as in the 



case of dreams or unfulfilled desire, or they may be further expressed in action through the physical 

body, with five physical senses. 

The three states of consciousness corresponding to the three vehicles mentioned are: 

unconsciousness (mental body) as in deep, dreamless sleep; sub-consciousness (subtle body) as in 

dreams or obscured, unformed and unfulfilled desires; waking consciousness (physical body) as in 

active daily life. 

The process by which thought passes from the mental through the subtle into physical 

expression may be called the expression of human will. 

In order that thought may be expressed effectively, all three of the vehicles used in its 

expression must be perfectly clear, and the interaction between them must be harmonious. The head 

and the heart must be united, intellect and feeling must be balanced, and material expression must 

be understood to be the fruit of spiritual realization. 

The God-Man neither thinks nor desires. Through him, the Divine Will flows inevitably 

into perfect manifestation, passing directly from the spiritual body, which in the ordinary human 

being is undeveloped, into physical expression. For him, the superconscious state is the normal 

state of consciousness. From him, there continuously flows infinite love and wisdom, infinite joy 

and peace and power. 

When he speaks, Truth is more powerfully manifested than when he uses either sight or 

touch to convey it. For that reason, Avatars usually observe a period of silence lasting several years, 

breaking it only when they wish to manifest the Truth to the entire universe. So, when I speak, I 

shall manifest the Divine Will, and worldwide transformation of consciousness will take place. 

The large gathering was now asked to disperse, but no one budged, gazing at Meher Baba 

as if entranced. They were repeatedly requested to leave and began to exit with heavy hearts, slowly 

walking backward with their eyes fixed on Baba. These words were overheard: “Oh, when will we 

see such a face again?” 

“A person has such an extraordinary experience only once in a lifetime!” 

“Baba, darling, would you let us see you again?” 

 

On Wednesday, 1 June 1932, Cath Gardner and Max and Lillian Wardall arrived. Baba 

visited Metro Goldwyn Mayer Film Studios the same day, accompanied again by Lal Chand Mehra, 

and watched the actor Lewis Stone perform. Baba met Virginia Bruce and saw the sets of Mata 

Hari, in which Greta Garbo had just finished starring. They also met the Austrian-American 

director Josef Von Sternberg, 38, who was directing Marlene Dietrich in The Blonde Venus. Baba 

did not care much for Marlene (who had a reputation for being extremely egotistical) but he liked 

Von Sternberg, who was highly impressed by his meeting. (After a few more films with Von 

Sternberg, Dietrich became the most famous film star in the world.)136 

Baba met several other movie stars in Hollywood during his visit, including Boris Karloff, 

John Gilbert, Florence Vidor, Johnny Mack Brown, and Cary Grant (who was also appearing in 

Blonde Venus). 

Some of these actors and actresses met Baba later in the evening of 1 June, when 

Hollywood’s leading, most glamorous couple — Douglas Fairbanks, 49, and Mary Pickford, 40 — 

invited Baba to Pickfair, their 22-room mansion at 1143 Summit Drive, for a reception with a few 

others from the film industry.137 Marc Jones drove Baba, Meredith, Margaret, Priscilla and Quentin 

 
136 In London recently, Baba had seen the von Sternberg/Dietrich collaboration, Shanghai Express. 
137 According to a book by Marc Edmond Jones (Fundamentals of Number Significance, p. 124), the 

invitation to Pickfair was arranged by him through his contact with Louella Parsons, the syndicated 

Hollywood columnist. Mary Pickford knew Margaret Mayo, and it is possible that Pickford had already 

heard about Meher Baba through her. (At one point, Pickford and Fairbanks resided at Croton-on-Hudson, 

directly across the river from where Baba had stayed.) Pickford was called “America’s Sweetheart” by her 

fans; she usually played the role of plucky heroines. Later, she joined the Christian Science movement and 

wrote a book of inspirational wisdom that became a bestseller, titled Why Not Try God? (H.C. Kinsey and 

Co. Inc, New York, NY, 1934). 



to Beverly Hills at eight o’clock that night. The mandali followed in another car, with Norina and 

Elizabeth. 

When they left India, each of the men mandali had been allowed to bring only two flimsy 

dress suits and one pair of shoes, which they had to wear continually. Baba would often change his 

attire, and for the reception at Pickfair, Baba wore a stylish Palm Beach suit. In contrast, the mandali 

looked like paupers. Apart from their poorly tailored suits, the sole of one of Adi Jr.’s shoes had 

come apart and was flapping up and down when he walked. Baba, however, refused to let him 

purchase a new pair, so Adi tied a string around his shoe to hold the heel in place. Crowds of 

celebrities dressed in formal attire mingled throughout Pickfair mansion while Adi sat huddled in 

a corner, embarrassed, trying to hide his worn-out shoe with the string tied around it. 

Among those invited to the reception were Cecil B. DeMille, Cary Grant, Gary Cooper, 

Charles Farrell, Lottie Pickford (Mary’s sister), and a woman who wrote Mary Pickford’s 

screenplays. Countess Dentice di Frasso was also present. Baba stayed at the reception for two and 

a half hours. Mary Pickford greeted Baba at the door of the mansion and led him to the spacious 

hall. 

Age marveled at the scene: “As the darkness of night is dispelled by dawn’s rising sun, so 

also was this glittering mansion illumined by Baba’s presence. Whatever light was shining from 

the crystal chandeliers was not light but darkness. Even the sun’s brilliant light is darkness 

compared to the true Light of the Awakener!” 

As Jean later wrote: “Amidst the tinsel stars [Baba] shone like a resplendent planet …”138 

Mary had Baba sit on a sofa and she herself sat on the carpet by his feet. The others, too, 

sat down on the carpet around Baba, and the wine of love began speaking to all hearts. Douglas 

Fairbanks joined his wife near Baba, who conveyed to him: 

The whole universe, whose structure I have created, is my cinema. But just as an 

audience becomes absorbed in witnessing a drama on the screen and engages their emotions and 

sways their feelings by its influence, causing them to forget that it is not real — in the same way, 

the spectators of the world are charmed by this worldly film show, forgetting themselves and taking 

it to be real! 

So I have come to tell them that this worldly cinema in which they are absorbed is not 

real. I have come to turn their focus toward Reality. Only God is real, and everything else is a mere 

motion picture! 

Mary Pickford was spiritually inclined and listened intently to Baba’s words. Baba sat with 

her and others in the motion picture industry for about 40 minutes before dinner. Baba emphasized 

the impact of films and their value in turning people toward spiritual goals. He stated: 

I was particularly glad to come to California because of the opportunity which it afforded 

to contact those who made or appeared in motion pictures, and I am delighted that this gathering 

could be arranged tonight. 

I do not need to tell you who are engaged in the production and distribution of motion 

pictures what a power you hold in your hands, nor do I doubt that you are fully alive to the 

responsibilities which the wielding of that power involves. He who stimulates the imagination of 

the masses can move them in any direction he chooses, and there is no more powerful an 

instrument for stimulating their imagination than motion pictures. 

People go to the theater to be entertained. If the play is strong, they come away 

transformed. They surrender their hearts and minds to the author, producer, director and stars, and 

follow the example which they see portrayed before their eyes more than they themselves realize. 

Both the press and the radio influence thought, but both lack the power of visible 

example, which is the greatest stimulant to action, and which the motion picture offers better now 

than any other medium. 

We find ourselves today in the midst of a worldwide depression which affects everyone, 

rich and poor alike, and from which all are groping blindly for deliverance. The film companies, the 

 
138 Jean Adriel, Avatar (John F. Kennedy University Press, Berkeley, 1971 ed.), p. 144.  

 



picture theaters and the stars have also suffered from it. If they could help to end the depression, I 

am sure they would be glad to. How could the motion pictures help in this respect? 

First, it must be understood that the depression is not an accident, nor is it purely the 

result of overproduction and inflation. Those, although the immediate causes, are merely the 

instruments which were used to bring the depression about. The depression itself was caused by 

those entrusted with the evolution of humanity. Man has to be stripped of his material possessions 

in order that he may realize through actual experience that his true base is spiritual and not material. 

Then will he be ready to receive the Truth which I have come to bring. 

This Truth consists of the knowledge that man, instead of being a limited, separate 

individual completely bound by the illusion of time, space and customs, is eternal in his nature and 

infinite in his resources. The world illusion is a dream of his imagining, a play enacted in the 

theater of his consciousness — a comedy in which he is at once the author, producer, director and 

star. But his absorption in the role, which he has chosen to enact, has made him forgetful of his true 

self, and he stumbles now as a creature through the path he has created. 

[Man] must be awakened to his true nature. He must see that all material expression 

depends upon and flows from a spiritual being. Then he will be steadfast and serene under all 

circumstances. There will be no further need then for the depression and it will disappear. 

Now, how can the motion pictures help man attain this realization? The character of the 

film need not be changed. Love, romance and adventure are themselves fundamental. They should 

be portrayed as thrillingly, as entertainingly, and as inspiringly as possible. The wider the appeal 

the better. 

What needs to be changed is the emphasis, or stress. For example, courage is a great 

virtue but it may, if misapplied, become a vice. So it is with love, the mainspring of our lives, 

which may lead to the heights of Realization or to the depths of despair. No better example can be 

given of the two polarities of love and their effects than that of Mary Magdalene before and after 

meeting Jesus.139 

Between these two extremes are many kinds of love, all of which are good, but some of 

which are better than others. I use the terms “good” and “better” simply to designate the degrees of 

liberation which they lead to or confer. Even the love which expresses itself through physical desire 

is good to the extent that it frees one from the thralldom of personal likes and dislikes, and makes 

one want to serve the beloved above all other things. 

Every human relationship is based on love in one form or another, and endures or 

dissolves as that love is eternal or temporal in character. Marriage, for example, is happy or 

unhappy, exalting or degrading, lasting or fleeting according to the love which inspires and sustains 

it. Marriages based on sexual attraction alone cannot endure; they lead inevitably to divorce or 

worse. Marriages, on the other hand, which are based on a mutual desire to serve and inspire, grow 

continually in richness and in beauty, and are a benediction to all who know of them. 

To lead men and women to the heights of Realization, we must help them to overcome 

fear and greed, anger and passion. These are the result of looking upon the self as a limited, 

separate, physical entity, having a definite physical beginning and definite physical end, with 

interests apart from the rest of life, and needing preservation and protection. 

The self, in fact, is a limitless, indivisible, spiritual essence — eternal in its nature and 

infinite in its resources. The greatest romance possible in life is to discover this eternal Reality in 

the midst of infinite change. Once a person has experienced this, one sees oneself in everything that 

lives. One recognizes all of life as his life, everybody’s interests as his own. The fear of death, the 

desire for self-preservation, the urge to accumulate substance, the conflict of interests, the anger of 

thwarted desires are gone. One is no longer bound by the habits of the past, no longer swayed by 

the hopes of the future. One lives in and enjoys each present moment to the fullest. There is no 

better medium to portray [this] than motion pictures. 

Plays which inspire those who see them to greater understanding, truer feelings, better 

lives need not necessarily have anything to do with so-called religion. Creed, ritual, dogma, the 

conventional ideas of heaven and hell, and sin are perversions of the Truth, and confuse and 

bewilder, rather than clarify and inspire. Real spirituality is best portrayed in stories of pure love, of 

selfless service, of Truth realized and applied to the most humble circumstances of our daily lives, 

raying out into manifold expressions, through home and business, school and college, studio and 

 

139 The story goes that Mary Magdalene was a prostitute (however some biblical scholars contend that she 

was not).  



laboratory — evoking everywhere the heights of joy, the purest love, the greatest power — 

producing everywhere a constant symphony of bliss. 

This is the highest practicality. To portray such circumstances on the screen will make 

people realize that the spiritual life is something to be lived, not talked about, and that it, and it 

alone, will produce the peace and love and harmony which we seek to establish as the constant of 

our lives. 

After dinner, Baba got up to leave three times, but Mary Pickford would not allow him to 

go. Finally, when he stood up, all surrounded him. Dictating from his alphabet board, he continued 

to converse with them while standing. After a few minutes, his roving glance fell on a young lady 

standing isolated at the far end of the room with her back to him. Baba beckoned for her and when 

his summons was relayed, she turned her face toward him but remained where she was. She was 

called again. Slowly coming forward, she stopped at a distance. Norina told her, “Come and shake 

hands with Baba, child.” The young lady remained reserved, and Elizabeth said to her, “Why are 

you afraid, dear? Come nearer and meet Baba.” 

She asked, “How can I touch him?” 

“Why not?” Norina said. “All can meet Baba!” 

This brought tears to her eyes, and she asked pitiably, “But I am a sinner! How can I touch 

a holy being like him?” 

Baba then went to her, and passed his hand over her head and shoulders. She started 

weeping, and Baba gestured to her, “I am the purest of the pure. I can purify the worst sinner. You 

have understood your mistakes and acknowledged them faithfully in the presence of others, and so 

you are forgiven. This penance from the depths of your heart is adequate, and you are now cleansed. 

Now, don’t fear in the least and don’t repeat your past mistakes. I give you my blessings!” The girl 

continued to sob, and Baba lovingly embraced her. The tears which Baba’s love had drawn from 

her heart wiped out all her sins. 

Those who witnessed this were deeply moved; their hearts overflowed and their eyes also 

teared. Before departing, Baba again embraced all the guests and putting his hand on the girl’s head, 

consoled her, “You have received forgiveness for everything! Forget the past and don’t worry at 

all.” The girl pressed her eyes to Baba’s hand and kissed it. 

In their films, Mary Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks had depicted scenes of deep human 

love, but witnessing this sight of pure divine love from Meher Baba was a rare experience indeed. 

Their hearts were full. “The world receives such a chance only after a lapse of ages,” said Age. 

“How lucky are those who, knowing the Beloved, hold fast to his feet!”140 

 

According to Adi Jr., when it was announced that Baba wanted to leave, Tallulah Bankhead 

asked Adi Jr. if it was possible for him to come to her house the next day for lunch, for she had 

something to talk about with him. Adi said that he thought it would be possible, but that he’d have 

to ask Baba. When he approached Baba, Baba replied, “Fine.” Then in a stern tone, he warned, 

“But do not touch her and do not let her touch you.” Adi assured him that nothing ill-intentioned 

would happen. 

 
140 “Penny-pinching was not, however, the main reason why so many people describe life at Pickfair as 

‘dull’ ... Mary and Doug felt it was their duty to live quiet, sober lives of respectability … So Pickfair 

became filmland’s leading embassy of middle-class virtue at a time when the rest of Hollywood was 

whooping it up and exploring the pleasures of flash success and sudden wealth ... There were few 

escapades at Pickfair, no flowing wine, no cocaine, no nude cavorting in the pool. When Mary told the 

press that there was no ‘jazzing’ in her home, she wasn’t kidding.” (Gary Carey, Doug & Mary: A 

Biography of Douglas Fairbanks & Mary Pickford [E.P. Dutton: New York, 1977], pp. 97–98.) 

 



Adi went to Tallulah’s home the following afternoon (probably with another of the 

mandali). When he met her, he immediately blurted out, “I am happy to be here, but please do not 

touch me.” She blushed, saying she would not embarrass him. During their lunch, Adi asked what 

was it that she wanted to talk to him about. Tallulah said that she was in love with a certain man, 

but that he did not love her, nor had he shown her any affection. She wanted Adi to persuade his 

brother (Baba) to cast a “love-spell” on the man, and thereby he would fall in love with her and be 

hers. Adi was taken aback and assured her that Baba did not do such things and that she was greatly 

mistaken about the kind of spiritual things Baba taught. Tallulah, nevertheless, insisted that Adi ask 

his brother if he would cast such a spell. Adi said he would, but explained again that he doubted if 

Baba would do such a thing. 

After Adi Jr. returned to the Joneses’ residence, he was feeling quite disturbed about his 

meeting with Tallulah, but did not say anything until he met with Baba. When he did, Baba sternly 

inquired, “Did you touch her?” Adi pleaded innocent and then explained why she invited him over 

and what she wanted Baba to do — cast a love-spell on a certain man, so he would fall in love with 

her. Baba showed his obvious disgust, “Hollywood!” 

The general impression among many of the movie stars was that Meher Baba was a yogi 

or swami of a high class, who possessed occult powers and could influence people’s minds. That 

is why Tallulah Bankhead made such an inquiry. The Hollywood actors and actresses were famous 

personalities whose lives were well publicized, and since Baba had attained much notoriety in the 

newspapers during this visit, they welcomed him as an equally famous personality. Like most 

people caught up in maya, the Hollywood celebrities’ understanding of true spirituality, or of what 

Meher Baba’s Avatarhood really meant, lacked much depth. 

 

On Thursday, 2 June 1932, Baba went to Paramount Studios again and met Maurice 

Chevalier, 43, who was making Love Me Tonight with Jeanette MacDonald. Tallulah Bankhead 

was there and ran to Baba, hugging and kissing him. Chevalier shook hands with Baba and said 

what a pleasure and honor it was to meet him. When informed that Baba had been on silence for 

the past seven years, Chevalier commented, “I don’t have that kind of will power.” 

Later that afternoon, Mary Pickford came to see Baba for a private interview at 3:30 and 

meditated in Baba’s presence for five minutes. Baba, Meredith, Chanji and Quentin were driven 

later to Santa Monica by director and producer Ernst Lubitsch, a “very fine and sincere man,” and 

had tea with him at his house. (Rom Landau had written letters of introduction for Quentin to 

Lubitsch and Von Sternberg.) 

In the evening Baba went with Quentin to Tallulah Bankhead’s residence for dinner, and 

also to meet Greta Garbo, 26. However, Garbo telephoned at the last minute to say she was not well 

enough to come. Baba was openly disappointed at not meeting her, as he had said that Garbo was 

the “most spiritual” of the Hollywood stars and had been a yogi in a previous lifetime. 

That night Baba took everyone to Grauman’s Chinese Theater where he had been invited 

by the manager Sidney Grauman. Baba enjoyed the variety acts that preceded the film, especially 

the performance of the comedian Will Mahoney. Greta Garbo’s latest film Grand Hotel was playing 

and Baba praised her performance.141 

Baba granted private interviews on the 3rd. One of those who met Baba several times 

during this trip was Gavin Arthur, 31.142 Arthur shared a deep interest in astrology with Marc Jones. 

 

141 Greta Garbo was a Swedish-American film actress of acclaimed beauty and dramatic intensity. Grand 

Hotel won an Academy Award that year for Best Picture.  

142 Gavin Arthur was the grandson of the 21st President of the United States, Chester Alan Arthur.  



He had established a utopian community of “free-thinkers” on some sand dunes near the ocean. He 

and a few other “dunites” were brought by Roderick White of Santa Barbara, a noted violinist who 

knew Malcolm and Jean from New York. Arthur invited Baba to visit the community and Baba 

agreed, but due to lack of time was unable to go.  

Sam Cohen, 31, of Brooklyn, New York, also met Baba at the Knickerbocker reception. 

Sam was a seeker who had long been interested in spirituality and the Path. He had joined the 

Theosophists before moving to California, where he first heard about Baba. Sam recalled: 

When I entered the room, I saw a very happy and smiling person seated in front of me. 

The impression was of consummate graciousness and love combined. His Holiness merely clasped 

my hand and gazed at me. The hand clasp of a Master is not just a hand clasp nor is his gaze just a 

looking at you, but by his touch and look he thins the “veil” and sometimes completely removes the 

veil which separates the man from divinity. 

On Saturday, 4 June 1932, Baba’s last day in Hollywood, he had lunch with Marie Dressler 

at her home at 801 Alpine Drive. Marie, 63, was a famous actress who had co-starred in many of 

Charlie Chaplin’s movies, and was old friend of Quentin’s. (She had won the Academy Award the 

previous year for Best Actress and was nominated again in 1932.) Marie had a keen wit and humor, 

and Baba thoroughly enjoyed her company. They were soon sharing stories and joking like old 

friends. In the middle of lunch, Marie declared, “Baba, if you permit me, I would like to take you 

out to the woods and dance with you. And even if you want to speak a few words to me, I promise 

not to tell anyone!” 

Baba revealed, “Before breaking my silence, it is essential for me to proceed to China. On 

my return, I will break my silence on July 13.” 

Marie said, “When you break your silence, I will be at your side.”143 

Baba often mentioned the breaking of his silence during this visit to America. That Baba 

would actually speak created a sensation, and arrangements had started so that Baba’s voice might 

be heard throughout the world via radio when he spoke. Marc Jones booked the Hollywood Bowl 

for the event; Mary Pickford was to introduce him. Quentin, a persuasive person, in his own over-

excitement, even convinced certain of the women followers to have chic “God-realization gowns” 

created for the occasion, assuring them Baba would give them God-realization at the time, though 

Baba himself never indicated anything like this. 

Adi Jr. knew that Baba would never do such a thing, and in a skeptical mood said to Baba 

one day, “Baba, you're not going to break your silence. Why go through all this fuss with the radio 

and newspapers? Why make these people go to all this trouble? People will be upset and very angry 

with you if you do not speak. And I know you won’t!” 

Peeved, Baba scolded Adi, “No, no, you don’t know! Keep quiet! This time, I am going to 

do it!” 

What kind of play was this on Baba’s part? How innocent the people of Hollywood were. 

Was there any necessity to employ material or mechanical means for the Avatar’s voice to be heard 

throughout the world? Did Meher Baba’s silence depend on material causes? But this manner of 

working is his divine play and in this leela there is joy! Knowing everything, he pretends to know 

nothing, thus carrying out such a fantastic ruse. 

Meher Baba’s work is wonderful and yet incomprehensible. In his divine working, he never 

did anything without some purpose; the interest his statements evinced in Hollywood were probably 

to make people truly aware of the Avatar and his stature, and to make them stick by him whether 

or not his statements were ever fulfilled. 

Age agreed: “It is certain that Baba will ‘speak’ in Hollywood, from where the melody of 

his Word will spread throughout the world through films. Only Hollywood will be able to delineate 

 
143 Marie Dressler died in 1934 from cancer. 



Baba’s life story to the world, which will listen to his Song’s resonance because of it. His Song, 

though echoless, merges within itself all the echoes of the world!” 

 

During his visit to Hollywood, Meher Baba had his disciples busy seeking a suitable boy 

to fit his ideal (similar to the boys sought in India), whom he was anxious to take with him to China 

when he left. Baba commented that the purpose of finding such a boy was “to link the West with 

the East.” Many American youngsters were brought to the Joneses’ residence and interviewed by 

Baba. The final choice was a brown-haired twelve-year-old boy named Carl Philipp, but it was 

found impossible to arrange for his passport in time to enable him to accompany Baba to China. 

But since Honolulu was an American territory, the boy was permitted to travel with Baba as far as 

there. 

Initially, the Schlosses and Starrs were to accompany Baba to Hawaii, but Baba changed 

his plans. Meredith had become an annoyance. To get rid of him once more, he was sent away to 

Santa Barbara. As a ruse, Baba warned him, “There is a bad influence here in Hollywood for one 

as spiritually sensitive as you.” 

Baba canceled his intended visit to San Francisco also (where Jean and Malcolm Schloss 

were sent). He instructed his other Western lovers about his work and sent them back to their 

respective homes, except for Quentin Tod who was to accompany him and the mandali to take care 

of Carl. 

In the evening of Saturday, 4 June 1932, Marc Jones drove Baba and three of the mandali 

to the ship harbor, while Quentin and Adi Jr. followed in Celeste Withers Domola’s car. Celeste 

was a cousin of the Joneses and had become very close and helpful to Baba during his stay. Marc’s 

sister, Helen, was also of great help in keeping up with Baba’s busy schedule. A large group 

followed to see Baba off. Baba boarded the Monterey, which was on its maiden voyage, and set out 

for Honolulu at eleven o’clock that night. 

Baba shared his cabin with Carl Philipp. Quentin had a cabin alone across from Baba’s, 

and Chanji, Kaka, Adi Jr. and Beheram shared one nearby. The voyage, however, was not pleasant. 

Carl immediately got seasick and proved a veritable nuisance. The boy was disobedient and self-

indulgent. Quentin had to chase him from one end of the ship to the other, from the gym to the 

swimming pool, to get him to come to Baba when called. Carl’s one thought seemed to be to enjoy 

himself as much as he could on this free holiday away from his parents. Baba was getting fed up 

with the boy’s mischievousness and decided to send him back home at the first opportunity. 

Although Carl had been brought for Baba’s work, Quentin had to serve him night and day! It was 

always the case with whatever “ideal boy” was brought by the mandali. 

Many passengers on the ship came to see Baba and, surprisingly, he met them all. After 

four days at sea, they arrived in Honolulu on the 9th at eight in the morning and stayed at the grand 

Moana Hotel on Kalakaua Avenue, for two days. Rustom, whom Baba had called from China, met 

them at the dock. Since it was the first time that the Monterey had sailed, there was an exceptionally 

large crowd to meet the ship, including the Royal Hawaiian Band and the steamship officials. 

After a private meeting with Rustom, Baba decided to send him to Australia and New 

Zealand that same night on the Monterey. 

After resting for two hours at the hotel, Baba and the group went to the Coconut Grove in 

the gardens of the Royal Hawaiian Hotel (which was next to the Moana) and saw a splendid 

performance by native Hawaiian dancers and singers. Afterward, they took a long drive outside the 

city to some pineapple groves, where they drank copious amounts of pineapple juice. 

Later, back at the hotel, Baba called Quentin to his room and spelled out, “Carl’s behavior 

is getting worse. I am sending him back to Los Angeles on Saturday. He will return and speak 

against us! 



“I want you to return to California and inform all there of a change in my plans. I intend to 

return to India from China and then go to Italy, where I want you to go and find a villa for me to 

stay in. I will come at the end of July. Assemble the gopis there. 

“Give Meredith his return tickets to New York, and pay him $500 for return passage to 

England for him and Margaret. Tell him I wish him to continue his work at Devonshire.144 

“And tell all in California that I will not break my silence in Hollywood as announced.” 

This was a difficult duty for Quentin, but his faith in Baba deepened. Quentin thought to 

himself: “No ordinary man would behave like this.” The result was as expected: When Quentin 

conveyed the news, though there was disappointment, particularly with Meredith Starr and Marc 

Jones, there was no flagging of faith among the sincere, like Malcolm and Jean.145 The main reason 

was that Baba’s love had drawn certain ones close to him and his love would not let them stray. 

That night, after seeing Rustom off to Australia aboard the Monterey, Baba and the other 

mandali had dinner.146 Afterward, they went to a movie at the Empire Theater. 

On Friday, 10 June 1932, a friend of Elizabeth’s named Mrs. Hutchins came with her sister 

to see Baba. (They had come to meet the ship, also.) Baba went for another drive in the afternoon 

through Honolulu, to the Niumalu Hotel and later to the Honolulu (Waikiki) Aquarium. In the 

evening Baba went to the Liberty Theater and saw Gladys George in the play, A Church Mouse. 

On 11 June at 7:45 A.M., Baba went for breakfast with Chanji and Quentin to Mrs. Walter 

Dillingham’s palatial villa, La Pietra, on the western slope of Diamond Head.147 “Baba seemed 

disinclined to go,” Quentin recorded in his diary, but it was too late to postpone the invitation. 

When they returned, they left again at nine o’clock to take Carl Philipp to his ship; an American 

woman was to accompany the boy. Carl appeared sad at leaving Baba, but true to Baba’s prediction, 

it was later learned the boy did speak out against Baba when he returned.148 

At noon, Baba, Kaka, Chanji, Beheram and Adi Jr. also set sail for the eleven-day voyage 

to China on the Empress of Japan. Quentin had come to see them off. He too was feeling the pangs 

of separation. “I stayed an hour with Baba and the boys,” he later wrote, “and then was getting so 

depressed and sad, I tore myself away from them. Although I was to see [Baba] soon, I felt 

desperately sad at seeing him go. It seemed when Baba left as though the soul had gone out of 

America.” 

Nearly all the staff on board ship were Japanese. As the ship steamed out of Honolulu 

harbor, a jazz band played, and native Hawaiian women sang and danced. People were waving 

 
144 Quentin met Meredith in Santa Barbara and delivered Baba's instructions; but instead of returning to 

Devonshire, Meredith and Margaret, at the invitation of Gavin Arthur, went to stay with Sam Cohen at the 

sand dunes community near Oceano until October 1932, at which time they returned to the East 

Challacombe retreat. (Milo Shattuck, Norina and Elizabeth also visited the sand dunes, where a cabin was 

being built for Baba.) 
145 Marc Jones had spent a large amount of money to book the Hollywood Bowl.  
146 Rustom was not permitted to land in Sydney due to strict immigration laws. The exact details of his trip 

are not known, but the purpose was to forge further links with the West, the result of which was made 

evident after a number of years when many Australians came into Meher Baba’s fold. 
147 Walter F. Dillingham, a leading industrialist and entrepreneur from Honolulu, was known as the “Baron 

of Hawaii Industry.” A highly influential businessman, he is credited with developing urban Honolulu. In 

1919, Dillingham built a palatial villa at Papaenaena (an ancient Hawaiian altar to the surf and place of 

human sacrifice). The home, called La Pietra, was designed by David Adler and was modeled after a 

Florentine villa owned by Mrs. Dillingham’s uncle Arthur Acton. It is now a private academy for girls. 

Dillingham is most famous for draining the wetlands of Waikiki in the early 1920s. He also played a key 

role in the creation of Pearl Harbor as the Navy's major mid-Pacific naval base. (Main source: Wikipedia) 
148 Carl Philipp seems to have led people to believe that he was mistreated or molested during his trip. A 

letter making such allegations was printed in the Los Angeles Times from the boy’s school.  



handkerchiefs and throwing flowers. Little did they know that the Emperor of Creation was on 

board the Empress of Japan! 

Settled in his cabin, Baba asked for Kimco’s letters to be read again and again. Tears came 

to his eyes again as he listened to their heartfelt words of love describing the agony they underwent 

in their separation from him. 

Upon Quentin’s return to California a week later, the following account was published in 

the newspapers on 14 July 1932. The Associated Press headline read: 

Silent Hindu Defers Radio Talk 

Shri Meher Baba, who came here recently heralded as the East Indian “holy man,” and 

who supposedly has not uttered a word for seven years, will not deliver his “message to the world” 

tomorrow over a national broadcast from Hollywood. Quentin Tod, the mystic’s secretary, 

telegraphed from Santa Barbara that Baba had decided to postpone the word-fast breaking until 

next February because “conditions are not yet ripe.” 

Meanwhile Baba had anticipated such a response from the press and sent his lovers a 

message not to worry over adverse publicity: “The whole world will know and welcome me as 

Jesus returned once I speak.” 

Until then, however, many persons took Baba’s decision badly. As Gavin Arthur later 

recounted: “Baba just took off [without breaking his silence] and went to Hawaii and then to Hong 

Kong and finally to India. A lot of people thought it was an outrageous break of promise, and he 

lost a great deal of his following by doing that.” 

 

On Sunday, 19 June 1932, the ship landed at 6:00 A.M. in Yokohama. Baba got off with the 

mandali, and they refreshed themselves. At ten o’clock they went for a tour of Japan’s second 

largest city. After an hour’s taxi drive, they had a snack and walked through the crowded streets. 

They returned to the ship at noon and set sail at two o’clock. 

They landed at 8:00 A.M. the following day in Kobe, Japan, where Baba and the mandali 

again got off and strolled throughout the city. They returned to their ship at 1:00 P.M. and sailed 

two hours later. 

Shanghai, China was reached two days later at 2:30 P.M. on 22 June 1932, where they were 

met by Herbert and Jalbhai. Dressed in a stylish suit and Panama hat, Baba disembarked and was 

driven a few miles to the Palace Hotel which overlooked the Huangpu River. After tea, Baba 

indicated to Herbert, “I want to go out and mix with the Chinese, so take me to a place where there 

are thick crowds.” 

Herbert took Baba to a few places, but they were not crowded enough to suit his purpose. 

Baba then went to the slums of Shanghai by hand-pulled rickshaw, but the narrowness of the lanes 

prevented it from entering and Baba traversed the area on foot for three hours. He strode rapidly up 

and down the squalid alleyways, causing the humble dwellers to stare at him with fascination as he 

passed by. 

After racing through the back alleys of Shanghai, Herbert was quite tired. Being new and 

unaware of Baba’s ways, during Baba’s stay in China, Herbert tended to arrange things according 

to his own preference, which Baba did not always like. Baba also kept changing his mind and plans 

which was surprising and baffling to Herbert, causing his mind to become disturbed. 

On Thursday, 23 June 1932, some of the people whom Herbert had told of Baba came to 

see him at the hotel. 

Baba was busy planning his return to India, and he sent Herbert and Chanji to book the 

tickets. The first plan of returning to California had been fixed for weeks, but was now canceled. 

After going all day from one office to another, exasperated, Herbert vexatiously asked Chanji as 

they were returning to the hotel, “Why does Baba act like this? It is a pity he does not know his 



own mind. Didn’t he know what he wanted to do at the beginning? What harassment this change 

of plans has caused. Baba does not seem to realize I have to earn my living, and that my other 

appointments today were quite important and nearly impossible to postpone.” 

Chanji repeated this word for word to Baba, who scolded Herbert, “If you think like this 

about me, it is no use having you work for me!” Herbert wisely remained silent and Baba forgave 

him. 

That evening, Baba and the mandali went to eat at the restaurant of Mr. Chung at his 

invitation. Baba had a fun time as he watched all trying to eat with chopsticks for the first time. 

They then went to the Cathay Theater where they saw Beast of the City. Afterward, they went to 

the railway station and boarded the 11:00 P.M. train for Nanking. Baba, Herbert and Kaka sat in 

first class, and Beheram, Jalbhai, Adi Jr. and Chanji were seated in second class. 

They reached Nanking the next morning at seven o’clock. Pendu and Gustadji were waiting 

on the platform to receive Baba. All went to stay at Herbert’s house two miles from the station. As 

ordered, Pendu, Gustadji and Jalbhai had been waiting in China for three months, expecting Baba’s 

call to join him in America. Prior to Baba’s arrival in China, Vishnu and Raosaheb had been sent 

back to Nasik. 

After refreshments, Herbert took Baba to see the Great Wall in Nanking. A lake was nearby 

and Baba walked along it a long distance. Nanking was a pleasant city and reminded Baba and the 

mandali of Poona. Baba was driven up the Purple Mountain in the afternoon to see the memorial 

to the revolutionary leader Sun Yat-sen.149 Though the roads were rough, Baba liked the 

surroundings. 

In the evening the group sat around Baba in his room and listened to music. Thereafter, 

Baba dictated cables for Chanji to send to America, England and India about his change of plans. 

Many Chinese students from the National Central University, where Herbert taught, and 

older men and women came to meet Baba in Nanking. In this city, too, Baba wandered about the 

dirty, downtrodden lanes of the poorer sections, where the Chinese peasants gazed at him in 

wonderment. 

Herbert’s teaching assignment was coming to an end. Wishing to serve Baba, he said, “If 

you want me to visit Dairen [Talien], Manchuria, Siberia, Moscow and Warsaw on my way to 

London, I will.” 

Baba replied, “All right. Then proceed to Marseilles via Manchuria and Russia, and meet 

me there on July 20.”150 

On Sunday, 26 June 1932, Baba saw a film at the National Cinema, drove through the 

swarming lanes of the city again and visited a temple of Confucius. Baba was to leave that day and 

Herbert presented him with a lacquered statue of Mile Fo which is the name used by the Chinese 

for the “Coming Buddha.” 

After staying for three days in Nanking, Baba entrained for Shanghai at 11:00 P.M. They 

arrived at eight in the morning and left at 4:00 P.M. for Bombay on the SS Kaiser-i-Hind on the 

28th. Herbert Davy left for Dairen (China’s northernmost seaport) six days later on his way to 

Russia. 

 

 

149 Sun Yat-sen (1866–1925) was born near Canton and educated in medicine in Hong Kong. After some 

years of being a doctor, he plotted to overthrow the Ch'ing dynasty of China and establish a republic. After 

revolution erupted in China, he was elected in 1911 as the provisional president of the Chinese republic. 

150 Baba went to the French Consulate and obtained a visa on 25 June 1933 to visit France.  



Baba landed in Hong Kong at 7:00 A.M. on Friday, 1 July 1932 and was met by a Parsi 

named Rustom E. Desai. Baba and the mandali went to his house, where Desai and his wife had 

prepared Indian dishes. After they ate, they all went out to explore the city. They went to the 

Queen’s Theater in the evening to see the film Skin Deep. After the movie, Baba and the mandali 

returned to their ship by ferry. 

They drove through Kowloon the next day. Met there by Rustom S. Pestonji, a friend of 

Mr. Desai’s, Baba and the mandali were taken to Pestonji’s house. After an hour’s drive around the 

town, they returned to the Kaiser-i-Hind and continued their voyage. 

They arrived in Singapore at 7:00 A.M. on 6 July. After driving around the city in a taxi, 

they went to see the movie Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde at the Capital Cinema. Then they had dinner 

at the Madras Café and returned to the ship at 11:00 P.M. 

A second day was spent in Singapore and they left for Colombo in Sri Lanka on the 8th. 

They docked at Penang on the 9th, where Baba got off and visited two shrines — the Buddha and 

Snake temples. 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Colombo, the capital of Ceylon, at 8:00 A.M. on 13 July, 

where they got off and sent telegrams to Adi Sr. and Naoroji Dadachanji. In Colombo, they drove 

around the city in a taxi. 

After two days at sea, Baba and the mandali landed in Bombay at 11:45 P.M. on Friday, 15 

July 1932. Baba, Chanji, Kaka, Gustadji and Adi Jr. went to Naoroji’s house at Rustom Bagh, 

Byculla, while Jalbhai, Beheram and Pendu spent the night on the ship. The women mandali staying 

in Nasik had arrived by train with Freiny and Masaji, and were overjoyed to see their Beloved Lord 

again. Baba especially wished to see Mehera and tell her about his world tour. 

Adi Sr., Buasaheb, Ramjoo, Raosaheb and Vishnu had come from Nasik by car and also 

met Baba at Naoroji’s.151 Gulmai was there too. Sailor, Sidhu and Chhagan met Baba the next 

morning. Baba was planning on returning to Europe on the same ship, so he spent that day giving 

each of the men and women mandali instructions. 

 

 

Chapter 11: PORTOFINO 

 

Less than 24 hours after landing, Baba left Bombay on Saturday afternoon, 16 July 1932, 

sailing for Marseilles on the Kaiser-i-Hind. He was accompanied this time only by Chanji and Kaka 

— and 200 fellow passengers. 

While at sea, Chanji sent this telegram to Kitty: 

Stopped Bombay twelve hours. Baba’s arrival caused phenomenal outburst of feelings. 

Lovers and devotees saw him at my place. After first expressions of heartfelt greetings, news of his 

immediate departure shocked all. Loving hearts like Mehera and Gulmai cried bitterly. Amidst 

touching scenes of painful separation all left Baba, imploring him to return soon. Inform Stephanie 

about Baba’s coming Genoa. 

Age marveled at Baba’s stamina and pace: “Baba had been on a tour through Europe, 

America and the Far East for the past four months, and now he is leaving again! The Beloved had 

captured the hearts of his lovers in the West and taught them how to sing; but now he must return 

there to give them further ‘singing lessons!’ ” 

 
151 Adi Sr. had been running the Circle Cinema in Nasik, since Buasaheb’s announcement in May 1932 that 

he intended to return to Persia.  



During this period, Sampath Aiyangar of Madras was publishing a magazine devoted to 

Meher Baba titled Meher Gazette. In a letter to Aiyangar on 20 July from Aden, Chanji wrote of 

some of the highlights of the past months: 

Events of great significance and importance have transpired in connection with Baba’s 

movements and activities during the last four months. This time, I have been unable to keep even 

my daily diary notes up-to-date, owing to a very heavily scheduled program at almost all the places, 

and very quick moves from one place to another. Just imagine that within the space of about four 

months, Babaji has made a tour round the world, visiting Italy, England, France, Switzerland, New 

York, California, Honolulu, Japan, China and back again to India for a few hours!152 Now he 

proceeds again to Europe on important work there and returns again to India in the beginning of 

September. 

Again this was no pleasure tour, but for work; work that concerns almost the whole world 

— a preparation for the great upheaval that is to come in the very near future. During this flying 

visit to all these places, he has seen thousands privately [and] also in public receptions given in his 

honor by his devotees and ardent admirers. For over twelve hours a day, he has given private 

interviews to prominent people in England and America, leaving practically no time for himself for 

food or rest which had to be ignored. We were regularly on the move, hardly staying more than a 

few days at a place except London and Lugano, and that too to arrange and fix future programs. 

Somebody has played mischief there too, as appears from false reports published in the 

John Bull magazine. But this mischief has fortunately done no harm in England or America, for 

they all know what kind of trash magazine this John Bull is, whose editor we hear was convicted 

several times for such false allegations about persons of prominence. Sane people won’t even read 

it! But unfortunately in India people don’t know this, and there are people here whose only business 

in life is to play mischief against Baba and his mission; and instigated by writings from persons like 

[K. J.] Dasturji, they leave no stone unturned to make the most of these defaming reports 

prejudicing the minds of so many. 

But Baba is quite indifferent to these; rather in his own way he enjoys these; or to put it 

more clearly, he invites and creates such opposition for his working. 

In April last, when we were in Lugano, he explained one evening to some of his intimate 

devotees that he wished to avert the great catastrophe — the outbreak of a great worldwide war, 

preparations for which were going on on all sides — and save humanity from the atrocities and 

ruination through devastation and destruction from such a war as this. 

To avert this, three things were necessary: 

First, to create an opposition — against himself on a wide scale. 

Second, to incur physical sufferings on himself. 

Third, to allow some minor clashes here and there, instead of a worldwide, destructive 

war. 

For personal sufferings, he said, he was prepared to incur anything on himself. But for the 

opposition which he had to create, he warned all his devotees not to be misled or upset by anything. 

And immediately after he warned all, the very next day the article in John Bull appeared in public. 

But no one was affected there. 

And then Babaji [gave another] great test. He openly declared to all in England and 

America that he was going to break his silence on the 13th of July [1932] in Hollywood. 

Nice publicity was given to this breaking of Baba’s silence after seven years, which 

almost all considered a great event, and elaborate preparations were made to celebrate the same on 

a grand scale. One of the world’s largest broadcasting companies in America offered to broadcast 

Baba’s first speech and message to the world through its worldwide branches [radio network]. A 

well-known doctor and scientist published a statement in the newspaper with photos, that it was 

physically impossible for a human being to keep silence for seven long years and then speak, 

stating his arguments on scientific research and expressing grave doubts that Baba would be able to 

speak and so on. 

All eagerly awaited the fateful event and occasion on July 13 … and then came the crash. 

Baba, who had promised to return from China where he had been on some very important work, 

sent a cable from there, coldly stating that he had postponed speaking for spiritual reasons, until his 

next birthday in February 1933. 

 

152 Baba was actually in Bombay for two days, before continuing his journey.  



You can well imagine the feelings and disappointments that this caused to those in 

America, to one and all, his own ardent devotees, admirers and lovers, as well as to others in 

general. To those who had grave doubts and did not believe in these [spiritual] things, this was a 

good bone of contention to write anything in his absence and at his back. Those who loved and 

followed Baba were put in a somewhat [delicate if not dangerous situation, and yet a situation they 

had to face responsibly] — to give explanations to all sorts of silly questions with which they were 

overwhelmed in a country like America — not to speak of [dealing with] their own 

disappointments. 

Baba knew all this better than anyone else, yet he did it on purpose, and enjoyed it! For, 

as he explains, he wanted this opposition and delicate situation which he deemed essential for his 

great work, and hence created and courted it cheerfully, much to the embarrassment of all! 

He said, “The more the bow string is drawn back, the greater the force for the arrow to fly 

farther, and this is exactly like that. The greater the opposition, the greater the force to my work; 

and for the welfare of humanity, as all my work is, I don’t mind in the least.” So would he speak to 

us all, and so he did it all. And quietly and calmly he proceeded from China to Europe where he 

wanted to go to arrange things for the future. 

En route, he [stopped off] in India. No one knew of his coming till a day prior to his 

arrival in Bombay, where he called only his intimate mandali to explain things to them. There was 

such a phenomenal outburst of feelings to see beloved Baba so suddenly amidst them; and after 

expressions of heartfelt greetings, followed touching scenes of a painful separation that made our 

hearts bleed. But he was coming back by the beginning of September, and with that relieving 

thought, each one consoled his or her heart and departed to count the hours and minutes for their 

Baba’s return. 

Wherever Baba has gone in London, or New York, or Hollywood, his very presence has 

set all hearts on fire, and touching scenes of heartfelt greetings followed by outbursts of a painful 

separation were typical everywhere. 

Hundreds of thousands have seen him, admired him, adored him — loved him as they 

loved none else before. His graceful figure, his charming personality, and the spirituality that 

emitted from him have captivated all hearts. It was not a passing infatuation, but a divine 

inspiration that literally transformed the lives and affairs of all who approached him with open, 

sincere and loving hearts; and their experiences were related by all verbally and in letters full of 

feelings of divine love expressed in words that would make the very reader cry at the depth of their 

feeling and love. 

People came from almost all vocations and walks of life — from the humblest farmers to 

the ablest artists, poets, philosophers, scientists, politicians, publicists [journalists]. They were all 

extremely grateful to have met him and have talked to him, many having met him in silence 

without words. And all have gone away with deep feelings of love and admiration, deeply 

impressed and inspired. Some have termed him “the living Jesus!”; others “the Lord of the New 

Creation"! To many he has been an idol of their hearts or the Divine Beloved — terms that speak in 

themselves of the deep divine feelings inspired in them, perhaps never before attributed to an 

individual Being of the present age. 

Even the English and American press, which hardly understood these things of 

spirituality and generally sneered at the same, have gone crazy over his visit to the West. [The press 

has] spoken well of his teachings, meetings and activities. Reporters were impressed after personal 

interviews with him. And those who know the mentality and attitude of reporters have wondered 

how they have spoken so favorably about Baba and his activities, with reports of his interviews and 

photos for over three months continually. All have wondered if such publicity has ever been given 

to any spiritual Being in the past, or if any such Being has been as widely known to all classes of 

people of all nations. 

Besides, Baba did not speak. But this was not a handicap. His silence was rather 

imposing, impressing and inspiring. When we explained to some, as usual, that Baba has not 

spoken for seven years, they would cry out, “But, he need not speak! Look at his eyes. They speak 

volumes! Look at his face, it expresses so much!” 

Others could not believe when we said that he has lectured to thousands on his black 

[alphabet] board. “How marvelous,” they would exclaim. “Wonderful ... Amazing ... Grand!” All 

these were common terms uttered by almost everyone. “Mystics and Masters have come from the 

East by droves, but none like him. They have come and gone, but you, Baba, have come to stay, 

remaining in our hearts forever. We can never forget you, especially your face. Its image is 

imprinted on our hearts.” 

These are some of the spontaneous expressions from the hearts who saw him and came to 

love him. “To see him is to love him if anyone has a heart,” one person said. To many sincere 

seekers of Truth, he became a perfect friend and guide in their endeavors to attain the highest 



[state]. A few minutes of meditation as instructed by him, helped numerous ones in their efforts at 

advancement on the Path. They could feel the growth of their spiritual conception through Baba’s 

help and were so grateful that they were willing to lay down their lives and follow him to the cross 

if need be. 

 

After thirteen days at sea, the Kaiser-i-Hind arrived in Marseilles on Friday, 29 July 1932. 

Baba was met by Kitty Davy and her brother Herbert, who had come from China via Russia. They 

boarded a train for Santa Margherita, located along the Italian Riviera. The next day, much to 

Quentin Tod’s surprise, Baba arrived earlier than scheduled. Between the towns of Santa 

Margherita and Paraggi, Quentin had rented a separate villa for Baba and the mandali named 

Fiorenza, which Baba liked very much. 

Prior to Baba’s arrival, Margaret Craske and Mabel Ryan, along with one of their pupils, 

Audrey Williams, had arrived on the 25th; Delia, Minta, Stephanie and Kim arrived on the 28th. 

The atmosphere of Santa Margherita was beautiful during Baba’s stay — warm sun, blue 

sea and splendid coastline scenery. Behind their house were green hills with shaded pathways 

through vineyards and forests. All in the group would go with Baba in the mornings to the beach 

along the rock cliffs of Galto Pedale. Kaka would hold a large umbrella over Baba’s head at the 

beach. Baba would wade in the water while the others swam. Twice they rowed Baba out to sea in 

a small boat and swam around him. 

Many local Italians came to know of Baba, as well, and would come to the house to sit 

quietly in his presence. When the fishermen came to know of him, they were eager to take Baba 

out in their boats. (Baba and the group went out in a sailboat twice and once in a motorboat.) 

“The gopis had been pining for their Krishna,” noted Age, “and when they met Baba, the 

sweet echoes of the Song reverberated throughout the Italian villa.” 

There was a large, private balcony off Baba’s room, where he would stand, watching those 

swimming at the beach before breakfast. They would often sit at night on the balcony, playing 

records, charades or carrom. Some evenings, Baba would take the group to the local movie theater, 

though the films were in Italian. Baba had his special reasons for wanting to go, preferring always 

to be among a crowd whenever possible. At other times, they would visit Lina’s, an open-air café 

by the bay, where they would sip coffee or eat ices. During this stay, Baba permitted Kaka and 

Chanji to eat fish after many years of strict vegetarianism. 

“It was a very intimate holiday,” Delia remembered, “really a sahavas. It was such an 

extraordinarily intimate atmosphere that Chanji said it amazed him, because up to then, only those 

few close women in India had had this sort of life with Baba.” 

Margaret recalled, “It was the loveliest, perhaps the most beautiful, time we ever had with 

Baba. First of all, he wasn’t stirring up much ‘trouble.’ He was letting us down lightly; he was not 

[demanding] of us the terrible discipline. He was wooing us. We were being won. It didn’t take 

much to win us, but he added some more on top of it. So you can imagine … 

“Everything for us was like an enchanted dream. Sitting on the sands with Baba, wandering 

over the wooded hills with him, plus the crystal beauty of the blue Mediterranean — it was like a 

dream filled with the sweetness of Baba.” 

Baba appeared exceptionally happy during this time and kept repeating to the group, “Love 

me and don’t worry.” He drew his lovers closer to him in innumerable ways, becoming their 

playmate, friend, child and father. At the same time, he managed to make each of them feel as if he 

or she were somehow “special” to him. “I think this was his way of arousing our sibling rivalry,” 

Minta related, “which he did quite a good bit.” 

Minta was always dashing upstairs to have a few minutes alone with Baba before the others 

came in. She was the youngest of the gopis and began to act a bit more demanding on this trip. For 

example, she kept nagging Baba to let her stay near him at night in his room with the watchman, 



Kaka. Baba finally agreed. He sat and communicated with Kaka, as Minta tried to stay awake but 

kept dozing off on Baba’s bed. After a few hours, Baba sent her to her room. She left feeling extra-

privileged, which is what she had really desired. 

Audrey Williams was a talented eighteen-year-old dance pupil of Margaret’s, whom Baba 

had specifically cabled to come and be with him in Italy. Margaret had mentioned Audrey to Baba 

during the train journey from London to Southampton the previous May (as he was leaving for 

America). At that time, Baba told Margaret about Audrey, “Yes, she is the one you ought to have 

brought to me! She is the one I must see.” Another reason for her presence was that Baba wished 

the total number of those with him at Santa Margherita to equal twelve. 

Although new, Audrey was soon swept into the Divine Beloved’s orbit of love. “My first 

impression of Meher Baba was of great kindness, and a willingness to please and make people 

happy,” she remembered. “Later, there was a hypnotic effect in that, although Baba never 

commanded, you felt bound to do his wishes. (He told me to go to bed at ten o’clock every night, 

which I would do automatically!)” 

 

One of the reasons for Baba’s trip was that he wished to remain in seclusion for 24 hours 

somewhere in Italy and chose Assisi for the purpose because of its association with Saint Francis.153 

Baba sent Herbert there on 1 August 1932 in search of a cave for the seclusion. In the meantime, 

Baba visited Rapallo, Portofino and other places near Santa Margherita. 

Kitty arranged for a car to drive Baba to Assisi. The trip was to start at midnight on the 5th, 

but the small five-seat Fiat arrived late and they ended up leaving at 2:30 A.M. on Saturday, 6 

August. Accompanying Baba were Chanji, Kaka, Quentin and Signor Pavese (the proprietor of the 

villa Fiorenza, who was driving), and the usual loads of luggage. 

Baba had not had a moment’s rest until they departed. There were instructions he had to 

give each in the group. He called all into his room before he left and told them to stay awake near 

him. With a faraway look in his eyes, he lay down while his hands gestured continually in the air. 

(When his fingers moved like this, he had once explained, he was putting his “seal” on an order.) 

Baba had explained to those present that before he could do his work in Assisi one of two 

things would happen: “Either there will be a storm or I shall be ill.” True to his word, Baba suffered 

from stomach pains which made him quite restless throughout the night and he rolled on the bed 

from one side to the other in anguish. “Inexplicable is the Avatar’s suffering!” Age observed. “How 

can we understand how he suffers for the universe?” His lovers’ eyes filled with tears upon seeing 

their Beloved suffer. 

Baba’s pain increased and he remarked, “The pain I am bearing is like that of a mother 

about to give birth.” The expression on Baba’s face reminded them of the poignant paintings they 

had seen of Jesus suffering on the cross. 

Some of them cried out, “Baba, transfer some of your pain to us; let us suffer for you!” But 

only the Avatar can bear such pain, which he does for the whole creation! Yet, this longing from 

their hearts pleased him, and feeling their love eased the acuteness of his suffering. 

Baba’s pain gradually decreased during the drive, but Quentin and Chanji became ill. 

During the drive, twice an accident was averted by Baba’s grace. Arriving in Pisa on the morning 

of the 6th, they refreshed themselves at the Nettion Hotel. Starting out again, they passed the 

Leaning Tower of Pisa. At about two in the afternoon, they reached Siena where they ate lunch. 

 
153 Francis of Assisi (1182–1226) was the son of a wealthy merchant who underwent a spiritual conversion 

at 22 after fighting in the Italian wars. Overcome by the love of God, he became remarkably devout and 

ascetic. Baba later revealed that Francis became a Perfect Master.  



Kaka slipped on the sidewalk and was at first thought to have incurred a serious injury, but was not 

hurt severely. 

They arrived in Assisi at 5:00 P.M. and were met by Herbert, who had found an actual cave 

used by Saint Francis outside the town on Mt. Subasio. There were other caves in the hill, but 

Herbert had covered this particular cave with branches to recognize it again and prevent others 

from invading it. He had been instructed to meditate in it prior to Baba’s arrival for four hours daily 

and eight hours on the day preceding Baba’s arrival. After a light meal at 6:30 p.m., they left for 

the cave, covering quite a distance by car and ascending the remainder on foot with some difficulty. 

Leading the way, Herbert guided them to the spot at 7:30. 

The sun was setting and the birds were headed toward their nests. Baba was to immediately 

enter the cave, but before doing so, he instructed his companions not to look at him and above all 

not to touch him. Baba carried a prayer rosary of Saint Francis inside with him. 

It was settled that Chanji and Herbert would keep nightwatch outside the cave, and Kaka 

and Quentin would relieve them in the morning. Baba had ordered Kaka and Quentin to return to 

town and go to the Catholic mass in the crypt of the Basilica at 7:00 A.M. and kiss the tomb of Saint 

Francis before coming back to the cave by nine o’clock. Signor Pavese was to watch over their 

belongings. The others were ordered not to eat; the fast was to be broken when Baba emerged from 

the cave. At midnight, Chanji and Herbert made tea for Baba and placed it near the cave’s entrance. 

The next morning, Sunday, 7 August, Kaka and Quentin went to the cave to stand watch at 

ten o’clock. Chanji and Herbert went back to the hotel to rest. Near noon, Quentin heard a sound 

and, forgetting Baba’s warning, looked toward the cave. Inside, he saw Baba facing the sun with 

his eyes closed and making strange sounds. A wonderful vibration filled the air. Remembering 

Baba’s order, Quentin quickly glanced away. 

At noon everything was still. Then at one o’clock Baba clapped, and Kaka and Quentin 

removed the branches from in front of the cave. Baba directed Kaka to go to Assisi and inform 

Chanji and Herbert to come at 4:30 P.M. Coming out of the cave, Baba ordered Quentin not to come 

near him or touch him. With Quentin trailing behind, Baba roamed about the hillside for half an 

hour before reentering the cave. 

The summer day was quite hot and the air was still. Kaka, Chanji and Herbert came at 4:30 

P.M. An hour later, according to instructions, Quentin called out to Baba. Baba stepped out and 

seemed dazed as though he were unaware of his body. After a few moments, Baba stepped toward 

them and gestured, “How lucky you are that you are the first to speak to me after my seclusion.” 

Baba then called them into the cave and explained: 

Spiritually, a big meeting of spiritual personages took place here the likes of which has 

never before been held. It is due to the greatest upheaval that is coming for the world. It will be the 

greatest upheaval of all times. 

It was decided in this meeting that I will manifest as my Original Real Self and speak 

next February. Vast changes everywhere will follow. My circle, which is already formed, will 

realize me; their duties will commence in different directions. And the changes all over will cause 

an upheaval in the world which has never before been experienced, as the greatest spiritual 

revolution of all times takes place. 

A member of my circle [Gustadji] will drop his body on becoming Realized. 

Masters and Avatars all have their own circles. The circle of the Avatar is always the 

same [type], appearing and working with him during his previous Avatarhoods; they have different 

names in different periods, just as the Avatars have. When I was Jesus, for example, two played the 

roles that Quentin and Herbert fill. When I was Krishna, these two were Narad and Sudama. 

Certain circle members have the same personality, face, figure and form, but their names are 

different during the different Avataric periods. 

But the circles of Perfect Masters are always different. While a Master’s circle consists of 

twelve members, the Avatar’s circle is made up of thirteen members, the extra one being his “dark 

side.” The Avatar and his dark-side are different personalities, but their duties and working are the 

same. 



Besides this, among the apostles of the Avatar, there are really five, but one is a pair of 

twins [pointing to Herbert and Quentin], so that the circle is of fourteen. These twin apostles, in 

experience, are two different, separate individuals, but in their work, both are one and the same; 

meaning, they do the same work and have the same duties. 

In a Master’s circle, as also in an Avatar’s, there are four apostles and eight members. 

Three of my apostles are now with me: Kaka and Chanji equal two, and Herbert and Quentin 

together are counted as one since they represent the twins. 

Naturally, Baba’s explanation greatly encouraged Quentin and Herbert in their dedication, 

love and devoted service to Baba. 

It should be properly understood, however, that Baba did not mean the same souls return 

as members of his circle, but only the same types of souls. Baba would later explain that the 

Avatar’s circle consists of 12 multiplied by 10, equaling 120 members, plus two “appendages” 

(Mehera and Mani), a total of 122 members. 

Discoursing about how the Master gives and fulfills his promises, Baba explained to them: 

The promises given by the Masters are never vague or unfulfilled. They always come true 

and are fulfilled, but in their proper time. The question of time depends on the conditions or 

circumstances in which they are given. When Masters give their promises, they are given from the 

mental, or subtle, or physical plane, and thus differ in the time of their fulfillment accordingly. 

For example, if a train is rushing ahead at full speed and the brakes are applied, the train 

does not come all at once to an immediate halt due to the momentum. It stops gradually. The period 

for the fulfillment of my promises is just like this momentum. If I give a promise from the gross 

plane, it is fulfilled exactly at the time given and comes true. If a promise is given from the subtle 

plane, the momentum, or force of fulfillment, is halved; the promise takes a certain amount of time, 

for its fulfillment was given from a higher plane. If a promise is given from the mental plane, it 

takes even longer for fulfillment — like a train at full throttle takes longer to come to a dead stop 

when the brakes are applied. 

This is why the promises given by me at different times vary in the period and details of 

their fulfillment. Out of sheer ignorance and inability to understand the secret behind it, you 

misjudge my way of working. This is the reason why some people have doubts about my power 

and ability to fulfill the promises I have given. They blame, ridicule and slander me in public and in 

private. But I go on doing my work in my own way, refusing to explain or disclose the manner in 

which I do it. 

Changing the topic, Baba related: 

When a Master or Avatar moves from one place to another, he wants and establishes 

contact between persons and places. And while he does this spiritually at times, he also does it 

physically through communications — cables and letters. That is why at times I send long 

telegrams from one place to another, even though you cannot see any rhyme or reason or necessity 

for it, thinking it is all a sheer waste of money! But who knows the real purpose behind it? 

Seated on the ground outside the cave, they had a meal of bread, butter, cheese, salad, 

sardines and fruit. Similar to a dhuni, a pit was dug and a fire lit. Later the ashes were collected. 

The leaves, twigs and stones that were lying in the cave were also gathered and taken back with 

them. Baba was exhausted from his spiritual work and declared, “In the cave, I was in a meeting 

with all the Sadgurus and saints. So it is now difficult for me to come down to this gross plane after 

being in that highest plane of consciousness for so long.” 

Leaning on Herbert and Quentin’s shoulders, Baba slowly descended the hill, walking as 

though he were intoxicated. At times on the way down, they would have to support Baba on both 

sides, which was sufficient proof as to how the burden of his spiritual work had physically affected 

him. Herbert and Quentin’s support, though, gave Baba no relief and he informed them, “It is 

necessary that my feet touch the ground and that I walk, because only then will I be able to come 

down from the highest to the lowest plane.” 

Coming out of this transcendent state, Baba seemed dazed as he walked down the hill 

toward the town. By the time they reached Assisi, Baba appeared more normal. Herbert took Baba 

around the town, showing him the main places associated with Saint Francis. Baba went past the 



home of Bernardo, Francis’ first disciple. Baba pointed to a rock outside the house and disclosed, 

“This is the spot where Saint Francis sat and meditated on me [Christ], weeping throughout the 

whole night with love for Christ.” 

Near the Basilica of Saint Francis, they refreshed themselves in the Windsor Savoia Hotel 

around 9:30 p.m., where Baba had a bath. They left Assisi an hour later after coffee. Since Herbert 

was returning with them, there were now six people in the small Fiat, including all the bulky 

luggage, but they managed to accommodate themselves. Signor Pavese was nicknamed by Baba 

the Wet Hen because of his hopeless ways. 

On the way back, an accident was again narrowly averted on the mountain roads as a car 

came speeding at them from the opposite direction. They would have collided head-on were it not 

for Baba’s nazar, which made both cars come to a sudden halt only two feet apart. Signor Pavese 

was terrified by the near accident but, with encouragement from Baba, again took the wheel and 

drove on. 

 

At five o’clock in the morning on 8 August, they reached Florence. After having tea at a 

hotel, Baba indicated, “I want to find the place where Saint Francis had his vision of Christ beside 

a spring.” Baba called for a map and pointing out a spot on it, indicated to them, “I wish to proceed 

to the village of Borgunto.” 

Pavese was tired from having driven all night and was told to stay behind and rest. After 

hiring a taxi, Baba, Kaka, Chanji, Herbert and Quentin drove to Borgunto and arrived at 10:00 A.M. 

Getting out of the taxi, Baba made his way with rapid strides up a high hill as if he were familiar 

with the terrain and knew exactly where to go. The mount was called Monte Ceceri and the city of 

Florence was visible from the summit. From the crest of the hill, Baba pointed to a spot and 

instructed Herbert, “You will have to return here to stay for five days after I leave for India.” 

Turning around, Baba pointed to a different spot and revealed, “In the time of Saint Francis, 

there was a spring there. Search until you find it.” 

The group then walked back to the car. After descending the hill, a search was made for a 

suitable place for Herbert to stay. As they were about to get back in the car, an old man came out 

of a nearby villa. Baba sent Quentin over to speak with him and surprisingly enough, as informed 

by the old man, the villa was for rent. It was called Villa Alpine. Baba went inside and, after looking 

it over, approved it, and arrangements were made for Herbert to stay there for five days after Baba 

departed Europe. Soon after, Baba and the men returned directly to Florence.154 

They left in Pavese’s car for Santa Margherita and reached there at 7:30 that night. 

Meanwhile the Kimco gopis were anxiously awaiting their arrival and had cooked dinner for them. 

Although tired, Baba sat with them after dinner, giving spiritual explanations long into the night.155 

With the whole group, Baba visited San Fruttuoso where they cruised on the sea in a 

motorboat the whole day. The next day, they had a picnic in Portofino Vetta and went up the 

mountain in a caravan-carriage drawn by two horses. All were in a festive mood and so was Baba. 

Age noted, “Although Baba was their Lord and Master, he was also their friend and companion, 

and entered into everything with them.” 

 
154 When Herbert returned to stay at the Villa, after much searching he did locate the spring on a private 

estate, behind a high wall. 
155 The 1932 Summer Olympics were taking place at this time in Los Angeles, which Baba had recently 

visited. Thirty-seven nations were represented, with 1500 athletes competing and close to 100,000 

spectators in daily attendance. (Mary Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks also hosted a dinner for 200 

Olympic officials and foreign dignitaries at Pickfair.) 

 



They walked along singing and stopped from time to time to gather flowers by the roadside. 

At one spot, Baba indicated he wanted to halt for lunch. However, Quentin foolishly disagreed, 

saying they should walk a little further. Irked by Quentin’s suggestion, Baba’s pleasant mood 

altered for some time. “That was the first little, gentle hint we had about obedience,” Delia later 

recalled. “In fact, one of the chief things Baba tried to show us in Italy was that obedience to a 

Master was absolutely necessary. We had many other episodes which illustrated that obedience to 

him came first.” 

They had brought the gramophone and played Hawaiian and Spanish records and the songs 

of Paul Robeson. Baba gave them wine to drink and told them that when a Master distributed wine, 

it had special significance. 

They had another picnic on Thursday, 11 August 1932 in Portofino. For his gopis, the times 

in Santa Margherita were happy and enjoyable days in their Beloved’s company. It was a very 

intimate time. Every day, Baba would sit on the rocks by the seashore as the group sunbathed and 

talked. Once, while they were discussing books, Baba smiled and gestured, “Learn to read me, for 

when you understand me, you will understand everything!” 

On another occasion, Delia and Margaret were sitting in the walled garden at the back of 

Fiorenza. It was after lunch and all the others had gone to the town on passport business. Delia and 

Margaret were not expecting to see Baba, who suddenly appeared with Chanji. Baba asked what 

they should do and Margaret quipped, “Let’s forget about the universe and enjoy ourselves!” Baba 

smiled like a child and jumped on Margaret’s back in a gay and playful mood. She carried him a 

little way and Baba then indicated that they would play a game. He would pretend to be a little boy 

coming to Margaret for his first dance lesson. 

As directed, Chanji took Baba by the hand and led him into “class,” introducing him as 

Thomas, his son who was to have dance lessons. “Come along, Thomas,” Margaret said, taking 

him by the hand. She recalled: “Stepping forward, I showed him a simple one-two-three hop, one-

two-three hop step. No obstacles. He took to it at once, and then hand in hand, we flew around the 

garden. And I really mean flew! He could move as no one else has ever moved — with joy, freedom, 

rhythm. The steps were not difficult, but Baba had such rhythm. I assure you that I have never 

enjoyed dancing so much! It was wonderful, quite extraordinary ... a truly lovely afternoon. And I 

knew without intellectualizing that dancing was, is, and always will be a part of God.” 

 

During their stay, Baba wished to walk to a distant beach. As they took off, the party spread 

out. This annoyed Baba. Calling them together, Baba stopped and indicated that he wished to go to 

the seashore, pointing in a specific direction where there was a beautiful tent. Herbert looked over 

an embankment wall and reported, “This is a private beach and it looks as if the owner is about to 

return. We will be trespassing. And no English gentleman would act in such a manner!” However, 

his sister Kitty said that Baba’s slightest wish should be followed, and so what if the owner 

returned! Quite indignant, Herbert contrarily refused Baba’s direct order to come along and join 

the others as they made their way to the beach. 

As the group walked along the private beach, an old man with long hair and a beard, leading 

a little boy by the hand, came from the opposite direction. Strangely enough, the old man greeted 

Kaka in the Indian fashion of folding his hands to him. The old man walked back and forth in front 

of them, looking at Baba frequently. 

Herbert eventually rejoined the group. Baba had gone into the tent and everyone was seated 

around him on cushions. Baba severely reprimanded Herbert in front of everyone, “Did you think 

I asked you to come solely for your own enjoyment? While you were sitting up by the road, one of 

my agents whom I wanted you to see came and left. He was identical in appearance to my agent 

that you must contact in Warsaw when you go to Russia. By not seeing him here, your work there 

will be considerably more difficult.” 



Herbert admitted his mistake and said, “Surely we should use our common sense and warn 

you when you are likely to put yourself in jeopardy in the West [by trespassing].” 

Baba agreed, “It was your duty to warn me, but you must give in when I insist.” 

 

Italy, 1932 

 

 

After two weeks along the Italian Riviera, Baba entrained with all from Santa Margherita 

to Venice on Wednesday, 17 August 1932. Kitty was supervising every detail of their journey. They 

changed trains in Genoa, and Enid Corfe joined them in Milan. The compartment was packed, but 

they arrived safely the next morning in Venice, where they checked into the Hotel International. 

Baba asked everyone to rest after bathing, but no one felt like resting. As they discussed matters, 

Baba instructed that they take particular care to stay with him as much as possible during the next 

two days in Venice. They promised to do so. 

They visited St. Mark’s Square at 11:00 A.M., and at the suggestion of the gopis, it was 

decided to enter the cathedral. Outside, Baba explained the church’s architecture and its spiritual 

significance. He had them count and write down the number of pillars, domes and arches, which 

came to exactly 120. Baba indicated, “This church is one of the four great spiritual centers of 

Europe. The whole structure corresponds to the Avatar’s 12 disciples of the inner circle and 108 

disciples of the outer circles.” 

Baba then revealed, “I was here as Jesus with two of my apostles one month before my 

crucifixion and sat on the exact spot where St. Mark’s was later built.” Baba entered the church 

with the men, but rules barred the women from entering. 

They then returned to the hotel for lunch and went again to St. Mark’s Square at four in the 

afternoon. At the request of his lovers, their photographs were individually taken with Baba feeding 

the pigeons. 



When they arrived back at the hotel, however, Baba was in an obviously unhappy mood. 

He gathered the group and asked, “Why did you break a promise?” They were taken aback and 

looked to each other to realize their mistake. Baba continued, “I instructed you to be with me 

continuously, yet while returning to the hotel, you lingered behind to see the beauty of Venice and 

the lovely things displayed in the shop windows. You did not care about my instructions. I had to 

send someone back to call you more than once. 

“How many times have I told you to be in the world yet not of it? But the world has so 

much attraction for you that you even neglect my wishes. And we have so little time left together!” 

Baba’s rebuke brought tears to his gopis’ eyes and the pain of disobedience to their hearts. 

He then lovingly explained, “Don’t worry now and keep happy. But do not repeat such mistakes. 

To have attraction for the world is like taking poison, and I save you from its pernicious effect by 

making you drink salt water [their tears]!” 

Continuing, Baba related, “I have scolded the mandali in India so much that one of them, 

R [either Rustom or Raosaheb] once swallowed a glassful of poison. The doctors declared that he 

would die within five hours. I went and lambasted him to such an extreme that he became quite 

angry. After reviving him thus, I advised him to take a glassful of salt water. This made him vomit 

up the poison and he was saved from the jaws of death. 

“I know everything. And knowing everything, I work according to my own ways. Really, 

nothing makes me pleased or sad. I knew R. was not going to die, yet played this game to save him 

from death. I am never concerned or affected by anything. I have a Universal mind and enjoy 

infinite, eternal bliss every moment. This bliss counterbalances all the suffering I have taken on 

myself. I am beyond everything and not attached to anything, so delight and sadness do not affect 

me as they do you.” 

That night they rode on gondolas. “It was divine, really divine,” Margaret related. “Baba, 

Adi Jr., me and one other in one gondola; for an hour, drifting up and down, under the moonlight 

with the gondolier singing in Italian. It was one of the most beautiful nights of my life.” 

On 19 August, Baba repeated the same instruction, “to stay close,” as they went off to see 

the Lido, a fashionable beach resort. Baba had ordered them not to swim there, but since the weather 

was quite hot, Quentin and Mabel requested Baba’s permission to do so. He grudgingly gave it. 

They left Baba for nearly an hour and returned only to discover that he had left with Margaret and 

Delia. 

When Kitty and Chanji returned to the hotel (they had been to the Thomas Cook office) 

they found Baba in a disappointed mood and Margaret and Delia in tears. Baba shook his head 

disapprovingly and spelled out, “The East is east and the West is west! The East is ready to sit at 

my feet, but the West wants me to be at their feet! 

“I wanted the West to work for me, but now I have to change my plans and not make use 

of any of you. I cannot expect the West to behave like the East. It is not your fault. Although you 

all love and adore me, you just cannot do it. I shall have to work in another way. I will do whatever 

I have to do, but all at once and in a quite different manner.” 

Baba concluded, “You may rest today, but be with me the whole time tomorrow.” Baba’s 

words had a great effect on them. Later, Baba consoled them; he made them laugh and smile again, 

but only after teaching them the valuable lesson of constant obedience. According to Margaret, 

those who had disobeyed Baba and gone for a swim, returned to the hotel later, bearing flowers for 

Baba, who did not utter a word of reproach. 

At night, they went to watch the crowds and listen to a concert in St. Mark’s Square. Baba 

remarked, “I was here 620 years ago.” 



He added sadly, “I am eternally crucified. When the burden is especially heavy, I 

sometimes let my disciples share it, giving to each as much as they can bear.” His mood changed 

and they went to see the Charlie Chaplin movie The Gold Rush. 

In Venice, Baba gave each of his lovers an Eastern name: Audrey — Shirin; Mabel — 

Phiroze; Delia — Leyla; Margaret — Zuleka; Herbert — Sudama; Minta — Shalimar; Kim — 

Ayisha; Quentin — Nared [Narad]; Kitty — Saroja; and Zilla — Mumtaz. Norina was later given 

the name Nurjehan; Elizabeth — Dilruba; Anita — Ch-chulee; Nonny — Kemali; Rano — Merano 

(a flower); Irene (Billo) — Padmini (lotus). For years afterward, Baba would address or refer to his 

close ones by these names; they, in turn, would sign their letters likewise. 

 

On Saturday, 20 August 1932, Herbert left at 2:00 P.M. for the train station by gondola. 

Baba accompanied him and instructed him to go to Warsaw, Poland, to contact the agent identical 

in appearance to the old man seen in Santa Margherita. When he got to Warsaw, Herbert had a 

difficult time finding this old man, having missed seeing his twin. Searching high and low, he 

finally spotted a beggar who fitted the description given him by Baba. As Baba had instructed, 

Herbert handed him a few coins, and left enough money with someone else to purchase him a new 

suit. 

Baba was to travel by ship on the 20th from Venice to Alexandria, Egypt, with Kaka and 

Chanji. Seeing Baba board the Ausonia at 4:00 P.M., his lovers wept miserably at his departure. The 

moment the ship sailed away, Baba’s eyes too filled with tears. Kaka and Chanji had never seen 

Baba so sad over a departure. His English lovers sent a cable to him on board ship, and Baba pressed 

it to his lips and eyes, wetting it with his tears. Baba’s eyes remained moist until he retired that 

night at ten. As if in agony, Baba spent a restless and sleepless night, and Kaka and Chanji wondered 

why he should suffer so. Age too wondered the same. “What sort of love could cause the Master of 

Bliss, who is above all worldly happiness and misery, to be so restless? How great that love must 

be!” 

For the next three days, Baba showed no interest in meeting anyone or going for a walk 

around the ship. He constantly remembered each one of those left behind and their endearing ways. 

He spelled out on the board: “Kimco, my heart. How they all love me!” And he dictated this short 

rhyme to be sent to them: 

Kimco, my heart, now as ever and ever as now. 

How I love you! How I miss you! 

Just wait four months, 

When I come and kiss you! 

The ship docked at Alexandria at 5:00 P.M. on 23 August. Baba, Kaka and Chanji went 

directly to the station and took the train to Cairo. They arrived at 10:30 P.M. and stayed at the Luna 

Park Hotel. 

On Wednesday, 24 August 1932, Baba rode a donkey to the pyramids and Sphinx in Gizeh, 

and also visited the local zoo. In Cairo, Baba revealed to Kaka and Chanji, “The Coptic Church 

contains a cave where Mary and Joseph stayed after fleeing Herod. The reason I came to Egypt is 

to visit this church.” 

Led by Baba, they visited the Coptic Church the next day. Baba’s face was radiant with joy 

as he walked through the church, as if he was reliving his memories as Jesus. “This is my dear old 

place,” he recalled and indicated that Jesus had also come and stayed here with his apostles. Baba 

climbed down to the small, dark room of the cave. The church warden did not want to open it, but 

Baba insisted and he finally agreed. They were told that the church had been erected over the cave 

930 years after Christ. 

Afterward Baba visited the Egyptian museum that housed the remains of the pharaohs, the 

citadel and Islamic mosques of the sultans in Cairo. 



Meanwhile a cable was received at noon on 26 August: “Our Beloved Sweetheart stole all 

our hearts and all our souls. All love, Kimco.” Baba lovingly pressed the cable to his lips and eyes, 

which had filled with tears as he read it. Finding Baba in such a splendid mood, Kaka and Chanji 

took advantage of the opportunity to be held in his arms, and they received a loving and hearty 

embrace from their Beloved Master. 

Baba left Cairo for Port Said on the 27th. After five days in Egypt, Baba, Kaka and Chanji 

sailed for India on the MV Victoria on Monday, 29 August 1932. The ship had fine cabins and the 

voyage was comfortable, but Baba remained inside most of the time. He did not wish to go out and 

be conspicuous, and did not wish to be recognized by anyone. During the voyage, he would 

occasionally go out at odd hours when no one was on deck, staying for a few minutes and returning 

to his cabin. Inside, he seemed “far away” and when he communicated, it would be to constantly 

remember his Western gopis, Kimco, Herbert or Quentin. 

Baba arrived in Bombay a week later on 5 September, and all his lovers there welcomed 

him with great joy and love. He left immediately by train for Nasik with Kaka and Chanji. 

 

In Nasik, too, the Master’s return was welcomed by all the mandali, especially the women. 

For the past six months, the women mandali — Mehera, Naja, Big Khorshed, Soonamasi, Small 

Khorshed and Daulatmai — had not been in Baba’s presence except briefly in Bombay during July, 

and they had longed for his return. They were leading simple, austere lives in seclusion in Nasik 

and eating plain food. They came from good families and only the love for their Beloved enabled 

them to lead this type of life. “For the sake of love,” Age observed, “for the sake of the Beloved, 

one can sacrifice every type of worldly happiness; the greatest material pleasure has no value before 

love.” 

The women gave Baba a hearty reception and a skit was performed to celebrate the 

occasion. 

Soonamasi was the manager of the women’s ashram, but she kept committing errors in her 

accounts. She had so much trouble keeping track of the money while shopping in the bazaar that it 

afforded amusing incidents for the other women, which they related with humor to Baba. 

Memo and Mani had also come to Nasik from Poona.156 They discussed Bobo’s death and 

what should be done to make certain that Memo was well cared for. Baba wanted to keep Mani 

with him in the ashram, but Memo thought otherwise. She wanted a family member to be with her 

in Poona. Consequently, Baba had directed his brother Beheram to marry Perin. Although Beheram 

was hesitant, he obeyed Baba and agreed to being married and staying with Memo. This freed Mani 

to join Baba’s women mandali in the ashram. 

Once settled in Nasik, Baba would play cricket, gilli-danda and other games with Rustom’s 

children Meheru, Naggu, Mehlu and Falu, and Naval Talati’s children Jeroo and Curshed. While 

playing a game, Baba struck a ball very hard. It hit Meheru and the wound bled. Her mother, Freiny, 

understood the incident as Baba’s prasad, but little Meheru kept crying. Baba lovingly wiped the 

blood from her face and sent her to the hospital. In fact, it was Baba’s prasad because, out of Rustom 

and Freiny’s six children, only Meheru was chosen to become a permanent member of the Master’s 

mandali after completion of her education. 

Baba once wanted to give a fountain pen and pencil to Meheru and her brother Falu; but 

there were other brothers and another sister present, so a lottery was held. Lots were drawn and 

Meheru won the pen. Falu also wanted something, so a second lottery was held and he won the 

pencil. In this manner, Baba would enjoy the company of children and give them his invaluable 

contact. 

 
156 Mastan was also brought from Meherabad to Nasik, where he remained for some days.  



Baba would often play a game with Rustom’s children in which he would grab and twist 

his fingers into a fist, asking them to point out the middle finger. Only the tips of his fingers were 

visible, so it was difficult to guess. The children would usually err in making the correct choice; 

thus Baba would fool them, and the children would laugh at his clever trickery. 

 

Meanwhile, on 6 September 1932, Baba had sent Nilu to Dr. B. R. Ambedkar, 41, leader 

and spokesman of the Untouchables, whom Mahatma Gandhi had urged Baba to meet. Nilu was in 

medical school in Bombay and would occasionally visit Baba in Nasik. When Nilu informed 

Ambedkar about Meher Baba, Ambedkar agreed to see Baba immediately. So Baba returned to 

Bombay to meet with him. The following conversation took place at seven o’clock in the evening 

of 13 September: 

“I am very pleased to see you,” Baba began. “I have wanted to meet you for a long time.” 

“I was also eager to see you, but I had not been able to manage it,” replied Ambedkar. 

Baba then spelled out to him, “Let me clearly explain to you in detail why I wanted to see 

you and what I want you to do. First of all, let it be quite clear that I have nothing to do with 

politics. My concern in this matter is purely from the spiritual point of view, and out of my regard 

and feeling for the depressed classes. Apart from any politics, I have already done much for them 

during my time in Meherabad, where I made the high-class Brahmins live and eat in my ashram 

with Untouchables. Not only that, I made my Brahmin disciples bathe the Untouchable boys. I 

bathed them myself. I have the cause of the depressed classes at heart, and I quite understand and 

appreciate your efforts on their behalf. 

“Now, the situation is such that the settlement of self-rule for India rests on the delicate 

question of joint or separate electorates for the depressed classes. Now is the time and occasion for 

those who fight for the cause of these Untouchables to strike while the iron is hot, getting as much 

as possible for them. So now, when the time of this golden opportunity for the poor Untouchables 

has come, I would advise you, for reasons I am about to explain, to accept the joint electorate with 

a reservation of seats and other rights and details to be settled with Gandhi and other leaders. 

“I had a long meeting with Gandhi the day before his arrest. He explained things and 

asked me to tell you and the other leaders of the depressed classes to accept a joint electorate. He 

promised me, if you and the other leaders accept, that he would meet with you and be most 

sympathetic to the rights of the Untouchables, using his influence on all political leaders to ensure 

justice in the new arrangement. 

“And there are reasons why I also want you to accept a joint electorate and join with 

Gandhi in this. By having the aid of the government for a separate electorate of the depressed 

classes now, you run the risk of forever clashing with Hindu society and establishing yourself as a 

separate class, branded Untouchables forever, which is the least desirable thing. The stigma of 

Untouchability is to be uprooted once and for all, and all classes are to be united. This is the time 

and occasion — the golden opportunity — to tell your non-Hindu brethren to include the oppressed 

with all their legitimate rights, or lose them and make them enemies forever, which no well-wishers 

of Hindu independence would want. 

“Therefore, join hands with Gandhi and go along with him for a joint electorate. He has 

already promised to do his utmost for their representation and rights in the new government. 

Gandhi is sincere and will keep his word, and his influence will carry weight with other classes. I 

will also internally help your fight for the depressed classes, whose cause is always in my heart.” 

Dr. Ambedkar responded, “I understand what you mean and would like to do as you say, 

but I must explain that I alone cannot do it. I have to consult my colleagues in the party, provincial 

and all-India, before acting.” 

”But you can exercise your influence on them and I will help internally.” 

“That I will,” replied Ambedkar. “But I cannot say if they will accept it or not.” 

“You need not worry,” Baba assured him. “It is enough that you remember what I have 

told you. Try to persuade those in your party and bring them around through your influence. I will 

see to the rest. Will you do so?” 

“Yes, I will,” Dr. Ambedkar stated. Baba asked him to promise and he did so verbally. 

“I am so glad,” Baba concluded. “You will be doing the greatest service for your people. 

So, remember, I am very, very pleased to have seen you.” 

“So am I,” said Ambedkar. 



Dr. Ambedkar then left. After a discussion with his colleagues, all agreed to accept a joint 

electorate; but as events unfolded, it took a long time to happen. 

After meeting with Ambedkar in Bombay, Baba returned to Nasik. Within a few days, he 

sent Rustom to try to see Mahatma Gandhi in Yeravda Prison, Poona where he was incarcerated. 

Rustom was not successful, because individual interviews were not permitted at the time. 

Soon after, the British government removed restrictions on interviews, and Baba sent 

Chanji and Ramjoo from Nasik to see Gandhi on the morning of 21 September 1932. They found 

Gandhi sitting on a bed in an open courtyard of the prison, spinning on a charkha (spinning wheel 

to spin cotton into yarn). Gandhi warmly welcomed them and had them sit near. They had the 

following conversation: 

Gandhi began, “So, Meher Baba has come back! I came to know about it only this 

morning through the [Bombay] Chronicle. I do not read the newspapers very carefully, but Sardar 

[Patel] reads them from corner to corner and he told me about it. When did Baba return?” 

Ramjoo replied, “Baba returned to India on the 5th of September.” 

Gandhi asked, “Why was there no news for so long in the papers about him that even his 

return was not published? When Baba left for Europe, I read about it in the Indian press.” 

Chanji responded, “The reason is that Baba’s return was kept private.” 

Ramjoo interjected, “Even the news that has been in the Chronicle has not been approved 

by Baba. It was Rustom who had it published when he failed to get an interview with you the other 

day.” 

Gandhi said, “I often inquire of those near me as to why there is no news from Meher 

Baba. There is some talk here almost every day about him and his name creeps into our 

conversations. Has he begun speaking yet?” 

Ramjoo replied, “He was to break his silence in America, but he did not.” 

Chanji explained, “There were extensive arrangements made for broadcasting his first 

utterance on radio, but Baba postponed them and did not break his silence.” 

Ramjoo said, “This is the eighth year of his silence. He completed his seventh year in 

July.” 

Gandhi said, “Yes, I read about the arrangements for his breaking of his silence. But 

really, now, he is carrying it too far!” 

Ramjoo then said, “Baba has also been to China and Japan.” 

Gandhi replied in surprise, “Oh, has he been all over America, China and Japan, too? 

How many days did he stay in America?” 

Chanji explained that he accompanied Baba, saying, “He stayed there about fifteen days. 

He was in Japan for only one day and he stopped in China for a week. Instead of then returning to 

America as planned, he proceeded to Europe, stopping in Bombay for a very short time.” 

Ramjoo said to Gandhi, “You remember when Baba saw you last January, just before 

your arrest, that he promised you that he would meet the leaders of the Untouchables and use his 

influence to make them accept joint electorates. Accordingly, he saw some of the local leaders 

before he left and wired Dr. Ambedkar, who could not come. Baba then left for Europe and 

America. 

“On his return, Baba came to know of your arrest and sent for Ambedkar, and had a talk 

with him for half an hour. Baba impressed upon him the fact that, although he himself never took 

part in any politics, he wanted to convince the depressed classes that it was for their own benefit to 

accept joint electorates with reservation of seats and other rights; otherwise, they would form 

themselves of their own accord into an Untouchable group for all time, and that sooner or later he 

wanted to see the Brahmins and so-called Untouchables on an equal footing, not only in politics but 

in the matter of religion and spirituality also. 

“Ambedkar replied that he would keep Baba’s advice in mind, but that first he had to 

consult with his committee members and would let Baba know the results later. Baba says that this 

settlement of the electorate problem, for which you have started fasting, will soon be settled, but he 

wishes you to fast for 40 days. In reference to your desire to spend a night with Baba and 

requesting the ‘key’ ...” 

Gandhi interrupted, “Key?” 

Chanji explained, “This is in reference to your meeting with Baba in London when you 

asked him to give you the key.” 

Ramjoo concluded, “After the fast, you should spend the fortieth night with Baba and he 

will make you God-realized.” 



Gandhi explained, “I have started this fast under the condition that I will terminate it if a 

settlement is arrived at. In that case, I would be going against my word if I were to continue the 

fast, because I did not declare beforehand that I would remain fasting for 40 days in any case. And 

people are very uneasy about it.” 

Ramjoo replied, “That is perhaps why we have been asked to tell you to keep on fasting, 

if possible.” 

Gandhi said, “ ‘If possible’ could be interpreted two ways. First, if the body has the 

stamina ...” 

Ramjoo interrupted, “We have been instructed to assure you that, in the case of your 

prolonging the fast under Baba’s advice, there would be no question of any physical harm. One of 

Baba’s mandali [Pleader] has been fasting on liquids for the past three years. Another disciple 

began a fast twelve days ago, and he has been directed by Baba to remain only on water for 40 

days. This instruction was given to him about a week before your prolonged fast was announced, 

but now it seems very significant.” 

Gandhi said, “Baba’s disciple must be feeling very pleased about the fast! Of course, I 

know that if one were to start fasting with the intention of keeping it, say for 90 days, and in the 

meantime dropped his body, the fast would be considered as having been completed. Not only that, 

but in this case, one could be said to be fasting eternally when the last breath came. In the next birth 

or in the next world, one is bound to remain free from the desire to eat for all time. 

“Another meaning of ‘if possible’ is that there should be an inborn impulse or one should 

feel that whatever one had done so far was all useless. Or say God Himself whispers in one’s ear to 

fast as desired by Baba, or to do anything toward the spiritual end, then it could be done. Even if I 

break this fast when a settlement is reached and confirmed both here and in London, which I doubt, 

I will give notice to all concerned that I will resume the fast if the settlement is not carried out to 

the letter as well as the spirit. And I will do so if I am played false. I am not only keen on the issue 

of electorates, but I want to do the work of the depressed classes once and for all. Untouchability 

must disappear. I will, and may, keep more fasts if I am destined to do so.” 

Ramjoo then said, “Since Baba met with you on the Rajputana and in London, there has 

been a considerable amount of misrepresentation in the press. This was possibly due to the 

reporters, while interviewing Baba, repeatedly questioning him about his association with you. 

Some mention of you had to be made to the reporters, but what Baba stated has been found to have 

been misconstrued.” 

Chanji interjected, “I remember an interview to the press before leaving India in which 

Baba had particularly asked them not to make any reference to you. Yet by way of private 

information not for publication, he gave the impression you had promised to accompany him to 

America after you finished with your political work.” 

Ramjoo added, “And this was twisted into screaming headlines such as ‘Gandhiji’s 

Spiritual Guru’ and the like, as can be seen in this scrapbook of newspaper clippings about Baba’s 

trip abroad.” 

Looking at the newspaper articles, Gandhi said, “I see these are mostly from the English 

papers.” 

Chanji affirmed, “Yes, the press clippings from the American papers are not included 

here, but a great stir was caused in that country.” 

Ramjoo said, “So much so that even in Hollywood, where materialism could be said to be 

at its height, movie stars such as Mary Pickford, Douglas Fairbanks, Tallulah Bankhead and others 

were greatly drawn to Baba. This article from Liberty magazine is very good and impartially 

written. Yet the writer of it [Frederick Collins] has made a mess of it here in reference to you. I 

would like you to read it, so I will send you a typed copy.” 

Gandhi said, “Yes, I will read it. But why bother with a copy? Leave it with me. I will 

return it to you when I am done with it.” 

Ramjoo added, “Regarding the misrepresentation in the press, as soon as it came to 

Baba’s attention, Dadachanji [Chanji] was instructed to have it corrected. I received a cable from 

London to inform you about it and accordingly I wrote you.” 

Gandhi replied, “I did not receive your letter. Did you get any reply from me?” 

“No,” said Ramjoo, “I did not, but then I did not expect a reply. I only wrote to give you 

the information.” 

“But that letter never came to my hand,” said Gandhi. “This kind of misrepresentation is 

made two ways. Some do it knowing that it is all false; nevertheless, they write it. And some do it 

unknowingly, really believing that they have the true facts. The British are very keen on seeing my 

downfall and they want to bring it about, but one cannot be made to fall in this way. If I wish to 

‘lower’ myself, it is to serve my purpose; likewise, if I want to raise myself up, I also do so to serve 

my own purpose and fulfill some aim.” 



By this time it was 6:00 P.M., and Chanji and Ramjoo felt there was nothing else to discuss. 

The jailer approached. Smiling, he said he hoped they were finished. Gandhi also smiled and they 

got up to leave. 

Ramjoo said, “We have given you Baba’s message and we will convey yours to him that 

there is some talk of him here in prison every day.” 

“Yes, do tell him that,” Gandhi said as he shook their hands. 

Ramjoo and Chanji returned to Nasik and informed Baba in detail of their meeting with 

Gandhi. 

 

During September, October and November of 1932, Baba occasionally went to Meherabad, 

Poona, Bombay, and once to Panchgani, where he met his close lovers. In Nasik, more and more 

people began coming for his darshan. In addition, Baba had to pay particular attention to the 

individual needs of his mandali. He had to solve the problems that occurred during his absence, and 

he issued further instructions, as he intended to return to the West in November. 

Meanwhile telegrams and letters were being received and dispatched daily to his British 

and American followers, who were thirsting for his company. Chanji described the brief but hectic 

visits Baba made to Bombay at this time, in a letter to those in England, dated 17 September 1932: 

Twice during these few days has Baba been to Bombay on his work, of course with strict 

instructions to us all to inform none there of his visit, except those with whom he had work. 

However, the news of his arrival spread like fire everywhere, and before even he arrived, there 

were hundreds waiting eagerly and on watch for his visit any moment. And how they all greet him, 

actually rush to be near him, to greet him, to fall at his lotus feet, and to feel his warm touch — to 

be in his living arms! 

No pen could describe the scenes of these meetings — so longed for by the thousands of 

sincere loving souls who waited and watched every move of his — just to find an opportunity to 

rush in his august presence, and be blessed! 

Tears alone can tell their own tales — tears of love that he alone can inspire and the 

lovers of a Divine Beloved can appreciate. It is so touching, so wonderful even to watch these 

thousands come to him to express their feelings in the silent language of the heart! The outburst is 

so phenomenal.… 

For his work, he has to move [about], even in a big city like Bombay, from one place to 

another — so many times a day. And every time that he returns home, there is a gathering of 

people, sometimes waiting for hours, eager to see him. The visits and interviews with one group of 

people being finished, Baba again goes out, and once again on returning finds another much larger 

group of visitors awaiting to see him. These all come, as a surprise for us, for none of us informed 

none of these of Baba’s visit, as he desired … 

So only those who get information of his visit from one or the other who visited him 

already, come to see him, and even these leave him no time for food, let alone rest. Rest for Baba, 

we have hardly seen, for even while he is seen at rest, we know he is busy elsewhere ... 

 

Here are four more letters written by Chanji to different lovers in the West: 

Nasik, 18 September 1932 

Dear Jeanco,157 

Baba has been busy since he arrived here, arranging things on this side before he goes 

again to the West for his great work there. How busy he is, you can hardly guess, but he goes 

through it all with his ever-smiling face, irrespective of time — night or day — attending to the 

huge crowds who come to him seeking shelter and advice. 

But amidst the tremendous pressure of all this work, and even surrounded by hundreds 

daily, he is so often found to be away — away somewhere — in response to the call of love on the 

other side with one or the other of those who are dearest to him and nearest in his heart and ever in 

 
157 Jeanco was the nickname for Jean and Malcolm Schloss and the American group of followers from New York. But 

at this time, Jean and Malcolm were living in California.  



his thoughts. Like a mother rushing to her young one who is in distress and crying for her shelter, 

he has to respond to the soul crying out in love for him, even across the continents. And he does it 

all so lovingly in order to warm some hearts and to comfort some souls that cry out in suffering 

separation. Who they are, only he and the ones who feel his warmth know. 

This happens so often that the physical communication of letters and messages seems to 

be of little value. However, as you, Jeanco, are always in his thoughts, he asks me to write that he is 

so satisfied and pleased with you — all dears — especially with your silent submission to his will 

under the most trying circumstances, and in spite of your hearts’ desire to be always with him, and 

feeling his separation so keenly. And he is so glad to see that you have proved true to the test, 

giving him great relief by your total surrenderance to his will and abiding by his instructions in all 

respects. And how he loves you all for this! How he continually remembers you and repeatedly 

speaks about you and your love to his mandali here! 

Kimco of England and Jeanco of America have stayed in his heart permanently. 

 

In a letter to Enid Corfe the same day, Chanji wrote: 

You are now one of his dearest ones who are closest in his heart and ever in his thoughts 

through the love they have for him. And he is so glad you have grown so much with your love and 

become so near to him, in spite of all the defects of which you are so conscious, and that you have 

that open and honest heart to confess so plainly — a trait in human character he always loves best. 

That is why he loves you so and lovingly asked, as one of his own, to give your share in 

the great work for the upliftment of humanity he has ever at heart. And he is glad you have so 

readily responded to his call for contribution. 

If I venture to explain, dear Enid, let me tell you that love is the only thing that Baba 

always wants and values. But he also wants some ‘sacrifice’ made selflessly and out of pure love 

for the cause of humanity that Baba always has at heart, and which is his only great mission in life. 

That is why, with all the love that his best and sincerest lovers offer him, he demands that 

‘sacrifice’ from each and every one that makes one entirely selfless and raises him or her to the 

heights of spiritual attainments and to the Kingdom Divine that is the goal of humanity. He has to 

risk grave misunderstandings and even ‘doubts’ from the best of his lovers for this. 

For that love, which goes out in a selfless and benevolent spirit for the benefit of others 

more needy, is much more valuable than years of yoga or meditation in mountains or in seclusion, 

particularly so when this demand of sacrifice is made by a Perfect Master. Because a Master never 

demands such gifts from anyone except from those with whom he has deep, deep connections of 

the past, and whom he wishes to lift to special heights through this special grace, which is very rare 

and descends only on worthy ones. 

You are one of these, hence so much of love and the demand for love. I hope you now 

understand. 

 

In another letter from Nasik on 2 October 1932, Chanji wrote the women in England: 

Dear Gopis, 

Another week full of engagements, adding to the long list of those already pending. Days 

and nights come and go; how and when, we have no time to think of. 

Letters and cables from the West — from Europe, as well as America — pour in almost 

daily with the same common tone and tune in all — the tune of the heart: “Oh, how we love you, 

Baba, and wish to live with you ... to share your burden of service, sacrifice and sufferings ... We 

are feeling keenly the pangs of separation, yet feeling your presence all the while in the heart of our 

hearts. We desire to be with you, to enjoy your physical company and contact, to be near you and in 

your arms. Yet, we are content with the idea of having others share and enjoy your company, 

pleased at the thought of others more worthy having that blissful enjoyment in our stead ...” 

But in all these letters and cables, he keeps with him only those received from you — his 

own Kimco. 

Now, what to say about Baba’s work here? Details would be unnecessary. Suffice it to 

say — as you are all by now members of his own mandali — that he works for others. Thousands 

come clamoring to him for salvation! Besides, to look into the other affairs of his own mandali in 

order to settle everything here before he departs again for his great mission to the West — all this 

entails a terrible lot of strain. But for his infinite powers, anyone else would be literally crushed 

under the pressure. 

But while doing all that, there is hardly a day when he does not mention the name of his 

Kimco. This dear, darling name daily forms a part of a subject matter for discussion and sweet 



loving talk. Rather, this lively and lovely talk about you sweet ones, and your ever-increasing love, 

is a sort of recreation amidst the daily routine work. With Baba, all of us love to talk on the subject 

of Kimco and the sweet ones this name refers to. 

Yes, you are so lucky, really! But then you really deserve every thought that Darling 

Baba has about you, for the love he has for you, and you have for him. And we are so glad! 

May you be still more and more worthy of the great love he has given you, and grow 

more and more in your love for the Purest of the Pure and most beloved idol of your heart, the 

Flower of Humanity! 

And now, before I close, some good news — of his advent to the West! From the trend of 

events, it appears he might leave here by the beginning of November for Italy, and then … sweet 

dreams of January to be realized! So I’ll let you dwell in those glorious dreams of love when the 

Darling Beloved of your heart stands physically in your presence with you all, while you are trying 

always to find your blessed moment to be with him and in his arms, thinking always of things that 

would make him happy, and of the surprise you have in store for him, and ... and ... and! Oh, let me 

not break the chain of those blissfully glorious thoughts! 

So, till we meet again next month, with much love from the Lover of lovers, and with 

loving regards from all the boys. 

About two weeks later, Chanji wrote again to the English ladies in London: 

Nasik, October 15, 1932 

Dearest Kimco, 

… The world wants a ‘sweetheart’ and would love to have one who is real and true; they 

are very rare and not easily traced. And when such a one is found, millions run after the sweet 

Beloved — all come in touch and contact with him. But few — very, very few — find a place in 

the Beloved’s heart and come in close contact with him. And even out of these, there are fewer still 

who are closest to his heart and are able to find that real thing which the world thirsts for — love. 

You, Kimco, were the luckiest to find the sweetest Beloved in the world come and knock 

at your very doors. He was graciously pleased to bestow the best on you — his unbounded love. 

You all so splendidly responded, he gave you the softest corner in his very loving heart. You all 

loved him with all your hearts and loved to live or die for him, with the result that you have ever 

been in his mind and heart, in spite of all his multifarious activities and movements here. 

How can one tell you that, although he is very busy every second of his time, almost 

without rest, he has always the sweet name of his Kimco at heart. That is the only name and foreign 

subject so frequently discussed and enjoyed by him and all of us. How particular he is to see that 

every week letters be sent to you from here by airmail. And when he doesn’t receive letters from 

you for two to three weeks, he feels so sad. For Baba to hear that Shirin [Audrey] and Mumtaz 

[Zilla] are becoming colder and less responsive, rather indifferent to him, has added much to his 

grief. What grief it causes Baba, you can have no idea! 

However, Shalimar [Minta] writes every week how terribly she misses Baba and finds 

life “lifeless” without him. Leyla’s [Delia] faithfulness and love flow through her weekly letters; 

Zuleka [Margaret] and Phiroze [Mabel] have nothing else but love to offer to Baba in words that 

delight him ever so much; Saroja’s [Kitty] love is ever selfless as it ought to be. They all want and 

wait to see Baba with them in January, full of love and enthusiasm. 

These are the bright spots and cheerful and comforting words that really cheer and 

comfort him. 

After leaving Baba in Venice at the end of August, Margaret, Delia and Kitty had returned 

to London. Quentin had been sent by Baba to Siena, Italy, to study at the university until Norina 

could arrive from America. Norina and Quentin had been directed to go to Germany and various 

other places in Europe to try to interest people in Baba. 

Norina arrived in Genoa on 26 September 1932. From there she and Quentin, together or 

separately, visited Venice, Florence, Argenta, Verona, Munich, Basel, Zurich, Halle, Berlin and 

Budapest. By the end of December they returned to Venice, where they were to join Baba’s group. 

Baba was to travel to all those places in Europe, but as so often happened with him, plans were to 

change. Baba’s silent message carried the seed of consciousness within it for the countries his 

disciples visited. Quentin, Norina and Rustom (who had been sent to Australia and New Zealand) 

were the outward media of Baba’s inner work. Through them, he forged the link for his spiritual 

work with these different nations. 



During Norina’s and Quentin’s travels, the most notable of their contacts were the 

psychiatrist Dr. Carl Jung in Switzerland at the end of October; theater producer Max Reinhardt 

(who had directed Norina in The Miracle); and the physicist Albert Einstein outside of Berlin. 

Norina was friendly with Einstein’s stepdaughter Margot. Norina once described her meeting with 

Einstein: 

It was through the courtesy of Professor Lüders, a famous professor of Sanskrit at the 

University of Berlin, that I had the unusual chance of visiting Einstein.158 I say unusual, because he 

hates inquisitive visitors of any kind, unless their purpose for coming is of direct interest and value 

to him. Professor Lüders, who graciously intended to give hospitality to Baba in Berlin, arranged 

the meeting within twelve hours’ notice. The word Baba, I suppose, magically opened the door for 

the visit, as I personally had no excuse to make myself interesting. 

The next day at two in the afternoon, I stood before the door of “the most intelligent man 

in the world.” Through the glass door of his very modernistic bungalow at Caputh, I could see him, 

sitting before a pile of manuscripts on a narrow table in his office and writing intensely. When the 

bell rang, he got up and opened the door. 

Our meeting immediately became intimate and warm. He said, “My daughter loves you 

very much and I know you by reputation. I hear through Lüders that you have to tell me something 

about a great spiritual man.” This rather direct way of addressing the key point of my visit put me 

at ease. Within a few seconds, Baba was the topic of conversation. 

It is very difficult to repeat Einstein’s dialectic literally. It was very subtle, sophisticated 

and intricate. The first point that seemed to puzzle him most was: How is it possible for a man who 

is silent to influence others? He said, “Everything I have achieved with my science, in my 

philosophy, was through the power of thought expressed by language. What can he touch in other 

individuals but the mind? Jesus, Buddha, Krishna, Plato — they left words in the mind of man. And 

these words created thought and thoughts make man!” 

“Has man ever realized the innate God within him, has he ever experienced the Truth 

through books, words, or schools of thought?” was my quiet answer. 

He looked somewhat wondrous, but reverent, at the age-old statement that God Is — He 

is to be realized. After a few moments of silent concentration, he continued, “How do you 

recognize such a man? Was Jesus a popular figure in his time?” 

“Such a man expresses Truth,” I replied. “These men create facts of a deep, re-ordaining 

order. Facts are results. The results that these omniscient and omnipotent Pure Beings created have 

endured. Truth is its own witness.” 

Einstein’s humor suddenly turned the course of thought. With the smile of a wise child 

who knows how to evade dangerous ground, he said, “Well, tell him for me that if he is able to 

transmute the consciousness of my cat that has the vulgar instinct to eat birds, I will believe in 

him!” 

We discoursed for a little while longer. When Einstein realized that whatever is is created 

by God-love and that no one is in possession of the pure, omniscient and omnipresent power unless 

he is merged in God, he found the subject too much to grasp. He abruptly turned around and 

apologized for having to finish the last page of his new book. Before leaving the room, however, he 

added, “Should we ever have the privilege to be in the same place, in the same town in some part of 

the world, do you think Meher Baba would come to see me?” I replied, “When you wish … He 

will!” 

Mrs. [Elsa] Einstein and I remained together, conversing for another hour about things 

less profound but dear to me. We recalled a period when her daughter, Margot, who is Einstein’s 

most dear child [though a stepdaughter], and I were deeply affectionate friends.159 

 

158 Heinrich Lüders (1869–1943) had met Baba previously. Afterwards, Baba had sent Sampath Aiyangar, 

editor of Meher Gazette, to contact him in Berlin to further sow the seed of Baba’s message of love and 

truth.  

159 Einstein was the rare scientist who spoke and wrote about God frequently, and he described himself as 

deeply religious. He had a great admiration for Jesus, Buddha, Mahatma Gandhi and Rabindranath Tagore 

(who he met in Germany in 1930). He was known to be indifferent to material things and observed, “The 

commonplace goals of human endeavor — material possessions, outward success and luxury − have always 

seemed to me despicable.” And he once referred to each of his possessions as “a stone tied round my neck.” 



 

During September, October and November of 1932, a considerable amount of 

correspondence took place between Meher Baba and Mahatma Gandhi, handled through Chanji. 

Just two days after Ramjoo and Chanji met with Gandhi in prison, Chanji sent this letter to Gandhi: 

September 23, 1932 

Nasik 

Dear Gandhiji, 

Baba was much pleased to hear all about our interview with you, particularly when we 

gave him your message that there is some talk about him almost every day at your end [Yeravda]. 

He said it was quite natural, because he always keeps you in his mind as one of his dearest ones. 

Further referring to you, he added, “I love him much.” 

In regard to your remarks about the continuation of his silence, “He is now carrying it too 

far,” Baba smiled and signaled [gestured], “I am going to commence speaking in the near future 

and I would like him to be near me when I break my silence.” Baba smiled and added, “Gandhi 

promised me to help write my works in Gujarati, and when he feels finished with his political and 

social services, he will accompany me to America.” 

In any case, Baba would just like you to see him once again as soon as you are free to do 

so. When we told Baba about your concern on the question of Untouchability as a whole, apart 

from the issue of joint and separate electorates, he said that sooner or later, Untouchability is going 

to disappear, root and branch. It will have to! 

I had an interesting and prolonged discussion with His Holiness about the fast he has 

proposed to you. My only hesitation in putting it down [writing] all here is the concern of your 

health. However, I am going to write it as shortly as possible with a request that you will please go 

through it as it best suits your convenience. 

During my ten years of company with Baba, I have seen him in various different moods 

and have heard him say many strange things. Yet I could not help but ask Baba the significance of 

his direct and definite offer to you of Ishwar Darshan [Sight of God] in exchange for a fast of 40 

days, as though it were a hat or coat for sale in a department store! And the gist of his silent signals 

in the course of discussion that followed this provoking question, as well as that of the topic of the 

proposed fast conflicting with your present one, is as follows: 

“Ishwar Darshan is very difficult. Only a hero can attain it. What’s there in a 40-day fast! 

There is no law that God-realization can be attained by fasting … Are there not some among you 

[mandali] who have been fasting for years? It does not solely depend on fasts, ritual, or some such 

other principles. But the desired result can be acquired through the strict observance of certain 

principles under the instructions from Perfect Beings who have gained divine Experience [God-

realization] and who can give the same to others. 

“The fact is that, among all his political and social movements, Gandhi longs in his heart 

of hearts for Divine Sight. He is unquestionably most honest and sincere. So when he told me that 

he wanted to pass a night by my side and, in London, that he wanted me to give him the ‘key’ 

[meaning, Ishwar Darshan], he meant what he said. He has the past preparation for that. When I 

sent the message about Ishwar Darshan, I meant it, too. 

“It is my mission to give God-realization. So why should I hesitate to speak out on it 

plainly? Let others think what they like. But Gandhiji understands this, so where is the harm in 

telling the truth? 

“… Certainly, I never meant that he should break his promise regarding the fast already 

started. Acceptance of my proposal means the question of the depressed classes is left unsettled. If 

the present fast is continued up to the fortieth day, I expect him to pass that night by my side; but if 

the present fast is terminated earlier than 40 days, he should start a new fast of 40 days. My 

message about Ishwar Darshan does not necessarily depend on the present fast at all. It holds good 

for the future, if and when a fast is possible. But when I say ‘if possible,’ there is no question of any 

physical danger to the body, as my proposal carries with it my absolute guarantee against the least 

physical harm to the body. Gandhiji is quite right when he says that it depends on an inborn 

impulse to do anything towards the spiritual end. 

“If the Divine Sight is to be revealed, it might be revealed in an instant! Otherwise, divine 

revelation is a quite different matter. It does not necessarily depend solely on rituals, ceremonies or 

service, devotion or fasts, even for years.” 

Apropos of your remarks during our last interview as to why news of Shri Baba is 

withheld from the press and public, I beg to explain the real position. In the first place, Shri Baba is 

averse to publicity; secondly, during the fortnight he has been in India, he was so extremely busy 



with multifarious affairs and their natural consequences that a host of his followers and admirers 

have been kept waiting for the latest news about him, particularly his doings out in the West. 

Finding the demand for news about him and his doings in England and America growing 

daily in volume, it has been decided to publish an account of his spiritual crusade in the West and, 

incidentally, to refer to the contact established between you and Shri Baba, as it is now an open 

secret. The world is left guessing all the while as to the true significance and importance of your 

connection with Baba; but we, on our part, scrupulously avoided taking the public into confidence, 

thinking you may not like it. Now that everything is out and you yourself have expressed surprise 

as to why the press is silent on the point, a faithful and detailed account of your connection with 

Shri Baba will be published at the earliest opportunity. However, nothing relating to you can find 

its way into the press without your approval and correction, for which the written matter will be 

duly submitted. 

Yours sincerely, 

F. H. Dadachanji 

Two weeks later, Chanji wrote another letter to Gandhi: 

October 8, 1932 

c/o Abdulla Haroon Jaffer, Esq. 

Saifi Lane, East Street, Poona 

My dear Mahatmaji, 

I am in receipt of your postcard of the 6th and note that you intend to reply in two to three 

days to my long letter of the 23rd. 

Meanwhile as advised in your postcard referred to above, I approached the Home 

Member, but from the conversation I had with him, it appears that the authority for granting an 

interview rests with the Government of India. As I do not wish to go to that length, I have kept back 

the question of Shri Baba’s message, pending further instructions from him. I am enclosing a copy 

of the publicity matter referred to in the last paragraph of my letter to you of the 23rd for your 

perusal, correction and approval before it is submitted for publication in the press. You are at 

liberty to make any additions or alterations in it, as you deem fit. 

I may add that Shri Baba himself is usually averse to all publicity, but as the demand 

from the [newspapers] and the public is pressing, again it is very necessary to clear all 

misunderstandings already existing in the minds of the public through distorted reports that have 

already appeared in papers. Therefore, we have deemed it advisable to publish a short account of 

Shri Baba’s interviews with the societies, press and public in Europe and America during his tours 

in the West, as well as an account of your meetings and talks with him on spiritual subjects, which 

the press consider a matter of special significance and importance. 

But for the unavoidable circumstances, as you can well realize, I would never have given 

you this trouble for which you will kindly excuse. 

Requesting the favor of your kindly returning the papers at your earliest convenience, 

with best wishes, 

I am, yours very sincerely, 

F. H. Dadachanji 

P. S. I am leaving Poona tomorrow; so you will please address all correspondence: care 

Sarosh Motor Works, Ltd., Nasik. 

Thereafter, Chanji received the following reply from Gandhi, written in Gujarati from 

Yeravda Central Prison: 

October 10, 1932 

c/o Superintendent 

Yeravda Central Prison, Poona 

Brother Dadachanji, 

 

This is in reply to your letter of the 23rd. I wish to clarify my position in regard to Baba. I 

find it very difficult to believe that one person can help another to see God. My heart refuses to 

accept this idea. However, when Baba makes such a claim, I can only tell him that I would 

welcome his help if he could make me see God. We need not believe that a person has necessarily 

seen God just because he says that he has seen Him. Many persons who make such a claim are 

found to be suffering from a delusion. In many cases, the claim is merely an echo of one’s own 

wishes. I certainly do not believe that seeing God means seeing some Power outside of us, for I 

believe that He dwells in the hearts of us all. But only one in thousands knows Him through the 



heart. It is not enough to know God with one’s intellect. I do feel that no person can help another to 

see God in this sense. 

One cannot fast at the insistence of somebody else in order to be able to see God. I would 

do so only when I feel an urge from within me. And when there is such an urge, I will not allow 

myself to be dissuaded from that step by anybody. There is absolutely no reason for assuming that 

fasting would help me to see God. I cannot believe that if I agree to fast for 40 days, Baba can help 

me to see God. That would be an easy bargain. If one can see God as easily as that, the experience 

has no value for me. 

I thought that Baba did not divide life into separate fields. To a person whose life is 

dedicated to dharma, politics, economics, et cetera, all are aspects of dharma and he cannot leave 

out any of them. According to me, a person who regards dharma as one of the many activities of 

life does not know what dharma is. It is, therefore, inconceivable to me that some day I might give 

up politics, social reform and other similar activities. I have entered the fields of politics, social 

service, et cetera, for the sake of dharma. 

I did not promise to translate Baba’s writings into Gujarati. On the contrary, I suggested 

to Baba that he should come out from under the spell of English and not write, or find somebody to 

write for him in English, and write and explain his ideas in Gujarati, his mother tongue, or in 

Persian, which as he says, he knows very well. Yes, I would certainly translate into Gujarati any of 

his writings which deeply appeal to me. 

In short, I am a student of Baba’s ideas. I saw Baba [after] having received a wire from 

Jamshed Mehta, whom I regard as a pure soul. I am always in search of bhaktas [lovers] of God 

and, thinking that Baba was one, I met him. 

Vandemataram [Salutations to the Motherland], 

Mohandas Gandhi 

A week later, Chanji received another letter from Gandhi: 

18 October 1932 

Yeravda Mandir [Temple] 

Brother Dadachanji, 

 

Received your letter, also your telegram. 

Fortunately, Brother Mahadev [Desai] had preserved a copy of my reply to your letter of 

the 23rd of September. Therefore, I am able to send herewith the copy of my reply to you. 

As you agree with me in not giving a long report to the press, I have nothing further to 

write to you on this account and have now nothing to point out to you by way of misrepresentation 

of facts as felt by me in the detailed report you have sent for my perusal and approval. But someday 

when we meet, I shall try to explain to you what I felt and meant as misrepresentation in the facts 

mentioned in the detailed report prepared by you of the Meher Baba & Gandhi Meetings. Please do 

not misconstrue what I say; I do NOT say that I blame anyone for such misrepresentation, but what 

I do mean is that there has been a definite misunderstanding. 

It is but very natural and I have experienced many a time that misunderstandings do crop 

up when one undertakes to reproduce from memory conversations having taken place between two 

persons. 

Do acknowledge the receipt of this letter. 

Vandemataram, 

Mohandas Gandhi 

A third letter from Gandhi was received the following day: 

19 October 1932 

Brother Dadachanji, 

I got your letter of the 8th and the accompanying pages. I have gone through the letter. I 

don’t think that it should be published. It leaves out a great deal and what it includes is put in such a 

form which can be easily misunderstood. I am, therefore, of the opinion that no part of it should be 

published. All that is necessary to state is that the relationship between Baba and me is not that of 

guru and disciple, but is that of two ordinary friends; and that most of the conversation that took 

place between us related to spiritual matters. Thus, the public here or in the West need not attach 

any importance to our meeting or conversation. 

I do not see any necessity either to print or say anything more of the aforesaid. 

Mohandas Gandhi 

The following is Chanji’s reply to Gandhi: 



24 October 1932 

Dear Gandhiji, 

Your letter of the 19th was just received in Bombay. 

I felt happy to read your reply, because it will also serve my purpose in telling those 

many concerned that you, too, do not like the idea of making public this affair. 

Of course, there cannot be any objection from Shri Baba to this, for he does not want any 

kind of publicity over this affair or, for that matter, any other affair. Therefore, for the present, I 

feel it is best to drop the matter. 

Regarding certain points in your present letter, I intend to clarify this in my next letter. 

Meanwhile I want you to know that I have not yet received your reply to my previous letter, to 

which in this last letter of yours, you seem to have hinted that you have replied. 

Baba will most probably tour Europe and America next month, visiting various places in 

regard to his spiritual mission. Preparations for this tour are now afoot. 

This much in haste. 

Yours, 

F. H. Dadachanji 

To clarify matters between them, Chanji wrote a long letter to Gandhi three days later: 

27 October 1932 

Nasik 

Dear Gandhiji, 

Your letter of the 19th reached me on the 23rd in Bombay. 

As I wrote, I felt happy to get your letter, because the contents of it will now serve a 

useful purpose in replying to people who seek information. I can now tell them openly that you do 

not deem it fit at present to make public anything pertaining to these talks. Of course, Baba would 

not want it otherwise. There is no question of his “say” on this matter. He remains very indifferent 

to whatever is given by the press; besides, he dislikes publicity. 

What little has been published to date was given to the press in order to get rid of the 

reporters knocking at our doors and hounding us for news and disturbing Baba. Also, because some 

of his lovers are most enthusiastic to spread his message of Love and Truth, they pressed Baba into 

giving interviews to reporters in the West and also in Bombay. All this publicity has created a mess, 

because the reporters misrepresented facts, which resulted in creating misunderstandings. 

Knowing well the ways of reporters and their habit of giving a twist to facts to suit their 

interests, Baba prohibited all interviews before he landed in India. Thus, people could not know 

Baba’s movements. You, too, had hinted regarding this when we met some time ago during my first 

visit to you. Baba enforced such restrictions, because he did not want people to be led further astray 

by misunderstandings created by the press. 

Now, it so happened that Baba had to slacken the rigid restrictions he had imposed 

regarding publicity through the press, because of the following reasons: 

(1) Soon after Baba’s return from the West, his devotees pressed him to give them some 

latitude in circulating his schedule for the benefit of other lovers. 

(2) Press reporters visited Baba and appealed to him for the release of information. 

(3) There cropped up an urgent need for clarification, because some newspapers tried to 

drag Baba indirectly into politics after associating him and his talks with you and Dr. Ambedkar 

about your political movements. 

(4) Also, there was the need to tell the public that the Meher Baba & Gandhi meetings 

and talks had nothing to do with a Master-disciple relationship; the talks were not based on this, nor 

did either of you mention a word of it during that time. 

(5) That whatever talks you held were mostly of a spiritual nature. 

(6) And to top it all, when we told Baba that you had hinted (at our last meeting), “Why 

don’t the press report news of Baba these days?” Baba then gave the desired latitude to use the 

press as a means of reaching his lovers and feeding them with news by saying, “Do what you think 

is best. But see that you do not give a single word in the press concerning Gandhiji without letting 

him read it first.” Thus, Baba gave us his sanction with strict instructions. 

Accordingly, in the detailed report to be prepared for the press release, Baba’s devotees 

thought it best to incorporate your visits to Baba and the talks that took place with certain 

clarifications, as well as reports on Baba’s visit to the West. But the devotees did not possess any 

data on your three meetings with Baba on board the Rajputana and subsequent developments. 

Naturally, they approached me and I gave them some fragments, because all that was exchanged 

during the meetings was not meant for the press. 



Based on information gathered, the fellow devotees made a rough draft of a detailed 

report for press release, and I sent to you only that portion of the report which concerned the Meher 

Baba & Gandhi meetings and talks for your perusal, corrections, additions and alterations. 

You will now gather from this that whatever was decided to be given as a report for the 

press was formulated with a view to clear up the misunderstanding created all along by the press, 

which delighted in giving sensational news regarding Baba and his activities and your meetings 

with Baba. 

Our intention was as simple as it was obvious! But from your letter, I find that it has been 

misconstrued and has given rise to some sort of misunderstanding. 

You mention in your letter that “much has been left out,” and I agree to this, because it 

would not do to make public all that transpired during the meetings; and it was not possible to 

incorporate everything in the general report. But when you mention in your letter that “the meaning 

had changed,” I cannot see any such sign of it and I don’t believe it to be so, because I have taken 

great pains to be specially on the watch to see that nothing in the report should give any 

exaggerated picture of the happenings, and much less would I tolerate any alterations of meaning or 

misrepresentation of facts! In spite of all this, you have raised doubts; therefore, please note that I 

have dropped the matter of submitting the report to the press. 

Sometime in the future when we happen to meet, we will personally thrash out this point 

in order to throw a better light on the issue. Meanwhile I deem it advisable to remain silent on this 

subject and, according to your wish mentioned in your letter, you may please rest assured that we 

will not give any report to the press. 

At present, we are engrossed in making preparations for Baba’s impending trip to the 

West, either at the beginning or the end of next month. 

You hinted in your letter that, “You must have received by now that which I wrote to you 

in reply to your letter.” This reply I have not yet received, and I have been constantly awaiting your 

reply to my letter, because you had written in one of your postcards, saying, “I shall write the reply 

within two to three days.” Failing to receive your reply, I sent you, only today, the following 

telegram: “Received letter of 18th but no reply to my last letter of 23rd September. Letter follows.” 

Hope you have received this telegram. 

Following up this matter, Chanji further wrote to Gandhi: 

1 November 1932, Nasik 

Dear Mahatmaji, 

I received your letter of the 28th along with the copy of your letter of the 10th enclosed 

therein. 

After reading these, I could not resist showing them to Baba. He read both and then 

smilingly said: 

“It is true; there is bound to occur misunderstanding through misrepresentation of facts 

[recollected and written down by a third person], especially if reproduced by another not directly 

involved in the conversation that has taken place. Now write what I dictate.” 

Baba dictated in Gujarati on his board the following as a direct reply to you: 

“There are many who have delusions of having realized God. After reading Vedanta and 

Sufi literature, many genuinely believe that they have attained the state of ‘Ahm Brahmasmi’ or 

‘Anal Haq’ [‘I Am God’]. Nevertheless, such delusions are far better and more tolerable than the 

established assumptions of mankind that this world and its affairs are everlasting and real. What I 

say is that it is far better to be led into believing that ‘I am not other than Paramatma,’ than to get 

established into believing that ‘I am only a speck of dust, I am a sinner, and I am weak.’ 

“But there are also some heroes who continually experience within themselves, and in all 

others, the Eternal One, and they are once and for all time free of all delusions. These who have 

realized the Truth, and have continual experience of It, can give to others the experience of the 

Eternal One residing in them; because they who have realized the Truth have neither to do, nor to 

give, anything except to lay bare the Eternal One by wiping off the film of separative ignorance that 

has spread over the one and eternal Atma residing equally in themselves as well as in others.” 

At this point, Shri Baba smilingly indicated on the board, “Tell Dosaji [an affectionate 

term for an old man] to let us know how he finds my Gujarati!” 

Baba continued: “Politics, social welfare, economics, et cetera, are but different facets of 

the same one substance — spirituality — because each of these are included in the Knowledge of 

the One. Spirituality includes everything — politics, economics, ethics, social welfare, civics, and 

all other kinds of service. Just as the rays of the sun are not different from the sun, so also, each of 

these divisions is but a different branch of the same Eternal One. 

“Thus indirectly, from the point of spirituality, I always play my part in all these things, 

and I say so, and I always make others do so. The difference is only this: that whereas the ignorant 



one experiences maya, and wants ‘this and that’ in maya, the Dnyani [one who has realized God] 

views even maya as an expression of God and experiences it as such. 

“There was a certain newspaper in the West that got hold of the notion of a Master-

disciple relationship between us (but attention was drawn to this and a correction was immediately 

sent). Now you, on the other hand, write that you are a student of Baba, etc. I view both these 

things quite differently. That is, I take you as Premi Mitra, one who is my loving friend; because in 

each one, I see no other than myself. Thus, whose ‘Guru’ can I be and where can the ‘chela’ 

[disciple] be! According to me, of all friends, he alone is dearest who remains infinitely restless for 

Truth! 

“But tell Dosaji that he cannot thus wriggle out of his promise to help render my articles 

into Gujarati, because when I had agreed to his suggestion to get all the articles rendered into 

Gujarati and he said that he should check and correct them from the point of view of language, he 

had then said that he would definitely give his help as much as he could in this work. He could not 

have forgotten this! 

“When we happen to meet again, we will have some more fun.” 

This reply, jotted down word by word by me, is exactly as Shri Baba dictated through his 

alphabet board. 

And from myself now, I have a request, and that is that you will please reply to this letter, 

because I believe that there has cropped up a misunderstanding in the past between us while 

exchanging lengthy correspondence. I have a feeling that as a result of this, Baba is probably 

somewhat aggrieved. And although Baba has never once even hinted or blamed me for it, 

nevertheless, it has made me feel uneasy for quite some time and I believe that your reply to this 

letter will relieve me of this feeling. Sometime when an opportunity arises for a personal interview 

with you, we will both have an occasion for explanations. 

Please note that Shri Baba will be leaving India for the West within 15 to 20 days. 

Yours, 

F. H. Dadachanji 

Gandhi replied to Chanji’s letter: 

3 November 1932 

Yeravda Mandir 

Brother Shri Dadachanji, 

Received your letter today. You wrote, “Baba said…” and drew a red pencil line, quite 

thick, under the word said. 

If Baba has no “said” through the board but has “said” with the tongue, then may I not 

take it that my letter has the power to make Baba break his silence? And thus, one is driven to 

accept that the Age of Miracles has not yet passed away! 

Please tell Baba that that which he dictated on his board in Gujarati was sweet of him 

indeed! I may not agree with all of what Baba “said” (through the board) in Gujarati and I hope to 

have a hot discussion some day when we meet personally, God willing, for such a thing is not 

possible through correspondence. 

Also tell Baba that the “Dosaji’s” promise will not be in vain. If Baba wrote in Gujarati 

and I approved, then I will surely edit his writings. Was this not the condition? 

To have heard from you that spirituality includes everything — politics, economics, 

ethics, social and civil and all other kinds of services — is more than sufficient for me. 

I like the claim of friendship you put forth. But I feel that it is quite unnecessary to 

garnish friendship with the term of “loving friend,” because a friendship bereft of love cannot 

endure. 

You have no cause to feel disheartened. Misunderstandings do crop up frequently, but 

where there is a will to clear up all misunderstandings, there cannot be any obstruction created nor 

harm done. 

Where will you all go, and for how long, on this trip to the West? And do tell Baba that I 

cannot understand all this daudam-daud [hustle-bustle touring]! 

Mohandas Gandhi 

In reply to Gandhi, Chanji wrote: 

November 8, 1932 

Nasik 

Dear Mahatmaji, 

 

Received your letter of the 3rd. Shri Baba felt happy to read its contents. 



In reply, Shri Baba has directed me to convey to you that whatever interesting things he 

wished to impart concerning yourself could be done better personally, when a meeting with you 

takes place. Communicating through letters makes these expressions appear dry and the written 

words then lose interest and charm; they cannot carry with them the same flavor with which they 

are seasoned as when expressed personally. Therefore, Shri Baba also agrees with you and says that 

when you are with him sometime, it will afford an occasion for a grand time together. 

This time, there is the likelihood of our Western tour being prolonged for about six 

months. Baba intends leaving Bombay on the 21st for Italy, Germany and England. And after that, 

he also intends to visit America. 

The cause for such hustle-bustle world tours may be attributed to the fact that these have 

become absolutely necessary in view of the increasing love and devotion of both his Eastern and 

Western followers, who equally need more of Baba’s physical presence. The code of LOVE is 

absolutely different and unique! 

Baba will have to spend six months a year in the East and six months in the West. This 

appears inevitable from all outward indications for his mission of establishing a spiritual link 

between the East and the West, and of consolidating this spiritual get-together as a basis for his 

spiritual work. 

Misunderstanding has once again risen because of my having written to you in my last 

letter the words Baba said. This should not be taken to mean that Baba spoke with his tongue. It is 

to be understood as Baba having said with the help of the alphabet board. How can it be possible to 

speak without breaking the silence? It is now a routine affair during these many years of conversing 

or corresponding with others about Baba to mention very frequently “Shri Baba said,” or “Shri 

Baba says.” This is always understood as Baba having said by means of his alphabet board. 

Contrary to what you write in your letter, none of us here have ever underlined with red 

pencil the word said in my letter. On the other hand, we often found red and blue pencil and ink 

marks and scratches in your letters received from your end. We took for granted that this could not 

possibly be done by you. We now realize that you gave importance to the words Baba said, 

especially because you found the word said underlined in red pencil. 

All this explanation will make you understand these points quite clearly. 

Yours, 

F. H. Dadachanji 

P. S. In the letter to you, Baba mentioned you as Premi Mitra — a loving friend. 

Regarding this, Baba says that his “superfine” Gujarati has thus rendered into Gujarati the two 

English words, “dear friend.” Baba also says that he will continue to mention you as such, because 

having taken you as his friend, he looks upon you as a Premi [lover] of God. 

Baba sends his love and blessings. 

 

The necessary preparations having been made and visas obtained, Baba and four mandali 

left Nasik for a fourth trip to Europe. On Monday, 21 November 1932, Baba and his companions 

sailed from Bombay at 12:45 p.m. aboard the Conte Verde, an Italian liner. The mandali with him 

on the voyage were his brothers Jalbhai and Adi Jr., Vishnu and Kaka. 

An eager crowd had gathered at the quayside hoping to catch a glimpse of one of their 

fellow passengers: Hollywood actor Douglas Fairbanks, who had boarded the ship in the Far East 

and was returning to America. Fairbanks had hosted a reception for Baba in Hollywood the previous 

June.160 

Once at sea, Baba issued the following message to the Indian press: 

India is a spiritual country. It possesses the most fortunate and unique position in the 

world, being the land of saints and Spiritual Masters since ages. Therefore, the spiritual atmosphere 

of India must be kept up even at the cost of being in bondage and materially unhappy. 

It does not matter how much India suffers as long as its spiritual power and value are 

retained. Moreover, the result of its present suffering will be freedom and happiness. 

It is only after experiencing bondage and misery that the true value of freedom and 

happiness are really appreciated. But to bring this suffering to an earlier end, there must be love for 

friend and foe; there must be goodwill, patience and forbearance. Also, India should try to remedy 

 
160 It is not known whether Douglas Fairbanks had any contact with Baba or the mandali during the eleven-day voyage. 

 



its own defects instead of clamoring at the faults of others. The hatred between the leading 

communities, and their petty yet disastrous quarrels and fights, must cease; then freedom and 

happiness will be assured for India. 

The world will soon realize that neither cults, creeds, dogmas, religious ceremonies, 

lectures or sermons on the one hand, nor ardent searching for material welfare and physical 

pleasures on the other, can ever bring about real happiness. Only selfless love and universal 

brotherhood can do it. 

Of the early foreign trips Baba made, this was the only one in which Chanji did not 

accompany him. As Baba set sail for Europe, Rustom had been ordered to sail to Los Angeles by 

way of China, to do certain work in Hollywood. Rustom left on 2 December 1932. Chanji was also 

directed to go to China to stay for some time with Herbert Davy. He took a ship to China later in 

December. Before leaving, Chanji recorded these thoughts in a letter to the Kimco group: 

Separation from Baba is no easy thing, particularly for one who has stayed with him so 

closely for over seven long years. It means something unthinkable; no one can have any idea. I 

myself had no idea it could be so acutely severe. I have seen so many suffer and they always had 

my warmest sympathy and fellow feelings. At times, I cried over these sufferings of others. But I 

still had no practical idea of it myself until it came on me personally. 

When Baba told me this time to stay in India and do his work of seeing Herbert in China, 

I had to, of course. Nothing could be more faithless at this moment than to refuse. But how I did it, 

this heart alone can tell. For a week, even while Baba was still in India, I moved about like one 

dead — quite blank in mind and with a piece of ice in my stomach — dull, cold, stunned, 

benumbed. And when he left, life seemed extinct. Everything looked lifeless … 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Venice on Friday, 2 December 1932. They were met there 

by Elizabeth Patterson, Norina Matchabelli, Nadine Tolstoy and Quentin Tod. They then traveled 

by train toward London, arriving in Milan on the 4th, where Enid Corfe and another devotee met 

them. The group stayed overnight at the Hotel Diana, leaving at 5:00 P.M. the next evening. Baba 

arrived in Paris at 6:00 A.M. on the 6th and left for London at noon, arriving the same day. 

Meanwhile Kitty Davy and the others in the Kimco group had arranged for Baba’s seven-

day stay at the Knightsbridge Hotel. No sooner had Baba arrived than his lovers enthusiastically 

flocked to be near him. This was the first opportunity Elizabeth and Norina had to meet the London 

group. Norina had many acquaintances in London and she brought them to meet her Beloved. 

Among them were Countess Catherine (“Kitty”) Pahlen of Russia, Baroness Rothschild, Lady 

Stella Vitelleschi, and Vivienne Giesen.161 “Baba was teaching his gopis to sing his Song,” Age 

observed, “so that others might be drawn to the Master Musician. The Song is contained only in 

the Wine, which reverberates its strains. And who, except the Saki, can bestow this wine of love?” 

Baba explained to his lovers that he wished them to come to India the following year. And 

for the first time, he spoke to Kimco about Mehera and of her intense, pure love for him. He 

gestured, “Mehera is my Radha and her life consists of my happiness. When you see her, you will 

have an idea of her love for me. Her love always keeps me happy!” 

During this visit, Baba would go about London incognito. When relaxing in the hotel, he 

would let his long hair down and assigned the duty of combing it to Delia and Margaret, spelling 

out on his board, “How lucky you are that here I give you the work that Mehera does in India.” 

On more than one occasion, there was a discussion about the idea of making a film of 

Baba’s life. This project particularly interested Norina, who had pursued it with different 

filmmakers since Baba had mentioned it at the Harmon Retreat in 1931. 

While Baba was in London, Kitty was always busy attending to different matters, serving 

others in a selfless manner. Delia was at the hotel full-time, acting as a secretary, making 

appointments for interviews and answering the telephone. Baba and a group usually went to movies 

 
161 Stella Vitelleschi was an Italian actress who later appeared in Ben Hur; Vivienne Giesen was an 

interpretive dancer from New York known as Orrea, who had studied with Norina. 



in the evenings and he was particularly fond of the comedies of Charlie Chaplin, Laurel and Hardy, 

and Fatty Arbuckle. 

 

During this time, an intellectual Indian Brahmin named Chakradhar Dharmanidhar 

Deshmukh, 24, was studying for his doctorate in philosophy in London. Deshmukh came to know 

of Meher Baba’s presence in the city through the accounts in the Daily Herald. Baba had actually 

inwardly contacted him four months earlier, as Deshmukh dreamed he saw Baba standing before 

him. In the dream, Baba spoke to him: “You are closely connected with me. You are a good man.” 

Seeing him hesitating to accept this, Baba asked, “Are you not?” 

Deshmukh had replied, “Good or bad, please take me up into you.” Baba’s response was 

an immediate wave of love and light. “It was like bathing in cool clear moonlight,” Deshmukh later 

related. 

When Deshmukh saw a photograph of Baba in the newspaper, he recognized him as the 

One who had already won his heart. He was further attracted to his Lord and longed to have his 

darshan. Deshmukh later recollected: “As I looked at the photograph, I found in his eyes just that 

assurance of divine guidance which I had been looking for. The expression in his eyes brought to 

me the tidings of Truth from that far-off land unseen, where there is the final realization of the 

eternal and infinite Source and Goal of life.” 

Deshmukh came to see Baba at the Knightsbridge Hotel on Thursday, 8 December 1932. 

He brought with him Mrs. MacGregor-Morris, a professor, and Mr. N. C. Kelkar, a noted Marathi 

writer and politician who had come to London for the Round Table Conference. During their 

meeting, Baba asked young Deshmukh, “What do you do?” 

Deshmukh explained that he was studying philosophy. “And what is the meaning of 

philosophy?” Baba inquired mischievously. 

Deshmukh answered, “It is a science which reveals the hidden Reality.” 

Smiling, Baba replied, “To me, philosophy is that which makes a simple thing difficult!” 

Meeting Meher Baba face to face had a profound effect on Dr. Deshmukh, as he was later 

called, for this darshan taught him the true meaning of philosophy. From then on, he became an 

ardent disciple and proved helpful in Baba’s writing and publication work. 

 

Baba’s continuous search for the “ideal” or “perfect” boy began in the Meher Ashram in 

1927 and lasted until 1958. A search for a suitable boy for Baba’s personal work was inevitably 

conducted wherever he went. Over the course of these years, many boys were brought and all were 

returned, with the exception of one or two whom Baba retained for a short period. And again, at 

this time in London, Baba gave the duty to certain ones to go out and search for such a boy. A few 

English youngsters were brought to Baba at the hotel. One of them was very drawn to Baba and he 

was kept for three days. 

One day the lad asked Vishnu, “Where is he?” 

“Who?” asked Vishnu. 

“That long-haired, dumb gentleman!” 

Chuckling, Vishnu said, “He is occupied at present.” 

“I wish to stay with him always,” said the boy. 

“Why?” Vishnu asked. 

“He is so very kind. I have never seen such a man. I feel like gazing at him forever!” 

On Sunday, 11 December 1932, Baba discoursed about reincarnation, explaining what 

spirit means: 



The soul always remains the same; it is only the spirit which reincarnates and takes 

successive possession of bodies. People do not understand what spirit is and only vaguely use the 

term. There are so many terms used for one aspect. 

The soul is infinite, everlasting and pure. At present, you do not realize the soul, and your 

mind means everything to you. Yet the mind is not you; it is what clothes are to the body. You are 

not the mind that feels and experiences everything. You are not the ego — you are the soul. 

Until it is realized, the spirit has to reincarnate and change bodies. You change your 

clothing when it becomes old and so it is with the body. You all have had so many bodies, yet your 

soul never changes. It is the spirit which reincarnates again and again until you get back to the 

Source of all — Baba! 

A quiet, reserved Scottish woman named Christine McNaughton, 28, was working at the 

Knightsbridge Hotel as a waitress and often brought Baba’s meals to his room. After several days, 

Baba drew the group’s attention to her, indicating, “She is a very spiritual-type person, a very good 

soul.” He asked them to draw her out into conversation, which they did. (He later informed Norina, 

whom he had been coaxing to pay attention to Christine, that the girl had been her daughter in a 

previous lifetime.) 

Before leaving, Baba wished to shake Christine’s hand and he instructed the Kimco group 

to keep in contact with her. When Baba later called the group to India, he specifically instructed 

them to bring Christine along, even to pay her fare and supply her with the necessary clothes and 

pocket money. 

New persons came to see Baba in London, but he afforded little time to meet them, as he 

had come especially for the sake of his close lovers, spending most of his time with Kitty, Margaret, 

Delia, Minta, Kim, Zilla, Audrey, Quentin, Will and Mary Backett, Tom Sharpley, Charles Purdom, 

Elizabeth, Norina and Nadine.162 These individuals were worthy of coming to stay at the ashram in 

India which he was planning in the near future. 

As Age related, “Many were attracted towards the outer beauty of the Park; but they lacked 

the courage to bear the hardships and storms therein. The Gardener keeps such hearty birds in his 

Woodland who want to build nests there. Those who come only for a stroll through it — just to see 

the Garden’s sights and return to their nests outside — are not permitted to remain. Many birds 

frequent the Beloved’s Sanctuary, but only a few are fit to reside there!” 

In the background, brooding, Meredith Starr was still perturbed with Baba because, after 

so much publicity, Baba did not break his silence in America. Neither Meredith nor Margaret Starr 

came to see Baba during this stay in London, nor did Baba go to the Devonshire Retreat in Combe 

Martin.163 Their connection was outwardly severed, though Meredith infrequently wrote to Baba. 

“Give me either the £400 you owe me or illumination!” Meredith once wrote, “Otherwise, I will 

leave you and expose you as a fraud!” When one of these letters came, Baba had it read out to the 

group, passed it around for them to see and threw his hands up to show how hopeless some 

situations were. Exasperated, he spelled out on the board, “The West!” 

Baba’s relationship with Meredith Starr and the varying reactions were merely the outward 

aspects. No one can say what was going on inside or what work Baba was doing. Bound to the 

universe and by Universal duty from the beginning of creation to the end, the Avatar is connected 

with one and all, as he himself is everything and everyone! In his indivisible existence, he is all-

pervasive and never “leaves” anyone — no matter how despicable their behavior may be. This is 

 
162 Quentin Tod brought his 75-year-old mother Belle to meet Baba (either on this visit or at another time), 

and she too became devoted to Baba. Baba gave her the Indian name Muradin and later sent her a shawl, 

which she wore quite often.  

163 The Devonshire Retreat was disbanded and sold a year and a half later. 



the Avatar’s greatness — and his only “weakness.” He has compassion for all and cannot harm 

anyone! 

 

After a week in London, Baba bid farewell to his close ones and proceeded to Zurich, on 

Wednesday, 14 December 1932.164 Besides the mandali, accompanying him were Norina, 

Elizabeth, Enid and Quentin. 

The group arrived in Zurich the next day. Hedi and Walter Mertens and Otto Haas-Heye 

were Baba’s hosts. German-born Otto Haas-Heye, 53, was an established fashion and theatrical 

costume designer, and a good friend of Norina’s first husband Karl Vollmoeller. Otto had founded 

the Zurich Art and Model School in a few large, wood-paneled rooms on the first floor of a building 

above the Italian Consulate.165 He arranged a reception there for Baba, who met with various people 

from 11:00 A.M. to 1:00 P.M. and from 3:00 to 7:00 P.M. that day, after which he walked by the lake 

for an hour.  

At the reception, a 54-year-old woman who later became one of the foremost artists in 

Switzerland met Baba for the first time. Her name was Helen Dahm, and years later she stayed in 

India with other Westerners and did significant painting for Baba.166 Another contact was Andrée 

Aron, 24, a Frenchwoman, who was teaching haute couture sewing at Otto’s school. About her first 

meeting with Baba, Andrée related: 

When Baba arrived, I did not really know who I was going to meet. I did not know who 

Baba was. I almost expected to see a fortune teller or someone who could tell me about the future. 

Professor Haas-Heye introduced him to me, and I was quite moved and very open to him. He took 

me in like a child, with real love and kindness. That is something I will never forget. Really it was 

wonderful.  

It’s love. That’s all you feel. You no longer exist; you only think about Baba. That’s what 

I felt. But it took me five months of reflection to really know that I loved Baba. 

The love, kindness, and devotion — a quality of being I have never experienced with 

anyone else — a human touch of this quality. Nowhere, not even with friends. In all the meetings [I 

had with Baba], you felt such warmth and such kindness. We didn’t think about small [mundane] 

things. Nothing mattered anymore. Sleep and food do not exist; nothing exists. You feel yourself 

becoming nicer. That’s what’s wonderful. That’s what is fantastic. 

One of the other main persons to find out about Baba from Haas-Heye was Otto Billo, an 

international businessman interested in spiritual matters. He was following a Sufi Master, along 

with his friend Walter Mertens, 47, when they heard about Meher Baba. After Otto Billo met Baba, 

he told Walter that he must meet him, too. At first, Walter’s wife Hedi, 39, an artist, was not too 

interested in Baba, as she was a follower of Ramakrishna. In a reserved mood, Hedi went with 

Walter anyway and immediately was captured by Baba’s love. Otto Billo’s contact proved 

significant, as his daughter Irene was destined to become very close to Baba. 

Baba stayed overnight at the Mertenses’ estate at Feldmeilen and left Zurich on Friday, 16 

December at 10:15 A.M. He arrived in Genoa that night at 9:15 and stayed at the Savoy Majestic 

Hotel, where his future activities were discussed with Norina and Elizabeth. Certain Westerners 

were to proceed to India soon and Baba planned out their visit in detail. 

For his return trip to India, Baba boarded the Esperia bound for Egypt on the 17th with 

Quentin, Vishnu, Kaka, Jalbhai and Adi Jr. Elizabeth and Norina left for New York three days later. 

 
164 After landing at Calais, Baba may have traveled through Belgium on his way to Switzerland, as a visa 

for Belgium had been obtained in London two days before. 
165 The design school was located at Hirschengraben 22. 

166 Helen Dahm was the artist who in 1938 painted the murals on the inside of Meher Baba’s Tomb.  



 

Baba arrived in Alexandria at 5:00 P.M. on Tuesday, 20 December 1932. Departing in 

advance as instructed, Adi Jr., Vishnu and Jalbhai left by train for Port Said, where they sailed for 

India on the Naldera. Meanwhile Baba, Kaka and Quentin went on to Cairo and arrived at six 

o’clock the next morning. They stayed at the modest Hotel Pension Morandi, run by a Signor 

Morandi. 

As they were returning that night to their hotel from an evening walk around the city, Baba 

suddenly stopped and stood in the street without moving. A half-minute later, he continued on to 

the hotel. Calling Quentin to him, Baba spelled on the board, “I have just received from one of my 

agents a message saying that my presence is urgently needed in India.” The next morning, Baba 

directed Quentin to go to the Thomas Cook office, where a cable would be waiting. Quentin did as 

instructed, found the cable just as Baba had said, and brought it back. It read: “Your presence is 

urgently needed in India to complete certain arrangements.” 

Baba left Cairo on 23 December 1932 and traveled out of the city to Helwan, where they 

stayed at the English Visitors’ Hotel. On Christmas Day, he went to Sakkara to see the ancient 

Pyramid of Djoser. Baba had wanted to go by train, but Quentin suggested going by car and hired 

an antiquated model. There was no luggage rack, and Kaka had to arrange the luggage on the 

mudguard and running boards. It seldom rains in this part of Egypt, but that day it began raining 

heavily after they had gone five miles. Baba became quite upset with Quentin, who thereby learned 

not to make his own suggestions once Baba had expressed a preference. 

Returning to Cairo on the 26th, Baba went back to Alexandria on the 29th, and returned 

again to Cairo the next day where he obtained a visa for Ceylon. He went to the Cairo Museum and 

viewed the fabulous Tutankhamen collection. On the 31st, he again went to the old Coptic Church 

where Joseph and Mary had safeguarded the infant Jesus from Herod. 

On the first day of 1933, Baba visited the Sphinx and the great pyramids of Cheops and 

Chephren at Gizeh. 

On Monday, 2 January 1933, Baba left for Port Said, setting sail the next day at 4:00 P.M. 

on the SS Baloeran bound for Ceylon. 

During the voyage, Baba asked Quentin if he had noticed anything unusual about a Dutch 

girl who was traveling with her family. Quentin at first noticed nothing out of the ordinary, but he 

then saw that she walked with a limp and seemed in poor health. Baba explained, “Many, many 

years ago in India, she was a yogi. She was then in a male form. While attempting to attain a higher 

state of consciousness through fasting and meditation, he had a stroke and died. In every incarnation 

since, he or she has limped. In order to free her from this affliction, it will be necessary for me to 

win her affection.” 

Baba proceeded to gradually draw the girl toward him. She spent more and more time with 

him each day, playing Ping-Pong and draughts (checkers). By the end of the voyage, a marked 

improvement in her health was noted. 

 

Nearing Ceylon, Baba indicated to Kaka and Quentin that he wished to rest there for a 

month in solitude before returning to India. They arrived in Colombo on Thursday, 12 January 

1933, staying (ironically) at the White Horse Hotel for three days.167 

On Sunday, 15 January Baba traveled into the interior of Ceylon and stayed in a bungalow 

called Villa Valencia on a hill between the towns of Bandarawela and Diyatalawa, an area said to 

have the most equable climate in Ceylon. It was picturesque and a river of raging torrents ran 

through the deep ravine behind Baba’s bungalow, causing a ceaseless roar. 

 
167 The Kalki (present-age) Avatar is symbolized by a white horse. 



After settling in, Baba directed Kaka to find a spot where Baba could sit in seclusion for 

24 hours, as he had done in Assisi. Searching through the small town of Bandarawela on 19 January, 

Quentin and Kaka found a Buddhist temple at the end of a narrow lane. It looked like a suitable 

place and they showed it to Baba. A priest would not permit them to enter the temple, so they 

descended a few steps and came upon an open courtyard. 

A door of an adjoining house opened and a very old man, who looked at least 100 years 

old, came out. He seemed to immediately recognize Baba and he started talking to him through 

hand signs. Baba gestured back, “I want a room where I can be in seclusion without being disturbed 

for 24 hours.” The old man instantly understood and asked the Buddhist priest to open the temple 

and make a room available to Baba. Baba, however, changed his mind. Later, Baba remarked, “That 

old man was on the fourth plane. I will push him to the fifth plane when I leave Ceylon. He is my 

agent in charge of Central Ceylon.” 

Baba’s wish to sit in seclusion was perhaps only a pretext for contacting this advanced soul. 

In the interim, Adi Sr. came to Ceylon on 19 January 1933 and returned to India after 

staying two days with Baba. In Bandarawela on 26 January, Baba met a reporter from the Ceylon 

Observer who questioned him about Mahatma Gandhi and India, religion, the purpose of his silence 

and why he had gone to America. The following is Baba’s response: 

Look at Gandhi’s passive resistance movement. From the spiritual point of view it is 

wonderful because it embraces sincerity, truth and non-violence. Don’t ask me its value as a 

political weapon. I have nothing to do with politics ... 

As for the Untouchability issue, I love the Untouchables. They are close to my heart. 

Recently, I summoned their leader Dr. Ambedkar and advised him what to do. I consider the 

orthodox Hindu attitude foolish, but there I leave it as I condemn no one and hate no one. 

My religion? I belong to no religion and yet to every religion. Love is my principal agent. 

The Infinite One can be attained only through love and sincerity. I do not believe in dogmas and 

ceremonies. God can be realized in every phase of life — art, science, nature and beauty. That is 

my religion. 

I have been silent for eight years. It is not a vow but it has been undertaken for spiritual 

reasons. Shortly, my mission of preaching will begin. My reason for starting in America is that 

America, being the most deeply engrossed in material things and suffering the most in 

consequence, is the soil on which a new spiritual rebirth will first take place. America requires only 

the guiding hand of a Master to redirect its material powers to the heights of spirituality. 

Your Ceylon is a most beautiful country. I shall visit it again. I will be leaving for India 

soon and then I shall return here on my way to America via China and Honolulu. 

Will I found an ashram here? Perhaps. 

Baba, Kaka and Quentin returned to Colombo by the 27th of January. Baba fasted and 

remained in seclusion there on the 29th, and the next day left for India by boat with Kaka. They 

traveled by train via Madras to Bombay, arriving on Thursday, 2 February 1933 and returned to 

Nasik late the same night. 

Meanwhile, from Ceylon Quentin sailed back to England, as he had been instructed to 

escort to India those Western women whom Baba had invited. Chanji left Shanghai on 10 January, 

and met Vishnu, Jalbhai and Adi Jr. in Bombay on the 28th. 

 

After staying in Nasik with the mandali for a few days, Baba returned to Bombay. On 

Friday, 10 February 1933, he abruptly decided on obtaining a British passport instead of a Persian 

one, and Adi Sr. was sent to the British Consulate to bring the necessary forms. Chanji filled out 

the forms and Baba’s photograph was taken. 

On the passport application, opposite the column denoting occupation, Chanji wrote: 

“Spiritual Teacher.” Opposite visible distinguishing marks, Chanji wrote: “Scar in the center of 

eyebrows.” The scar was from the stone thrown by Upasni Maharaj in 1914; it had left a permanent 



mark. Baba had no objection to signing M. S. Irani on this application; thus the passport (No. 83270) 

was issued the same day and visas obtained to visit China and America.  

Baba visited some Mohammedan followers in Bandra on the evening of the 10th. In 

speaking about happiness, Baba stated, “Look at Hollywood movie stars. They have ample money, 

name, fame, everything − still they are unhappy. Why? Because money alone can’t bring happiness. 

It is one of the greatest and gravest mistakes of mankind to run after money to secure happiness.” 

About being possessed by an “evil spirit,” Baba confirmed that in some cases it does occur: 

“Evil spirits sometimes take possession of certain bodies to satisfy their passion. That is the reason 

some very strange and horrible incidents occur, yet the person doing it is not responsible for it, 

being possessed by a spirit.” 

On his return to Nasik, Baba began making the necessary arrangements for the arrival of 

his Western “doves.” Near Bombay in Kandivli, Marker’s large bungalow was arranged for the 

women mandali and rooms for the Westerners were booked at the Majestic Hotel. A three-day visit 

to nearby Bhandardara was also planned. 

Baba had originally called his Western lovers to stay in India for six months, after which 

he would accompany them to Europe and America via China and Japan. But this plan, like so many 

of Baba’s, was soon to change. 

 

One day, when Baba met with the men mandali in Nasik, Ghani narrated the following 

dream: 

In my dream, I saw a saintly person whose figure and personality I could not exactly 

determine. Approaching him, I put many questions to him concerning Meher Baba: who and what 

he is, what he meant to do with us, the real meaning and significance of the word circle, and others. 

In reply to all my queries, he spoke as follows: “You have heard there was a Prophet by 

the name of Jesus Christ and after him came Muhammad of Arabia. The present-day same 

personage is Meher Baba. It is good that you have gone to him just in time!” 

Baba smiled and nodded in agreement. 

At 2:00 P.M. on Wednesday, 15 February 1933, Baba went to Meherabad to inspect and 

arrange matters there. Seventeen persons accompanied him in a “hopeless” bus, as Chanji recorded. 

They picked up Masaji at the railway station and stopped briefly at Sangamner at 5:00 P.M. before 

proceeding to Meherabad. Ghani had been summoned from Lonavla and met Baba on the 16th. The 

next day, Baba and the group returned to Nasik. On the way back, near Ahmednagar, Baba appeared 

to avert a serious accident when he thumped Adi Sr. (the driver) on the back just as the bus veered 

out of control. Adi was able to regain control and continue safely to Nasik. 

After returning to Nasik, Baba left on the 19th for Bombay for visa work, and made a second 

trip to Bombay from Nasik, leaving on Friday, 3 March. Before leaving, he did a strange thing: He 

applied plaster of Paris to his arm for what appeared to be no reason. When the group arrived in 

Bombay, Baba did the same thing again, and the mandali were wondering what was the hidden 

meaning behind Baba’s actions. Late that night Chanji’s two-year-old nephew Dara Dadachanji 

had a serious accident in which he was almost killed. Baba advised his parents to apply plaster of 

Paris to his injuries and the mandali then realized why Baba had done what he had. 

The noted singer Master Krishna visited Baba at the Confectioners’ apartment, as did Savak 

Mehta of Aden, who had met Baba in September when the Victoria had halted briefly in Aden. 

Baba paid a visit to the district of Bhor on Sunday, 5 March 1933, having been invited by 

the maharaja there. He stopped first at Lonavla, where Ghani and Tyebali arranged tea and 

breakfast. After a brief stop at Nilu’s in Poona, Baba went on to Bhor where he was received 

grandly and hundreds came for his darshan. Baba went to Kolhapur the next day, meeting with his 

lovers at the school there before returning to Nasik. 



On 18 March 1933, Baba revealed that his perception of movements and events in the 

world was different from that of an ordinary human being. “To me, all things appear moving very 

fast and quick,” he stated. “Otherwise, I would not be able to see things in time for my work.” He 

did not explain further. 

Beheram with his fiancée Perin, Memo, and Mani arrived in Nasik on the 15th. Beheram 

and Perin were married at the Zoroastrian fire-temple in Deolali a week later on 21 March. The 

wedding was much to Memo’s delight. A pandal was erected near the cinema and decorated with 

colored lights and flowers. Lunch and dinner was served to about 50 guests from Bombay and 

Nasik. The next day, a much larger, public reception was held with Baba present, along with nearly 

300 guests. Various entertainment programs were offered and Master Krishna sang at a special 

concert in the theater. 

 

After some days, Baba held a meeting with the men mandali and gave detailed instructions 

to Pendu, Vishnu and Adi Sr. about arrangements for the Westerners’ visit. A complete itinerary 

for travel through India was chalked out. Chanji was sent to Bombay for the same purpose. Baba 

went to Bhandardara with the close women mandali for four days from 25 to 29 March 1933 and 

then took the women to Kandivli on 3 April. Besides Mehera, Mani, Naja, Big Khorshed, 

Soonamasi and Small Khorshed, Freiny and Gulmai and her daughter Dolly were also with him, 

along with Pilamai and her daughter Silla. 

The Western group had met in Europe and sailed together from Genoa on 28 March aboard 

the Victoria. The London group consisted of Kitty, Margaret, Mabel, Audrey, Minta, Delia, 

Christine and Quentin; the Americans were Elizabeth, Norina and Vivienne Giesen (who replaced 

Kim Tolhurst whose husband did not want her to go). They arrived in Bombay on Friday, 7 April 

1933. 

The Bombay lovers went to the pier to welcome them; Freiny and Dina Talati gave each 

of the new arrivals a wreath of flowers. The mandali in charge took the group to the Majestic Hotel, 

where they could bathe and rest. 

At 2:00 P.M. the group was taken to Kandivli, where they were in for a surprise. All rushed 

inside, expecting to greet Baba. Instead they were met by Small Khorshed, who said to them in 

broken English, “Baba found! Baba found!” 

Baba had hidden himself in the house, and had instructed Khorshed to tell the Westerners 

to find him. Khorshed did not know much English, so she was repeating what she thought was the 

correct message. This made everyone laugh and someone then explained that they were to look for 

Baba. All participated in the fun game of “Avataric Hide-and-Seek,” and Delia eventually found 

him. 

When Baba came out, Mehera, his queen, and the other women mandali were with him, 

dressed in gorgeous saris. This was the first time with Baba that they had an occasion and the 

permission to wear fine clothes. Baba introduced Mehera, and the Western women saw that she 

was just as Baba had described — pure and beautiful. They were then introduced to Mani, Freiny, 

Gulmai, Naja, Big Khorshed and Small Khorshed. Gulmai’s daughter Dolly was not present; she 

was ill in bed. The ladies exchanged presents with their Indian sisters and the women mandali 

dressed the Western women in saris. Baba’s love made no distinction between East and West; all 

felt the essence of unity present in his atmosphere. Sahavas with the Beloved began and the gopis’ 

hearts were moved beyond words. 

The Westerners returned to their hotel in Bombay at 8:00 P.M. While with Baba, they had 

asked whether Audrey and Christine were free to mix with some of the other passengers they had 

met on board their ship. Baba answered, “No, nothing of the kind. You have all come out here to 

be with a Spiritual Master. Audrey and Christine are both free to return by the next boat for Europe, 



if they wish. They had to set foot on Indian soil and have done so.” After being informed what Baba 

said, the two young women chose to stay. 

At 6:00 A.M. on Sunday, 9 April 1933, Baba took the Eastern ladies back to Nasik and then 

went to Bhandardara. The Westerners joined Baba there at 4:00 P.M. on the 10th, and stayed for 

three days. Baba took them sailing on the lake and led them on hikes. Baba once especially asked 

them to be with him wherever he went. As they were returning from a long walk, they saw an 

unusual sight — lightning, clouds, sunset and the rising moon at the same time. Christine had gone 

on ahead despite Baba’s order and he showed his displeasure that everyone was not there to see the 

view. 

With a stern expression, Baba spelled on the board, “If you do not follow my orders, what 

is the use of your coming to me? If you have come to India for amusement and sightseeing, then 

go amuse yourself like a tourist! If that is the case, then it does not concern me. You have no idea 

of the significance of walking with me.” 

As they stood watching for some time, Elizabeth asked Baba, “Do you see very differently 

from us?” 

Baba smiled and answered, “Very much so. Though your eyes are small, they see the world. 

Through these tiny openings, you can see vast landscapes. But when you close them, you will be 

able to see me!” 

Delia declared that when she closed her eyes she could not see anything! Baba responded, 

“When have you closed them? Real closing means that there should not be a single thought in your 

mind. The death of the mind makes the eyes close and only then will you see me as I really am. For 

this reason, I tell you to be ever mindful of me and not to pay attention to outside attractions. But 

you run after them and thereby lose me! So be careful to do as I say.” 

On one touching occasion, some of the local villagers came to see Baba. Among them was 

a leper who presented Baba with a flower. Baba immediately took two petals off the flower, gave 

one to the leper to eat and ate the other one himself. He embraced the diseased man and indicated 

that he would be cured. 

 

After staying in Bhandardara, Baba and the group left by train from Igatpuri for Agra on 

Wednesday, 12 April 1933. There were 20 people accompanying Baba, including the Westerners, 

Adi Jr., Jalbhai, Adi Sr., Chanji, Ghani, Gustadji, Kaka, Pendu and Vishnu. When the train arrived 

at Nasik Road Station, shouts of “Sadguru Meher Baba ki jai” rent the air as hundreds crowded 

onto the platform for Baba’s darshan. When the train came to a halt, the crowd rushed toward 

Baba’s compartment with loud cheers. Some fell weeping at his feet, and some kissed his feet and 

the hem of his garment — an illuminating sight indeed for his Western lovers. 

Reaching Agra on the afternoon of 13 April, they stayed at Laurie’s Hotel. Baba sent Adi 

Sr., Pendu and Vishnu in advance to Srinagar to arrange for the group’s lodging in Kashmir. After 

a rest and dinner at the hotel, at 9:30 Baba took the group to see the Taj Mahal by moonlight. The 

gopis were enthralled by the sight of the rising full moon beyond the stunning monument. 

After some remarks about the grandeur of the Taj Mahal, Adi Jr. commented to Kitty, 

“There is nothing spiritual about it. It is a mausoleum dedicated only to a human love — a king’s 

love for his queen. How much greater it would have been had Shah Jahan dedicated it to the worship 

of God.” 

Baba motioned to Norina asking what she had to say about the Taj Mahal. Norina replied, 

“Since I have seen you, no other beauty can satisfy or affect me!” 

Baba smiled, gesturing, “And still you have not seen my real beauty and splendor!” 

The next day Baba took them again to see the Taj Mahal by daylight and there announced 

a change of plans. The Westerners had been called to India to stay for six months and had left jobs, 



homes, businesses, families and friends. Now, after less than a week in India, Baba informed them 

that, after the trip to Kashmir, they would have to return home to await his arrival in the West. It 

was a shock to them, but as he had done when he left the Harmon Retreat earlier than scheduled 

and postponed breaking his silence, Baba was once again teaching them obedience, flexibility and 

steadfastness to him under all circumstances. Would they obey him? “Yes,” they replied earnestly, 

and Baba was very happy. 

They left Agra by train for Rawalpindi at 5:00 P.M. on Friday, 14 April 1933, arriving the 

following day. After settling in, Baba commented about the place, “In Rawalpindi there is a man, 

a wonderful saint, who is one of my chief agents in India. He gives orders to many, many souls on 

the lower planes. Rawalpindi is an important junction in India, for here all travelers must stop to 

go north to Kashmir.” 

Adi Sr., Pendu and Vishnu met them in Rawalpindi at 3:00 P.M. on the 15th, and the entire 

group continued their journey in three cars with Norina and Elizabeth riding with Baba. During this 

journey, Baba traveled incognito, wearing dark glasses and covering his hair with a beret whenever 

they stopped. 

They arrived at Murree on 15 April, where they stayed for two days at the Chambers Hotel. 
Baba, the mandali, Quentin, Margaret and Mabel stayed in an outlying chalet, and the rest of the 

group stayed in the main building of the hotel. 

On Sunday, 16 April 1933, Baba discoursed to the Westerners: “When love for God reaches 

its zenith, it destroys the ‘I-ness,’ and all desires and longings. Nothing remains except God and 

his lover united as one! This is Perfection. 

“You do not know what love is; emotional feeling, intense longing and sexual attraction 

are nothing. When a person wants to possess something, it is not love.” 

Baba then urged, “Love me, follow me and serve me!” 

Kitty asked, “How can we help you in your work?” 

Baba answered, “Love me and do as I say. Pure love makes one understand.” 

It was Easter Sunday and Baba visited a Christian chapel with the group, remarking, “All 

worship returns to me. The sigh within the prayer is the same in the heart of the Christian, the 

Mohammedan, or the Jew. They are all indivisibly longing for the same God.” 

Murree was a military station, and as Baba and the party walked along the hills that day, 

they witnessed a couple of British soldiers being cruel and rude to the local people. Baba observed, 

“This is the treatment meted out to Indians, and it is tolerated because the people are poor. 

Otherwise, in Bengal, Madras and other provinces where people are nowadays conscious of their 

condition, they pay back the English in their own coins. This is the fault of the English. But India, 

like Egypt, will gain independence within 20 years. 

“With all their faults and drawbacks, the British have some good points, too. They have 

done both much good and great harm. It had to happen. Some of the Indians have been born in 

England and some of the British are born in India. Curzon is now in India.168 

“I like the Americans best, and the Italians for their good hearts; but I don’t like the way 

the Arabs behave — they are the worst, full of lust!” 

For the most part, it was Baba’s strict order that no one go anywhere and leave him alone, 

but he permitted them to go sightseeing in Murree in groups of two. After going a long distance, 

Kitty felt anxious and told Delia that she was going back to the hotel. Delia felt the same and both 

returned to their room. Baba saw them entering the hotel and sent for them. He indicated, “You 

 
168 Lord George Curzon (1859–1925) was a former Viceroy of India who had overseen the renovation of 

the Taj Mahal.  



were the only ones who felt that I wanted to speak to you. I had important spiritual matters to tell 

you, but the mood has gone now because none of you were here.” 

This was a warning to them to be always with Baba whenever permitted and disregard 

outside attractions. If one’s mind is centered on Baba, outside events have no effect. Even in the 

midst of events, a person focused on Baba is away from them at the same time. “Never miss being 

with me,” Baba added. “You will always miss something.” He had sent them for an outing, but he 

wanted their thoughts to be with him. 

When the others returned, Baba had a long discussion with Norina and Elizabeth, planning 

for his future work in the West. 

Headed for Kashmir, the group left Murree in taxis at six in the morning on Tuesday, 18 

April 1933 and arrived in Srinagar that afternoon at five o’clock. As they traveled through the 

Himalayan region, there was a landslide on the road which had to be cleared before they could drive 

on. Although Audrey had always had a fear of heights, she recalled that she had a feeling of perfect 

safety whenever traveling with Baba. She had gotten dysentery and Baba ordered her to fast for a 

day, with the exception of one tangerine. She was completely normal by the next day. 

The men mandali (and Quentin), who were sent in advance by bus, had rented four 

houseboats for the stay. The women had no idea how cold it would be in Kashmir. They were under 

the impression that April, a summer month in India, would be comfortable, and had sent all their 

warm clothing in trunks from Bombay to Colombo, from where (according to the original plan) 

they were to proceed to China. Srinagar was freezing and they had to purchase woolen clothing. 

Baba instructed them not to buy anything else. Elizabeth had wanted to make other purchases, but 

she obeyed Baba’s wish. 

Baba took them by bus to various sights in Srinagar and gave spiritual discourses. Evenings 

were spent in his room, where they listened to both Indian and Western recordings; Baba would 

intermittently explain the meaning of different lyrics when they had spiritual significance. 

One night when they were sitting around a blazing campfire, one of the Westerners asked 

Baba, “How do you know who you are — that you are the Source of all?” 

Baba answered, “I knew it before everything. I came from my own Self. One cannot know 

Existence until one exists in that Existence.” 

On 19 April Baba took them on an outing by houseboat to Dal Lake, about four miles from 

Srinagar. They had tea and sandwiches on the way in the boat. With the Himalayas in the 

background, the mountainous scenery was spectacular, but it was cold and damp. Riding in the lake 

boat, all had to put on coats and got under blankets to keep warm. Wherever they had been, there 

had been unusually cool weather for April due to rains. Baba commented about it, “I have turned 

the key.” 

Observing how miserable the ladies were, and to get their minds off the weather and get 

their blood circulating, Baba had the boat stop by land. All got off and Baba ran up and down a 

lawn with everyone. He was full of fun and energy, and this playful time improved their mood. 

On the morning of Thursday, 20 April 1933, Baba took the group to the Chashma Shahi 

Gardens (which he had visited in 1930), and in the afternoon to Harvan Village in two buses and a 

car. Dressed in disguise so as not to be recognized by the villagers, Baba showed them where he 

stayed in seclusion and fasted in 1929.169 Baba had stated that Jesus did not die on the cross but 

came to India, where he spent many years wandering from place to place doing his Universal work 

until he dropped his body in Kashmir. Pointing to a hill, Baba revealed, “There is the place where 

two of Christ’s apostles, Bartholomew and Thaddeus, buried his body; they had accompanied him 

from Palestine.” 

 
169 One village boy did recognize Vishnu and said Vishnu had been there before with Meher Baba. 



Being in one of the most beautiful spots on earth, the Westerners found that a spiritual 

presence pervaded the atmosphere. An indescribable peace and serenity were felt at Harvan! 

As they were returning from Harvan, a short, scantily-clad man rushed out singing and 

dancing from a side path and began to run after their car. Baba smiled at him. One of the women 

wished to give him money, but Baba restrained her. Minta burst out laughing at the man’s antics. 

Baba warned her and the others, “Do not laugh at what seems to be strange behavior. He is not 

mad.” Baba later informed the group, “He is a borrowed agent who has to appear mad in order to 

carry on his spiritual work. There are three other agents in Kashmir — all old men and not the mad 

type.” 

On the 21st they rode in shikaras (a type of wooden boat) to the city and went to a movie 

in the afternoon. Baba sent Vishnu to Bombay on the 22nd to arrange for the group’s passage. In 

the morning Baba took the group for a walk around the lake. At 3:00 P.M., he took them by bus to 

Manasbal Lake for a picnic. The road was so deep in mud that at one point all had to walk a distance 

on foot and the bus drove empty. It was cold and the roads were bad, but the scenery was lovely. 

Baba again ran about with them, up and down the lawns, full of fun and cheerfulness. They returned 

to the city by a different route. 

Sunday, 23 April 1933 was their last day in Srinagar. The weather was again cloudy and 

chilly, but when it cleared in the afternoon, Baba took all to the Shalimar and Nishat Gardens. At 

one spot, Baba abruptly sat down on a terrace opposite to where a few Muslims were praying. Baba 

gestured, “They are lucky to be praying while I am here.” 

While taking his seat in the bus, Baba remarked, “There is no place in the world as ideal as 

these surroundings in Kashmir.” 

Back at the houseboats, Baba instructed Elizabeth and Norina to return to New York; 

Quentin was to go to Santa Margherita, Italy, and await further instructions; the rest of the group 

was to proceed to Marseilles and wait for a telegram from Baba about either continuing to England 

or awaiting his arrival in Genoa, and from there travel to New York with him. 

The group left Srinagar by car on the morning of 24 April 1933, passing through Murree 

and arriving in Rawalpindi at eleven that night. (All had been instructed to fast that day and they 

were delayed for four hours by a landslide.) At 2:00 P.M. the next day, they set out for Bombay by 

train. It was a two-day ride. Baba had instructed the Westerners to proceed straight to the docks 

upon reaching Bombay. So when the train reached Delhi on the 26th, Chanji and Adi Jr. went to 

ask the railway officials to attach the first-class coach to a train going to the Bombay docks. Despite 

agreeing to this, the British official made a mistake and began abusing Chanji instead of admitting 

it. This angered Adi, who began reproaching the man for his attitude and told him to ask for Chanji’s 

forgiveness. The man said he would, but he did not because of the presence of others. 

At this moment, Baba walked into the office. Upon seeing him, the British official got out 

of his chair and offered it to Baba. Baba asked Adi Jr. what was the matter and when he told him 

what had happened, Baba slapped him soundly for scolding the official. The superintendent then 

arranged everything to Baba’s satisfaction, but it took a while and the train was two hours late 

leaving Delhi. Baba got the work done by giving Adi Jr. a sound slap, even though it was the official 

who had been in the wrong. 

Baba kept the Westerners happy throughout the journey by discussing his plans for times 

they would have together, leaving them no opportunity to dwell on the upcoming separation. On 

27 April, they arrived in Bombay and left India the same day aboard the Britannica. Their six-

month stay had ended in a fortnight! Baba left them at the docks and walked away dressed in 

disguise, wearing yellow sunglasses and a beret. 

Baba spent the night at the Confectioners’ apartment and then, accompanied by the 

mandali, proceeded to Dahanu, where he stayed for two days discussing his future plans, before 

returning to Nasik on 1 May 1933. Baba had wished to rest in Dahanu, but being summer it was 



extremely hot and he complained about the milk being watery. Gustadji went to stay for a few days 

with his cousin, Rustom Elavia, at his residence in Mahim. 

Mahatma Gandhi was still being held at the Yeravda Central Prison in Poona. Baba sent 

Chanji there on the 5th with a message for Gandhi, whom Chanji met at 10:35 A.M. on the 6th.170 

Abdulla Jaffer came to see Baba on the 8th; Adi Sr. and Vishnu left for Ahmednagar the 

same day, and returned on the 11th. Baba left Nasik for Meherabad on Sunday, 14 May 1933 with 

some of the mandali, including Chanji, Kaka and Pendu. At Meherabad, Baba met Raosaheb who 

had recently been in the hospital, and also Sidhu and Kalingad who were staying there with him. 

Baba left at midnight by train for Bombay. His visit to Bombay was to have been strictly 

private to book passage on a ship for Europe, but when he arrived at Manekji and Banu’s the next 

morning there were visitors waiting. Baba was not pleased, but he met the Marker family. Baba 

then visited Nilu at his room on Bellasis Road. A wali was seated opposite the building, and Baba 

remarked that he was an advanced soul. 

On the 17th Baba went incognito to a local hospital to see the wife of a close lover. 

Afterwards he went to Rustom Elavia’s residence, Ruby Villa, to see Gustadji. On the night of the 

18th Baba and the mandali went to a film, Puran Bhakta (The Devotee), at the Wellington Cinema. 

Baba wished to take a suitable boy with him to Europe and advertisements to this effect 

were placed in several Bombay newspapers. Over 50 candidates came, but most were too old and 

all were rejected. Pendu remained behind in Bombay to continue the search. 

Baba, Gustadji, Kaka and Chanji returned by train to Nasik on the afternoon of Saturday, 

20 May 1933, while Adi Sr. drove Jalbhai, Vishnu and Chhagan there. On the way their car was 

forcibly stopped at Igatpuri by a gang, and they were badly beaten and robbed. Throughout the day, 

Baba had been restless, asking about them repeatedly. Prior to leaving Bombay, Baba had told Adi 

Sr. to arrive in Nasik at a specific time, but Adi was somehow delayed. Because of not being 

punctual, this unfortunate incident had occurred. The group arrived at 11:00 P.M., Adi and Jalbhai 

bleeding, and both were taken to the hospital the next morning. 

Slamson, Gustadji’s brother, happily surprised everyone by showing up unexpectedly on 

the 22nd from Indore to see Baba, after being away for a long time. 

 

Previously, on 9 May, Baba had instructed Chanji to write to Gandhi and arrange a meeting 

between them, now that Gandhi had been released from prison. But Gandhi was fasting and could 

not answer personally. The following letter was mailed to Chanji, written by an associate of 

Gandhi’s on his behalf: 

May 15, 1933 

Poona 

Dear Brother Dadachanji, 

Your letter of the 9th inst. to revered Gandhiji was received. He has stopped receiving 

visitors from the day he began the fast. If Shri Baba comes, he will meet Baba but will not be able 

to talk or discuss anything. 

Today, he has completed six days of his fast and one may say that he has kept good 

health so far. 

Mathuradas [Wasanji] 

Receiving this letter, Baba had the following telegram sent to Gandhi on 25 May: 

Mahatma Gandhi c/o Lady Thakersey’s Bungalow, Poona 

I realize the spiritual significance of the great penance by fast you have undertaken, 

which is going to serve the cause of Untouchability very greatly and am having my nazar and 

blessings on you. The last critical stage, too, will pass off. Am leaving for Europe shortly, but am 

always spiritually with you. Love. 

 
170 Gandhi was released from jail two days later. 



BABA 

c/o Sarosh Motor Works, Ltd. Nasik 

Baba and the mandali went to Mr. Garud’s bungalow for a tea reception on Saturday, 27 

May 1933, the day before Baba’s scheduled departure. Baba and a few mandali left Nasik for Poona 

and Bombay on the 28th. The search for an ideal boy continued in Bombay, but Baba rejected every 

youngster brought to him by the mandali. 

Baba visited Nilu’s several evenings while in Bombay. On 1 June, an old contact came to 

see Baba: Asar Saheb, the poet from Lucknow who had stayed in Manzil-e-Meem. Baba promised 

to help him financially. 

On the 2nd Baba went to Poona by train, where Vishnu had made arrangements at Sadashiv 

Patil’s. They returned the following day after stopping at Talegaon. On the evening of the 4th, Baba 

went for a drive to the seaside at Worli in a victoria. 

While Baba was away, an All Faiths Conference was held at the Circle Cinema in Nasik 

from 3–5 June 1933. Baba had been invited and, although he did not attend, he dictated a message 

(in Bombay to Feram Workingboxwala) on the 4th, which Ramjoo read out on the last day of the 

conference: 

Unless and until there is complete Realization, which is the goal of all faiths, faith is faith 

after all, call it blind or call it otherwise. Once God is Realized, there is no question of faith at all, 

just as there is no question of faith for a man to believe he is a man; because one then, having 

transcended the boundaries of faith, feels oneself identified with the Infinite and finds the One Self 

manifested everywhere. 

Adi Jr. and Jalbhai arrived in Bombay on the 5th, and Baba saw his mother Memo the same 

day. 

Baba had decided to take Ramjoo’s fifteen-year-old son Dadu with him to Europe if a 

passport for the boy could be procured in time. The passport office agreed to issue one if Meher 

Baba stood as guarantor, which he did. On 6 June Baba went to the Inspection Bungalow in Bassein 

with the mandali, including Chanji, Pendu, Vishnu, Sailor, Chhagan, Ramjoo and Dadu, but finding 

the climate disagreeable, Baba returned to Nasik on the 8th. 

Baba went back to Bombay on Saturday, 10 June 1933 to finalize preparations for his 

upcoming trip to Europe, staying with the Confectioners. As soon as he arrived, Baba asked Chanji 

if the final booking of their cabins on the ship had been made. Chanji assured Baba that he had 

already done so, but Baba kept insisting, “Are you sure everything is all right? Have you personally 

seen to it?” Chanji again stated he was certain everything was in order, but Baba again demanded, 

“Make sure; check again that everything is all right.” 

Chanji felt confident, but because of Baba’s repeated urging, he now began to have doubts. 

But it was a Saturday, the booking office was closed, and there was nothing he could do about it 

until Monday, the day of their departure. 

At 11:30 A.M. on Monday, 12 June 1933, Baba and the mandali went to Mole Station and 

then to the ship; a large crowd of devotees was awaiting Baba’s departure. The moment they 

boarded, Chanji discovered that Baba’s cabin on the more expensive deck had been switched from 

an outside one that Baba had requested to one on the inside. Chanji now realized the significance 

of Baba’s words. He felt bad and dreaded facing Baba, who would have to bear the eleven-day 

journey in a tiny, hot cabin with no window to the sea. Chanji never did find out what had gone 

wrong. After great difficulty and much argument with the steward and purser (whom they 

threatened with canceling their entire trip), they managed to change Baba’s cabin to an outside one 

(No. 339). 

On his fifth foreign journey, Baba sailed from Bombay on the steamship Victoria 

accompanied by Chanji, Pendu, Adi Jr., Kaka and Dadu. The voyage to Genoa was horrible. Baba’s 

mood was ill-tempered, as even the new cabin was cramped and the mandali were not often 



permitted to see him, as they were traveling in a different, lower class and passengers from there 

were not permitted on Baba’s deck. Making matters worse, practically all of them were seasick. 

Kaka stayed with Baba the entire voyage, although the cabin was small even for one person. 

As usual two or three maharajas were on board, but Baba did not wish to meet anyone. To 

avoid being recognized, he walked in areas of the ship meant only for the crew. Stopping in Aden 

on 16 June, however, Baba allowed some local Parsi lovers to come aboard for his darshan. On the 

18th, he briefly met Nanabhai Janglewala, who held a high judicial post in Bombay (the Presidency 

Magistrate), along with his wife and son. 

A week later on 23 June 1933, Baba reached Genoa and was met by Kitty and Minta. After 

staying for two days in the Hotel Astoria Belgrano, they were joined by Norina, Elizabeth and Anita 

de Caro, who arrived to drive them to Santa Margherita. Elizabeth had rented the Villa Altachiara 

overlooking the Mediterranean from atop a cliff off Portofino’s main piazza. Baba, the mandali and 

Westerners moved in on 28 June; however, the villa was not large enough to accommodate all of 

them and another house in Santa Margherita was also leased. 

This time in Italy, Baba kept everyone busy, especially with writing, typing and other such 

work. Kitty and Minta had arrived in Portofino ahead of the group to prepare the house. Kitty was 

to supervise everything. Her brother Herbert arrived from China on 4 July;171 Otto Haas-Heye, Hedi 

Mertens and her fifteen-year-old daughter Annakatharina Roelli came from Zurich; Enid arrived 

from Milan; Victor and Alice Trau-Fisher came from Vienna. Alice had met Norina at a tea in New 

York some years before and they had corresponded regularly; Norina told Baba about her and Baba 

had them invited. 

The group was large. Adi Jr., Chanji, Elizabeth and Enid were usually typing for Baba and 

Otto; Elizabeth was also driving the car and doing the accounting; Norina did translation work and 

correspondence; Quentin handled some correspondence; Kitty, Anita, Delia, Mabel, Margaret, 

Minta and Vivienne shared in the household management; Herbert was writing an account of his 

adventures in Russia and also working on Baba’s writings; and Kaka and Pendu were helping 

prepare the meals. 

All were enthusiastic about spreading Meher Baba’s message. Norina and the Kimco group 

agreed that it was time for the world at large to be enlightened about Meher Baba, his teachings 

and work, especially in light of the fictitious, if not ridiculous, rumors being published about him 

in the newspapers at the time. They also felt that they should let people know about Meher Baba 

before he broke his silence and manifested, which he repeatedly said he would do in the near future. 

Therefore, they were busy in Portofino collecting and assembling Baba’s sayings and material 

about the Master in the form of questions and answers to be published in booklet form. Four of 

them typed the material in the large library, which they were using as an office. 

 

Anita and Quentin had lively, jovial personalities and would regale Baba with amusing 

stories to make him laugh. One beautiful, sunny afternoon as the lovers were seated with Baba on 

the steps of Altachiara, suddenly Baba looked at Anita and spelled out, “You know, I am both God 

and man.” 

It was rather a shock to her, as she thought: “I have no idea what God is.” She looked at 

Baba and replied, “But Baba dear, I do not understand you as a man. How can I understand you as 

God?” She added, “Oh, look, it does not matter. We all make mistakes. You can call yourself God 

— call yourself whatever you like. It really doesn’t matter. I love you just the same.” 

 
171 Herbert’s ship had stopped briefly in India. He was met in Bombay on 22 June 1933 by Adi Sr. and 

Vishnu, who had instructions from Baba to tell Herbert to come to Italy and to explain to Herbert that he 

should not let go of Baba’s daaman under any circumstances and obey him implicitly. 



Baba rocked with silent laughter and called Chanji. As he shook his head, Baba gestured, 

“Tsk, tsk. Anita is really amazing! You know that she just said to me that it does not really matter, 

it is not important to her that I may have made a mistake in saying I am God and man. She is 

absolutely and totally indifferent about it!” 

The days spent in Portofino were also meant for play, songs, good food, and roaming about 

in the companionship of the God-Man. Yet, being constantly in Baba’s presence, they burned in 

his love’s fire while keeping their lips sealed. It was like playing with, and deriving pleasure from, 

fire — while maintaining a smiling facade and poised manner at all times. This experience comes 

only when devotees have the chance to be with God in human form. 

During Baba’s stay in Portofino, the cool moonlight lit up the night and the stars shone in 

all their brilliance. One evening it was absolutely quiet around the villa, as if a message of peace 

and joy on earth was being conveyed to humanity. The lovers and mandali gathered around Baba 

who appeared exceedingly beautiful, wearing a royal blue jacket. The silent atmosphere 

immobilized them like an intoxicant. 

The moon shone on Baba’s face, the scent of jasmine hung around them, and the songs of 

cicadas were heard in the background. “It was one of the most timely, most beautiful moments with 

Baba,” remembered Delia. “We just sat there and never said a word.” 

They saw Baba’s smiling countenance and flowing hair as if aglow with light. Age too was 

moved. “The Sun was smiling and his smile captivated his lovers’ hearts, which cried, ‘Baba 

darling, how beautiful you look!’ ” 

They stared at him, and after a while Baba quietly went inside. His silent Song of Love 

echoed within them, and his grandeur singed the outline of his form on their hearts forever. They 

went to bed, but how could they sleep? They were absorbed and lost in his splendor. Like Arjuna, 

their enchantment came from the sight of the God-Man’s beauty and glory. 

It was the glory of his Real Self, a little of which he had shown them that night on the 

terrace of a villa in Portofino. 

 

After staying in the old villa for a while, some of the Western lovers had experiences of 

quite a different nature. One person claimed a spirit haunted the house and had stood before him, 

growing taller and taller. One said her hair had been pulled as she slept; another heard noises. Late 

one night, with these tales ringing in her ears, Delia screamed at what she thought was the apparition 

of the ghost. It turned out to be Margaret leaning out the opposite window for a breath of fresh air. 

The next day, when they informed Baba what happened, he wryly commented, “There is one thing 

I like about you Western disciples — your courage!” 

Baba did confirm, however, that there was a ghost in the villa. Baba’s bedroom was at the 

back of the house on the first floor. There was a staircase attached to his room which led to the 

ground floor and out of the villa. Once at midnight while Kaka was on nightwatch, Baba suddenly 

got up and, without putting on his sandals or taking a flashlight, left the room, descended the 

staircase in the pitch dark and disappeared. Kaka followed him, but sensing that Baba was doing 

some work, he waited at the bottom of the staircase. Baba soon reappeared and. returned to his 

room. Kaka asked him why he had done this in the middle of the night, and Baba explained, “There 

was a spirit here that was haunting this house. He was a good man, but he disrespected and defied 

God, and therefore he has not had a human body for about 500 years. Today I released him so he 

can take a human form once again.”172 

 

172 A ghost is the spirit of a person who has committed suicide and remains disembodied and suspended in 

the astral sphere for centuries. Such ghosts must find a body to possess to spend their remaining gross 



Minta again asked Baba if she could stay the night in his room, as she had done in Santa 

Margherita, but Baba did not allow it this time. 

An Italian boy named Albertino, the son of one of the estate workers, was brought to 

Altachiara to stay near Baba during this visit. Soon after, Baba decided on a short trip to Rome, and 

Norina, Elizabeth, Minta, Kitty, Herbert, Pendu, Chanji, and the boys Dadu and Tino were to 

accompany him. Before departing, Baba asked those staying behind to prepare some humorous 

skits for his amusement when he returned. 

 

At midnight, 6 July 1933, Elizabeth drove Baba to the station and the train left at 12:30. 

Baba was feeling terribly indisposed before entering his compartment, but by the time they arrived 

in Rome at 8:15 A.M., he felt all right. Physical illness always seemed to precede any of Baba’s 

important spiritual work. 

They stayed at the Hotel Elyseé, where Baba informed Norina, “I want to contact people 

who are searching for Truth, but I will see them today only. Arrange for interviews with them at 

three o’clock this afternoon.” 

After breakfast, Baba was driven around the seven hills of Rome, and later all went to the 

Vatican to see Saint Peter’s Basilica. Baba was wearing a French beret to hide his hair and he did 

not wish to remove it, which was required to enter the church. He therefore walked around inside 

surrounded by the group, concealing his appearance so he was able to keep his hat on. Baba walked 

all the way into the great church and stood in the center beneath its dome; turning to face all four 

directions, he made signs in the air. He then rapidly strode out the west door, not allowing the party 

to linger to look at the exquisite paintings and statues, one of which was the Pieta statue of the 

Madonna and Christ sculptured by della Robbia (the model for Norina’s role in the play The 

Miracle). 

Afterward Baba went to visit Capitoline Hill, the Forum and the Colosseum, into which he 

went for a few minutes. Later, he directed that he be driven twice around Benito Mussolini’s 

office.173 

Baba had asked Norina to arrange for interviews that afternoon, since she had lived with 

her husband in Rome when he was the ambassador prior to the Russian revolution. Unfortunately, 

she had not been in Italy for the last several years and had lost touch with even the closest of friends. 

For her to call people on the telephone and persuade them to come and meet an Indian Spiritual 

Master was next to impossible on such short notice. Norina made a list of the names of 32 persons 

whom she thought worthy to meet Baba and submitted it to him before making the appointments. 

Baba glanced at it and crossed off all but three. They were a Russian army officer, a simple, 

good-hearted Italian and a worldly young professor of philosophy. Norina had no trouble 

convincing the first two to come; their meetings with Baba proved to be cordial and beneficial to 

them, but the professor’s attitude was defiantly negative. Norina once described this young 

philosopher’s meeting with Meher Baba: 

After hearing my enthusiastic description over the telephone of a Perfect Master, he 

decidedly refused to accept the privilege of a visit with the “suspectful man.” When I suggested 

that, for his own sake, he be a more courageous adventurer in the search for Truth, he agreed to 

come. 

 
sanskaras. It is one aspect of the work of the Sadgurus and the Avatar to liberate such spirits and allow 

them to reincarnate again, proceeding in the normal process of the assimilation of human consciousness.  

173 Mussolini was the Fascist prime minister and dictator who led Italy into World War II.  



At the Hotel Elyseé at 2:00 P.M., he stood in the presence of, as he so ironically qualified 

Baba before meeting him, “your phenomenal man.” His attitude was arrogant and critical. He 

coldly viewed Baba, sizing him up as if taking notes for a newspaper article. 

Baba, in his unparalleled simplicity, affably invited him to sit down. The young erudite at 

once started the mental attack. He provoked and examined Baba’s “knowledge” from the cold, 

intellectual standpoint of erudition, asking question after question. To this most complicated cross-

examination, Baba replied with such clear wisdom and in plain, concise, almost lapidaric sentences 

that I, who was the translator, felt like divine Gospel was coming alive! 

But the professor remained dissatisfied. He was not in an accepting mood. He was unable 

to grasp the positive sense of Baba’s pure wisdom. His mind was blurred by its own struggle in 

duality. Suddenly, prompted by an uncontrollable inner anger, he abruptly interrupted Baba, 

bringing an end (to the relief of us all) to his own awkward position. He turned to me with these 

words, “Tell your Master that he has not given me any new answers. He has repeated all over again 

the old, worn-out formula for Truth!” 

Baba, who is immovable in his divine bliss, merely smiled with benign humor and 

instantly solved this embarrassing situation by putting his hand on the excited man’s head and, 

looking deep into his eyes, settled the mental storm at once. It was as if the man’s life energy were 

exchanged for a deeper substance. He began breathing deeply, as if stopping the mind’s reactive 

attitude. He became a transfixed receptacle of grace before my eyes. 

An instantaneous act of expansion of consciousness took place. After a while, he regained 

his normal composure and he bowed his head to Baba with the expression of a newborn soul 

christened by divine waters, saying, “I know love is the only answer to all questions. Love is Truth 

and you made me realize it. I now know only love can solve the problems of the individual, of 

duality and the battle of life.” 

Kneeling before Baba, he said, “Take my whole life and use it.” 

Baba replied, “Do not be confused; do not struggle. Do not change the mode of your life, 

but make an effort with all your heart to create longing to be one with God. This longing will make 

you see the Self.” 

Cautioning him, Baba then added, “The glimpse I have given you now will not last, but 

you will understand more and more of the Truth. You will go deeper and deeper into it, and in the 

due course of time, you will be able to be of great service to humanity.” 

After he left Baba’s room, he stood for a while before the closed door. With tears in his 

eyes, he said to me, “To think that I did not want to see God! I thank you for making me come. 

Please let me know whatever I can do for him. I am at his service.” Wiping his cheeks, the 

professor slowly left. 

After the interviews, Baba and the group went to the Aragno al Corso, a famous café and 

well-known gathering place where politicians and persons in various walks of life sat and discussed 

the issues of the day over cups of espresso. The café was located in the busy center of Rome. They 

sat down at the sidewalk tables and ordered rolls, cakes and lemon ices. Baba watched as the crowds 

and traffic passed by, conversing with Minta and Norina who sat on either side of him. 

As they sat enjoying themselves, a heavy middle-aged man with blond hair drove by them 

very slowly in a red Fiat convertible sports car. Baba later explained that this was his direct agent 

in Europe, referring to him as Christiano.174 Baba remarked that the indirect agent whom Herbert 

had contacted in Warsaw took orders from Christiano, who lived in Rome with his wife, but she 

knew nothing of his spiritual status. Suddenly, Baba was “absent” from them and they all turned 

toward him and sat still. His eyelids flickered after a while and he stood up, indicating that it was 

time to leave. 

Despite his being dressed incognito, several people along the street stared at him. Baba and 

the group walked to a movie theater and saw White Shadows, a delightful film which Baba 

particularly enjoyed for its Hawaiian dances. They returned to the hotel and all went to bed, but 

Baba worked on the higher planes throughout the night. 

 
174 Christiano was the direct agent for Europe. There are four such direct agents in the world, including one 

in Asia, America and Africa. Each of these direct agents functions from the fourth plane and uses the 

powers of this plane for the benefit of others.  



The next morning, he remarked, “My work here in Rome is over. It has been achieved more 

quickly than I anticipated. We have to return to Santa Margherita this afternoon.” 

Before leaving Portofino for Rome, Baba had issued strict orders that no outsiders were to 

come to the villa for meals, “not even the archangel Gabriel!” But that day, 8 July 1933, a telegram 

from Portofino arrived to ask if someone could come to lunch. Clearly peeved, Baba caustically 

remarked, “Not even the archangel Gabriel, and still they ask!” 

After breakfast, Baba and the group drove around the city. They were in two cars and drove 

to the Palace and Basilica of St John Lateran, several of the fountains of Rome, and the Vatican 

Museum and galleries. Baba literally raced through the corridors of galleries and then sat down in 

the Sistine Chapel. Curious, Pendu asked him about the spiritual significance of popes, cardinals 

and Michelangelo, the artist who painted the ceiling. Baba would only comment, “Today, this place 

has been truly blessed.” 

It was quite hot after lunch. Norina had arranged more interviews, but the Romans were 

easy-going and arrived late. Baba told Norina, “As they are not on time, I will not see them.” 

Norina, however, entreated Baba to excuse them and he saw a few persons. 

Anita had requested a certain reproduction of a painting from Rome, and Baba went to buy 

it for her with Kitty and Minta. They all then drove to the train station in taxis, but the drivers 

demanded exorbitant fares. Tino and a policeman who was standing nearby warned Baba and the 

group not to pay. A more reasonable amount was agreed upon and they left Rome by train, reaching 

Santa Margherita at 11:45 late that night. 

 

Baba seemed not to like Rome and was happy to be back near the sea. However, no one 

was at the station to meet them and Baba expressed his disappointment about that. They had to hire 

cars to return to their villa, and had to carry all the luggage themselves. In an ill mood and very 

tired, Baba went straight to his room. 

Quentin had a dear friend named Ruano Bogislav. Ruano, 57, had been an opera singer, 

actress and businesswoman.175 She was living in Paris, and when Quentin returned to England from 

India in June, he stopped in Paris to tell Ruano about Meher Baba. 

Just at that time, two friends were visiting Ruano from New York, Mrs. Henry Bell Gayley, 

called Nonny, and her daughter Madeleine, called Rano. At dinner, Quentin told all three women 

about Baba. 

As Rano listened politely to Quentin’s fantastic narrative, she thought: “Tod is saying all 

this in exuberance. There cannot be much truth in it.” 

Then Quentin gave them a photograph of Baba. When Nonny saw it, she was thrilled. She 

cried out, “That’s the man!” Rano asked what she meant. Nonny replied that, one day in May of 

1932, she had been glancing through the New York Times when she noticed a picture of a man with 

long hair. She felt compelled to meet him. This was the same man. It was Meher Baba. 

Rano’s heart, too, was gradually smitten by Baba’s countenance; it was the photograph of 

her Lord, which her heart recognized even as her mind rebelled. 

That evening, Quentin promised to contact Ruano when Baba arrived in Europe. Quentin 

explained to Nonny and Rano that Baba planned to travel to the United States and they could meet 

him in New York. Shortly thereafter, Nonny and Rano returned to America, anticipating meeting 

Baba there. 

 
175 Ruano Bogislav was a stage name. Her real name was Elfrida Klamroth. Ruano had once been married 

to Ricardo Martin, a well-known tenor of New York’s Metropolitan Opera Company. 

 



When Quentin met Baba in Italy, he told him about Ruano, Nonny and Rano. Baba then 

instructed Quentin to write Ruano inviting her to come to Portofino to meet him. She arrived on 8 

July, while Baba was still in Rome. 

The next morning, Quentin went to bring Ruano to the villa. She described that first 

meeting: 

The house where Baba was staying was on a high hill overlooking the Mediterranean and 

surrounded by a beautiful park. The moment we entered the gate, I began to cry, and it became 

worse as we climbed the hill. I was thoroughly ashamed of this behavior, especially as I looked a 

sight and could not stop crying. By the time we reached the house, I was in a dreadful state. Tod 

brought me a glass of water, but nothing helped, and then the door opened and there stood Baba. 

I cannot remember what I did. I know that I looked and looked at him. It was probably 

for only a moment, but it seemed to me as if I were looking for ages. I then put my hands over my 

face and cried more than ever. 

I shall never forget the kind and gentle way in which Baba led me to a sofa, making me 

sit beside him and patting my hand. Through my sobs, I tried to tell him how sorry I was that I 

could not stop crying. He spelled out on the board to Tod, “Tell her that it is just as it should be.” 

I had a great fear that he might send me away, so I asked if I was going to be sent away; 

but my Beloved Baba shook his head no. I was told to come to the garden every morning from ten 

to twelve, and every afternoon from four to six. I carried out these instructions to the minute, aided 

by church bells. 

I cried for ten days. I neither knew whether I ate or whether I slept. I only thought of the 

moment when I could return to the garden. Sometimes I did not see Baba. One time he led me to 

the window and pointed far below to the sea, spelling out on his board, “I am like the sea. Drown 

yourself in me and you will live forever!” 

Ruano’s tears purified her heart and set it afire — which made her completely Baba’s 

forever. 

 

In the evening of 9 July 1933, Quentin, Margaret, Mabel and Delia staged a skit which 

Baba had asked them to prepare while he was away in Rome. The theme of the performance was 

what Baba had often repeated to them: “If you find me a perfect boy, I will break my silence.” 

They had, therefore, created a skit in which all of them were old people now and such a 

boy had finally been found (Quentin, dressed in a feathered hat, a coat and shorts), but a cable from 

Baba was received (delivered by Kaka, dressed as a mailman), saying everything was postponed 

(“owing to the eruption of Mount Vesuvius”)! This caused them to faint and, as they did so, pledge: 

“We still have faith!” After the skit, Margaret and Quentin danced with an umbrella (in a take-off 

of Meredith and Margaret Starr), and Mabel, Anita and Delia did an imitation of an African 

chieftain and his tribe. Baba was highly amused. 

One afternoon as they were sitting with Baba outside on the cliffs, talk of past lifetimes 

came up. Minta naïvely claimed to have been Lord Krishna’s consort — Radha. Norina thought 

that she herself had been Mary, the mother of Jesus. Others claimed various lives, but Baba did not 

indicate who they once were. 

Referring to this occasion, Margaret once recalled: “Fortunately, no one claimed to be 

Cleopatra that day, thank goodness!” She actually thought the whole thing was ridiculous and 

joked, “Baba, I do not want anything — from any past. What I want in the present is to be your 

fiancée. I would like to be your fiancée, but I will never ask for marriage. I will remain your fiancée 

forever!” 

Baba was delighted and gestured that what she said was very good. Margaret was deeply 

touched when, a few days later, Baba took an Egyptian scarab ring out of his pocket and slipped it 

on her finger. She never took it off, and for years afterward would sign her letters to Baba, “Thomas’ 

fiancée.” (Thomas was the little boy whom Baba pretended to be, who had come to her for dance 

lessons the previous year in Santa Margherita.) 



 

Monday, 10 July 1933 was the eighth anniversary of Meher Baba’s silence. For the 

Westerners, it was a day of great experience in the ways of the Master’s work and powers. After 

tea, Baba took about fifteen of them for a walk along the cliffs, informing them, “We will get good 

exercise today, climbing up and down the cliffs, which I always like to do whenever near them. So 

remember, be with me wherever I go. Stay near me and don’t get separated. Keep together.” 

After looking at the beautiful Italian sky, Baba took them down a steep cliff to the sea. 

They were all together up to a certain point, but then some began to lag behind due to their usual 

chatter. At the last descent to the sea, some stayed back because the incline was too steep and 

dangerous. Only Baba, Herbert and Vivienne reached the bottom. When Baba did not see the others, 

he loudly clapped for them to join him. Anita came fast and the others tried to follow slowly, but 

they could not make it down. Quentin suggested they turn back, so the others retraced their steps, 

rejoined Quentin and Mabel at the top and returned to the villa. 

Instead of returning the way they had come, Baba said they would take a shortcut and he 

began climbing back along another ridge. Nimble and light-footed, Baba scaled the smooth, rocky 

surface, and Herbert, Vivienne and Anita had no choice but to follow. Baba was gentle with the 

young ladies, helping them over the difficult spots by stretching out a hand to pull them up. Herbert 

thought that this venture was symbolic of following the Master under all circumstances, even in the 

face of danger, and he boldly climbed upward, confident of Baba’s protection. 

Halfway up, however, they realized they were stuck along the cliff. There was no clear and 

easy path to the top. Baba and Herbert tried several maneuvers, leaving the ladies to wait, but there 

was nothing but sheer rock-face above them and both sides had an almost straight drop to the sea! 

Herbert attempted one climb for nearly 20 minutes, hanging on to roots and branches as he 

did so. His heart beat wildly, but his efforts were futile. There was one small path, but a big rock 

overhang stuck out fifteen feet, blocking the way. Baba attempted it and scampered up, scattering 

earth behind him. He clapped his hands for Herbert to follow and then disappeared out of sight. 

Baba’s last signal had been for them to come up, so Herbert told Vivienne to come. She 

tried valiantly, but her strength was slowly ebbing. They were too scared to look down and shouted 

to Baba for help. Herbert was gradually slipping from his precarious perch where loose dirt and 

slippery moss covered the rock. Any movement would have pushed down earth and rocks into the 

face of Vivienne, who was clinging desperately to a depression in the rock and pressing her body 

to the smooth surface, unable to move. Anita was below her, trying to hold steady. 

The others had returned to the villa and were surprised that Baba’s group had not returned 

after two hours. Meanwhile Baba had climbed up a higher cliff and was clapping his hands loudly 

to attract attention. Since he was at least a mile from the house, no one there heard him. But an 

Italian priest walking past saw him and knew where Baba was staying. He ran to the house and told 

the Italian boy Tino. 

Tino ran to Baba and understood his hand signs to bring ropes. He rushed back to the 

kitchen and told Kaka, Adi Jr. and Pendu, who were cooking the evening meal. Leaving the pots 

on the stove, they immediately left with a rope. 

By this time, Vivienne was terrified and shouting at the top of her lungs, “BABA! BABA!” 

She could not let go, as she would fall 15 to 20 feet onto Anita and then roll down another 300 feet 

to the sea. Also growing anxious, Herbert tried to reassure her that help was coming and to hold 

on. Anita was more perplexed than afraid and wondered how on earth this could have happened on 

a walk with Baba. The line, “A coward dies a thousand deaths, a hero only once,” kept going 

through her mind. 

Pendu then appeared at the top of the cliffs with a rope. He tied the rope to a tree. Baba 

began climbing down it and Pendu followed him, dropping pebbles on Baba as they descended. 



The rope wasn’t long enough to reach those stranded, so Pendu went further down and extended 

his arm to pull Herbert and Vivienne up. Pendu then slid further down the side of the cliff and told 

Anita to grab his leg, which she did, and she too was rescued. Anita recounted: 

What was amazing was Baba’s tremendous beauty. It was as if I saw for the first time 

what beauty was. As I was being pulled up, Baba looked at me, and there — against the sea, against 

the cliffs, against the sky — was Baba, like a tremendous Byzantine figure and with the most 

beautiful smile. And at that moment, I thought, “Never again will I see beauty like this.” 

Baba scolded the group, “Again you broke my order. I told you all to be with me, why did 

you leave?” 

They said Tod had told them to, and Baba retorted, “If Tod is your Master then go and 

follow him. Why are you staying with me? Didn’t I tell you to keep close. Why didn’t you ask me 

if you could leave? When I give you an order you must always obey it.” 

Back at the villa, Baba’s mood changed and he seemed to enjoy the excitement of this spice 

of danger and was as happy as a schoolboy. As Anita described it, he appeared positively radiant. 

He called all into the library and narrated the adventure. With his own hands, he served a glass of 

wine to Herbert, Anita and Vivienne, and commented, “I wanted to give this experience to all of 

you, but some did not stick with me, as I had repeatedly warned. To be with me and to die according 

to my wish is real living. I have done great work through this adventure. The energies expended, 

the feelings aroused and the courage displayed were utilized by me in my spiritual work.” 

 

During his stay in Portofino, Baba received invitations from a number of ardent admirers 

in Europe to visit their countries. As related, various individuals had been contacted in Italy, France, 

Germany, Switzerland, Austria and Romania by Norina and Quentin. To visit each country would 

take a long time and Baba was now anxious to return to India. He canceled any plans to visit other 

countries and decided instead to stay in Italy to work. He did, however, allow visitors to come to 

Portofino and see him. A few persons like Ruano and Hedi were allowed to stay in town and come 

to the villa every day during fixed visiting hours. Baba spent most of his time being attentive to his 

birds. In these chosen ones, he was creating a thirst to drink more and more of his Wine. 

One visitor was the Indian philosophy student from London, C. D. Deshmukh. After 

completing his doctorate, Deshmukh came to see Baba and stayed for four days. He asked Baba, 

“What am I to do now?” 

Smiling, Baba replied, “Just be sure not to forget me!” Baba told him to seek employment 

with the remark, “Look for a job in a university, but with the conviction that you do so in order to 

fulfill my instructions. I am always with you, but you must always keep me with you.” 

Deshmukh was well read and, having been influenced by Krishnamurti’s writings, asked 

Baba, “Is it not possible to progress on the spiritual path without the aid of a guru?” 

Baba answered, “Bandage your eyes, and then go find Adi and bring him here!” 

Adi Jr. was in the next room, so Deshmukh asked, “How can I find him while blindfolded?” 

“First blindfold yourself,” Baba instructed. 

Deshmukh hesitatingly tied a scarf over his eyes and Baba motioned to Chanji to lead him 

to Adi Jr.’s room. Accordingly, Chanji did so and Deshmukh soon returned to Baba, who asked, 

“Why couldn’t you go to Adi’s room alone?” 

“I was unable to find the way blindfolded,” he said. 

“So you needed the help of one who knew the way?” 

“Yes, I suppose,” Deshmukh acknowledged. 

Baba then elaborated, “In the same way, you will not be able to find the Path. You are 

blindfolded by illusion. If you want to traverse the Path, you will have to seek the aid of One who 



knows where to find it, else you will wind up meandering here and there, probably breaking your 

head and both legs in the process. You will gain nothing.” 

Baba’s clarification freed Deshmukh of his misconception, and Baba jokingly asked, “Can 

you not understand such a simple thing, you doctor of philosophy? Or is it your philosophy that is 

confusing you?” 

Four days later, Deshmukh returned to India and immediately got a job as a professor at 

Morris College, Nagpur University. 

While conversing with the Westerners in the villa one day, Baba explained to them about 

a “minor advent” in Portofino that had occurred on the hill where Altachiara had been built: 

Some centuries ago, as a Master but unknown (as I often incarnate), I came to Portofino 

with some of my circle, including some of those who are with me now. 

In those days, there were no houses or buildings in Portofino as there are now, but there 

were some huts. A couple used to come daily to this hill where the villa is built [seeking privacy], 

stay for a long while and then go away. 

One day I happened to go up alone. Upon seeing me, the man got annoyed, but I went 

nearer and sat close by. He got angry and gave me a slap. I did not say anything but walked off 

quietly. One of you, who was with me then, was so enraged at hearing this that you went up the hill 

and found the couple sitting there. The man again got angry and a fight ensued. In the struggle, you 

neared the edge of the cliff. The woman helped her husband and they both threw you over the cliff. 

Anyone else would have died, but not one of mine. He was saved. 

This excited another of my disciples to whom alone I had told the story. He went up the 

hill the next day, but he did not find the couple. On the following day, he and the one saved 

returned together and found the man and his wife there. The man got into a terrible, violent struggle 

with my two men and was seriously wounded. 

Because of the adventure on the cliff the other day, I remembered this incident from ages 

ago.176 

On one occasion, a person in the group questioned Baba about lust. Their conversation 

follows: 

“It has been said that, by fighting lust, one can develop true love. But you teach that, by 

developing true love, one can break away from lust.” 

Baba replied, “The method of love is direct. The other method is indirect and roundabout. 

It is like eating by reaching your mouth with your hand around your neck.” 

“When I meet a young woman,” the devotee said, “undesirable thoughts come into my 

mind. Yet when I avoid them altogether, I feel that I am holding back my development. Is there any 

way out of this dilemma?” 

“Free mixing of the sexes as is done in the West is good on the whole. But if the aspirant 

feels the slightest flutter of impure thoughts within his mind, he should stand aside. But he must 

love. In order to avoid such thoughts, he should keep the thought in mind that he is to love me in 

the other person.” 

The man then asked, “Can one express and develop love through sexual intercourse?” 

Baba answered, “If you think that you are expressing love through the sex act, you are 

sadly mistaken. It is lust which prompts you to engage in it. It is not possible to express pure love 

through sexual intercourse because of the clash of impressions [sanskaras] involved therein.” 

During this stay in Portofino, the chairman of the World Fellowship of Faiths sent Baba an 

invitation through Stokes to attend their conference being held in Chicago from June to November 

 

176 Baba also wrote to William Donkin (in 1938) that “Portofino has many past connections with me and 

my work.” He gave no further details of his minor advent in Portofino, or about any other minor advents, 

although he told some of the early mandali that he had been the Indian warrior-king, Shivaji.  



of 1933.177 Baba sent a telegram that he would decide when he returned to India and let the man 

know. 

Meanwhile Meredith Starr, who had turned further away from Baba, wrote a letter to 

Sampath Aiyangar in July 1933 and detailed why he had left Baba: 

…I can no longer follow Baba and desire to sever my connection with him completely … 

I had my doubts when Baba was in Challacombe and I am now sure of them. My reasons are as 

follows: 

(1) Baba is not a Perfect Master nor a desirable teacher. 

(2) Baba makes promises like an irresponsible child, and it is quite impossible to trust his 

word. (For example, he did not speak in America last July.) 

(3) He has made all kinds of promises to me and others without attempting to keep them. 

(4) According to Western standards, his conduct with women has been extremely 

undesirable … He deliberately encourages hysteria in women. 

(5) He traveled in China with a European boy [Carl Philipp], which gave rise to scandal. 

He has become the laughingstock of the newspapers. His Western followers are mainly hysterical 

women; he has practically no appeal to serious men; and frankly, he is regarded in America as an 

undesirable adventurer. 

(6) I have rarely seen a person more restless than Baba. 

(7) I have repeatedly seen him flattering the most impossible people, just because he 

wanted to get money or other help from them. He told me so and would laugh at them behind their 

backs. The first time he went to America, his only thought was to get money. He told me that he 

knew he was acting against the “Great Law.” 

To my mind, these are serious personal charges … Baba claims that he intends to do all 

sorts of wonderful things. In spite of all these journeys, he has done practically nothing and has 

spent some £7,000 [nearer 10,000]. 

He owes me £400. He has frequently promised to repay it by definite dates, but he has not 

done so. It was all I had! If you see him, please ask him to repay it.178 

Even though his claims were ridiculous, Meredith even complained to Scotland Yard. But 

when an investigating inspector came to talk to Margaret Craske, he candidly admitted that 

Scotland Yard had found nothing against Meher Baba. 

Meredith Starr understood so little of Baba’s ways. But for Baba’s own reasons, Meredith 

was the first link between the East and West. Whatever his faults, he will always be remembered 

as such.179 

 

Minta was delegated to bring Baba’s food from the kitchen to his room, and whenever the 

group was sitting with Baba, Minta’s place was next to him as she would keep his alphabet board 

handy. Once, while the Westerners were sitting with Baba upstairs, Minta left the room 

momentarily and another girl took her place by Baba. When Minta returned, she gestured for the 

person to move, but the girl refused. Minta stormed out and went downstairs to the kitchen. 

Pendu was doing nightwatch duty for Baba as well as helping Kaka prepare Baba’s food. 

He and Kaka were in the midst of cooking when Minta suddenly appeared and sat down. Minta had 

 
177 The chairman’s name was Bishop Francis J. McConnell, and he was writing at the suggestion of one of 

the other executives of the organization, Kedarnath Das Gupta, who had met Baba at Stokes’ the previous 

year. “Not only is he [Baba] a great man,” Das Gupta wrote, “but he is also a great leader of the Zoroastrian 

faith.” (Letter from K. Das Gupta to Stokes, dt. 27 June 1933; Columbia Archives.)  
178 Dick Ince sided with Meredith Starr in turning against Baba and demanding repayment of money from 

him, even though the amounts had been given as gifts to Baba for his work. 
179 A year later, on 1 March 1934, Baba sent a cable to Herbert instructing him to send Meredith Starr a 

legal notice for defamation and to threaten further legal action by Rustom if Meredith continued to trouble 

Baba and his followers. (Chanji’s diary, #51, 7130.) Meredith Starr died in England in 1971. His 

occupation at the time of his death is noted as “psychologist and retired homeopath.” When the editor 

contacted his wife Margaret in 1981, she wrote back: “We found the truth we sought elsewhere and have 

had no regrets.” (In the 1950s, they became associated with the Subud movement.) 



been told only to collect the food and not spend time visiting. Although Pendu tried to dissuade her 

from lingering, she would not listen and stayed. 

It was Baba’s strict order that the mandali not be alone with the Western women outside of 

his presence, and vice versa. (Baba once warned the men in regard to the women, “Not too near 

and not too far.”) While Minta was sitting in the kitchen, Baba came looking for her and 

immediately took both Pendu and Kaka to task in Gujarati. 

Pendu argued, “Baba, it is not our fault! We told her to leave, but she would not listen.” 

Baba was very angry and replied, “You know my order. If she would not leave, you should 

have left! Why were you talking to her? Couldn’t you ignore her?” Baba severely reproved them. 

Minta admitted it was her fault and they were not to blame. Baba left the kitchen with her. 

Later that night at dinner, referring to the incident, Adi Jr. said to Baba, “We have been 

with you for years and you still do not trust us — you still have no faith in us? Tod enters the girls’ 

rooms every day and talks with them, but you don’t say anything to him.” 

Baba called the Westerners to the dining table and explained to them about obedience: 

“Look at my mandali. They always do as I tell them. They would not break my order even if their 

lives depended on it. They labor day and night to please me. But when you cannot be attentive to 

such a small thing as not to be alone with them, what sort of love do you have? 

“These boys, my mandali, know how to obey me, and you think I don’t trust them? I trust 

them 100 percent. I want you to learn how to obey my orders. Compared to my mandali in this, you 

are nowhere!” Baba’s rebuke left a deep impression upon the Westerners. They were to understand 

that the Song cannot be sung to just any tune. It can be sung only to the tune set to obedience to the 

Beloved. 

On Monday, 17 July 1933, a German poet came to see Baba. Explaining to him about 

freedom, Baba narrated the following tale that ended with a few riddles, to which Baba did not 

reveal the answers: 

There were two birds, a male and a female, who were always together. They were quite 

independent and would fly wherever they liked. They were always free, but they did not know what 

“freedom” was. 

One day a man caught them both and put them in a cage. The male bird began beating his 

wings against the bars of the cage, hoping he could force his way out. But he gradually lost all his 

feathers. Subsequently injuring his wings, he became nearly unconscious. 

But the female bird was intelligent. She saw how foolish it was to try to break through the 

doors with the beating of her wings and she remained quiet, patiently waiting for the cage door to 

open. She saved herself from injury, because she wisely remained calm. 

After a long time, the door was eventually opened and the pair flew out. The moment 

they were free, they realized what true freedom meant. They knew the pangs of suffering caused by 

the lack of freedom. Because they had been caged, their subsequent freedom had meaning. 

The female bird flew away, but the male could not fly well because of a broken wing and 

he was eaten by a cat! 

Now tell me who was the man who caged the birds? Who were the birds? Who was the 

cat? Try to grasp the meaning of this riddle and compose a poem about it. 

The next day, 18 July, in the dining hall of their villa, Baba spoke about the work of the 

Perfect Master and the Avatar not being understood by everybody, citing an incident from the 

Mahabharata of Krishna and Arjuna: 

If you read the life of Krishna, you will find that he often said, did and ordered things 

which seemed to go against common sense. He would tell one thing to one person and 

contradictory things to other persons, and would give different orders to different people at the 

same time. Krishna used to bluff, lie, and do all sorts of strange things for the upliftment of 

humanity. He was Perfect and One with God, and so found himself in everything and in everyone. 

He had to use different methods for different things and people.  

I have to use maya to draw my disciples out of maya. The West does not understand this, 

but the East understands it. That is the difference in the mental attitude between the East and the 

West. Where there is no self-interest and no selfish motive but only the motive of doing good for 



others, whatever one may do, there are no sanskaras and no binding by sanskaras. I have to use 

infinite ways for my infinite workings, all different and all at different times. 

When Krishna ordered Arjuna to kill the Kauravas, Arjuna hesitated and then refused, 

asking Krishna, “How can I slaughter my own kith and kin?” Krishna said, “Do as I tell you.” But 

Arjuna would not listen. Then Krishna said, “Look into my face,” and he opened his mouth and 

Arjuna saw in it all his brothers and relatives whom he had not wanted to kill. Arjuna saw that 

Krishna's mouth contained the whole universe, including millions of Kauravas who looked like 

clouds but then vanished from sight. Krishna showed him his Universal body, which contained all 

living and inert forms. To see this is called Virat Darshan — Gigantic Sight. This is not real 

darshan. It is only the darshan of the Master's Universal Body. The Avatar also has a Universal 

mind, to which all the individual minds in the universe are connected. 

This then convinced Arjuna of Krishna's mighty powers and he plunged into battle, 

killing many. Krishna told him, “If you had had full faith in me, you would never have doubted or 

asked questions,” and he then delivered the lecture which is now known as the Bhagavad Gita. 

From this example, you will come to know that even the closest disciples of a Master 

misunderstand his way of working. To convince and create faith in them, Masters have to resort to 

performing miracles. That is why Krishna did what he did. 

Implicit faith and abject obedience to a Master is the shortest, quickest and easiest way 

for attainment of God-Realization. 

Baba continued by giving another example of a disciple’s love and faith: 

Swami Ramdas, who was a Perfect Master and Shivaji’s guru, once placed a mango on 

his own leg and wrapped it in a bandage. He called his followers to him and pretended to be in 

great pain. Through clenched teeth, he told them, “I have a very bad boil on my leg which has 

become septic. It is full of pus and pained me terribly last night! I could not sleep at all due to the 

pain and I am at a loss as to what I should do now.” 

Ramdas seemed to be writhing in agony and suffering acutely. When his mandali 

suggested various treatments, he remarked, “Nothing will help, but if someone were to suck out the 

poison, only then would I recover. But the pus is poisonous and he who does this will die.” 

Hearing this, all hesitated except for Kalyan, the Master’s favorite disciple, who stepped 

forward and began to suck at the “wound”. To his great surprise, he tasted mango juice! Ramdas 

thus demonstrated to his hesitant disciples the love and faith that Kalyan had for him. 

Baba then told another story about Swami Ramdas and Kalyan, which illustrated 

obedience: 

One day in broad daylight, Ramdas, saying it was dark out, told Kalyan to bring a lighted 

lantern, which he did immediately. 

Ramdas slapped him for this and said, “You fool! Can you not see it is daylight?” Kalyan 

apologized, asking for his forgiveness as he left with the lantern. By using this example, Ramdas 

explained to Shivaji about faith and obedience. 

Hafiz has said, “Whatever my Master says, I accept wholeheartedly without the slightest 

thought.” 

This is implicit faith and abject obedience. But it is very, very difficult — rather 

impossible — particularly for you Westerners who have so much intellect — always arguing the 

merits and demerits of things. 

In Kalyan’s case, he not only obeyed his Master’s orders, but he actually believed 

Ramdas when he told him it was the darkness of night — even in broad daylight! Such belief and 

faith is truly impossible. 

Delia inquired, “Does this mean we shouldn’t think or make use of our intellect?” 

Baba responded: 

Not a bit! You may use your intellect, but not at the cost of disbelieving my words or 

disobeying my orders. You may think, for as long as you have a mind, you have to think. Your 

mind never stops thinking! It will tell you that it could not be night when your eyes see sunlight. 

So remember not to let the mind lead you to disbelieve in the Master’s words. You must 

think and understand that there is some important reason and purpose behind whatever the Master 

says or does and that he always does it for the benefit of others. Whatever he does is always for the 

best. So do as the guru tells you and let the mind think as it likes, but never obey it. That is enough. 

Relating a final story of faith, Baba spelled out: 



Why did Hafiz say what he said? 

Once Hafiz's Master [Attar] ordered one of his disciples to go home and kill his child. 

Hafiz was present and heard the order and began to wonder. But the man to whom the order was 

given simply thought there must be some good reason for it, so he at once went home, killed the 

child and brought its body to his Master. All the time Hafiz was having doubts, but he said nothing. 

Others were thinking the same thing, but they also said nothing.  

The Master told Hafiz to take the body of the child far away and bury it deep. Hafiz did 

so, and according to the Persian custom lit a candle and placed it over the grave. As he looked at 

the flame of the candle he heard a voice saying, “I have been benefited ... It is for my own good.” 

To his astonishment he saw the form of a child rise out of the candle flame. As Hafiz stared in 

amazement he saw millions of child forms rising out of the candle flame. Aghast, Hafiz went 

running back to the Master. On his way, wherever he looked he saw the forms of children until he 

came and sat near the Master. 

The Master then told the father of the child, “Go and bring your child who is at home.” 

The man went at once without stopping to think that he had killed the child, and even Hafiz did not 

ask questions anymore. The man found his child walking around the house, quite well and happy. 

This incident convinced Hafiz of the tremendous powers of the Master and his working, 

which is always mysterious and cannot be grasped by the intellect, and so misleads people. From 

that day on, his faith in his Master increased tremendously. 

After Hafiz got Realization, he wrote, “I failed my Master; but that man did not fail him, 

and yet that man was not in his circle and did not gain Realization.” And then he wrote, “He is the 

select one who believes without question and obeys whatever his Master says.” 

So when I tell you to do something unusual it is always for your own good. If you do 

anything [on your own] which is out of the ordinary, you are bound by it; but the One Who is 

beyond good and evil can never get you bound. He uses maya to draw you out of maya. It is as if, 

when you are having a long beautiful dream, you must have a short shocking dream to wake you 

up.  

 

Delia said, “Sometimes when I have undesirable thoughts, I think that Baba knows them 

and I try to stop them by making my mind blank. Even now, if Baba does not break his silence in 

September, I will not think about it, because some mystery and definite purpose lies behind your 

every action.” 

Baba was pleased and gestured, “Yes, you have now understood.” 

 

Herbert and Pendu left for Paris on Friday, 21 July 1933. Two days later, Pendu went to 

Genoa and Herbert went on to London. Baba left Portofino on 24 July and went to Genoa from 

where he sailed that same day on the Victoria to Bombay. 

“For his lovers, separation was exceptionally painful this time,” Age related, “as this had 

been their longest stay with Baba to date. They had been brought much closer to him; and the closer 

they came, the more acute and painful the separation. They had been with Baba for almost a month, 

staying with him under the same roof in the same place, drinking the nectar of his divine company 

and love, which was poured into their hearts every second. They had also had a taste of the Master’s 

ways of working by harmoniously bringing different temperaments together and had experienced 

some of the ways in which he trained individuals to follow his orders by subduing the mind in a 

way that only the Master of Perfection can.” 

Baba assured them of his early return and allotted them various duties so that they might 

always remember him in his absence. He also instructed that he wished for as many of them as 

possible to live together until he returned. 



Baba had enjoyed his stay at Portofino very much and its place in spiritual history is 

assured. Portofino will one day be like Vrindavan, a sacred spot associated with Lord Krishna.180 

Baba had given his company to his Western gopis and the beaches in Portofino are saturated with 

their tears. “Baba’s smile, his splendor, his working and leela are there!” said Age. “His lovers will 

surely journey there on pilgrimage to pay homage to the memory of his visit.” 

Elizabeth expressed the feelings of all when she wrote to Baba after returning to America 

on 3 August 1933: 

Dearest Baba, 

You have left us outwardly, but inwardly, you were never more near to us, and we talk of 

you constantly and dream of you each night. You are the realization of all our dreams and the joy of 

our waking moments. 

Portofino will ever remain with our hearts as Paradise. How good you were and how 

loving! 

My heart is full of love for you, Baba dear. 

 

Baba’s cabin on the Victoria was again small, and the voyage was additionally 

uncomfortable because the Arabian Sea was very rough. The boat was tossed about like a toy and 

Chanji became violently seasick. Baba was confined to his cabin for most of the journey, but when 

he did venture out on deck for a walk, some curious Parsi passengers tried to meet him. The 

mandali, however, prevented it. 

After a ten-day journey, they arrived in Bombay at 8:00 A.M. on Friday, 4 August 1933 and 

were met by Baba’s brother Beheram and Naval Talati. Memo, Rustom, Freiny, Gulmai and Adi 

Sr., along with Marker, appeared on board a half hour later.181 Baba went with them to Naval and 

Dina’s home. At nine in the evening, after seeing Manekji and Banubai Confectioner and having 

dinner at Naoroji Dadachanji’s, Baba left by train for Nasik, where he arrived late that night. 

Once Baba returned to Nasik, he resumed his usual activities. Both the men and women 

mandali were very happy to have him back and accorded him a hearty reception. 

The women mandali consisted of Mehera, Mani, Naja, Big Khorshed, Soonamasi, her 

daughter Small Khorshed, Dolly and Walu. Pilamai and her daughter Silla were also with them, but 

since her husband Hormuzd had died in a car accident in May, they would sometimes go to Karachi 

to attend to family matters. Mehera’s mother Daulatmai was staying with her other daughter Freiny 

in Nasik and keeping silence as ordered by Baba. There were also families of Baba’s close lovers 

staying nearby — Gulmai, Dina Talati, Ramjoo’s wife Khatija and her sister Haja. 

The men mandali at Nasik were Chanji, Chhagan, Gustadji, Masaji, Padri, Pendu, Ramjoo, 

Raosaheb, Rustom, Sailor, Sidhu, Adi Sr. and Vishnu. Naval Talati and Naoroji Dadachanji were 

also staying in Nasik at this time. 

With news of Meher Baba’s return to India, people came from far and wide for his darshan. 

At times, Baba would see them; at other times, he would not. Among the visitors were Angal 

Pleader on 5 August, and Manekar and R. D. Karmarkar from Dhulia on the 9th.182 In order to be 

alone with the men mandali for one day, on 10 August, Baba went with them to Khandala for 

private discussions and a day of good food, music and relaxation. 

 

180 Lord Krishna was born and lived in Mathura in the northern Indian state of Uttar Pradesh. During 

Krishna’s advent, his gopis (women disciples) lived some miles away in Vrindavan. 

181 Rustom had returned to India from America and China on the Naldera on 16 June 1933. 
182 Karmarkar was an engineer and friend of Kalemama’s. He had met Baba at Gyas Manzil, Nasik in 

January 1930. 



On Sunday, 20 August 1933, many visitors came to Nasik including Kalemama and his 

son-in-law Raosaheb Pandit, Munshiji and Bashir. Munshiji was a dear and special lover of Baba’s 

who held on to his feet till the last. Being old and childless, Munshiji had adopted a boy named 

Bashir, who used to accompany him when he visited Baba. On this occasion, the boy was acting a 

bit odd, but Baba lovingly made him sit by his side while he addressed the mandali, “Bashir’s state 

is unequaled; he remains quite detached from worldly things. You people have been with me for 

years and still demand clothes, soap, [razor] blades and a dozen other things. If his present state of 

detachment lasts, Bashir will one day gain salvation through my grace. He will then have achieved 

the aim of his life.” 

Baba directed almost everyone to leave and asked Bashir in private what he really wanted. 

Bashir said, “Baba, help me find a good job, as I am in need of money.” 

Baba smiled. Replying with a touch of disappointment, he spelled out, “See how I raised 

you up in the presence of the mandali and you have now brought it all tumbling down. You have 

come down from the heights of mukti [liberation] to finding employment!” 

Baba asked Rustom to employ Bashir, and Bashir gratefully accepted Rustom’s offer. 

Goher Irani had moved to Ahmednagar from Quetta in 1932 with her brother, Jal. The rest 

of her family moved in 1933, following Baba’s warnings to leave Quetta before a terrible 

earthquake struck in 1935. All in the family were devoted to Baba, especially Goher and her sister 

Katie. On 22 August, “Rusi Pop” (as Goher’s father came to be known) arrived in Nasik. He stayed 

overnight and left with his cousin Adi Sr. the next day for Ahmednagar. 

The day Baba returned to Nasik, he received an invitation from Graham Stokes in New 

York urging him to attend the All Faiths Conference in Chicago. A second invitation from the 

executive director of the conference arrived sometime later. Baba agreed to attend on the condition 

that, if by that time he had not broken his silence, he would deliver a message to the conference 

through his alphabet board. The chairman of the conference was intimated accordingly, and he 

accepted this condition. Baba was generally averse to attending any public meetings of this kind. 

His acceptance was therefore surprising to the mandali. Baba decided to proceed to America and 

preparations were begun. 

Daily discussions were held about what the mandali should do in Baba’s absence. Should 

they stay in Nasik or Meherabad, and how should they pass the time? Baba did not want to leave 

the men unoccupied. A meeting to work everything out was held on Saturday, 26 August 1933. 

There had been talk of constructing a few new buildings at Meherabad, but if it were later decided 

to stay in Nasik permanently, then constructing buildings in Meherabad would be a waste of money 

and energy. Rustom suggested taking preliminary steps toward the fulfillment of his film project 

by engaging the mandali’s help. Baba liked this idea and decided that Beheram and Pendu should 

learn how to operate a motion picture camera, and Jalbhai should study acting. 

A trial film of a silent comedy was to be shot before Baba left. Plans were made for Pendu 

and Sidhu to travel throughout India, filming different locales, thus having scenes which would 

later be used in Rustom’s film as required. (This idea was later dropped.) Pendu was to learn film 

developing, as well as to order and manage whatever stock was required for the film work. 

Minoo Pohowala came on the 26th from Bijapur to meet Baba, for the first time in three 

years. Abdulla Jaffer and his family came the next day, bringing Ramjoo’s son Dadu. 

 

In the interim, Baba had been to Bombay on 17 August 1933 for the day, and went again 

on Monday, 4 September to book his boat passage for the upcoming trip to the West. Baba saw 



Vajifdar, a former disciple from the Manzil-e-Meem days and an all-India cricketer.183 He also met 

Beheram, Perin and Memo, who were living in Bombay at the time. 

That evening, Baba wished to take Memo and Perin out, so they went to a film, The White 

Sister, at the Apollo Theater. The film, a romantic love story, had been highly recommended, but 

unfortunately they could not hear a word of the dialogue and left the film much before the end. 

On 6 September, Baba went to Alamai Katrak’s home where he played carrom with her 

children for a while before leaving for Nasik at 3:15 that afternoon. 

During September 1933, the booklet Questions and Answers was being translated from 

English into different languages — into Marathi by Kalemama, K. K. Manekar and Kelkar of 

Dhulia, into Gujarati by Soma Desai (with Chanji’s help), and into Persian by Raosaheb, who daily 

read out his version to Baba. While letters and cables were being sent to the West about his 

upcoming visit, Baba was overseeing the mandali’s future affairs and assigning duties to each one. 

Kaka was serving as Baba’s orderly at this time, but when he went back to Bombay on 13 

September, Pendu was given the duty. Baba’s photograph was taken that day especially for 

Ramjoo’s new book, Shree Meher Baba: His Philosophy & Teachings, and also to present to his 

Western devotees, as they often requested his picture. Baba went over the manuscript of the book 

and made some corrections. 

At 3:00 p.m. of the 14th, Baba went to Sayyed Saheb’s house for tea and a music program 

that lasted until six. Nusserwan Satha arrived that day from Ahmednagar, and the Aiyangar family 

of Madras came the following day for Baba’s darshan. 

The mandali’s plans were changed on Friday, 15 September 1933, when Baba sent Pendu 

to Meherabad with instructions to construct certain buildings there. Sailor, Sidhu, Bala Supekar, 

and Kalingad were sent along with him. Bala was the brother of Arjun Supekar (one of the Kasba 

Peth mandali who had died in 1926). Kalingad originally came from Persia and had been a Meher 

Ashram student. Since he did not want to leave Baba and return to his home after the Meher Ashram 

school disbanded, he now stayed with the men mandali. 

Baba issued strict orders about the group’s stay and food at Meherabad. At Upper 

Meherabad, Pendu began construction of a bathroom, a tin shed and a kitchen for Baba opposite 

the Water Tank. Kalingad, who was a good mechanic, fixed up an old bus and would carry the 

construction materials from Ahmednagar. 

An order from the British government came at this time to pull down the Post Office 

building near the railway tracks. Baba sent word from Nasik that they should try their best to have 

the order rescinded. The mandali approached various officials, but their efforts proved fruitless. 

They were told that the authorities themselves would do it unless they pulled the building down, as 

it was too near the railway tracks to comply with current safety regulations. 

Rather than let outsiders do the work haphazardly, the mandali tore down the building 

themselves. As he often did due to lack of funds, Baba told them to utilize some of the building 

materials from the Post Office for the new construction.184 Baba sometimes even directed them to 

demolish a perfectly good building in order to use the materials in some other work he wanted 

done. 

 
183 Although there is no record of Vajifdar ever seeing Meher Baba again after 1933, Pendu recalled that 

Vajifdar came to see Baba once in the 1950s in Bombay. Vajifdar died in 1961. 

184 After the Post Office was dismantled by the mandali, the stones were used to reconstruct the walls of the 

Crypt-Cabin at Upper Meherabad, the structure that eventually became Meher Baba’s Tomb. 



Up until this time, there was no arrangement for pumping water to Meherabad Hill from 

the well below. Water was brought up daily by bullock cart. Through the influence of Khansaheb, 

Pendu obtained the requisite permission from the government to lay a pipeline under the railway 

track to the hill. 

While these activities were going on at Meherabad, preparations were speeded up by Baba 

for his next visit to the West. In Nasik, along with the abundant correspondence to attend to, Baba 

had a lot of other work to oversee and had virtually no time to rest. He had to take care of the 

numerous details in the lives of both his men and women mandali. He watched over his mandali in 

order to turn them to dust by grinding down their age-old egos. They were staying with him only 

to turn into dust. They had learned to bear his taunts and insults, yet Baba would assail their minds 

all the more to complete the grinding process. 

For the permanent men and women mandali, living with Baba was like walking on the edge 

of a razor-sharp sword. While outsiders were praised by Baba when they came for darshan, the 

mandali were often insulted and humiliated in their presence. This was Baba’s love — his deep 

love — for them. It is impossible to sleep and be awake at the same time, yet the Master demanded, 

“Make the impossible possible!” Thus, one can barely imagine the types of hardships and pressures 

to which his close mandali were subjected. 

On Saturday, 16 September 1933, C. D. Deshmukh and a relative were on their way to see 

Baba. They were to arrive at 10:00 A.M., but had still not shown up by 1:00 P.M. Annoyed by the 

delay, Baba got upset with Chanji and Vishnu, declaring, “You men are quite useless! I doubt 

whether you gave Deshmukh proper directions.” 

Chanji replied, “Correct directions were sent to him, but it is possible that he has been 

delayed by the heavy rains.” 

This made Baba even more angry and he upbraided them both. He became extremely 

restless and asked, “What do you gain by making me so uneasy?” Vishnu and Chanji could not 

understand why Baba was so upset. Baba added bitterly, “I do not want to see Deshmukh now. If 

he comes, tell him to go away. Let him die!” 

After a while, Baba ordered, “Somehow or other, bring Deshmukh here at 3:30 P.M.” 

Chanji and Vishnu did not know where Deshmukh was staying in Nasik. Vishnu was wondering 

what to do, when Baba told him, “On second thought, bring him here at 2:30. If you do not, 

Deshmukh will die!” 

Vishnu still had no idea where Deshmukh was. Baba took him to task, “Why are you sitting 

here? Go fetch him!” Vishnu left and tried to find Deshmukh by visiting the houses of a few 

Brahmin families in Nasik. Luckily, he found Deshmukh staying in one of these homes and brought 

him to Baba at exactly 2:30 P.M. 

Soon afterward, all traffic on the Godavri Bridge was brought to a standstill. The heavy 

rains had caused floods and the bridge was in danger of being washed out. The police had placed 

roadblocks across the road leading to the bridge. Had Deshmukh failed to appear at 2:30, he would 

not have been able to meet Baba. It was Baba’s nazar that made him cross the bridge before it was 

closed. Only then did Chanji and Vishnu grasp the significance of Baba’s foul mood and 

anxiousness over Deshmukh’s arrival. 

After hearing about Deshumkh’s fiancée Indumati, 24, Baba permitted Deshmukh to marry 

her, spelling out, “You are destined to marry and have found a very good companion. But don’t 

forget to bring her to me once before you arrange everything finally. Then you will have no worries 

or responsibility.” The date for the wedding was set for the following April. 

Knowing Deshmukh’s highly philosophical mind, Baba then explained to him, “You will 

have various thoughts; you will have doubts and your mind will argue. But remember one thing: I 



am the Truth! If your mind goes on wondering and wandering, let it. Do not run after it from place 

to place [meaning from one Master or saint to another]. Hold fast to me.” 

Baba’s remarks to Deshmukh were quite poignant. At one point, Deshmukh thought: 

“Meher Baba is a Parsi and I am a Brahmin. Baba’s Master Upasni Maharaj is also a Brahmin. Why 

should I not follow Upasni Maharaj? He is a Brahmin as well as Baba’s Master. By following him, 

I will derive more knowledge than from Baba. Besides, to be a devotee of a Parsi is not really 

befitting for me.” 

These thoughts eventually led Deshmukh to visit Upasni Maharaj’s ashram in Sakori. 

Deshmukh approached Upasni, carrying a garland. However, as soon as Upasni saw him, he began 

cursing at him and shouted at him to leave immediately. Taken aback, Deshmukh stood off at a 

distance; Upasni spotted him and started throwing rocks at him. This frightened Deshmukh and he 

left, recalling the woeful stories of others who also had experienced a similar rough treatment from 

Upasni Maharaj.185 

In a state of dismay, Deshmukh was grievously hurt and unfavorably impressed by 

Upasni’s harshness and thought: “Baba is so kind. He is so full of love. Upasni Maharaj is just the 

opposite! To follow Meher Baba is much better.” 

In the end, Deshmukh narrated this incident to Baba who observed, “Upasni Maharaj is a 

real Sadguru. Remember that! You have no idea about the ways of the Perfect Masters. No one can 

understand them. You went to Upasni Maharaj on your own; now, according to my order, go back 

to him.” 

Bewildered, Deshmukh pleaded, “I am ready to do anything you say, Baba — except to go 

back to Upasni Maharaj! You do not know how furious he was, and what he said to me. I cannot 

go back there. I am terrified of him!” 

Baba replied, “This is my order. Go to him once more to fulfill my instructions. If not, 

leave me and never see me again!” 

“But, Baba,” Deshmukh protested, “I have become yours and do not wish to approach 

anyone else.” 

“To be mine means to keep my will. Since you cannot do it, how can you say you are 

mine?” asked Baba. 

Deshmukh felt helpless and returned home to Nagpur. Fortunately, Upasni Maharaj came 

afterward to visit Nagpur. 

Overcoming the trepidation filling his heart, Deshmukh got up the courage to go see him. 

He took a booklet he had recently written, My Master and His Teaching, with Meher Baba’s 

photograph on the inside cover. 

Strangely enough, this time Upasni Maharaj was happy to see Deshmukh and was very 

gentle, kind and considerate. He made him sit close and talked lovingly with him. Deshmukh 

offered his booklet about Meher Baba to Upasni Maharaj. Seeing Baba’s photograph, Maharaj 

reverently touched the booklet to his forehead. He garlanded the booklet and handed it back to 

Deshmukh as prasad. 

Deshmukh was thus convinced that the harsh treatment meted out by Upasni Maharaj at 

Sakori was due to his own improper thoughts about Meher Baba and Masterhood. From then on, 

he had rock-like faith in Meher Baba. 

 

 
185 When Mahatma Gandhi had gone to Upasni Maharaj, Maharaj likewise had abused and taunted him 

with the words: “So you are the big Mahatma? What type of Mahatma are you?” 



Baba was invited to attend the Maharashtra Poet’s Conference being held in Nasik at a 

local school. He agreed to make a brief appearance at the conference on 16 September. He was 

brought on the stage, thanked and garlanded by one of the organizers. 

A lawyer named Mazumdar came to Nasik that day. Finding him anxiety-ridden, Baba 

consoled him: 

Do not brood over difficulties and do not take them too seriously. Let things come and 

go; do not worry over this or that. Keep your mind in check and steady under all circumstances. 

Spirituality is so simple, but the pundits [priests] and Vedantists have given it so many 

names and aspects, filling up pages and pages of volume after volume with dry philosophy. 

Ordinary people are puzzled as to what to accept and what to reject, what to do and what not to do. 

It has assumed such an aspect and has gone to such a degree that anything simple given as practice 

to a spiritual aspirant is not taken seriously. It is taken lightly and rejected, so that even Masters 

have to put some polished coating on these simple things and appear solemn, serene and dignified! 

But I will not do that with you. I will make it very simple. For the first fifteen days, sit 

aloof and alone for five minutes every day; let the thoughts come and go for two minutes without 

trying to check them; then think of me for three minutes. Do this for fifteen days and then stop for 

fifteen days. Then do it again for fifteen days and again stop for fifteen days, and so on. If you do 

as I tell you, you will not only understand, but feel it wholly, inwardly. 

 

Plans having been finalized for his next trip to Europe, Baba left Nasik for Bombay on 

Saturday, 23 September 1933. He was interviewed the next night in Dadar by newspaper reporters. 

On the 25th, Baba sailed for Europe on the MV Conte Verde, accompanied this time by Adi Jr., 

Chanji, and Kaka. It was his sixth foreign trip in two years. 

Baba had a comfortable cabin and took walks on the deck for an hour in the morning and 

again for an hour in the afternoon, remaining in his cabin for the rest of the time. According to his 

instructions, no one on board the ship was informed of his presence. Nevertheless, after two days 

at sea, on the evening of 27 September while Baba was discussing matters with the mandali after 

dinner, there was a knock at the cabin door at 9:00 P.M. Chanji opened it, and stepped out to find a 

very dignified looking older man standing in the hallway. Introducing himself, the gentleman said, 

“I am Sir Akbar Hyderi and I wish to see Meher Baba tomorrow morning if he will allow me to 

visit for a few minutes. May I know what time will be convenient for him?” 

Chanji went inside to inform Baba, who instructed, “Tell him that, though I am not seeing 

anyone during the voyage, I will see him for five minutes tomorrow morning at ten.” 

Chanji accordingly informed the old man who seemed very pleased, saying that he had 

heard much about Meher Baba and had longed for an opportunity to meet him. Akbar Hyderi, 64, 

was the Dewan of Hyderabad, an important government official (similar to a chief minister).186 He 

came the next morning to meet Baba, who was pleased to see him. After the usual introductions 

and pleasantries, the conversation turned to spirituality. Baba explained about the three types of 

faith. 

Hyderi said, “Turn me toward the second stage where I can feel and experience God!” 

Baba assured him of help, replying, “I will send you instructions for this tomorrow.” Hyderi 

requested that Baba give an appointment to his wife, as she also would be pleased to meet him. 

Baba indicated that the following day at 5:00 P.M. would be suitable. Hyderi left with his spirit 

greatly uplifted. Baba liked the old man very much; he was genuinely interested in spirituality, a 

trait Baba always appreciated. Baba also liked it that he was humble, despite his high government 

position. 

 
186 Sir Akbar Hyderi was later appointed Governor of Assam under Prime Minister Nehru. (His name is 

sometimes spelled as Hydari.) 



That same day, 28 September, the celebrated Indian dancer Uday Shankar, 33, came to see 

Baba. He had found out about Baba in Europe through the Swiss sculptress and art historian Alice 

Boner, who had been to India with Shankar four years before and was defraying the expenses of 

the visit of Shankar’s dance troupe to the West. While in Europe, Norina, Elizabeth and Quentin 

had met Uday Shankar and had spoken to him of their Master.187 

Uday Shankar bowed reverently to Baba, who praised him and expressed appreciation for 

his talent. He told Baba, “I want to introduce and spread Indian classical dance to the West, but 

some organizations in India criticize me. They want money from me for their institutions, 

organizations and societies, but I have no money to give them.” 

Baba spelled out on his board, “Every good work has to face opposition, and the reaction 

of the opposition offered always helps the work. You need not worry; continue conscientiously 

with your work, with double the zeal in the right direction.” 

Shankar then said, “Baba, I would like to give a dance performance for you one day.” 

Baba replied, “I would be delighted to see it.” 

Shankar was extremely happy to have Baba’s darshan, but Baba cautioned him before they 

parted, “Do not inform anyone on the ship about me, as I do not wish to meet anybody. See me 

before disembarking in Brindisi.” 

 

That night, cables were received from Norina and Graham Stokes in New York, and Kitty 

in London, saying that the majority of delegates attending the All Faiths Conference in Chicago 

had left and it was about to end. This news made Baba feel relieved, as he was never keen to 

participate in the conference. It was only to please Stokes, Rustom and his other lovers that Baba 

had played this role by agreeing to attend. The conference had already scheduled and announced a 

meeting on 29 October to hear Meher Baba’s address, but Stokes was informed that they would not 

be able to arrange any accommodation for Baba and his group, or contribute to any of his expenses. 

One of the executives of the conference sent a telegram from Chicago suggesting that Baba cancel 

his visit, which Baba did.188 After receiving the cable, Baba decided instead to stay a month in 

Europe and then return to India. 

The next day, Mr. Munshi, a Parsi from Hyderabad, came to see Baba. He had composed 

a poem in Persian about Baba which he wished to recite, but when the man came face to face with 

Baba he could not utter a word in the Master’s presence. He stood transfixed, gazing at Baba, then 

quietly left. 

The following day, Mr. Munshi tearfully told Chanji, “I wanted to kiss Baba’s sadra, but I 

could not do so, thinking it would be disrespectful. I could see nothing but light around Baba. I 

cannot explain it. It is the greatest good fortune to have had his darshan and my great luck to have 

met him. What a privilege to be traveling with him on the same ship! I feel that this is why I have 

been sent to the West — only so I could meet a Buzurg [Great Being] like Baba!” 

 

187 At his zenith, Uday Shankar’s dance ability was compared in greatness with the Russian dancer Vaslav 

Nijinsky, though it was classical Indian dance and not classical ballet. (Uday was the older brother of the 

famous sitarist Ravi Shankar, who also met Baba at this time.) Alice Boner subsequently moved to India 

and made Benares her home from 1936 to 1978. 

 

188 The conference (which coincided with the Chicago World’s Fair) was organized by the Fellowship of 

Faiths and is known as the Second World’s Parliament of Religions. Forty-four thousand delegates 

attended.  



Mr. Munshi subsequently told some of the other passengers about Meher Baba. 

 

On Sunday, 1 October 1933, Baba complained that he had a terrible toothache. Adi Jr. 

approached the ship’s doctor, who refused to dispense any medicine without first seeing the patient. 

Chanji tried to circumvent this by going to him with a request that he be given some medicine for 

gargling. The doctor, however, mistook him for the patient Adi had spoken to him about and 

promptly examined Chanji’s teeth. Chanji protested that his teeth were fine and that he did not need 

any medicine. Even though Chanji tried to explain that he was not the patient, the doctor ignored 

his pleas and applied the medicine to Chanji’s teeth. He told him to sit still for half an hour. After 

fifteen minutes, the doctor poured a very bitter preparation into Chanji’s mouth. Chanji had gone 

to fetch medicine for Baba only to return with a bitter taste in his mouth. Meanwhile Baba found 

the incident humorous and tolerated his toothache until it subsided. 

Since the mandali were not mixing with the other passengers and were not seen except at 

mealtimes in the dining room, there was varying speculation among the passengers about their real 

identities. Some erroneously took them to be successful businessmen who traveled around the 

world, as they carried briefcases and were always busy with papers and correspondence and sending 

telegrams anytime of the day or night. Having seen them speak frequently with Akbar Hyderi, some 

assumed they must be high government officials who were involved in the Round Table Conference 

going on in London. 

Baba seldom had any visitors or left his cabin, except for an hour walk in the morning and 

afternoon. He wanted to stay aloof and he found his accommodations to be very comfortable this 

voyage. 

The ship docked in Port Said on the morning of 2 October, and the Maharani of Indore, 

Mrs. Yeshwantrao Holkar, came to Baba’s cabin for his darshan with her secretary. At the time, 

Baba was out for his morning walk on deck and someone directed her there. As she approached, 

Chanji intercepted her, saying, “Meher Baba only gives darshan after making an appointment. I 

will have to ask his permission and let you know.” The secretary explained that the maharani had 

not come to ask anything of Meher Baba, but that she only wanted his darshan. Chanji reiterated 

that he would ask Baba and inform them. But they followed him and came face to face with Baba 

before Chanji could seek Baba’s permission. 

Baba was wearing European clothes and, for his own reason, did not want any Indian to 

see him in that attire. Baba explained to them, “As I do not wish to meet anyone while outside on 

deck, I dress like an ordinary man to avoid being recognized. No one knows me as I really am. For 

those who want to know my Real Self, I have no need to put on such a show. But I am afraid of 

those who have no longing to know me truly and have to hide my identity from them. I therefore 

must go about incognito.” A meeting with Baba was scheduled for the maharani. 

Akbar Hyderi and his wife had come to see Baba at noon on 29 September. “We are both 

miserable,” Lady Hyderi admitted, “Our son, Ali, is a drunkard and a spendthrift. We are terribly 

worried about him.” Baba consoled them, assuring them there was no cause for worry, and their 

son would be all right after two months. Lady Hyderi asked if she could bring their son to him, and 

Baba indicated at another time. 

They happily left, and Baba thereafter began sending them messages each day with Chanji. 

On 2 October 1933, Sir Hyderi’s son intended to get off in Port Said and his mother was anxious 

about it. She did not wish him to go ashore, fearing he would end up drunk and a source of troubling 

embarrassment to them. Baba sent a message, telling them not to be afraid and to ask their son not 

to disembark. Accordingly, they told their son, who obeyed them, strangely enough without an 

argument. The parents were quite relieved. 

Sir Hyderi again saw Baba, who assured him, “I will keep an eye on your son. Do not worry 

in the least. During the coming two months, he will have a relapse and go on a binge twice. You 



should not worry on these occasions, for he will thereafter totally give up alcohol.” Hyderi invited 

Baba to Hyderabad and expressed his desire to return to India on the Conte Rosso, on which he had 

been told Baba would be traveling. 

After he left, Baba sent another message with Chanji, who went to their cabin, but Sir 

Hyderi had already retired for the night. Lady Hyderi answered the door and told Chanji, “Baba 

showered his mercy on us yesterday. It was his blessing. Our son would otherwise never have 

listened to us. Please convey our grateful thanks to him. May he ever have his nazar on us!” 

Chanji repeated Baba’s message about the son’s future two drunks and told her not to 

worry. She asked if it would be possible for him to give it up immediately. “Do not be anxious. 

This, too, will pass,” Chanji said. 

Lady Hyderi then said, “We are resigned to Baba’s will. Now what about my son’s 

operation in London on his leg? Is there any danger?” 

Chanji assured her that everything would be all right. “Convey our salaams and thanks to 

Meher Baba,” Lady Hyderi said before wishing him good-night. 

Baba sent Chanji to Sir Hyderi a few more times that night and Chanji once had to wake 

him to give him Baba’s message. The son had not wanted to see Baba at first and had refused his 

parents’ request to do so. But now the son told Chanji on his own, “Give my salaams to Meher 

Baba and tell him that I will surely come to see him. Due to the pain in my leg, I am unable to do 

so just now. But Inshallah [God willing], I will definitely come tomorrow. When will his Holiness 

see me?” Chanji replied at about ten o’clock and that he would come to get him. 

The father had entreated Baba, “By your power, draw him to you!” When they found their 

son’s welcome change of mind, their joy knew no bounds and they were deeply grateful to Baba. 

Thereupon, at 12:30 on Wednesday, 4 October 1933, Ali Hyderi visited Baba. After a cordial 

introduction, Baba explained to him: 

What kind of nature the mind has that it becomes a slave of desires and continues to do 

so, turning the desires into habits! It is next to impossible for a person to extricate himself from a 

set pattern of habits. If he is freed, he is saved. He who gives up habits attains God. But habits are a 

great harassment on the Path. They bring even a good soul to ruin. 

[Citing Pleader as an example, Baba continued.] A man once came to me with a prayer to 

show him the spiritual path. I told him if he followed what I said, he would surely find it and he 

agreed. I instructed him to lock himself up in a room, keep silence, not read or write, and remain on 

milk only. For the last four years, he has been doing it and he is radiantly happy. This is called naad 

[divine infatuation] and this type of naad makes one realize God. 

There once was a man who had the bad habit of smoking cigarettes. He could not give up 

smoking, and he came to me for help. Since he has been with me, he has not smoked even once in 

the past five years! In short, a bad habit ruins a man. It makes the mind, body and soul miserable 

and makes all those around you unhappy, too. 

Real life consists of making others happy. So try to make people around you happy. Do 

not be afraid. All will be well. Do not worry. My nazar is on you. 

Grateful, Ali Hyderi expressed his feelings of reverence for the Master and left. 

Earlier that morning at 10:00 A.M., the Maharani of Indore had come with her secretary to 

see Baba for about fifteen minutes. Baba was dressed in a sadra at the time and his long hair was 

down. Baba informed the queen, “This is my customary dress. It is the clothing I wear in front of 

those who come to know me. To those who take me for a foreigner, I become a foreigner. I did not 

wish to meet you as a foreigner, so it is good that you have come today. Do I not look like a fellow 

countryman now?” 

The maharani laughed, and Baba continued by dictating a discourse: 

Everything depends on the mind. The mind feeds on happiness and misery. The world is 

really a dream. Happiness and sorrow are plays of the mind; there is no substance in either. In fact, 

the mind exists to endeavor to see God, but it leaves this aside and becomes caught up in the world. 

“I want this! I want that!” it shouts. The mind gets one entangled in maya and thereby increases 



desires. No sooner is one desire satisfied than another is there ready to be satisfied. Thus, one after 

another, desires increase without limit and they never bring freedom to anyone. 

So the man who has control over the mind possesses the whole universe. He has no use 

for happiness, suffering, health, wealth or anything else. He is beyond all that. 

The maharani was satisfied with Baba’s discourse and left. Shortly thereafter, Uday 

Shankar arrived to talk about his dance programs. Baba remarked to him, "One day, perhaps in 

Chicago, I shall give you darshan.” 

The boat stopped in Brindisi, Italy, at 9:30 A.M. on the 5th and left port two hours later. 

That afternoon, Mr. Munshi came at 4:30 for ten minutes. Thereafter, Akbar and Lady Hyderi saw 

Baba at five o’clock; he comforted them again and urged them not to worry about their son. 

 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Venice at nine o’clock on the morning of Friday, 6 October 

1933. Enid Corfe, Kitty and Minta came to welcome them, along with an Englishman named Bill 

Precey who had previously met Baba in London. Baba proceeded from the pier to the Hotel 

International, where the group stayed. After lunch, they went for a walk to St. Mark’s Square. 

Early the next morning, Baba, accompanied by all, returned to St. Mark’s Square which he 

quietly circumambulated. They then went to the train station at 10:00 A.M. Just as they were about 

to board a train, and with half the luggage already loaded, Baba turned to Kitty and asked, “Do you 

have our passports?” 

Kitty replied, “No, Baba. Don’t the boys [mandali] have them?” 

Kitty had given them to the clerk in the hotel when they registered. In the hurry of leaving 

that morning, she had forgotten to collect them. The train was about to leave and Baba gave orders 

to unload the luggage. Kitty was distraught over her negligence, but Baba was as calm as ever, 

spelling on the board, “Do not worry. We will have lunch and take a gondola ride on the canal. I 

can do more work here, and we can take the night train to Paris.” 

A telegram was sent to Ruano in Paris about the delay. Kitty thereby learned more about 

the Master’s ever-constant vigilance. (Many of the Indian passengers from their ship were on that 

train, so it appeared Baba wished to avoid further contact with them, also.) Enid left for Milan on 

the 2:30 P.M. train. Baba went for a stroll with Kitty and Minta while the mandali stayed at the 

station to watch over their belongings. 

Baba and the group left Venice on the 6:50 P.M. train and reached Milan that evening at 

11:30. Even at that late hour, Mr. Winfred and two others were waiting to see him. 

The group arrived in Paris at two o’clock Sunday afternoon, 8 October 1933. Ruano, 

Norina and Quentin were present at the station to greet them. Baba checked into the Hotel 

Vouillement and then went to Ruano’s apartment (at 16, Rue Lauriston), where about 50 people 

had gathered for his darshan. He saw them all in less than three hours. Among those he met were 

Otto Haas-Heye, his ex-wife Countess Victoria of Eulenburg and their daughter Ottora.189 

When Ruano’s daughter Bijou Martin went in to see Baba, Ruano introduced her saying, 

“Baba dear, this is Biji, my baby.” 

Bijou immediately said, “Mother is much more of a baby than I am!” 

Baba spelled out on the board, “Baba also means baby, so we are three babies.” 

 
189 Countess Victoria was the daughter of Prince Eulenburg, a close friend of Kaiser Wilhelm II, and a 

member of the German royalty. 



Baba was so loving to Ruano and her daughter that both were deeply affected, causing 

Ruano to ask Baba why he was so kind to her and Bijou. “Because you were kind to me long ago 

in Egypt,” Baba revealed.190 

A photograph and a complimentary article about Baba appeared in a Parisian newspaper 

and several French people were anxious to meet him; despite that, Baba left for London at 8:20 the 

next morning. There were now ten people traveling with him. 

They arrived at 2:00 P.M. in Dover and were met by a few Western lovers. Elizabeth 

Patterson drove Baba, Minta, Will Backett and Herbert Davy to London while the others went by 

train. They reached London on the evening of the 9th, and stayed at Hygeia House, a vegetarian 

boarding house, at 37 Warrington Crescent. 

Intense activity began the next day. “All the birds gathered near their heart’s Treasure,” 

Age recorded. “And this time a few more flowers and blossoms appeared in the Garden.” Stephanie 

Haggard, Charles Purdom, Delia DeLeon, Will and Mary Backett, Margaret Craske, Elizabeth, 

Kitty, Norina, Ruano and Quentin had already begun singing. And during this stay in London, a 

few more persons came into Baba’s intimate contact. 

The next day, after lunch at Stephanie’s (93-A, Brondesbury Road), Baba met several new 

people. Among them was Dorothy Greenside, an author of spiritual books, who told Baba, “I felt 

within myself an inspiration which enabled me to write; but all of a sudden, the power seemed to 

diminish and was lost. I have no desire to write anymore.” 

“These were mere glimpses,” Baba replied. “They are always temporary and fleeting. But 

I will help you. You are not to blame; it was not your fault that this inspiration and power have 

gone away. The reason is that it was not the time. 

“The time was not right for you to have that power, for it to appear and for you to retain it. 

It is no fault of yours. But with my help, you will have the inspiration. You will regain it and it will 

then always be with you. One day you will be able to help humanity much through your writings.” 

Baba’s words were so reassuring that Mrs. Greenside felt comforted and happy, firmly 

believing that she would regain her power of vision and intuition. Later she sent Baba one of her 

books and asked for some spiritual practice she could do to “purify” herself so that she might be 

worthy to be one of Baba’s disciples. 

Another noteworthy contact during this visit was a young woman named Winifred A. 

Forster. One day she was sitting at Baba’s feet and, gazing at Baba, thought, “I do love you, Baba.” 

Although Baba was surrounded by other people, he glanced at her, picked up the board and spelled, 

“That is why I do not have you near me.” Winifred was deeply touched. She understood Baba was 

indicating that for his work with her, if such a deep inner contact was maintained, there was no 

need for her to be physically near him. 

Baba met with Herbert from 3:00 to 5:00 P.M. Some things in particular were bothering 

Herbert, and Baba discussed matters with him at considerable length. Herbert spoke out, “You 

promise to speak, but you do not do it. What will the world think of you?” 

Baba replied: 

It is good for mankind, rather essential, to adhere to religious and moral principles and 

observe religious bindings; but for the spiritual path, they are unnecessary. I am beyond all 

principles, bindings, laws and matters pertaining to worldly duties. I am Perfect and for me there is 

no restraint or binding. I have broken all barriers and I have gone beyond all laws. 

According to the moral code of the world, one’s word or promise is considered by 

mankind to be sacred. But he who has gone beyond time, space, cause and effect is not limited by 

 
190 Tallulah Bankhead was a friend of Bijou Martin and had stayed at Bijou’s apartment in New York for a 

time (around 1920), when both were unknown actresses. 



anything. For him, there is no such thing as bondage. The infinite cannot be bound by anything 

finite, however sublime the aim may be. This means that one cannot limit the limitless! 

For this reason and without your asking, I give you promises and your aim will be 

fulfilled at the proper time. But I also know that a promise can be a time-serving device. It is not 

meant for fulfillment, but necessitated by circumstances. It is a demand of the situation and so I do 

not care for its resultant reaction. 

Therefore, I do not worry about the world’s criticism, or its terrible slander and harm to 

my work for not keeping my promise. I purposely create and court such opposing reactions and 

nurture them! Such an opposition is required for my work to give it a great punch. I am beyond 

praise and slander, and they do not affect me in the least! 

All those who care for name and fame and worldly success, fearing criticism and scandal, 

are only ordinary human beings. They want to preserve their prestige at any cost. Their “name” 

alone matters to them above money, life and everything else. 

I am the Truth. No amount of voluminous praise will raise me higher, nor can any 

carping criticism pull me down. I am what I am and will ever be so. So whatever I do, I do for my 

work, which encompasses and sees to the welfare of all. 

On 11 October 1933, a woman visitor asked Baba, “When a person is surrounded on all 

sides by untoward circumstances and difficulties, without any avenue of escape, would he or she 

be justified in doing something which would ordinarily be termed undesirable or indecent?” 

Baba answered: 

It is justifiable for a person in such circumstances to do anything, provided there is no 

personal self-interest or pleasure involved. For example, if in order to pick up a silver coin from a 

pile of excrement, a person soils his hand and then washes it, he cannot be blamed for doing so. He 

dirties his hand with a certain purpose in mind and washes it after his objective is achieved. It is no 

sin. 

Here is another example: Suppose a man is facing adverse circumstances on all sides — 

his family is starving and one member is on his deathbed. The man has no wherewithal to provide 

nourishment or medicine for his dying relative and is quite helpless. In this case, if the man has to 

resort to undesirable or even illicit means to save the life of another, without any thought for 

himself or his own happiness, he is justified in doing so! He is forced to do it out of selfless motives 

to save the lives of others. 

In brief, this means that however wicked an action may seem to be, it should not be 

judged on the basis of the world’s standards of morality, but purely on the underlying motives. This 

is the spiritual point of view or standard of judgment, however shocking or absurd it may seem to 

the worldly-minded. 

Lieutenant Commander A. B. B. James also saw Baba on the morning of 11 October. When 

he arrived, he seemed depressed and confused. He looked like a broken, unhappy man for his child 

was seriously ill, and it caused him and his wife tremendous suffering. Baba had promised him the 

previous year that the child would recover and their story had been given wide publicity in the 

newspapers. The fact that Baba’s assurance had remained unfulfilled added to the couple’s worries. 

The man’s friends and relatives had criticized his faith and devotion to Meher Baba. Commander 

James had grown desperate and was on the verge of suicide. 

Baba pacified him and promised that the child would be cured in another six months, thus 

James would be relieved of his anxieties. Baba explained to him, “My promise was given last year 

for certain spiritual reasons of my own. I gave it of my own accord, unasked, knowing full well that 

it would not be fulfilled and would cause much suffering, which was necessary for your spiritual 

benefit and in consideration of the connection of you and your child with me in past lives.” James 

was visibly relieved and afterward drove Baba and the mandali in his car through Regents Park. 

Delia’s brother Jack made the Q Theater available to Baba and the group on the evening 

of the 11th. Baba went there and saw Margaret, Norina, Vivienne, Mabel, Quentin, Minta, Anita 

and Delia perform different types of dances and humorous skits. Minta danced a rumba with 

Quentin, for which Margaret did the choreography. Norina acted in a short play, but she got carried 

away, took off her shoe and knocked Minta on the head! Baba thoroughly enjoyed the evening’s 

entertainment. 



One person who had not come to see Baba was Margaret’s pupil Audrey Williams. For his 

own reasons, Baba wished to maintain contact with her, even though Audrey had acted badly with 

both Margaret and Kitty, often asking for money. Audrey was leaving London the following day, 

but Baba wanted a message delivered to her, so Kitty and Margaret were sent to contact her. 

Harry Strutton, editor of the Occult Review, came to see Baba on 13 October 1933. “No 

amount of intellect, reading and learning can enable one to understand It [Reality] thoroughly,” 

Baba told him. Strutton was an intellectual, yet had been highly impressed upon his first meeting 

with Baba in 1931. Kitty’s brother Ernest Davy and a friend came the same day, as did Sir Akbar 

and Lady Hyderi, Mr. Munshi and Charles Purdom. 

To an artist who had an interview on the 13th, Baba explained, “You are expressing the 

Infinite One through your artwork, though quite unconsciously. It is there in you already, as it is 

everywhere. Every human being consciously or unconsciously is struggling for that source of All 

Existence and All Bliss. That is the goal of life. It is only a question of time.” 

Mabel Besant-Scott, 63, came to visit Baba the next day. She was the daughter of Annie 

Besant, who had passed away in India in September.191 (Mabel Scott had also lived in India for a 

few years, assisting her mother.) She said, “I had come to see a friend of mine, but when I learned 

that you were staying here, too, I came to see you. I am extremely pleased to meet you.” 

“I am also very happy to have met you,” Baba indicated. 

They talked about her mother and Baba remarked, “She will be born as a man in India.” 

“I also think so,” said Mrs. Scott. “She loved India so much. She now greatly needs rest.” 

Reassuring her, Baba stated, “The world is now inclined toward materialism, and to turn 

toward the higher values of life, it needs help. I will give it this help.” 

“I believe you will truly do so,” said Mrs. Scott. “God is the supporter of everything and 

the source of all and He is present in all. But He is to be realized and revealed.” 

“I will help you toward that end,” Baba promised. 

“I am indebted to you,” she replied. 

An Egyptian diplomat asked Baba, “What kind of prayer is best?” 

Baba answered in one word, “Love.” 

The Polish pianist Arthur Rubinstein, 46, and his young wife, Nela, 25, were friends of 

Herbert’s and came to see Baba on the 14th. “Music is one of the mediums for the expression of the 

Infinite,” Baba told Rubinstein, “and musicians are more inclined towards spirituality as spirituality 

touches the heart.” Rubinstein was an agnostic but proud of his Jewish heritage and mentioned that 

Jews did not have a tradition of worshiping a personal God. Nevertheless, Rubinstein generously 

offered Baba the use of his home to host a gathering. He also offered Baba two complimentary 

tickets to a concert at Queen’s Hall, where his associate Sir Henry Wood was conducting a program 

of classical music.192 Baba did not end up using either Rubinstein’s home or the tickets. 

After meeting other interested persons, that afternoon at 2:30 Baba went back to the Q 

Theater to see a variety show. That night, Baba agreed to meet the other (mostly Indian) residents 

of Hygeia House, but stipulated that he would only shake hands, not answer questions. 

 

191 Annie Besant (1847–1933) was a British Theosophist and reformer. She went to India, where she 

campaigned for nationalism, and became president of the Indian National Congress. In the 1920s, along 

with fellow Theosophists, she proclaimed the mystic Krishnamurti to be the Messiah. (Four of Meredith 

Starr’s poems were published in Besant’s magazine, The Adyar Bulletin, from 1921–27.) 

192 Sir Henry Wood had met Baba at Queen’s Hall two years before. 



On one occasion, Baba harshly scolded Adi Jr. for giving away a Parsi cap which Anita 

had requested. This was quite contrary to Baba’s order to not give anything to anyone. Anita 

pleaded guilty for her participation and Baba forgave her, but Adi was on the verge of tears from 

the embarrassing verbal thrashing in the presence of others. 

 

William Donkin, 22, a medical student at St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, had made a trip on 

camelback across the Sahara Desert the year before and was unconsciously drawn to search for the 

aim of life. He was also interested in “spiritual healing” and had visited several centers in London 

investigating different approaches to relieving pain through meditation, hypnotism, and the use of 

magnets. 

Donkin first heard of Meher Baba when he happened to purchase a recent copy of the 
Occult Review in which Baba was mentioned.193 He contacted Harry Strutton and learned of an 

office dedicated to Baba at Charing Cross, where he met Will Backett and others.  

Hearing of Baba’s presence in London, Donkin came to see him. Baba expressed his great 

happiness at meeting this particular young man and remarked to him, “A follower of mine in India 

is studying medicine. I have asked him to be a doctor. His name is Nilkanth and he will come to 

stay with me after his studies are completed. A large hospital will then be opened on the ashram 

premises, but I will need another doctor who knows surgery.” 

Donkin said, “I am studying medicine at St. Bartholomew’s. Should I specialize in 

surgery?” 

“That would be good,” Baba answered. “Study it, if you wish.” 

Donkin replied, “I find surgery interesting and will definitely study it.” 

Baba appreciated Donkin’s intent. As Donkin left the room, he received a sudden shock as 

he placed his hand upon the door handle. In that instant, he later said, he knew that Meher Baba 

was God. For a week after meeting the Master, this young man continually had divine experiences. 

He was so full of joy, he saw Baba everywhere. 

This joy is deep, so deep that it can only be experienced, not described. But the experience 

brought William Donkin to Meher Baba’s feet, for he was destined to become a permanent member 

of the mandali six years later. 

 

Among those who had interviews with Baba on Sunday, 15 October 1933 was a couple 

who asked Baba about present world conditions. Baba commented, “There is every likelihood of 

war. Otherwise, if it is averted, there will be greater chaos in the world. So, in other words, chaotic 

conditions are inevitable. It has to happen to reach the stage of everlasting peace. The spark that 

will set it off will occur within a year; it will be in full swing in a year and a half, and last for two 

years. I have to play a leading part in that drama.” 

To Elsie Henry Domville, who was providing financial support for the film Baba wished 

to make, Baba spoke about creation: “Creation, as you see it, has come out of me, from the minutest 

speck to the vastest expanse. Creation is made up of two things: space and energy. When you go 

back to that Creation Point, even space does not exist there. No space, no energy, no time. Beyond 

this point is the Infinite One in its real form. That is Baba. And I, from that Beyond State, look on 

this creation which has come out of the minutest point of me. That state of looking on is the Fourth 

Dimension.” 

On Monday, 16 October 1933, Baba went to the Kohinoor restaurant for lunch with a large 

group of 22 people.194 In the afternoon Baba discussed his future plans with Kitty and a few other 

 
193 Occult Review, November 1933. 
194 The Indian restaurant was located at 15 Percy Street, W.1. 



close ones. Baba preferred to return to India via Marseilles on the Viceroy of India, indicating, “For 

my work, it is necessary that I visit Spain.” Kitty was instructed to begin making the changed 

arrangements, provided it went easily. 

Baba went for an afternoon drive to Kim Tolhurst’s house. Afterward, during a stroll about 

London, a serious incident occurred that involved Kim. Baba, Chanji, Kitty, Margaret, and Kim 

were walking along when Kim became very upset about something. Overcome by her mood, she 

ran away, leaving the rest to follow. She got into a cab and they hailed the next one. Kim’s taxi 

drove straight to Piccadilly Circus and stopped at a Scottish teashop. Baba sent Kitty into fetch her, 

but Kim refused to come out. This was direct disobedience to Baba, deliberate and not careless. 

Kitty returned to the cab, and Baba decided that they should leave her. Baba spelled out on the 

board, “Kim will never again see me in this life.” She never did. 

Baba went to dinner that evening at Countess Pahlen’s home (at 23 Jubilee Place, King’s 

Road) in Chelsea and was accompanied by Herbert, Kitty, Vivienne, Quentin, Elizabeth, Norina, 

Stephanie, Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. The countess had invited about fifteen of her friends, who were 

mostly exiled Russian royalty. 

The next day was quiet for Baba and spent intimately with his close ones. All sat quietly 

around him in the afternoon from two to five o’clock. Baba remarked that he was in a rare state of 

being “pulled from the highest to the lowest level,” causing him to suffer terribly. 

Baba again broached the subject of going to Spain, reiterating that it was important for him 

to go there: “If travel to Spain is easily arranged, I will go; but for one week only, not two, and 

return immediately to India via Marseilles.” 

Baba was invited on the 17th evening to a vaudeville show at the Prince of Wales Theater 

where he went with a few of his lovers. Baba had a special reason for going and that was to establish 

contact with the person who had lovingly invited him, regardless of what others thought about his 

visiting such a “lowbrow” review. 

The Avatar comes on earth to do his work and does not care if the whole world is against 

him; he cares for nothing but his Universal work. Baba sat in the theater for a while, saw one dance 

and decided to leave. 

Baba met with a few visitors on Wednesday, 18 October 1933 and had private interviews 

with the Kimco group in the afternoon. Charles Purdom came and discussed with Chanji and 

Herbert details of Baba’s life and travels for a book he was planning to write. At night, Baba visited 

Margaret and Mabel’s dance studio, where Margaret danced for Baba and wept like a child before 

him.  

Estelle C. Gayley, known as Nonny, was the widow of a prominent New York attorney. 

She was then 58 years old. Her daughter Madeleine, called Rano, was 31 and an artist who had 

worked for some years designing fabrics in New York. They had learned about Meher Baba in Paris 

the previous summer through their friend Ruano and her contact Quentin, and had expected to meet 

Baba in America when they returned there. Ruano was now in London with Baba and had written 

Nonny and Rano as soon as she found out about Baba’s change in plans, and they had immediately 

left for London. 

Upon reaching London, it was difficult for them to find out where Baba was staying. Ruano 

had cabled the address, but Rano had not received it. Nonny was in tears, repeating, “Where is 

Baba? Where is Baba?” Rano comforted her and they both checked into a hotel. 

Rano phoned the English Speaking Union, as her correspondence with Ruano had been 

through its address, and she was given Ruano’s telephone number. When Rano called, Ruano 

informed her where Baba was staying. Rano asked when they could meet Baba, and was told that 

it would be at four that afternoon. Both Nonny and Rano were eager to meet the Master; however, 



doubts befell Rano and made her wonder: “What kind of Master is he? Is he aware of our faith? 

We are longing for his sight, yet he doesn’t seem to care ...” 

At 4:00 P.M. on the 18th, Nonny and Rano promptly entered Hygeia House to meet the 

Eternal Beloved. They were greeted by Ruano, who told them with sympathy that Baba was very 

tired and would not be able to see them then. They were dumbstruck. Crestfallen, they were taken 

to meet Norina, Elizabeth and the Kimco group. While they were talking about Baba, he sent a 

message: “Since you have come from such a long distance, I will see you. But you must not ask 

anything or talk to me. You should leave after seeing me.” 

Baba sent first for Nonny. While Rano nervously waited outside, her mind began working 

fast. The door slowly opened and Nonny stepped out — her eyes filled with tears. Rano was taken 

aback, for up to then she considered any person who gave way to their emotions as “silly and 

sentimental,” and could not understand what had happened to her mother. 

Baba then called Rano inside. Here is how she once described this first meeting: 

I had spent several restless hours becoming rather nervous at the thought of meeting 

someone I knew so little about, and yet that, in some strange way, I seemed drawn to. The moment 

came. I stepped into the room and everything around faded. All I saw was one whose beauty of 

expression defied description and who looked at me with such gentleness and kindness that it 

imprinted itself indelibly on my memory. I knew then that, were I never to see Meher Baba again, I 

had received something that would remain with me for always. 

I had never seen anyone so beautiful in my life. I felt that Baba was the embodiment of 

everything. He had that love and compassion which is indescribable. 

To this day, I do not know who else was in the room. There were only hazy figures, but 

clearly in their midst was Meher Baba with the most beautiful expression I had ever seen. 

Sweetness, love — everything that was beautiful — was there in his face. I stood, staring at him 

until someone finally removed me from the room. 

Afterwards, Rano was with her mother and Ruano, discussing their individual meetings 

when Vivienne Giesen came dancing into the room in her “airy” way. Draped around the door, she 

sang out in dramatic fashion, “R-u-a-n-o! BABA wants you.” Ruano hurriedly scampered from the 

room, leaving Rano and Nonny to look at each other. They did not care for Vivienne’s theatrical 

behavior and Rano wondered to herself: “What have we gotten into?” She had never seen Ruano 

heed anyone’s beck-and-call, and the whole scene struck her as somewhat strange. 

When Ruano returned, she happily informed them, “Baba wishes that you both stay in 

Hygeia House with all of us, starting tomorrow.” They returned to their hotel and both thought of 

nothing but Baba throughout one of the longest nights of their lives. They went the next day to 

Hygeia House and began staying near Baba. Their fates were sealed. 

Baba was very loving to Nonny, but for his own reason he kept Rano at a distance. 

Although Baba was outwardly keeping her away, she was inwardly being drawn to him. On various 

occasions, Baba would go to a movie with all except Rano, or he would have her travel separately 

if she did accompany them, allowing her only to see him from a distance. Between the lover and 

the Beloved, the pleasure of the play is only experienced through joy and sorrow — this coming 

from the Beloved’s playful nature. 

Rano was destined to belong to Baba and join his circle. Others would keep their distance 

from Baba at such treatment, but the Beloved Master is coquettish with only those whom he knows 

have an inner connection with him and whom he wants to keep near him. Nonny and Rano Gayley 

became permanent blossoms in the Beloved’s garden, as did Ruano, Delia, Elizabeth, Kitty, 

Margaret, Norina, Nadine and Hedi Mertens. 

 



On Thursday, 19 October 1933, Quentin Tod brought Ivor Novello, 40, one of the most 

popular figures in British musical theater of the 1920s.195 Novello was momentarily bemused. 

“There is no need to say anything,” Baba told him. “For those who feel, there is no need for words 

and explanations. You have a good heart.” 

Novello rested his head on Baba’s right hand and appeared overwhelmed. Quentin told 

Baba that Ivor’s nature was so loving — he was always helping others despite his fame. Baba 

replied, “I am the Ancient One. He belongs to me and has been working for me all the while, though 

unconsciously. But one day he will know all.” 

After he left, Baba remarked, “He is my man.” 

Baba visited the studio of an artist named Charles from 2:00 to 3:30 P.M., where he sat for 

a portrait. Minta accompanied him. Purdom’s wife Lillian came to see Baba later that afternoon, as 

did Tod’s sister. When Tod’s brother Malcolm was introduced to Baba, he mentioned that he had 

been drawn to Catholicism, but then concluded that the Church had commercialized Christ’s 

mission and was leading people away from his teachings. Baba commented, “It has always been 

the case with religions everywhere.” 

To a well-known novelist, Baba stated, “I am eternally happy and my only mission is to 

impart this happiness to others.” 

A birthday party for Anita was celebrated that night.  

 

Will and Mary Backett too dearly loved Baba and he also had great love for them. This 

couple wished Baba to visit their home, but they did not say anything to him about it. On the 19th, 

Baba unexpectedly mentioned to them, “I will come to your house tomorrow and you should serve 

us all tea.” This pleased them enormously, but they worried at the same time, for there were about 

30 people in Baba’s group and the Backett’s tiny cottage had only three or four chairs and an equally 

small number of cups. They wondered how to arrange things on such short notice, and were fearful 

of not being able to accommodate everyone. 

Without their saying a word to him, Baba solved their problem by announcing to the group 

the next morning, “We all are going to tea at Will and Mary’s today. Everyone should bring a cup 

and saucer, and should sit on the floor when we get there.” At this act of understanding and 

compassion, Will and Mary’s hearts were overcome with love.  

Baba and the group drove the 20 miles to Old Oak Cottage, the Backett’s residence in 

Halstead near Sevenoaks, Kent. Their cottage had been built on a small hill above a valley. The car 

had to stop on the far side of valley as the track was too rough and steep to drive on. All got down 

and walked. On the way they met two children and Baba greeted them lovingly. 

Baba walked through each room of the cottage, viewing them carefully. He spelled on the 

board, “This is my house.” Tea and cakes, homemade bread and jam were served. Baba ate very little 

but drank some tea. After an enjoyable afternoon, Baba was driven back to London by Donald 

Slow, of the London group. 

Later, Will wrote to Baba: “I cannot even now fully realize what you have given us, though 

I do get glimpses. I am just a child in your loving arms, filled with joy and happiness, and the 

strength and divine beauty which enfold me and all … and again I thank you beyond the power of 

words for having drawn us to yourself and enfolded us in your love.” 

On 20 October, Elizabeth departed for New York. Talk of Baba’s departure began, and 

Baba made Nonny, Rano and Ruano promise to come to India for his birthday in February. The 

 
195 Quentin and Ivor had collaborated on several theater projects, Quentin doing the ballet choreography 

and Novello writing the music.  



feelings of the approaching separation began — the onset of depression as they counted the 

remaining hours with the Beloved and experienced the longing to be near him always. 

Baba sat with his close ones in the sitting room several times chatting with them for a while 

and listening to a few songs. After his lovers tasted the divine wine that he poured into their hearts, 

Chanji noted in his diary, a period ensued of “blissful silence that spoke volumes. Could heaven 

itself be more blissful? Ask of those that felt and tasted his divine thrills … The Shepherd and his 

lambs. Did history really repeat itself?” 

On the 21st, Akbar Hyderi came to Hygeia House and took Baba to the nursing home where 

his son was recuperating from surgery. After he comforted the Hyderis, Baba visited the homes of 

other lovers on his return, meeting with each one and giving attention to their needs. 

Tom Sharpley also came to see Baba that day. Several days earlier he had brought his 

brother Jack to meet Baba. 

Ivor Novello had invited Baba to Proscenium, a comedy in which he had a part. That 

evening Baba went with his group to see the play at the Globe Theater, and Novello gave Baba the 

box seats usually reserved for royalty. Honored by his presence, the entire cast bowed to Baba at 

the end of the show and Novello went to the box to receive Baba’s embrace. Afterward, Novello 

introduced the actresses Zena Dare and her younger sister Phyllis to Baba, and extended a cordial 

invitation to stay at his country house whenever Baba was back in England.196 

This was Baba’s last night in London. When the group returned to Hygeia House, they all 

joined him in the sitting room in sacred silence for what Baba called “the filling in.” 

During this visit to England, Baba had again mentioned breaking his silence and the 

Western devotees in their earnestness had rented a large hall for the event. That night, Baba 

explained to them, “I find that you all understand me much better this time. I am so pleased with 

you all. You have all drawn closer to me and have better understood my ways of working. 

“But did you really think that I would speak on a definite date in a large hall before a crowd 

of people? I began my silence without giving a warning and I will speak in the same way. Who 

knows when! But when I speak, the whole world will know and recognize who I am.” 

Half-joking, Baba once remarked to Norina, “When I break my silence, even your eyes 

will pop!” 

The departure preparations began early the next morning, Sunday, 22 October 1933. Baba 

had special individual and collective meetings with the Kimco group, and the entire staff of Hygeia 

House came to shake hands with him. Quite taken by Baba, an elderly chambermaid named 

Dorothy asked Baba to help her child, and he promised that he would. Baba left the hotel at 11:00 

A.M. and the staff watched from the window and waved goodbye. 

At Victoria Station, a crowd of about 30 was there to see him off, despite the fact that his 

departure was being kept strictly private. His lovers bid him a tearful farewell as the train left. “He 

is the One who never leaves!” Age declared. “Yet the birds felt as though their heart was being 

taken away to some distant place. Everything in life seemed empty and void, without Baba among 

them.” 

One of the group later wrote to Baba: “I am sorry I could not stay until the train left but I 

suddenly felt as if I should burst, and I had to run away. The room where we had all been together 

with you in London looked like a tomb. I peeped in but quickly ran away. It was too sad − for your 

light was missing. I am waiting for that moment when I may be allowed to be near you again.” 

Anita, Norina, Minta, Herbert and Quentin were accompanying Baba and the mandali, 

along with Tom Sharpley, who went as far as Dover to see them off at the ferry. Although Kitty 

 
196 One of the Dare sisters met Baba again on his trip to London in June 1934. 



had made all the arrangements, she remained in London to look after her father and continue her 

work of teaching piano. 

It was a foggy and cold crossing of the English Channel, yet the sea was not rough. They 

arrived in Calais and traveled on the Continental Express train to Paris, where they arrived at six 

that evening. 

Anita left the group in Paris, since it had been previously decided by Baba that she be sent 

to Zurich to study art at Otto Haas-Heye’s design school. The rest of the group boarded the Paris-

Orleans Night Express at 8:40 P.M. 

Their journey was comfortable in the two compartments they occupied exclusively. The 

Pickford travel agents had done a fine job and handled all the tour details by having their agents 

meet them along the way. Baba and the group arrived in Irun, Spain, on the morning of 23 October 

at eight o’clock, and thereafter changed trains for Avila. There was some mix-up regarding their 

seating which left Chanji, Adi Jr. and Quentin having to stand for the rest of the journey. 

 

Spain, 1933 

 

 

Arriving in Avila that evening at six, Baba and the group stayed at the Hotel Ingles. Baba 

appeared very happy to be in Spain, which he said reminded him of India more than any other 

country he had thus far visited. Before dinner, Baba went for a walk with the men past the house 

of Saint Theresa.197 “I feel at home here,” Baba remarked. “It is like Assisi. It is the spiritual 

atmosphere that you feel which gives value to the shrines of saints.” 

Pointing to his wrists and arms, Baba commented, “Saints are like the nerves of my body; 

they work for me and I guide their lives.” 

 

197 Theresa of Avila (1515–1582) was a Carmelite nun, and although a mystic, she was endowed with great 

personal charm, tact and boundless good will. Her writings, notably The Life and Way of Perfection are 

among the greatest in Christian literature.  



Baba and the men returned to the hotel and had their last meal for the next 24 hours. Baba 

had explained to them, “I have very special work in Avila. You must all fast and we must walk 

together over the hills, although no one should touch me.” 

The next morning, they visited the cathedral there, and Baba instructed them as they were 

leaving that four silver coins be given to the sacristan. Led by Baba, the group then walked through 

the surrounding countryside. The scenery was magnificent. It was to them as though they were 

walking with Jesus through the hills of Galilee. 

Baba revealed, “Long ago, before the cathedral was built, I was here in Avila. I used to 

walk on this hillside, and quietly rest and meditate here. There were no trees there at the time. It 

was more desert than countryside.” 

They returned to their hotel at 4:00 P.M. and broke their fast with fruits. Baba was in a very 

good mood and revealed further, “My spiritual work is successfully accomplished. How fortunate 

you are to be with me! Even those of my followers who are not with me will share in the spiritual 

benefits of this work. 

“In Europe, as on other continents, there are holy places connected to great spiritual work. 

The four centers of Europe are St. Mark’s in Venice, a place on the Ligurian Coast of Italy, Assisi 

and Avila. I have now visited and revisited them all. From their holy grounds have sprung many 

saints!” 

Herbert was ordered to return to Avila in ten days to visit this place, and sit on the same 

rock on which Baba sat every day. 

Baba’s disclosure that Avila was one of the four main spiritual centers in Europe and he 

had visited it in the ancient past was a surprise to them, as Baba had never before mentioned that 

he wished in particular to visit Avila. He had left the arrangements of their Spanish trip to them. It 

was their London travel agent who suggested stopping at Avila on their way to Madrid! 

They left for Madrid the same day, arriving at 10:30 that night, and went to the Hotel 
Principe Don Juan, at Calle de Recoletos. Baba had informed the men, “The rest of our time in 

Spain will be pure rest and relaxation. It will be a holiday.” 

Baba wished to come in contact with the masses, so each day they would stroll along the 

crowded streets of Madrid. The air was clear and bracingly cool, and the sun was brilliant. Baba 

particularly enjoyed standing among the crowds in the central square of the city, called Puerta del 

Sol — Gate of the Sun. He came to this square several times every day. 

Despite his European clothing and beret, all the Spaniards would turn and stare at Baba as 

if drawn to something they could not resist. Baba explained to his companions why the Spanish 

people reacted thus, “It is due to the internal work I am doing, as I move about quite unnoticed at 

other times.” 

At night on the 25th, they went to a rather seedy cabaret that was frequented by prostitutes 

and the like, yet there were colorful gypsy flamenco dancers on stage whom Baba enjoyed 

watching. He was no doubt also working for the welfare of this class of humanity in unseen ways. 

Baba and the group then went to see the movie King Kong, starring Fay Wray. 

As they were walking back to their hotel, the local Spaniards turned again to look at Baba 

as he strode by them on the sidewalk, and some actually followed him out of curiosity. At the hotel, 

Baba explained, “Madrid is the last place of my present visit to the West and I do not intend to 

return to the West for another year. Hence, I have much work to do before I leave.” 

He repeated, “It is due to my special working that people’s attention is attracted toward me 

everywhere I go. I worked intensely this morning, standing for ten minutes in the very big, busy 

square, while Quentin and Norina were inquiring about certain information that I sent them to 

gather. All the while, one very old man was intensely gazing at me.” 



The next morning, Baba was quite upset when he was not able to get hot water on time for 

a bath. He called Herbert, who had made the arrangements, and rebuked him severely, “I cannot 

work here! I will leave for Marseilles. I have never been able to have an early-morning hot bath in 

the West!” All wondered why Baba was scolding Herbert, as Baba himself had chosen to stay at 

this hotel over another one. 

He ordered Herbert and Norina, “Go and see the travel agent and demand that we change 

hotels.” Upon contacting the Pickford agent, it was learned that, due to some mix-up, they were 

staying in the very hotel that Baba had rejected. Only then could they understand why Baba had 

been upset. 

At noon they shifted to the Gran Hotel Londres, at Galdo Number 2, and it proved to be 

ideal. Baba’s room overlooked the Puerta del Sol. But he soon began complaining that there was 

not enough garlic and pepper in the food. This was Norina’s area of responsibility and she became 

frantic as she ran up and down three flights of stairs to the kitchen before every meal to ensure there 

was plenty of garlic in the food. The staff must have thought her somewhat eccentric, but the very 

reason Baba complained was to draw the hotel staff’s attention to him. His work was unique and 

he would have his purpose served under any pretext. 

Baba would placate Norina, spelling out to her, “Don’t worry ... don’t be upset.” But 

whenever Baba reprimanded her, she felt like someone was sticking a pin in her while saying, 

“Now, do not mind this ... I am not hurting you!” 

In the evening Baba went to hear beautiful Spanish music, and he also saw the exquisitely 

artistic and charming dancing of La Argentinita, a renowned Spanish dancer. They then went to the 

riverside Capitol Café, where Baba would sometimes place a lavish order for drinks or snacks and 

then suddenly get up, not touching them and leaving everyone to run after him. This tended to get 

on Herbert’s nerves, in particular, because he financed part of Baba’s trip and considered this an 

utter waste! He had not learned (and unfortunately never did) to accept the Master’s ways. 

On Friday, 27 October 1933, Baba visited the Prado, the national Spanish museum of 

painting and sculpture. For two hours, he looked at paintings of Jesus by El Greco, Velasquez, 

Goya and Rubens. This was perhaps the only occasion that Baba stayed and viewed an art gallery 

or museum for any length of time. 

When he visited the royal palace (on the 28th), Baba was stopped by a guard who told him 

that he would not be allowed to enter unless he removed his hat. Baba refused to do so, because the 

beret concealed his long hair. Those with Baba (Herbert, Quentin and Minta) asked if they should 

stay with him or take a quick look around the palace since they were already there. Displeased that 

they did not know his pleasure (that they should always stay with him) but had to ask, Baba 

answered sharply, “Go!” Baba went outside and waited for them. By the time they returned, they 

had realized their mistake and Baba consoled them by telling them to forget it. 

From 2:30 to 4:30 P.M. on the 27th, a meeting was held of the newly-formed Circle 

Editorial Committee. Herbert was appointed the director, Will Backett the secretary/treasurer and 

Norina also took an active role.198 Its future publication work was discussed and instructions given 

for the printing and distribution of two small booklets: The Sayings of Shri Meher Baba and Shri 
Meher Baba: The Perfect Master — Questions and Answers (and its translation into German, 

French, Italian, Rumanian, Russian and Spanish).199 

Quentin was in charge of the nightly entertainment and they would go each night to a 

different movie. That evening, Quentin took Baba to see a comedy, A Bedtime Story, at Madrid’s 

 
198 The name of the committee was chosen by Baba. Other members included Kitty and Charles Purdom; 

Graham Stokes was invited to join but he declined.  
199 Five thousand copies of Questions and Answers had been printed in England in September 1933; the 

Sayings booklet was released in mid-December. 



finest movie theater, the Capitol, which had an orchestra and a revolving stage. Another night, 

Quentin took Baba to the Theater Español to see Love of the Sorcerer, a ballet. 

Baba would often say he wished to go to the movies to contact the spectators internally. 

Immediately after his work was over, he would get up and leave. Those who accompanied him had 

often become engrossed in the film’s story but had no choice other than to leave with him. When 

Baba went anywhere or did anything, it was only for his spiritual work, and the various places and 

events were all his different mediums. 

On the last three mornings of their stay, they walked to Caso de Campo, a beautiful park. 

Some in the group had mentioned their desire to attend a bullfight, while others were not in favor 

of going to such a brutish affair. A bullfight was to be held at the Plaza de Toros on the afternoon 

of 29 October, and Baba surprisingly asked them to buy tickets. Those who wanted to go had told 

Baba that it would be a good opportunity to contact a large, typically Spanish crowd. 

Watching as the first bull was killed, one of the women was overcome with fright and had 

to leave. Then one of the mandali, feeling ill at the brutal sight, had to go outside. In contrast, Baba 

seemed bored throughout and thought the whole ordeal childish. After the second bull was killed, 

Baba indicated that his work was accomplished and it was time to leave. He remarked, “Those two 

bulls were fortunate. They will incarnate next as human beings and rapidly advance on the Path, 

because they were killed in my presence.” 

In the evening they went to a German submarine film (Morgenrot) at the Cine Astoria. 

They walked the next day to the highest hill which overlooked the city. Beneath an olive 

tree there, they sat on the ground around Baba. Baba instructed Norina, Quentin and Herbert on 

future work, informing them, “You all will be partners in my work.” On this beautiful, sunlit hill, 

Baba discoursed to them about the mind, the soul and the individual. 

Then, for the first time, he impressed upon Quentin and Herbert the meaning and depth of 

his mandali’s obedience and of how they were unmindful of their own happiness in order to keep 

Baba pleased. He also told them of the God-intoxicated mast Mastan that he kept in India, and of 

his semi-divine state of mind.200 

From 10:00 A.M. to 1:30 P.M. on Tuesday, 31 October 1933, their last day in Madrid, they 

went again to the park. Baba asked Chanji why he looked so depressed, but Chanji only grunted. 

The fact was that, for the mandali, the trip to Spain had been anything but a vacation. Baba had 

created situations in which he continually embarrassed and teased them in front of the Westerners. 

Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. felt like they were at a breaking point — while to the Westerners, 

everything seemed wonderful. Several times in private, Chanji had broken down and wept. 

Although Baba had tried to console him, Chanji could not check his feelings. At other times, Baba 

would be indifferent and cold toward him, and these terribly “pinching moments,” as Chanji 

described them, were filled with desperation and internal suffering. So, for the mandali, staying 

with Baba was never easy. 

Baba sent Norina to Zurich, and Minta and Quentin to London via Paris. He boarded a train 

to Barcelona at 8:20 P.M. with Herbert, Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. On the train, Baba turned to 

Herbert and remarked, “Last week, it was goodbye in London. Here tonight for those who left. And 

it will then be at Marseilles for you. There are always these sad moments of separation for me, 

either at leaving India or at leaving those in the West.” 

Age marveled at the Ancient One’s compassion. “On behalf of his lovers, the One who 

never leaves us even for a moment was feeling sad at separation from himself!” 

 
200 Mastan died at Meherabad later that year. 



They arrived in Barcelona the following morning at 9:22. As the train pulled into the 

station, Baba spelled on his board, “My agent knows I am coming. He is unique among my agents, 

as he is a policeman in ordinary life.” 

As they descended to the platform, they were met much to their surprise by a military escort 

of rows of officials and a large, blaring brass band. Some important officials must have also been 

on the train. Little did the people know whom they had really come to welcome to their city! 

Baba and the group went to a travel agent, who booked them on a tour of the city. This day 

was a holiday which celebrated the newly-formed state of Catalonia, and the streets were jammed 

with milling crowds, much to Baba’s delight. The guide took them to the cathedral and the old 

Parliament house, where they witnessed a great procession of all the officials in the ceremony being 

held — a curious coincidence with Baba’s arrival in the city. 

The guide then took them to the summit of Mt. Tibidabo. It was so beautiful that Baba 

decided to send the tour bus on its way and stay longer. They walked along the hill, looking out 

over the Mediterranean and the Iberian Pyrenees. 

They visited an amusement park, where Baba and the men rode in electric cars and 

patronized the sideshows. There was a penny arcade and Baba inserted coins in each machine, 

calling on some children (there to enjoy a puppet show) to help him with the games. 

Baba was thoroughly enjoying himself and continued to wander along the mountain. He 

spotted an inviting cave and commented, “We should stay here the next time I am in Spain.” He 

again remembered those dear to him who were absent. Then they returned to the city. 

Baba sat among the fountains and gardens of the crowded Plaza de Cataluna until it was 

time to leave for the train. It was then that a policeman in the plaza kept glancing at Baba in a 

marked, significant way, and Baba confirmed that this was the agent whom he had to contact. 

On one occasion, Baba explained about his agents: 

As holders of distinct and different offices, agents carry out important work for the 

Avatar. Upon the death of an agent, his office is automatically filled by a successor; for just as there 

is always an Avatar, so also there are always his agents. 

There are three types of agents: 

(1) Direct agents, of whom there are very few. There is one in Europe, one in Asia, one 

in America, one in Africa — in fact, one on almost every important continent. These agents receive 

directions directly from the Avatar. 

(2) Indirect agents, of whom there are few. They receive orders from the direct agents. 

(3) Borrowed agents, of whom there are many. They receive orders from the indirect 

agents. 

The principal agents are always on the fourth plane, and through the powers that they 

wield on this plane, they act for the Avatar. They may even do miracles for him, since the Avatar 

almost never performs miracles; but if he wished to do so, he must actually station himself on the 

fourth plane at the time of doing the miracle. 

The agents are on the fourth plane only because of the necessity of using certain of their 

powers for the work of the Avatar. They are not in the position of those [mahayogis] on the 

spiritual path who, when they reach the fourth plane, may use their powers for good, or may misuse 

them and fall back to a very primitive state of evolution [stone-form].201 

Baba also indicated that the various agents he had contacted who were stationed in Sing 

Sing Prison, Lugano, Santa Margherita and Barcelona were all borrowed agents. The one in 

 
201 In Vedanta, the fourth-plane pilgrim is known as Kuber, which refers to a man holding vast wealth, 

meaning his (occult) powers. "The eyes of Kuber are always roving. If Kuber stares at anything for even a 

minute the thing crumbles to dust.” In Greek mythology, the fourth plane has been depicted in the tales of 

Medusa (whose gaze could turn one into stone) and Midas (whose touch turns one into gold). The tales of 

the great yogi Chang Deva, who rode a tiger and used a cobra as a whip, are descriptions of the fourth-

plane occult powers. 

 



Warsaw, whom Herbert contacted, was an indirect agent. The Italian, named Christiano, whom 

Baba contacted in Rome, was a direct agent. 

They left Barcelona at 7:00 P.M. and arrived twelve hours later in Marseilles on Thursday, 

2 November 1933. Enid Corfe and Otto Haas-Heye were there to meet them. They went to the 

Bristol Hotel for breakfast and a bath; afterward Baba discussed matters in private individually with 

Herbert, Enid and Otto. 

Baba boarded the SS Viceroy of India at noon and they all sat together in silence in his 

cabin before it was time to depart. In a splendid mood, Baba stated, “You do not see me as I really 

am. This body is not me; my Real Self is far more beautiful. I am Infinite Truth. I am Infinite Love. 

I am Life Eternal.” 

The whistle blew. Baba’s words had been so powerful that Enid, Herbert and Otto felt 

dazed. They stood with tears in their eyes, and Baba embraced each of them before they left. Baba 

and the mandali sailed for India at two in the afternoon. Shortly thereafter, Herbert returned to 

Spain to stay in Avila as previously instructed.202 

 

After ten days at sea, Baba and the mandali arrived in Aden during the early hours of 

Sunday, 12 November, where they collected their telegrams and mail. 

Kitty Pahlen wrote to Baba:  

Beloved Master, I am always longing to have some news from you which will give me so 

much strength again. My heart, my thoughts are always near you and I don’t fear because I know, 

though things may look dark, that your divine help will come and always comes when it is needed. 

I know, beloved Master, that you know everything and that there is no distance that can separate 

those who love you. 

There are days when I feel terribly sad, when it seems to me that my troubles will never 

end, but thanks to your divine help, it does not last, and I feel ashamed that I could not succeed to 

conquer those feelings completely. Because I must understand the real meaning of life to be a help 

for those who suffer and work for you! which is everything, and how grateful I must be to do it one 

day through your help. 

Before landing, Baba had dictated this loving letter to his devotees in Europe: 

We arrive in Aden early this morning. The voyage, though comfortable, was rather 

boring, as I missed the love and company of my dearest Western gopis. 

I know how you all have been feeling and missing your beloved Baba. But this is all 

going to end soon — after six months. Rest assured. I want you all to give serious attention to the 

film work I have entrusted to each of you, and not feel sad or dejected. You know how I love you 

and want you to be always happy and have you with me. But for the work that lies ahead, all must 

put up with some pain. And the separation that you all feel and suffer for me now will be all that 

much more sweeter in our happiness after six months. I know it. 

So, dearest sweets, be good darlings; and in the thoughts of a happy reunion and the great 

work that you all have to do under me, be happy and keep cheerful. There is no need now to tell 

you that I am always with you, for I am with you always, as you are with me forever and ever. You 

know that. 

My unbounded love and laughter go with this, my dearest darlings. 

— BABA — 

 
202 Herbert Davy is not known to have had any further personal contact with Baba. He remained active in 

disseminating Baba’s messages, through the Circle Editorial Committee, until sometime in late 1934. After 

an exchange of correspondence with Baba, in which Herbert listed his difficulties and inner conflicts in 

continuing to follow and obey Baba’s instructions, Herbert drifted away from Baba. He finished his 

medical degree and became a child psychiatrist. According to his sister Kitty, he later joined a Ramakrishna 

group and followed the teachings of Vivekananda. 



Two days later, Baba, Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. arrived in Bombay early in the morning on 

the 14th of November 1933.203 They went to Dadar first (probably Irani Mansion) to refresh 

themselves and then drove to Nasik with Rustom in his Pontiac. Adi Sr. and Vishnu went separately 

with the luggage. 

 

 

Chapter 12: FILM PROJECTS and WORK IN INDIA 

 

When Baba returned to Nasik, he met individually with each of the mandali. Telegrams 

had been sent to Baba, informing him that Gulmai’s daughter Dolly, who was staying in 

Ahmednagar, had been feeling depressed during his absence and acting strangely. Baba went to 

Ahmednagar to see Dolly on Wednesday, 15 November 1933, and he spoke with her at length that 

afternoon. Rustom and Kaka had accompanied Baba, and Ramjoo was also present. He noted down 

what Baba said, and Baba instructed that it be typed out and distributed for everyone to read: 

You say you do not like to live. You feel tired of this life and this body. Unwelcome 

thoughts, bad thoughts, disturb you and make you unhappy. But life is thoughts, not body. The 

body is there when you are asleep. You do not feel the need to end your life then! The moment you 

are awake, you begin to think again. In actuality, nobody is satisfied with his lot. Nobody feels 

completely happy in this world. You know the great position and wealth of [so-and-so]; yet when 

he saw me, he told me he was a very unhappy man. 

Why should you be unhappy? You are neither too tall, nor too fat. You are quite healthy. 

You can read, you can write. Think of the poor creatures, the paralyzed, the lepers, the disabled. 

The paraplegic or leper knows that he is progressing toward a sure death and is likely to die in a 

worse state than he is in. Yet, there are thousands like these, silently dragging on through their 

days. 

Why not compare your lot with the dumb illiterate millions in this country? You are most 

fortunate. You live with, and move in, the surroundings of a Master. What is there in the Himalayas 

and the jungles? Did you not see the picture Tarzan, which depicted the jungle life full of strife and 

struggles? In spite of having bad thoughts, you do not indulge in bad actions; therefore, what higher 

life can you live than this? 

It is normal to have bad thoughts; so long as you do not interpret them into actions, you 

thereby get an opportunity to exercise control. If no thoughts assail you, then what is the difference 

between you and a stone which has no thoughts at all? 

Cease the mental tension. Train your mind to pass over thoughts. Do not give 

countenance to them until such time that you can surrender the mind itself. No one is doing it. 

When the mind is surrendered, there is no question of happiness and unhappiness. Because of the 

thoughts of the past lives, sanskaras are spent away. They come and go. Pay no attention to them. 

Mind is like a wound-up alarm clock. It will ring at the appointed time, but only so long as the 

winding is there. Let it ring and run its course, but take care to not wind it again by indulging in bad 

actions. 

Still, if you want to die, die in my naad [infatuation] by holding on to me firmly. There 

lies salvation. That is real dying. Worldly death is not the thing. However, nobody has so far 

“captured” me. If one really catches me, I try to free myself. But so far, I have had no opportunity 

of freeing myself. On the contrary, it is I who have been trying to catch hold of you people. 

Remember this much: The whole world is nothing but a zero, and everything connected 

with it is without sum and substance. Mind is the universe. Mind is the man, the woman, the beast. 

To console her, Baba brought Dolly to Nasik the next day along with Gulmai. Ghani was 

also called to Nasik at this time for a week-long stay. 

 

Baba planned a move of his headquarters. He informed everyone that he had decided to 

shift both the men and women mandali from Nasik back to Meherabad.  

 
203 The Viceroy of India had been scheduled to arrive the day before, but it had been delayed for some hours 

in the Suez Canal. 



Baba returned to Bombay on 24 November, with Rustom and Freiny, where he met Adi Sr. 

and Padri. He had discussions with them, Vishnu, Chhagan, and Kaka about a water pipe 

connection for Meherabad Hill. Sarosh met Baba in Bombay the next day, and Baba returned to 

Nasik on the 27th. 

Pendu and Sidhu met Baba in Nasik that day and also discussed the proposed water pipe. 

Pendu had recently completed erecting various structures on Meherabad Hill. After all the 

belongings of the mandali were transported to Meherabad (filling three buses), they left Nasik on 

Thursday, 30 November 1933. 

The women mandali took up residence on Meherabad Hill in the Water Tank rooms, and 

the men mandali moved into the hospital building at lower Meherabad (which was originally the 

Mess Quarters or old dharamshala). Pendu was appointed manager and Vishnu was to do the 

marketing. Jamadar remained the night watchman, a duty he had been doing since 1925. Chhagan 

continued to keep watch near Baba when he was in Meherabad and during any travels in India. 

Gustadji was still maintaining silence. Baba kept Masaji and Sidhu occupied, as well as Kalemama, 

who had come with his family to reside at the Family Quarters. Kalemama’s brother Annasaheb 

Kale also came sometime later to stay permanently. Padri had studied homeopathy and was treating 

poor people from Arangaon and surrounding villages. Raosaheb was preoccupied with his writings 

in Persian about Baba, while Chanji took care of Baba’s correspondence. Jalbhai was given the 

duty of searching for the perfect boy and brought one or two boys each day to Baba, who inevitably 

sent each one back. About 70 persons were staying at Meherabad at this time. 

For a time, Baba slept in a small room on Meherabad Hill next to the women’s kitchen. 

Later, he began sleeping in the underground crypt, the place where he stayed in seclusion in 1927.204 

Routinely, Baba would come down to lower Meherabad from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. and again from 

4:00 to 7:00 P.M. to supervise the mandali and attend to correspondence and other matters. Rustom 

and Adi Sr., along with Ramjoo, stayed in Nasik, but they would come to Meherabad occasionally 

to see Baba regarding various matters. 

The women mandali now in Meherabad were Mehera, Mani, Naja, Soonamasi, Small 

Khorshed, Walu and Kakubai (Vishnu’s mother). Pilamai and her daughter Silla would come and 

go. Soonamasi and Kakubai would keep watch by the gate, Naja would cook and Mehera would 

attend to Baba’s food, clothing and other personal needs. 

Adi Sr. arrived on Sunday, 3 December 1933 with Pilamai, Gulmai and Dolly. Gulmai 

stayed on the hill with Baba and the other women, while Dolly was accommodated in Baba’s 

Jhopdi. Adi looked after her that night and then Dolly joined the other women on the hill. 

During this period, Big Khorshed (the wife of Baba’s deceased elder brother Jamshed) left 

the ashram and moved to Bombay, preferring a more independent life, as compared to the strict 

secluded life of the women mandali in the ashram, Big Khorshed had joined the ashram in 1926 

after Jamshed’s death and was also among the women staying at Toka during 1928. She later re-

married and eventually moved to Karachi, though she kept in touch with Baba’s family. 

On the evening of the 6th, Naoroji Dadachanji arrived from Bombay. A building contractor, 

Naoroji had been called to discuss plans for the development of a larger colony in Meherabad. 

Meanwhile Chanji had been in South India, visiting Baba’s lovers in Madras, Bijapur and 

elsewhere. Returning after a week on 7 December, Chanji relayed the report of the trip and said 

that the Madras lovers ardently wished to invite Baba for his next birthday celebration. Baba 

indicated he would think about it. 

 

204 This crypt-room is where Meher Baba’s Tomb is now located. 



Some galvanized tin sheets from Baba’s cabin over the underground crypt on Meherabad 

Hill had been stolen recently. Baba sent for Satya Mang, the reformed thief, and asked him about 

it. He denied that he had committed this theft. Baba countered, “If you have not stolen these items, 

then one of your associates has surely done so. Find out and bring him to me.” 

Satya Mang departed and called a meeting of his former gang members, but no one 

admitted to having perpetrated the crime. So Satya Mang said, “Meher Baba says that the thief is 

among us and his words are always true.” 

Hearing this, one of the men, named Fakira, cried out, “If that is so, then you yourself are 

the thief!” 

When Fakira addressed his former leader in this manner, Satya Mang boldly replied, “All 

right. First, we will both go to Meher Baba. Then we will go to the dhuni and, taking its ash in our 

mouths, we will repeat these words: ‘May he who is the thief die within eight days!’ ” 

Fakira agreed to do this and both acted accordingly. After doing so, Fakira died within the 

week and later it was learned that he was indeed the thief. This greatly impressed Satya Mang’s 

former gang members and put a stop to their criminal tendencies, much to the relief of the local 

populace. 

Satya Mang came to Meherabad on the 7th and narrated what had transpired. Baba made 

arrangements for Satya Mang to be given a monthly stipend and made him promise to come to 

Meherabad once a month. Baba also informed him that he would be called for work after six months 

and urged him to be ready. 

 

Rustom and Freiny were summoned to Meherabad and arrived on 8 December 1933, as did 

Sarosh. Discussions were still going on about Rustom’s film studio plans. 

On the 10th, Chhagan was given nightwatch duty, along with Jamadar. Masaji and Kaka 

were to sleep near Baba’s underground crypt-room in place of Chhagan. That night, Baba warned 

everyone about staying healthy: “Dry weather in Meherabad, although very good for consumption, 

is very bad for colds and chills, as the chest is affected at once; and pneumonia attacks too quickly 

for any symptoms to manifest or a remedy to be administered. The best remedy for prevention of 

this is to protect the chest against a chill. Starting today, I order that everyone must put on an 

undershirt immediately after sunset every evening and keep it on throughout the night until after 

sunrise when it is warmer.” 

On 11 December, somebody brought a report that a large-scale Hindu ceremony and feast 

for thousands of people was being held in Kedgaon under the direct supervision of Narayan 

Maharaj. In response, Baba commented: 

These two old men [Narayan and Upasni Maharaj] are allowing the Hindus, particularly 

the Brahmins, much latitude nowadays. Under them, the Brahmins are growing fat! They have 

spent thousands of rupees on such functions, and it is a sheer waste of money to spend it on things 

which are strictly communal and ceremonial in nature. I continue working for the universal 

upliftment of humanity, and only give and take love. And look at what they are doing! 

How can these two Perfect Ones allow these sectarian ceremonies to be done right under 

their very noses? It is really shocking to me. They are giving their surroundings a typically Hindu 

atmosphere, although they themselves are above and beyond these caste prejudices. Even 

Vivekananda, in spite of his learning, was the same way. 

Among the Perfect Ones, it is only I who does not preach or teach or tolerate any 

particular religion, or allow any sectarianism. I have even stopped arti and puja and other 

ceremonial demonstrations, which I did allow in the early years of my semi-public activities in 

Meherabad. 

Some of the mandali were surprised at Baba’s sharp words of criticism of his two Masters, 

so he further explained: 



Did you think I was serious about their waste of money? It was all a joke! These two 

Mahatmas will have to bear the sins and suffer for all those sectarian Brahmins who try to have the 

upper hand. It is for this reason that they allow all this in their darbars [courts], where caste, creed 

and ceremonial demonstrations have no place and should have vanished. 

The next week on 20 December, it was reported that Upasni Maharaj passed by Meherabad 

on his way to Sholapur, and he had the driver of the car stop at Sarosh Motor Works in Ahmednagar 

(next to Khushru Quarters) to fill up with gasoline. 

 

Meanwhile K. J. Dastur, despite his public declarations that Meher Baba was a fraud, 

continued to write Baba, asking for monetary assistance. On 14 December 1933, Baba replied that 

he could not spare any cash, but he would send him 107 copies of the Questions and Answers 

booklet, recently published in England, to sell and keep the proceeds. Age enjoyed Baba’s sense of 

humor. “What irony! The man who spoke vehemently against Meher Baba was asked to hawk his 

books.” 

Dastur was not pleased with Baba’s idea and took it to be an insult. He wrote to the mandali: 

To say the least, it is simply outrageous to suggest to me that I should sell, or even give 

away free, copies of a book which aims at vulgar propaganda for Meher Baba. With all my love for 

him, I now regard Baba as a charlatan and spiritual impostor, rather than a Sadguru. 

You are living in a fool’s paradise if you think that you can glorify yourself by trying to 

blacken me with slander. 

Baba dictated this reply to Dastur: 

I do not mind, whatever you say to me. If one calls me a Master, and another calls me a 

charlatan, and a third, something else — it is all the same to me, for I know what I am. Calling me 

any name makes no difference in my state of perfection which is permanent. 

I cannot “slander” anyone, because I see my own self in everyone. So how can one 

slander one’s own self? Your idea of any slander from me, or even from my mandali, is erroneous 

or misunderstood. 

As for your other mistaken notion of insult — I pity you! It was because my love for you 

is still the same as before — and it will ever be the same, whatever you say or do — and because I 

thought you loved me and lovingly asked for money every now and then. 

It is sheer hypocrisy to beg for money from one you take to be a charlatan! 

In a later letter, Dastur wrote to Baba: 

A certain Parsi periodical has offered me Rs.50 for each article against you, but I do not 

like to take money this way ... 

In his unmatchable compassion, Baba wrote back through Adi Sr.: 

Baba says he is even ready to help you by giving his consent to do this, if he can help you 

earn money in that way. You can, therefore, utilize his name in such a money-making bargain, if 

you feel like being helped like that. 

Age was wonderstruck. “How compassionate was Baba’s gesture to Dastur. The Avatar is 

even willing to allow people to defame him if it can help them!” 

Baba held discussions on 13 December 1933 with Padri, Beheram, and Naoroji about 

building a movie studio at Meherabad, as well as constructing accommodations for housing the 

Europeans who were to arrive. Baba suggested having the studio at Meherabad, the film processed 

in Bombay, and the Westerners lodged in Ahmednagar. 

Jalbhai arrived in Meherabad from Nasik on the 17th with Babu Kale. That day, Baba and 

the mandali played a cricket match with a tennis ball, behind the bungalow at lower Meherabad. 

Also, Baba and the mandali discussed forming a trust with Baba, Norina and Adi Sr. as trustees. 



Baba’s return provided an occasion for townspeople and villagers to come every day for 

his darshan. By the 19th, this necessitated putting up a signboard, stating that darshan would only 

be given on Thursday mornings from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. 

The following day, Piloo Satha and Kaka Chinchorkar came to see Baba. At 3:00 P.M. on 

the 20th Adi Sr. drove Baba in his Pontiac to a spot in Ahmednagar where an air show was being 

held. Baba didn’t stay long, however. He became upset about something and told Adi to drive him 

back to Meherabad. 

 

Naval cabled Baba that Munshiji died in Nasik of a heart attack at the age of 57 on the 

morning of 19 December 1933. Munshi had been one of the first in contact with Baba in Poona 

when, as a young man, Baba worked in the toddyshop in Kasba Peth. Sayyed Saheb had been close 

to Munshiji, having worked for him, and it was he who told Munshiji about Meher Baba. Munshiji 

had great love for the Master. Baba cabled Naval, “The grand old man has come to me.” 

Sayyed Saheb was deeply saddened by Munshiji’s death, and Baba called him, Naval, 

Abdulla Jaffer, and Ramjoo from Nasik to Meherabad on the 22nd. Knowing how Sayyed missed 

Munshi, Baba consoled him, “Death is like sleep; and as sleep is essential to man, so also is death 

a necessary part of life. In reality, no one is born and no one dies. This is all a dream. And what 

worth does a dream have? 

“Munshiji has come to me and is happy; so it is not right to feel sad about him. Or is it that 

you envy Munshiji for his happy state?” 

This made Sayyed smile and he replied, “Never, Baba!” 

“Then why do you look like you are about to die?” Baba joked. Sayyed began laughing and 

felt happy once again. 

After staying the day, the Nasik group left by the night train. 

During Baba’s stay in Nasik, Sarosh did not go even once to see him because of his 

preoccupation with his own private business affairs, which were flourishing. Later, when Baba 

returned to Meherabad, Sarosh was given a strict instruction to visit from 3:00 to 6:00 P.M. daily. 

However, every day Sarosh was met with a strange reception. Baba would talk with everyone 

except him. Baba would not inquire anything of him or even look at him. Hurt, Sarosh felt very 

bad, but did not say anything. 

After a number of days, Baba asked him, “Is something wrong with you? You look very 

upset.” 

Sarosh replied, “You call me here every afternoon — you make me sit with the mandali 

for hours — but you don’t even look at me! You completely ignore me!” 

“And you are feeling this neglect very much?” 

“Yes, Baba, I am,” Sarosh said with feeling. 

Baba countered, “Now you will understand how I felt all those years in Nasik when you 

never came to see me! Did you ever think about how bad I felt then about your not coming to see 

me? You are pained because I am not paying attention to you. How do you like the taste of your 

own medicine?” 

Sarosh burst into tears and fell at Baba’s feet begging forgiveness. Baba warned him, “Pay 

attention, Sarosh. However much you may want to get rid of me or get away from me, you cannot 

do so — nor can I get rid of you! I am in you and you are in me. If you don’t believe me, open up 

your shirt and see!” 

As Sarosh described, “This I did, and there on my naked chest was Baba’s image. At this, 
overcome, I dashed my head on the floor before him, blood came out and I fainted. Then he took 

my head in his lap, revived and consoled me.” 



Sarosh was his old self again from that day on and went to Baba as often as he could. 

Sarosh’s wife, Viloo, however, would not accompany him to Meherabad, as she was not devoted 

to Meher Baba at the time. But years later, Viloo came to love her husband’s Master. 

 

Baba went to Arangaon on Saturday, 23 December 1933. Walu was staying at her house in 

the village and going up the hill each day to be with the other women mandali. Baba visited with 

Walu, Maruti Patil, and Chhagan’s family, who were staying in the Family Quarters. 

Baba once remarked to Walu, “I come down from the hill twice daily to go to the mandali’s 

quarters and have to walk up twice more. How much better it would be if there were shade trees 

lining the path.” 

Walu was a very caring, devoted person, and that very day, she began planting saplings on 

both sides of the narrow dirt road. A scarcity of water made it difficult to nourish them, but Walu 

would carry water from a far distance on her shoulders for this purpose. It is because of Walu’s 

initial labor of love that, today, we find some of those same shade trees still lining both sides of the 

path leading up Meherabad Hill. Although Walu had other chores, she still found time for this extra 

work and it has resulted in a boon to all pilgrims coming to Meherabad. 

Water at Meherabad was a critical problem and the job of laying a new pipeline under the 

railway tracks was started in December. During three weeks of work, all the pipes were connected 

and the tank on top of the hill was cleaned. On the afternoon of the 24th, the mechanical (hand-

operated) pump was started. The first water was pumped up the hill, saving much labor of carrying 

it up by bullock cart each day. 

Throughout December 1933, Baba had been in regular correspondence with his western 

lovers, through Chanji, and here are a few of their replies: 

Nonny wrote from Paris on 5 December: 

I am so blessed in just being able to think about you. I pray I may be able to do something 

to meet with your approval. My greatest happiness will be to serve you always. 

From Quentin, Paris, 7 December: 

It will be the first time that Christmas has felt real to me. You must have been wonderful 

then − though even more so now! 

I seem to have a long way to go before I am fit to join you, but circumstances are always 

helping me. I see your hand in everything that happens. 

From Ruano, Paris, 9 December: 

I think of you always, my beloved Baba, and when I think of you, the way becomes 

smooth and the shadows disappear. I know all will turn out for the best, even though there are so 

many difficulties. I long only to do what you wish. How wonderful it will be when we are all 

together again! 

From Anita, Zurich, 13 December: 

Your letters give me the greatest joy. How I love you, my heart. Everything is nothing 

where you are not, and my heart weeps for you continuously. I don’t understand you at all, but my 

self is drowned in you and I mean that you are all for me. Keep me close. Your child misses her 

daddy so. 

From Will Backett, London, 20 December: 

We always feel you and your compelling love with us, and pray that it may radiate 

through us to all and everyone. You have indeed blessed me above all I could ask or think. 

Everywhere and in everyone do I seek for and try to see the Perfect One you have revealed to my 

heart in yourself. And there you are enthroned always. 

From Europe, Norina, Anita, Andrée Aron, Otto Haas-Heye, Hedi and Walter Mertens 

together sent Baba this Christmas telegram: 

Remembering past Christ, we greet coming Avatar. 

K. K. Manekar came to see Baba on 25 December 1933. 

Jalbhai, thinking he had finally found a boy whom Baba would like, brought Bhagirath 

Premraj Tiwari on the 26th. Bhagirath was a ten-year old boy from Parner village, whose mother 

had died, and Baba liked him very much. “Would you do the work I give you?” Baba asked him. 



“Assuredly,” the boy answered. 

Adi Sr. was sent to obtain the boy’s father’s permission, which he gave. Baba instructed 

Bhagirath to fill a clay water pot (called a chatti) for him each day and Bhagirath began doing so. 

He did it for 20 consecutive days, but Baba did not drink even once from that pot during this period. 

On the 21st day, Bhagirath did not fill the earthenware pot, yet Baba asked for water that day. 

Explaining, Bhagirath said, “I did not fill the pot today.” Baba asked him why and he 

answered, “I filled it for 20 days, but you never drank from it. So I wondered what the point was.” 

“What else do you have to do with it if I take water from the pot or not?” replied Baba. 

“You should do whatever work I give to you and that is all you should be concerned with.” 

Bhagirath learned a very good lesson and from then on was conscientious about obeying Baba. 

Bhagirath was once absorbed in thought and Baba asked him, “What are you thinking?” 

“Nothing,” he replied. 

“Oh, do not feel shy. Tell me.” 

“There is nothing to tell, Baba.” 

“When I can know the thoughts of an ant,” Baba informed him, “can I not know your 

thoughts, also?” 

Bhagirath then said, “I want to go see my sister.” 

Baba responded, “Well then, why didn’t you say so? All right, you have my permission to 

leave for three days. Go and then come back.” 

Rustom Gustad Hathidaru of Ahmednagar, later called Rustom Kaka, a young man then in 

his mid-twenties, had been coming with Adi Sr.’s father Khansaheb to see Baba since 1925. At the 

time, he would simply drive Khansaheb to Meherabad, having no interest other than giving him a 

ride. He paid no special attention to Meher Baba and would not salute him, and although Baba 

would lovingly inquire of him, he was not drawn to him. Rustom was a strict Parsi and thought that 

it was wrong to believe in one who did not follow the orthodox tenets of Zoroastrianism. This belief 

left him unaffected by Baba’s love for years. 

During Baba’s stay at Meherabad in 1933, Rustom Kaka once again drove Khansaheb to 

Meherabad and he stayed aloof as usual. However, this time Baba called Rustom into his room. 

Baba was seated peacefully still for a while and then looked at him with a smile. Rustom Kaka was 

attracted by something unique in Baba’s eyes which shook him to his very being. He could no 

longer restrain himself and fell at Baba’s feet. Rustom Kaka could not resist the force of love; this 

was his first obeisance to Baba and he thereafter became solely dedicated to his cause. 

After coming under the influence of Meher Baba, this once zealous Zoroastrian became so 

changed that seven years later he fell in love with a Brahmin girl named Silla Phadke and married 

out of his religion. Silla’s parents were friends of the Shahanes, and she first saw Baba and heard 

him speak at the Shahanes’ residence in Arangaon in 1925 when she was seven years old. Her 

family became devoted to Baba. Her father was a teacher and taught for a time at Meher Ashram. 

After the Meher Ashram was disbanded, its former principal Dhake left to study law, 

financed by Baba. Dhake would occasionally come to visit Baba in Meherabad. One day when he 

was there with Baba and Adi Sr., Dhake humorously joked at Adi’s expense. Adi was insulted and 

spoke cruelly in return to Dhake, hurting his feelings. Baba ordered Adi to fall at Dhake’s feet and 

ask forgiveness, which he did. 

Baba then remarked, “To gulp down anger is the most courageous act one can perform. 

One who does it becomes humble.” 

On 27 December 1933, Ramjoo Abdulla’s son Dadu arrived in Meherabad to serve as 

Baba’s orderly. Dadu was another youngster well liked by Baba. 



During this period, there were discussions about making a film based on Baba’s life, and 

many letters were sent back and forth from India to the West about it. 

Dhake and Gadekar came on the 28th, as did Rustom from Nasik. Waman Subnis paid a 

visit the following day. Maneck Ranji and Naoroji and his family visited Meherabad on the 30th, 

and another cricket match was played that day, also. 

After his first foreign tour in 1931, Baba had sent the Prem Ashram boy Aga Ali to stay in 

Bombay and he had only seen Ali once in Nasik a year later. After Baba shifted the ashram from 

Nasik to Meherabad, Ali came to see Baba on Sunday, 31 December 1933. Baba very lovingly met 

him and instructed him to stay with his father, which Ali did. 

 

Adi. Jr. arrived from Poona on 3 January 1934. That day Dhake, Kaka Chinchorkar and 

Borker saw Baba. On the 10th, Baba went to a movie at Sarosh Cinema with Adi Sr., Gulmai, 

Gustadji and Adi Jr. He went to another film (a murder mystery) three days later with Adi Sr., Adi 

Jr., Chanji, Sidhu, Sailor and Padri. Nilu arrived for a visit on the 18th, and Beheram on the 23rd. 

On 24 January, Baba came down the hill as usual at 8:00 A.M. He asked Pendu if there was 

any paan. Pendu gave a curt reply and Baba slapped him in the face. Pendu stormed off, saying he 

wanted to leave Baba, but Baba pacified him. 

Jalbhai enacted a comedy that day in the garden in front of Baba’s Jhopdi. The scenes were 

filmed, but there was a fault with the camera and it did not come out. 

Sarosh and Rustom arrived on the 26th. After discussing his film project with Baba, Rustom 

left for Nasik. Chanji was instructed to write to Sir Hyderi for possible help in financing Baba’s 

spiritual film. When a letter from Norina about the film work was read to Baba (on 4 February), 

Baba commented, “Norina is the best type of devotee — one who does not hesitate to do anything 

for me.” 

Nonny, Rano and Ruano, who had been told to come to India for Baba’s birthday, were 

cabled at this time not to come. Instead, Baba was planning to go to Madras for the occasion. 

On 28 January 1934, Freiny Masi arrived suddenly with her son Keki. She was suffering 

from cancer and was depressed about her condition. She begged Baba to keep her in the ashram. 

Adi Sr. drove them to Khushru Quarters and Daulatmai was informed in Nasik. While returning, 

Adi brought Rusi Pop’s daughters Silla, Goher and Katie to Meherabad to see Baba. Rusi Pop, 

Sarosh and Viloo came the following day. 

Baba visited Arangaon several times in January and, as usual, settled the villagers’ 

cantankerous disputes. He also visited the construction site there of Maruti Patil’s new residence. 

Once a week, he would go to Sarosh Cinema to see a film. 

Every day that month in Meherabad, Baba would take part with the mandali in a game of 

cricket. But on the 30th, a stray ball hit him in the chest and Nilu treated him. On 2 February, Baba 

played cricket at five in the afternoon and then went with eleven of the mandali to Sarosh Cinema, 

where he saw 20,000 Years in Sing Sing, with Spencer Tracy and Bette Davis (which he liked very 

much), and a Fatty Arbuckle comedy, Buzzin’ Around.205 

A Western doctor named Dr. Denning and his wife, along with an Indian doctor, Dr. 

Kharalkar, and a reporter from the Times of India, had come to Meherabad on 27 January and 

requested a donation for a free clinic they were running to feed infants. Baba agreed to send Rs.25 

per month to support their efforts, and they left highly gratified. 

 
205 During his visit to New York in 1931, Baba had asked to be driven outside Sing Sing Prison, where he 

said he contacted one of his agents who was locked up inside.  



On Saturday, 3 February 1934, Baba went to their institution, the American Mission Baba 

(Children’s) Welfare Association, with Adi Sr., Vishnu and Nilu. He was given a tour and saw the 

infants being bathed and fed. Baba was garlanded and his photograph with the children was taken. 

Baba then visited Rusi Pop and Khorshed’s house. Dixit of Kolhapur saw Baba that day 

also. The next day, Jalbhai brought a young dancer from a nearby village. He danced well as Adi 

Sr. played the harmonium and Adi Jr. the tabla. But Baba did not keep him and had him driven 

back to his village. 

Mrs. Shahane came on 5 February and made Baba promise to visit her house in 

Ahmednagar soon. Kalemama’s son-in-law Raosaheb Pandit of Panchgani and his family came the 

next day. They stayed for two days and left on the 8th, as did Kakubai. Sarosh brought Freiny Masi 

to see Baba on the 10th. Baba told her not to worry about her illness and asked her to stay in Nasik 

for two months with her sister Daulatmai. 

On 11 February, Naval, Feram and Sailor arrived from Nasik and met Baba. Baba suffered 

“heart cramps” on the 13th and again at night. Early the next morning, after walking about a little, 

he felt better and wanted tea. Sidhu had not yet milked the buffalo and Baba became upset with 

him for not milking the buffalo in time. 

Buasaheb returned to Meherabad on 15 February 1934 from Persia. His sudden departure 

from Nasik the previous year had caused a lot of inconvenience for the mandali, so no one spoke 

to him when he returned. As he looked from one to the other, they would turn their faces away. He 

had also left matters at the Circle Cinema in a mess, which added to the bitter feelings of the 

mandali. 

Of his own accord, Buasaheb had done Baba’s work of spreading his name and message in 

Persia. But Baba had never asked him to go there, nor liked it that he left his responsibilities in 

Nasik. Baba met him and told him to rejoin the mandali. When Buasaheb refused, Baba directed 

him to go to Nasik and become a partner in Sailor’s tea stall (next to Circle Cinema) and a new 

restaurant to be opened. So Buasaheb left, though in his heart he suffered banishment and exile as 

he obeyed Baba. After a while, Buasaheb eventually resettled in Poona and opened a restaurant 

there. Although he no longer lived with Baba and the mandali, he remained in close contact with 

Baba and would come to Meherabad from time to time.206 

 

For some time, Sampath Aiyangar had been especially anxious for Baba to come to Madras 

to celebrate his birthday. Accepting the invitation, Baba left Ahmednagar by bus for Dhond in the 

afternoon of 16 February 1934, accompanied by Adi Sr., Chanji, Naval, Pendu, Sailor, Sidhu and 

Dadu. Rustom, Ramjoo and Sayyed Saheb left Nasik and met the group at Dhond, where they 

boarded a train. 

They reached Madras at five in the afternoon on the 17th, and Aiyangar and others received 

Baba with great joy and a traditional ceremonial reception. Photographs were taken on the station 

platform. Baba was then taken to Aiyangar’s residence, Meher Bhavan, in Saidapet, a suburb of 

Madras, where he had stayed on his previous visit. 

That evening, Aiyangar’s children gathered around Baba, who played with them. 

Overhearing someone whisper that he (Baba) was fond of children, Baba spelled out, “Yes, because 

I am but a child. Only after becoming a child did I find It. Not until one becomes a child, can one 

 
206 Baidul had also gone to Persia in 1932, where he was conducting a school according to Baba’s 

instructions. At some point, he returned to India and rejoined the mandali, but the date of his return is not 

known.     
 



achieve the slightest spiritual experience. Once one becomes a child, one enjoys the bliss! Nothing 

worries him — [neither] thoughts, words or actions.” 

“What is the cause of ignorance?” someone asked. 

“The cause of an individual’s ignorance is the result of the evolutionary impressions; and 

for the collective ignorance [of humanity], the cause is the outcome of the very first Existence. 

“All is infinite. In Self-Realization, there is no finite. But as long as you are not individually 

free from the duality, duality exists. The substratum of all this is love. Love is the one and only 

thing. Devoid of love, everything is miserable. Love is God and everything that is Real. Lust is 

perverted love; so it is unreal.” 

“Is this your message to us?” 

“Yes. This is my message to you and to the whole world, also.” 

After a communal meal, Baba retired for the night at 10:00 P.M. 

Meher Baba’s 40th birthday was celebrated on Sunday, 18 February 1934, with great éclat. 

Programs of arti, bhajan singing and darshan began at 7:00 A.M. A few private interviews were 

granted during the midday interval and again from 5:00 to 6:00 P.M., after a recital by a professional 

singer. A large public meeting under the chairmanship of Dewan Bahadur J. Venkatanarayana 

Naidu was held that evening with many speeches delivered about Baba’s life and message. 

Rustom read out a message dictated by Baba for the occasion. It read in part: 

The reason for my coming here all the way from one end of the country to the other to 

participate personally in your celebrations is your love, which has irresistibly drawn me to you. 

Love is a mighty force; it not only enables one to put the ideal of selfless service into practice but 

would transform one into God. 

After dinner, Baba agreed to appear at a smaller function held at George Town, where a 

person from the Arya Samaj (an ultra-nationalistic Hindu organization) spoke to the gathering 

about Baba. 

Sampath Aiyangar had two daughters, Lakshmi and Janaky. At Lakshmi’s suggestion, 

Baba was dressed as Lord Shiva and his photograph was taken. Janaky then wished for Baba to 

dress as Lord Krishna and then as Christ and Prophet Muhammad. Baba fulfilled the wishes of both 

devotees and all were extremely happy in his midst. 

During this brief visit to Madras, Baba explained about maya to Aiyangar: 

It is like this: If a person wants to take the pearl from the bottom of the ocean, then he 

should not shout at the pearl to come up while he sits on the beach. If he really wants the pearl, he 

should try his hardest to plunge to the bottom of the ocean to get it. 

Now, say that the water of the ocean is maya and the pearl is God. According to spiritual 

law, it is essential that the diver not get wet nor even touch one drop of water while diving! This 

means it is possible for him to dive and obtain the pearl, but it is impossible for him not to touch 

even a drop of water in the effort. This impossible aspect of spiritual things really makes the diver 

worthy of the prize. 

In order to not touch water, the diver must put on a full diving suit; only then will he be 

able to follow the rule of bringing up the pearl without getting wet. 

To compare the above with spirituality, take the water of the ocean as maya, the pearl as 

God, the diver as the seeker, the diving suit as love, or the willingness to renounce the world, and 

the man on the beach or boat in charge of the air compressor as the Sadguru. Without the help of 

the Sadguru to manipulate the air compressor, it is thus impossible for one to dive down and take 

the pearl, which means to free oneself from the clutches of maya while remaining in maya. 

A man may discharge his worldly duties and maintain a household with a wife and child. 

But at the same time, he should remain detached from all this, come what may. This does not mean 

that he should be neglectful of his duties toward his near and dear ones, but that he should have no 

attachments to it at all. You know that this pen is yours and you use it. But if you lose it, you should 

not care about it; you should remain detached. 



The meaning of God-realization is emancipation — freedom from the bondage of maya. 

But one has to be in maya to come out of it. So remain in maya but do not get enmeshed in it. Keep 

away from its tricks and snares. 

Baba left Madras on 19 February by the Bombay Express train and reached Meherabad the 

following day via Sholapur, where Gadekar and Gunatai had Baba’s darshan at the station. Rustom 

and Freiny (who had come to Meherabad for a few days) left for Nasik, as did Sayyed Saheb, Naval 

and Kisan. 

 

Gulmai’s daughter Dolly, who was living at Meherabad, became increasingly depressed. 

For a change, Baba wished for her to go to Karachi with Pilamai, but Dolly refused. She was kept 

isolated in Baba’s Jhopdi for several months on a diet of milk for some days until she calmed down. 

On 25 February 1934, Naval and Dina Talati and Ayengar (of Nasik) and his wife saw 

Baba. Baba instructed Ayengar to stare into the darkness every night before sleeping for three 

minutes, with his eyes open, and to report to Baba if he saw any colors or had any unusual 

experiences. They returned to Nasik the same afternoon.  

Ghani and Abdul Tayab each came two days later and had separate talks with Baba. Baba 

expressed his displeasure about Ghani’s breaking of his orders (perhaps about not imbibing 

alcohol). “You have failed me,” Baba said, “but I shall not fail you.” After Ghani left, Baba wrote 

to him: “Disobey, if you wish. Remember, I love you all the same, under any circumstances. You 

are the same old Doctor to me, a chum of the key-holder to this universe.” 

Baba paid a visit to Nasik on 8 March, leaving at 3:30 p.m. with Adi Sr. in his Pontiac, 

along with Rustom and Sailor. Baba met Freiny and her children, visited Circle Cinema and the 

homes of the Talatis and Edke, before returning the following afternoon. He went to see King Kong 

at Sarosh Cinema, before returning to Meherabad. 

During this same period, Kalemama’s wife Janki was seriously ill with heart trouble. Baba 

went to the Family Quarters to see her on Tuesday, 13 March 1934. She felt so happy at seeing 

Baba that she forgot her pain. Baba assured her, “You will be freed tomorrow. Do not worry.” The 

woman expired at 3:30 A.M. that night and was freed forever by the God-Man. After the death of 

his wife, Kalemama moved to the men mandali’s quarters and lived there the rest of his life. 

The Persian New Year was celebrated on 21 March. Gulmai visited that day. Memo came 

for a visit at this time, and she and Adi Jr. returned to Poona on the 28th. Beheram arrived the next 

day, and Chanji brought Pilamai, Silla and Baily on the 30th. 

Minoo Pohowala arrived from Nasik on 3 April 1934 and began staying at Meherabad until 

he could find a job, with Baba’s help. Kaka Chinchorkar came on the 8th. He had been quite helpful 

to Baba recently in facilitating financing for Baba’s possible trip to the West and for Baba’s other 

activities. Naval, Rupamai and Asar Saheb came that day, also. 

Throughout March, April and May 1934, telegrams were being sent back and forth that 

concerned another possible visit to the West to check progress on the film Baba wished to be made. 

Norina had cabled Baba from Paris that her first husband, screenwriter Karl Vollmoeller, was 

willing to work on the script for Baba’s film. She also later wrote about her contact with the 40-

year-old Hungarian producer Gabriel Pascal (who had made films in Germany with Max Reinhardt) 

who wished to meet Baba. “After meeting you,” Norina cabled, “Pascal will be capable of any 

sacrifice for realization!” Baba cabled back on 13 (and 19) March: 

Tell Karl to write two scenarios, one wholly for me and one for producers, using in both 

his superb imagination. My coming in April depends if scenario will be definitely ready. Otherwise 

cannot come. Boats full. Must book passage immediately. 

[25 April 1934 letter] Tell Karl that I will personally explain and dictate to him certain 

important points for this picture … And also impress on him that this picture will surely create a 

sensation and [generate] significant interest in the whole world. 



It will [have many] marvelous trick scenes and [use] photography and film techniques in 

revealing certain secrets of nature’s working, never known nor shown up till now on the screen, and 

quite a surprise for the world, too. 

For all these I will personally guide him and take his help in producing this picture, which 

has to be a marvel of art, science, religion and spirituality [to] produce the effect necessary. 

This is a splendid chance of having his name linked with mine through this picture, which 

will surely earn a unique success, as I am personally to guide and instruct every detail of higher 

spiritual and subtle life, according also to my own personal experience of the Highest Truth and in 

accordance, also, with my own ideas to put them into material expression through the medium of 

the science of modern picture production, which will be a feature unique in its nature. 

[To Pascal] I will get the wonderful secrets of creation and evolution revealed through 

trick scenes, which will impress and appeal to scientists all over the world. Secondly, the amazing 

scenes of higher planes, Illumination and Revelation and Realization will appeal to all spiritual and 

religious-minded people, while the thrills and sensations that are contained in the five lives 

reincarnated [scenario, already dictated and sent to Karl] — lives full of love, hate, romance, 

revenge, etc. — will appeal to the materially-inclined masses in the world. 

Once Baba wrote to Delia to arrange something very difficult. Delia sent this telegram: “I 

will try.” Baba cabled back immediately: “Leave it.” Delia then realized that Baba was dissatisfied 

and cabled: “I will do my best.” Baba was pleased and answered, “Go ahead. I will help you.” 

Though very few words were exchanged in these telegrams, Delia found them to contain a valuable 

lesson, and remembered it for the rest of her life. 

 

Baba wished to leave the heat of Meherabad and go into seclusion on Nandi Hill near 

Bangalore. But before going there, Baba was driven to Nasik on Saturday, 14 April 1934 by Adi 

Sr. in the Pontiac, accompanied by Adi Jr., Sailor and Gustadji. There, he met with Freiny, Rustom 

and Naval Talati in regard to their individual family matters. 

Baba and the mandali left for Bombay the next day. Baba stayed with Kaka’s sister and her 

husband, Banubai and Manek Confectioner, while the mandali stayed with Nilu at his apartment in 

Byculla, across from J. J. Hospital. Chanji saw Baba at 2:00 P.M. 

S. Tyebji, a former executive engineer at Nasik, now worked as the Nizam of Hyderabad’s 

agent in Bombay. His wife was Lady Hyderi’s niece. Tyebji had recently met Baba at Meherabad 

and brought his wife to meet Baba at 3:30 p.m. Tyebji’s son was living abroad and the couple voiced 

their concern about his welfare, wondering if they should make a trip to see him. “He is all right,” 

Baba assured them. “It is not necessary that you go. I am here, and I see everything from here and 

know everything. However, if you want to go, go soon and return immediately. Don’t stay there 

too long.” Tyebji’s wife was suffering from depression, and Baba told Tyebji privately that she 

would be better after a year. 

That night, Baba went to a movie (Eskimo) with Adi Sr. at the Capitol Theater. They saw 

another film (Tiger Bay) at the Roxy the following night. (The manager of the Roxy sent Baba and 

his group ice cream, and after the film saw him off as he was leaving.) 

Having returned from London, Akbar Hyderi and his wife met Baba in Bombay on the 17th 

morning, when Baba paid a visit to them in their luxurious private railway salon at Victoria 

Terminus. (They sent their American Packard to bring him.) Also present were Lady Hyderi’s sister 

and her niece and son-in-law. 

Baba made some interesting comments about the spiritual hierarchy. He said, “Out of 160 

or 170 [very advanced] souls on earth, only 76 are conscious of their body and the gross world. The 

rest are masts. Twenty of these 76 are ‘indifferent’ [without duty]; 56 perform different duties, 

under the five Perfect Masters. Numerous walis, pirs and saints at different stages of advancement 

work as agents. Every place, village, town and city has its agent [chargeman]. The Hyderabad agent 

is a wali who moves about in rags and is unknown to people.” 

“Will you point him out when you come to Hyderabad?” Sir Hyderi asked. 



“Certainly,” Baba said. 

Baba described the spiritual planes and other topics relating to his spiritual film. Sir Hyderi 

offered to try to contribute towards it and facilitate efforts to have it made. He then discussed his 

son Ali’s career and pending marriage. Baba advised them to have Ali see him when he returned 

from London. The interview lasted an hour and the couple was very happy to receive Baba. 

Baba had not been to Bombay for more than four months and his lovers there were anxious 

to meet him, which he permitted. Many came to see him throughout the day and into the night. 

Baba also visited some at their homes. He would visit the Dadachanji family each time he was in 

Bombay and was always particular to spend time with Naoroji’s three daughters, Arnavaz, Nargis 

and Roda, who each loved him dearly, as did their mother Bachamai. Chanji had not only brought 

his immediate family to Baba, but had brought a large number of other relatives and acquaintances 

as well. 

Bachamai’s younger sister, Soona Nariman Engineer, was also a firm believer in Meher 

Baba.207 When Soona first met Baba at Bachamai’s home, she was told beforehand to bow to him. 

She had replied sharply, “I do not bow to anyone except God!” 

But when she came face to face with Baba, she fell at his feet at once. Baba invited her to 

sit beside him and remarked to her, “I was Zoroaster, yet there are some who would like to murder 

me!” 

A darshan program was arranged at the Dadachanji home and a large number of people 

attended. 

 

Baba left Bombay for Bangalore at 1:45 P.M. on 17 April 1934, traveling in a third class 

compartment on the Madras Express train. He was accompanied by Kaka, Chanji and Gustadji. A 

crowd of lovers had gathered at Victoria Terminus to give him a loving send-off. Baba had wrapped 

a shawl in Arab fashion around his head, and was wearing large, black sunglasses to avoid being 

recognized. He did not allow anyone to bow to him and did not embrace anyone before boarding, 

so that his identity would remain a secret. 

At the Poona train station, a throng was awaiting Baba’s arrival and included the Maharaja 

of Bhor who presented to Baba an exquisite garland, truly fit for a king. The train halted for fifteen 

minutes and Baba’s arrival was loudly acclaimed with resounding cries of his Jai! Vishnu had come 

from Meherabad with the mail, and he was given certain instructions by Baba, as were Beheram 

and Kalemama. 

Jalbhai joined the group in Poona, and their train arrived at 7:20 p.m. in Bangalore on the 

evening of the 18th. Nandi Hill, a sacred spot to Hindus and a place of pilgrimage, is 36 miles to 

the north of the city.208 Due to the late hour, it was not possible to travel there at night. Baba and 

the men were traveling with a heavy load of baggage, such as cooking utensils, pans, buckets, 

lanterns and bedrolls. 

Aiyangar had been cabled to meet them at the station alone, since he owned a house in 

Bangalore and was residing there with his family. He had been instructed to arrange for Baba’s stay 

on Nandi Hill and to be careful not to tell anyone. He had done so, including not telling even his 

family that Baba was expected in the vicinity. Aiyangar, however, was perplexed at Baba’s arrival 

so late in the day, asking him, “What am I to do now?” 

 

207 Soona Nariman Engineer had a daughter named Dolly, who later married Jal Dastoor.  

208 Nandi is the name of the mythological bullock of Lord Shiva and there is a temple on the hill dedicated 

to the sacred animal. 



Baba, who was smiling, replied, “That is just what I was about to ask you! What are we to 

do now? We will go to your bungalow for the night.” 

Although pleased, Aiyangar was confounded because no arrangements had been made at 

his home to accommodate Baba and the mandali. Honored by Baba’s request, he said, “It is my 

family’s great good luck.” His eyes filled with joyful tears. But when he spotted the 25 pieces of 

luggage big and small, Aiyangar got a shock and his tears turned cold; he shook nervously, thinking 

it was going to be next to impossible to carry all those bags and bundles up Nandi Hill! Adding to 

the load, they still had to purchase all their food supplies since they would be doing their own 

cooking. 

When Baba’s car stopped outside Aiyangar’s house at 66, 3rd Cross Road, in 

Shankarapuram, no one in the family came out. Baba had covered his head with a shawl and tied 

his hair back to avoid being recognized during the journey, and Lakshmi, who was watching from 

a distance, failed to recognize him. Lakshmi and the rest of the family were overjoyed when they 

found out that Baba was in the car. Lakshmi hastened to arrange a room for him upstairs, and the 

outside verandah was cleared of furniture for the mandali’s use. In the meantime, Baba played with 

Aiyangar’s three grandchildren, who stayed by his side until late that night. Although quite 

innocent, the children made it impossible for Baba to take the rest he desired, sticking to him like 

little leeches. Baba had a painful toothache also. Baba retired after having a meal with Kaka in his 

room. 

Early the next morning, Baba was driven around Bangalore for a brief excursion and went 

past the Tata Science Institute. After going to the market and purchasing the necessary food, Baba 

and the mandali left by bus at 9:45 A.M. for Nandi Hill. They occupied reserved seats at the back 

of the bus, but the other passengers kept staring at Baba during the entire ride. The passengers were 

fascinated by Baba’s gestures as he communicated with Aiyangar, Gustadji, Kaka, Chanji and 

Jalbhai. The bus was old and quite run-down. Enduring the rough and bumpy ride, they reached 

Sultanpet at 11:30 A.M. Nandi Hill and its 2,000 steps to the top began from there. Twenty coolies 

were hired to carry the numerous bundles to the top as Baba and the mandali climbed the great 

stone staircase. Aiyangar, however, was ordered to be carried in a lift-chair. 

As soon as they arrived where they were to stay, Baba went for a walk with Aiyangar. 

Baba’s quick movements and agility climbing the hill quite surprised Aiyangar, who said, “Baba is 

so quick with his steps; he runs like a boy!” 

After lunch, Baba went out again with Aiyangar and was joined by the mandali. As they 

were walking on the path, a poor man and his wife approached from the opposite direction. They 

were Harijans who quickly stepped off the path to wait humbly for Baba and his men to pass. They 

were afraid to touch anyone, as Untouchability was a serious issue at this time in India and the 

downtrodden Harijans were often tormented and harassed. High class Hindus would not even allow 

the shadow of an Untouchable to cross them. Baba motioned to Aiyangar to tell the couple in a 

friendly manner not to be afraid and to pass alongside them on the path. Thus, these unfortunates 

who thought themselves outcasts and the lowest of the low, unknowingly had the Avatar’s darshan 

and received his blessing without seeking it. 

Aiyangar had arranged for their stay on the hill in the Cunningham’s bungalow called 

Oaklands.209 They moved in, but Baba did not like it. Although it was a comfortable house, it was 

at the edge of the path and passersby could see inside. Baba indicated that he had wanted a totally 

 

209 Sampath Aiyangar had accompanied Baba up Nandi Hill but left the following morning at 6:00 A.M. 

with his servant Parsandhi. Only the mandali stayed with Baba while he was in seclusion.  



undisturbed place to work in seclusion where no one would come to know of his presence; but now 

he was forced to conceal his long hair at all times. 

Baba was irritated also by other matters. No normal necessities were readily available on 

the hill, and one had to walk six miles to purchase the most basic items. Besides this, whatever rice 

or dal they did purchase contained dirt and pebbles, and it took a long time to clean. Water too had 

to be brought up the hill by a paid coolie, and because the water was soft, the dal took several hours 

to cook properly. Fresh milk was brought at 7:30 A.M. and not earlier, forcing them to wait for their 

morning tea which Baba usually took much earlier, shortly after rising. 

Kaka was the cook, but he would invariably put too much water in the rice and it would 

turn out mushy with little difference between it and the dal. Despite both being thoroughly cleaned, 

gravel would still be present. Baba asked Chanji to help clean the rice, but he replied that he had 

no time. This perturbed Kaka, who taunted, “You have time for idle chitchatting but not for half an 

hour of cleaning!” 

Baba added, “What Kaka says is true. You think that this work is not for you, but look at 

how Gustadji cleans the pots and sweeps the floors. Half an hour of this work will not impede your 

work. What is wrong with doing it? While all the others are working, you are taking it easy.” In 

this way, the “pricking” continued. 

Actually, Chanji had very little free time. There was the daily mail from throughout India, 

Europe and America which Baba wanted attended to immediately, and Chanji was handling all the 

correspondence single-handedly. The Master’s words of reprimand “cut deeper than a dagger,” 

noted Chanji in his diary, and he lost his temper and could not help but think of leaving Baba and 

going away. 

Pacifying Chanji, Baba explained, “I know that you cannot spare the time. But you should 

understand that I do not say anything without reason. You are under the impression that you labor 

day and night and that no one else can do the work you are doing. This is a mistake on your part. I 

also keep some people without work to do and I have my reasons for that, too. Even while 

apparently not doing anything, they do a lot which you cannot see and would not be able to 

understand.” 

On 21 April 1934, Baba began looking through a Picture Book of Evolution, which they 

had brought from Bombay. Over the next few days, Baba marked certain pages and dictated points 

for a chart he wished made. Cards were played at night for relaxation. 

On the 25th, Baba spoke about taking action without caring about the results, referring in 

particular to Gandhi: 

Even a great soul like Gandhi worries, because he wants results. One must sincerely try to 

do his duties, but the results must always be left with God. Worrying about the results is no good 

and of no use. If a person wishes to do anything for others, he must do it sincerely. And having 

done it, he should not worry about the results, for results are not in human hands. It is for humans to 

do, for God to ordain. 

[To remain aloof from results] is not difficult, but men do not try. Because it is human 

nature to think of the results of one’s actions, however, it does not mean one should worry! Man 

must think, but he must not worry. 

Try to attribute all your acts to God and let results be His. Gandhi says he does 

everything for God and attributes it to Him, but he still worries because he cares about the results. 

Baba worked in seclusion on Nandi Hill during certain hours every day and took a walk 

around the hill in the evening. On the 21st, the nosy gardener of the bungalow happened to glance 

at Baba through a slit in the window. Seeing him, Baba was very upset and informed the mandali, 

“This place is not good for my seclusion. I will complete the work at some other place in 

Bangalore.” 

The next day, the bazaarman rushed into their bungalow when Baba was having his hair 

combed, which further upset Baba. For hours he began asking the mandali whether his identity 



would be disclosed. “Will they tell others?” The servants could not help but wonder at this strange 

group of men: two were dumb and did not speak; one had long hair; they did all the cooking and 

cleaning themselves behind closed doors; they did not mix with anyone else!? 

During this seclusion, the health of Baba and the mandali had not been good also. Baba 

suffered headaches, chest pains, a cold and cough. (His nose watered continuously and became red 

from so much rubbing with a handkerchief.) He was irritated and seemed uncomfortable in every 

way. The weather was chilly, damp and misty, and this added to his reasons for wanting to leave. 

He had planned to stay at Nandi Hill for a fortnight and had directed Aiyangar to find a suitable 

place for him to stay afterward. However, on 25 April 1934, Aiyangar was sent a telegram that 

Baba would be back in Bangalore in two days. 

Baba and the mandali accordingly rose at 4:00 A.M. on the 27th and left Nandi Hill at 2:00 

P.M. Eighteen coolies were hired to carry the loads of luggage. No sooner had they left the house 

than rain began to pour down. By the time Baba and the men descended the hill, all were soaking 

wet. 

Lakshmi had brought a special taxi with a carrier on top, in which they rode to Bangalore 

to stay with the Aiyangars. The taxi had no windows and the mandali had to hold flimsy curtains 

in place. But despite this, rain blew inside and the going was slow, and they didn’t reach the 

Aiyangars until 6:00 P.M. Their clothes were dried and they ate a meal, though again the three 

grandchildren would not leave Baba alone. Baba lovingly put up with them (feeding them himself 

with his own hands before he ate), though he preferred to be left alone during meals. Then Baba 

and the men rested. 

Later that evening, Baba and the mandali proceeded to the village of Kengeri, where 

Aiyangar had rented a dharamshala. But the situation here proved to be much worse than that on 

Nandi Hill! The dharamshala was crowded, with a hundred people lodging there — and there was 

no toilet! Nearby was a small tank where drinking water was brought, but people were sticking 

their hands and feet into the same water to wash! The building was located on a busy road with 

pedestrians coming and going. So the place was quite unsuitable for Baba, since he wanted to work 

in seclusion in a quiet, out-of-the-way spot. Ironically, pictures of Shivaji and other saints adorned 

the walls of the dharamshala — while the incarnation of Shivaji was greatly inconvenienced by the 

very people who wished to honor him! 

Despite everything, they decided to stay there until something else could be arranged. 

When dawn broke, a troop of monkeys entered the place and jumped about wildly, surrounding 

them with screams. It was a startling awakening. With a smile, Baba wistfully gestured to Chanji, 

“This is too much! You'd better proceed to Bangalore in search of another place.” 

Chanji left and arranged for accommodations at the Modern Lodge in Bangalore. At 

Kengeri, after eleven days, the mandali finally had a proper bath. Kaka went first, followed by 

Gustadji, and then the others — from 11:00 A.M. until three in the afternoon! Chanji could only 

spare a few moments for a quick wash before he had to join Baba in returning to Bangalore. 

Aiyangar came to Kengeri at 2:30 p.m. on the 29th and was painfully upset that the 

dharamshala proved unsatisfactory for Baba’s purpose. Baba comforted him, “I have some special 

work to do which must be done in the city of Bangalore itself, so do not feel bad. It is not your fault 

that I am leaving here.” 

At one point, discussions with Aiyangar were held about arranging accommodation for 

Baba and a few of the men and women mandali in Bangalore or Madras. The question of financial 

support was discussed and the different “opposition” mentioned from certain former devotees, such 

as Meredith Starr and K. J. Dastur. Baba commented: 

I don’t mind scandal, abuse, or even imprisonment. I am prepared to suffer at the hand of 

dozens of Judases, but my spiritual work for the world must not suffer. 



If nothing is settled and I have to disband the mandali, my internal work will go on for 

the universe. Externally, I will completely discontinue my activities in the East and West. In the 

case of every Perfect Being, their external work has been done with the help of their devotees. Jesus 

was markedly poor in the literal sense and his chosen disciples were poor fisherman. And yet in the 

teeth of a world of opposition, his work was done, even externally. 

Take the recent case of Ramakrishna. Although, his was not an Avataric period as that of 

Jesus and Baba, still he was a Perfect Master and his working was Universal. Yet his external work 

was done with the help of his disciples, very, very few of whom were materially well-off, the rest 

being hopelessly hard-up. 

As for me, the greater the opposition, the greater the force to my work. The more the 

obstacles, the more the fun! 

 

Baba and the group left Kengeri at 8:00 A.M. on Monday, 30 April 1934. Baba, Chanji and 

Lakshmi rode in Aiyangar’s car and the other mandali went by taxi. While trying to pass a bullock 

cart, Aiyangar’s car ran into a herd of cows. A few cows were hit and one calf was run over. Seeing 

that Lakshmi was badly shaken by the accident, Baba consoled her, “It is all right. The calf is lucky 

to be crushed under the car carrying me. Don’t be afraid or feel bad.” Then it was found that the 

calf was not injured, and to the amazement of all, it got up and ran away. Lakshmi was very happy. 

Baba first asked to be taken to Aiyangar’s house where Vasumathi, one of his 

grandchildren, was sick. Baba lovingly passed his hand over her face and directed the others about 

her treatment. They then went on to Modern Lodge, but as they entered the building, the manager 

recognized Baba and offered obeisance. That which Baba had most wished to avoid had happened; 

yet, he stayed there for two days. 

 

According to Baba’s orders, Pleader had stayed in seclusion for a period of time in the 

Panchgani Cave and in a cave at Mount Abu, and afterward had gone on pilgrimage to Benares and 

Rishikesh in the Himalayas. He had also been instructed to keep silence. 

In April 1934, while Baba was working in seclusion, Pleader was in Rishikesh, staying and 

helping serve an advanced soul named Keshwanandji Maharaj. Baba never actually physically 

contacted Keshwanandji, but he verified to Pleader that the man was a genuine saint. 

Keshwanandji was totally naked in all weather, except for a loin-cloth — even in winter. 

He had built a small wooden platform on the banks of the Ganges, on which he stood, with a 

bamboo staff in one hand, gazing all day at the sun. 

Pleader, after Keshwanandji’s caretaker refused to let him see the saint and told him to go 

away, succeeded in persuading him to show a photograph of Meher Baba to Keshwanandji. Seeing 

the photograph, Keshwanandji smiled and then called Pleader to approach. He remarked that he 

normally never let any stranger come near him, but seeing this photograph, he had permitted Pleader 

an audience because Meher Baba was “the Master of the universe.” 

Keshwanandji Maharaj further stated: “Meher Baba bears the burden of the whole creation 

on his shoulders, so great a soul is he.” 

Keshwanandji allowed Pleader to stay with him for some months and to assist in serving 

him. 

Baba’s work was manifesting in India with full force for this cinema called the world — 

while in Europe, intense discussions continued about making a film centered around him — the 

Avatar. Baba was setting plans in motion to go to the West again. Norina, Elizabeth and Gabriel 

Pascal, the film producer they had contacted, cabled Baba from New York on 28 April 1934 that 

arrangements were being made to begin shooting the film within two months and Baba’s presence 

was required. 

Baba went for a drive on the morning of 1 May and strolled in the shade at the extensive 

Lal Bagh botanical gardens. Meanwhile Sampath Aiyangar’s daughter Janaky and his cousin C. V. 



Ramanujacharlu came to Bangalore from Madras on 1 May, and Baba met them along with the rest 

of Aiyangar’s family at his house. Aiyangar’s grandchildren Mehernath and Vasumathi were both 

ill, and Baba visited them again, and advised Aiyangar about family matters and personal affairs. 

Cutting short his tour to South India, Baba left Bangalore on the 2nd, reaching Meherabad 

the next day. The entire mandali were waiting by the railway line to wave as the train passed by on 

its way to the Nagar station. 

Adi Jr. had arrived from Poona and Baily was at Meherabad, also. Rustom arrived from 

Nasik and discussed plans with Baba for his film project. Frequent correspondence with Norina, 

Elizabeth and Gabriel Pascal concerning their film, based on Karl’s scenario, was ongoing, as well 

as preparations for Baba’s next journey to the West. 

In regards to his absence from Meherabad, Baba ordered Adi Sr. to search for a suitable 

residence in Ahmednagar where Mehera and the women’s group could stay while he was away. 

Bapu Brahmin and Maruti Patil were ordered to take extra care to water the garden in front of his 

Jhopdi, while he was away, especially the mango trees in the orchard (to the south of the Jhopdi), 

as Baba said that they had spiritual significance. He cited the example of Upasni Maharaj, who 

watered mango trees in Sakori with his own hands.210 

In Arangaon, an old villager named Abbaji Patel had been on his deathbed for three or four 

days, suffering intensely. On 4 May his relatives came to request that Baba relieve the old man of 

his suffering. Baba consoled them, replying, “He will not die until he sees me. I will come 

tomorrow.” 

But Baba became busy that day and went to Arangaon two days later, on the 6th. He saw 

the dying man at six o’clock in the evening and ordered that he be given tea. No sooner had Baba 

returned to Meherabad than word came that the man had died. 

Baba paid a quick one-day visit to Nasik on 9 May, and Memo arrived at Meherabad at 

3:30 p.m. on the 10th to see Baba, and stayed a few days. 

Sailor Mama was operating a tea stall next to Circle Cinema. On the 11th, he was given 

certain restrictions by Baba regarding his expenses, which made Sailor become very angry. The 

tense situation over the general ashram finances was relieved when a cable from Norina in Berlin 

was received, saying that a friend of Elizabeth’s in New York had arranged for $15,000 towards 

Baba’s expenses to travel to the West and for the film work. 

Every afternoon or evening during this period, Baba would listen to Raosaheb read the 

Persian poetry of the Perfect Master Shams-e-Tabriz for about half an hour, at which time he 

instructed that no one should disturb him. Baba also enjoyed listening to Rumi’s poetry, which is 

characterized by a depth of feeling or ecstasy and beautiful imagery. Baba once praised Rumi as 

one of the greatest minds of all mystical or spiritual literature, remarking, “Rumi had more brains 

than all the pandits [philosophers, scholars, priests] of today put together!” 

Buasaheb was once reading to Baba from Rumi’s Divan-e-Shams, describing the Beloved’s 

beauty. Baba had just bathed and was sitting in the Mess Quarters, having his nails trimmed. Padri 

at one point noticed Baba’s chest become flushed, his face turn pink and his eyes red. “Baba’s 

eyelids drooped as he was enjoying the intoxication of his own beauty,” Padri surmised. It was one 

of the rare times, Padri added, that he felt Baba was not totally “there” in the gross world. 

After listening to Raosaheb’s readings, Baba would play a game of seven tiles with the 

mandali. In this popular Indian game, seven stones or small tiles are piled one on top of another. 

There are two opposing teams. While standing at a designated distance, a player from the first team 

up tries to knock down the pile by throwing a rubber ball at it. If the thrower's ball misses the tiles, 

 
210 Kalingad had built a fountain, which Baba praised, and when Baba returned from the West, Kalingad 

was put in charge of the garden. 



one of the players from the other team tries to catch it; if the thrower's ball hits the tiles, the other 

team tries to scatter the tiles farther, before the other team has a chance to pile them up again and 

tag the player re-stacking the pile with the ball. 

During a game on Sunday evening, 13 May 1934, Kaka was out of sorts due to Baba’s 

“poking” earlier that day. During the excitement of the game, Kaka pushed Baba, and then did the 

same to Gustadji a few minutes later. A fight between Kaka and Gustadji ensued. Baba became 

very quiet and then said very seriously, “It is better they were both dead than to behave like this in 

my presence! How dare they do this right in front of me! Their hands and legs should be cut off!” 

The men then realized that they had done wrong to fight over such a petty matter. 

Baba still stayed at night on Meherabad Hill in the underground crypt-cabin. As he slept in 

the crypt, Kaka and Masaji would stay in the room above it. 

On the night of the 13th, a severe hail storm with lightning, rain and tremendous winds 

swept through Meherabad. Roofs were blown off, trees were uprooted, and water cans and other 

small items were carried away into the fields. Some doors were jammed and required the combined 

strengths of three of the men to open or close them. 

Baba was up on the hill at the time of the storm. Kaka, Waman Subnis, Masaji and Chhagan 

had to hold the pillars of the crypt-cabin firmly, as the roof was about to blow off. Baba came out 

of the crypt to help, but the force eventually became so great that the tin roof was actually dancing 

in the wind. The severity of the storm forced them to leave the crypt-cabin. Baba and Kaka sought 

shelter in the bathing room, while Masaji, Subnis and Chhagan went elsewhere. No one had ever 

seen such a severe storm in Meherabad, and they thought that the events earlier in the evening 

during the game of seven tiles had perhaps saved one of them from being seriously injured. 

The storm was repeated the following night, but it was much less severe. 

 

Piloo Satha, whose brother Nusserwan was associated with Mahatma Gandhi and had 

likewise been incarcerated for civil disobedience, came from Ahmednagar to see Baba on the 

morning of 16 May with his niece Khorshed. Baba commented to him, “Nusserwan was released 

from prison [on 8 May], but he has not yet come to see me. He has forgotten us poor people.” 

Piloo replied, “But you are rich, Baba!” 

“Yes, Emperor and fakir both,” Baba agreed. “But you do not know anything about it.” 

Baba inquired about Piloo’s sister, Shirin Damania. “She works very hard,” Piloo said. 

“Since our mother died years ago, and we were all so young, Shirin has looked after all of us 

brothers and sisters, brought us up and managed everything in the house.” 

Baba commented, “Working for and serving others, and undergoing so much strain, is very 

good. It wipes out past karmas and even the new sanskaras which are created are very faint. So it 

is of tremendous spiritual benefit to work, serve, and undergo hardships for others. Sitting idle and 

always eating ready-cooked, served meals without lifting a finger to help is very bad spiritually. It 

creates very deep sanskaras which are difficult to wipe away.” 

That same morning, a “Parsi Global Cyclist” named J. S. Irani bicycled to Meherabad. The 

young man was on a bicycle tour around the country and expressed his desire to meet Meher Baba. 

Surprisingly, Baba agreed to see him, and the boy was even presented with a signed photograph of 

Baba, taken by Raosaheb, and given a copy of Questions and Answers, which Baba instructed him 

to keep with him always. 

Maruti Patil’s new house in Arangaon was completed and, according to Baba’s 

instructions, he held a housewarming dinner for all on Thursday, 17 May 1934. Baba went at 5:00 

P.M. along with the mandali and a few visitors from Nagar, such as Sarosh and Kaka Chinchorkar. 

The invitees included Harijans of the village. It was observed that Bapu Brahmin, a high-class 

Hindu, refused the invitation. Baba sent for him the next day and explained to him in no uncertain 



terms, “If you are still inclined toward perpetuating caste differences, it is better that you leave 

Meherabad. I would not care in the least if you did! I will not allow my work to be spoiled by such 

prejudices and I will not permit this village, which has a connection with me, to grumble and be 

affected because someone is addicted to such age-old intolerances.” 

Bapu wept and said, “I had labored hard the whole day and I had no appetite. That was the 

only reason that I did not join the gathering. I did not participate because of exhaustion, not to avoid 

the Untouchables.” Baba forgave him and instructed Maruti to explain this to the villagers when 

the next opportunity arose, so they would not take it to heart. 

A daughter named Shakuntala was born on the 18th to Chhagan’s wife, who became quite 

ill after the delivery. Four days later, Baba directed Chhagan to take his wife to Ahmednagar and 

return after admitting her to the hospital. But Chhagan was in a bad mood and refused. 

Baba asked him why he did not want to go. Chhagan replied, “When nothing avails, what 

is the use of going?” 

“What do you mean nothing avails?” Baba asked. “Everything avails! You keep nightwatch 

by my side, eat vegetarian food, do not drink liquor and are not inclined to doing any evil deeds. 

Does this not all avail? Everything avails!” 

This silenced Chhagan and Baba continued, “Mental upsets are present for all. Let thoughts 

come and go, but do not be anxious about them. Do not pay attention to whatever thoughts, however 

evil, might arise. Continue obeying me. This will set things right. Otherwise it will mean 

unnecessary harassment for you, and for me, also! If you want to be with me, you must obey my 

orders. If not, then go away!” 

So according to Baba’s wish, Chhagan took his wife to a nursing home in Ahmednagar, 

where his in-laws looked after her, and Chhagan returned to Meherabad. 

Financial matters had been an ongoing topic of discussion in recent months. Elizabeth and 

Norina were having trouble raising enough capital for the film project and for the trip to the West, 

despite the recent donation from Elizabeth’s friend. So Baba was considering canceling his visit. 

He held a meeting on 19 May 1934 with Adi Sr., Pendu and Kaka Baria, in which he said, “If I do 

not leave for the West soon, some other place should be found where the mandali can shift. 

Continuing to stay at Meherabad is proving an expensive proposition, considering we have to 

employ four men just to pump water for the Upernas [women] staying on the hill. Then there are 

the villagers who come asking for food, and the 101 others to whom I am sending monthly support.” 

Dhulia was suggested as a possibility, where the mandali could be employed in a motor 

works, with Manekar’s assistance. Nothing definite was decided, and Baba kept everyone in 

suspense until the last moment, when all arrangements for his trip had to be made hurriedly. 

 

Yeshwant Rao of Sakori arrived for Baba’s darshan that day after a long time. He reported 

that Upasni Maharaj had recently been to Calcutta and Kharagpur, where he had lived for many 

months in 1915. 

On the 21st, Baba issued special instructions to Biharilal to meditate at midnight for half an 

hour by staring into the darkness, and not to get up or move under any circumstances, for any 

reason, “even if a scorpion or snake appears and threatens to bite you!” 

Memo returned from Poona to see Baba and Mani on the 23rd. Later that day, Nusserwan 

Satha also arrived at Meherabad to see Baba. On the 28th, Khansaheb came and had a long talk with 

Baba, and Rustom arrived the following morning. 

 

For a few days, Baba had been dictating points and instructions to Adi Sr. about the drawing 

of a chart on evolution to illustrate and assist the screenwriters in their work for the film to be made 



in the West.211 On 23 May 1934, in the room on the back verandah of the Mess Quarters at lower 

Meherabad, Baba began dictating the “Theory of Creation” for the first time. Baba would dictate 

on the alphabet board, which Jalbhai or Chanji would read. Feram Workingboxwala would take it 

down in shorthand and later type it out. Adi Sr., Babu Kale and Minoo Pohowala were present and 

listened. 

Most of what Baba dictated was subsequently incorporated in God Speaks, so it will not be 

reproduced here. However, Baba did mention a few other interesting things while dictating. He 

began by pointing out: 

Scientists understand evolution from the first life to the last human life, but none knows 

why this evolution of forms takes place. After human life, what is there? The scientists know 

nothing! 

It is all due to the evolution of consciousness that forms evolve. For example, take the 

body as consciousness and clothes as the body. Now, the size of this shirt is according to your 

body. If a hand is cut off tomorrow, the shirt might be minus one sleeve. So it is due to 

consciousness that the body changes. 

Discussing the beginning of the evolution of forms, Baba dictated: 

The ocean was very warm and still, and due to the presence of gas and air in the water, it 

became “rusty.” Algae was formed from this rust, then gradually seaweed. The algae used to sink 

below from above. When it reached the bottom of the ocean, it became seaweed. From the original 

algae came seaweed, and from seaweed, vegetation. 

Baba then described in detail some unusual creatures in the evolution of forms, relating as 

far back as prehistoric times when dinosaurs existed: 

One of the first gross forms of reptiles had three heads. It was about 175 feet long and 14 

feet wide. The middle head was about six feet in [diameter]. The three heads were joined together. 

The side heads were about two feet in [diameter]. Its front part resembled a reptile and the back a 

fish — the front was stout and the back portion thin. Its belly was ten feet round and tapered to a 

breadth of six feet at the tail. The middle head contained a jaw with teeth, just like the fish; but the 

side heads had only holes connected with the gills, and no teeth. All three mouths were connected 

with one another, and when breathing they breathed simultaneously as it had one windpipe. Each 

head had an eye, so the creature had three eyes. 

From prehistoric times birds have two eyes. They come under a different class, having 

evolved out of and beyond worms and fish. One bird is so peculiar that no one can have any idea of 

it even in his wildest imagination. This bird is half bat and very large — about fifteen feet high. It 

has two legs like an ostrich. Its neck is about two feet in [diameter]. Its head, however, is small, 

only about two feet — when compared to its body. Its wingspread is six feet. Its beak is like a 

vulture’s, the end being thick and the point being thin. 

The missing link is a creature exactly like a gorilla but with a short tail. And whereas the 

gorilla uses its hands while walking, the missing link walks on its feet. His face is like a 

chimpanzee’s, and his figure and gait of walking are like the gorilla’s. After this missing link, the 

first human form evolves [it is physically or sexually a eunuch]. Scientists may find signs of this 

so-called missing link in Java, Sumatra or the Indian jungles of the Central Provinces [now known 

as Madhya Pradesh]. 

Baba continued by explaining cycles of time and the past and future evolution of the human 

form: 

One cycle is twelve thousand million years. The scientists do not know anything at all 

about cycles, but this hint will open their eyes. The evolution of the world began two billion years 

ago and evolution, which started from the nebula, will last until the completion of the cycle — 

when the Mahapralaya [the total dissolution of the universe] will take place. 

The human form has been evolving for millions of years and will continue to evolve. 

After a billion years, man will only be five inches in height at the most but will be very brainy. In 

the beginning of this cycle, man was fourteen feet tall and would live up to 300 years. 

 
211 Adi Sr. had purchased different illustrated books on animals and evolution from Bombay, which he and 

Vishnu were instructed to read. Minoo Kharas and Babu Kale assisted Adi in drawing the chart. 



Baba then expounded about the gaseous structure of the universe: 

From the nebula came the four elements, though they were not produced simultaneously. 

First came heat, then crust, rocks and lastly, water. 

What is there in the universe? Billions and billions of nebulae. Every nebula contains 

millions of worlds and ours is the earth. What is there in the whole universe? It is gas in its 276 

subtle states. Before gas turns into the first manifestation of the gross, it evolves through 276 subtle 

stages. None of the scientists knows about these 276 subtle forms of gas before its first 

manifestation in the gross. Subtle gas very gradually turns into gross form such as hydrogen, 

oxygen, et cetera. In the nebulae, in all heavenly bodies, and in the planets there is evolution. All of 

evolution begins from the nebulae. The 276 subtle stages begin from the beginning of the nebulae, 

which are at the source of subtle energy (Pran) and subtle space (Akash). 

The gas left over after cooling turned into air; and there is no air 100 miles beyond our 

earth. This means that, even before the elements — not before heat, but before water — the 

electron evolved. 

In the beginning, our world was very, very hot. After slowly cooling down, what 

happened? All the gas was solidified. As the planet became cooler, a crust formed. With the gradual 

cooling, the earth’s crust became solid and the center remained hot. Rocks were formed from the 

crust. The center is full of gas and extremely hot. There are natural gaps in the crust, because the 

formation of the rocks was not regular. 

What happened then was, when the gas became cool, it turned into liquid; and this liquid 

(water) seeped in between the rocks. Rocks were turned into mountains and the valleys, and the 

cool gas [water] filled them. This created the oceans and the seas. And evolution of form begins 

with the oceans. 

This dictation continued for about ten days, until Friday, 1 June 1934, when Baba had to 

stop due to preparations for his forthcoming trip to Europe. The film was to be called How It All 

Happened. It was to show evolution from the beginning to the human state and then to include the 

earlier scenario Baba had dictated, A Touch of Maya, which traced the lives of three characters 

through five representative lifetimes up to Realization.212 

To guide the screenwriters of the film, Baba had dictated: 

In the beginning, either show an ocean of dazzling light without any shore, or a deep, 

deep darkness which gradually vanishes into hollow emptiness. From this darkness, or dazzling 

light, comes a point of projection — a tiny point of light appears. From this point come Akash (Full 

Space) and Pran (Primal Energy); these two come together with a clash. 

Illustrating how Space and Energy come together in a clash, Baba drew some sketches, 

then continued: 

 

212 See Appendix A for Baba’s scenario.  



 

 

From this whirling chaos, the subtle sphere comes into existence; then the primal 

elements of fire, water, air and earth, nebulae and millions of heavenly bodies. Show billions of 

huge, enormous, immense, hot, rotating bodies of mass spinning tremendously fast — millions of 

suns and planets. Then our solar system and our earth is formed, bubbling over with very, very hot 

gases and liquids. 

The earth is to be shown forming a crust as it cools, with uneven rocks, gaps in the 

middle, gas liquefying and all the liquids evolving into oceans. From the ocean, evolution begins 

with algae and seaweed. Show the different forms for evolution: from electrons, minerals, algae, to 

the vegetable kingdom and the formation of the major species — seaweed, mushrooms, grass, neem 



trees, spinach; then fish, birds, animals, the missing link. The story of the three characters in five 

lifetimes then begins. 

On another occasion, Baba described the purpose of the film he intended to be made: 

The film will actually demonstrate the purpose of creation, evolution, reincarnation, 

illumination, Realization — the whole process of inner and outer progression up to the point of the 

fulfillment of all life, which is the union with God. The facts as real experience, no human being 

has any idea of, but a God-conscious Perfect Master sees and experiences it all every moment. 

The entire process will be portrayed and depicted as vividly as possible and personally 

supervised by me. The role of reincarnation and the seven planes will be shown by means of charts, 

animation and special effects photography. A perfect understanding of what death is will be given 

to man, and once he realizes it, he will never fear the inevitable death that all have to undergo. 

The film will aid in the upliftment of all humanity by illustrating the real purpose of life 

— union with God. It will portray man’s transformation of consciousness in fulfilling this purpose. 

The film will show to people what life truly is, its goal, the mechanics of the universe, the nature of 

God, and lastly, how the inherent spiritual life ascends the divine ladder toward its source. 

Age was deeply impressed by Baba’s film script and declared, “A day will come when 

someone will surely actualize onto film these never before revealed truths given by the Avatar and 

manifest it to the world.”  

 

During the first week of June 1934, Baba was preparing to depart on his seventh journey 

to Europe. Baba made all the required arrangements for the men and women mandali during his 

absence by giving individual instructions to each one. Driven in the Pontiac by Adi Sr., Baba left 

Meherabad for Nasik at 4:30 in the afternoon of 6 June. Also accompanying him were Kalingad 

and Jalbhai. They stopped along the way so Baba could bid farewell to the Satha family at Akbar 

Press. At Khushru Quarters Baba also met Khansaheb, who wept and begged Baba to help him out 

of debt. Baba promised out of proceeds from his film project, if it was successful. They reached 

Nasik about 8:30 that night. Baba spent the entire next day with Buasaheb, Sayyed Saheb, Naval, 

Ramjoo and Rustom’s families and a few other close devotees in Nasik. In the evening Baba 

attended and enjoyed very much a special exhibit of the poetry of Chandidas, put on in his honor. 

Baba departed by an early morning train for Bombay on the 8th with Adi Sr., Jalbhai and 

Ramjoo. His visit to Nasik was meant to be kept secret but, as usually happened, somehow people 

found out about his presence and tried to see him for darshan. Since Baba was preoccupied with 

giving last-minute instructions to his close lovers, most who sought him out were turned away. 

In Bombay, they stopped first at Nilu’s where the mandali stayed, while Baba went on to 

the Confectioners. Two persons who met him in Bombay were the actor Vinayak Karnataki, 28, 

and his friend Bal Babu Dhavale who, after much persistence, were allowed the Master’s darshan 

the next day at Nilu’s. Vinayak suggested that Baba’s film be made in India, with a Western director 

and actors.213 

Baba, Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. sailed from Bombay for Marseilles aboard the SS Mongolia 

at 1:30 on the afternoon of Saturday, 9 June 1934. (With tremendous effort, Sarosh managed to 

obtain a loan of Rs.1,000, and handed it over to Baba to help pay for his trip, just a few minutes 

before the ship sailed.)214 About 30 lovers from Bombay came to Mole Station to give Baba a hearty 

send-off. They profusely garlanded Baba before he boarded the ship. Those who arrived late threw 

garlands up to Chanji on deck, and he garlanded Baba on their behalf. It was a scorchingly hot day 

 
213 The actor’s given name was Vinayak Ambhaikar, but he was known as Master Vinayak. He appeared in 

more than 30 Hindi films and directed many of them. Bal Dhavale was also an actor and later became a 

cinematographer. In 1954 he was hired to film the “Three Incredible Weeks” Gathering.  
214 Baba had told Sarosh he too could accompany them, but Sarosh’s father (who was vehemently opposed 

to Baba) did not permit him. Adi Sr. and Rustom were told that Baba would send them to America after he 

returned from Europe. 



and Baba gestured for his lovers to leave and not linger in the sun; but out of devotion, the crowd 

persisted despite the heat, standing and waving up to the last moments of departure. Baba motioned 

again for them to go home, but they stood at the dock until the last blast of the ship’s whistle was 

heard in the distance. 

The Mongolia was an old and smaller-sized ocean vessel, and on this voyage Baba and the 

mandali experienced some inconveniences. Baba typically wanted his meals in his cabin and the 

purser finally agreed, in spite of the fact that it was against the rules. The weather continued to be 

hot as the ship traveled across the Arabian and Red Seas, and it reeled and pitched, but Baba 

remained unaffected by these rough conditions. 

Thirteen days later, on 22 June, they reached Marseilles, where Ruano and Rano were 

awaiting their arrival. Baba had previously intimated that only Ruano should be at the dock to meet 

them and Rano was afraid of what Baba might say when he saw her. Before disembarking, Baba 

called them into his cabin and warmly embraced them. Rano whispered in his ear that she was not 

supposed to be there. Baba reassured her, by replying, “I am pleased with you, so don’t worry.” 

After spending the day in Marseilles, Baba and the mandali took the train to Paris, joined 

by Ruano, Rano and Norina. During the night’s journey, Rano felt hungry, but the food was kept 

in a tin container on the rack in Baba’s compartment. Still new to Baba, Rano did not know that 

she should not disturb the Master while he rested. When she entered his compartment, Baba had 

his eyes closed and looked as though he were sound asleep. As Rano quietly took down the tin, 

Baba opened his eyes and motioned to her, asking what she was doing. Rano replied that she was 

hungry. Baba gestured, “All right, take something to eat and then go rest.” Rano had been careful 

not to make the slightest noise when reaching for the food and was surprised that Baba was suddenly 

so awake. 

After a while, Baba sent Kaka with two black velvet pillows, one each for Rano and Ruano, 

along with instructions for them to go to sleep on these pillows. They both were to keep the pillows 

and never part with them. 

 

Baba arrived in Paris on Saturday, 23 June 1934 and stayed at the Metropolitan Hotel. 
Rano’s mother Nonny joined the group there; she had arrived earlier and had been awaiting Baba’s 

arrival. 

Soon after going to Ruano’s apartment, Baba met with Karl Vollmoeller, 56, the German 

writer, poet and artist who was working on the film project.215 Vollmoeller had completed the script 

and presented it to Baba. Baba discoursed to him for three hours about creation, transmigration, 

reincarnation, the spiritual planes and God-realization, and showed him the chart which he had 

brought. Vollmoeller was impressed and Baba instructed him to write a new story based on the 

explanations and chart he had given. 

For two days, Baba saw people in Paris. He met many of Ruano’s friends and associates, 

including the Duke of Richelieu, 58, who had come to know of Baba through Norina and who was 

a great admirer of Swami Vivekananda, whom he had met in Paris.216 

On the 24th, a 60-year-old man came to see Baba and said, “Although I have had many 

minor turning points in my life, I feel today that the main turning point of my life has at last arrived 

by meeting you.” 

 

215 Karl Vollmoeller later saw Baba twice in London.  

216 The Duke’s full name was Marie Odet Jean Armand de Chapelle de Jumilhac. 



Baba smiled and explained to him, “Yes, that turning point has to arrive in each one’s life. 

It is like a war. Every day, every hour, every minute of a man’s life is a sort of minor war between 

the heart and mind, emotion and intellect, good and bad. And when these individual conflicts spread 

out and develop, the collective result eventually takes the shape of a big, worldwide war which can 

never be avoided by any number of peace conferences, unless and until the very root cause is 

removed.” 

Departing Paris for London on Tuesday, 26 June, Baba instructed Rano, Nonny and Ruano 

to remain behind. Traveling by train, Baba and the mandali reached London that same day via 

Calais and Dover. All the Master’s English disciples showed up at Victoria Station to welcome 

him. Baba stayed at Delia’s brother Herbert’s apartment at 61 Compayne Gardens, West 

Hampstead. Elizabeth, Norina, Kitty, Margaret and Mabel stayed with Baba. Chanji, Kaka, Adi Jr. 

and Quentin were accommodated in Margaret Craske’s apartment, although they were with Baba 

most of the time. Chanji and Adi Jr. stayed nearby Baba during the day, and Kaka was with him at 

night. Again, there were many discussions about the actual making of a film and the Lord of the 

Universal Cinema showed a keen interest in it. 

A corporation named Circle Productions, Inc. was formed on 28 June in order to raise 

money by selling shares to finance the film. It was believed that half the amount could be raised by 

selling stock and the balance could be supplied by a film studio or distributor. Baba was made 

president of the corporation, and Norina, Elizabeth, Elsie Domville and the producer Gabriel Pascal 

were vice-presidents. 

Meanwhile attempts at raising money for the film projects were also being pursued in India 

at this time. Of the total estimated cost of one million rupees, 500,000 were to come from the West 

and the other 500,000 from India. Prior to Baba’s journey to the West, Chanji had been ordered in 

February to contact Akbar Hyderi for help in raising the money from wealthy Indians, but Hyderi 

had been unsuccessful. 

William Donkin again came to see Baba, and Baba instructed him to concentrate on his 

medical studies. He was with Baba most of the time and became closer to the Master during his 

six-day stay. 

Charles Purdom met with Baba on the 28th to discuss his work of writing a book about 

Baba’s life, which he had already begun. Tom Sharpley saw Baba the same day. Tom was a quiet, 

unassuming person with a deep connection. He was the type of “invisible person you did not know 

was around, even though he was there the whole time,” Margaret recounted. 

While Baba was in London, the Countess Kitty Pahlen hosted a reception for him at her 

home on Friday evening, 29 June 1934. About fifteen sincere people came to meet Baba, and he 

answered their many questions and gave explanations: 

One man asked, “How can I be a true Christian?” 

From the alphabet board, Baba replied, “By following the teachings of Christ, and by living 

the life that he lived and wanted you to live. People speak of Christianity but are not prepared to 

follow Christ’s words — to present the other cheek when slapped — saying it is impractical and 

flying at one another’s throat at the slightest provocation. They create hatred where Jesus wanted 

them to create an atmosphere of love and brotherhood everywhere. What wonder is it that the whole 

world is in a muddle about everything!” 

Mrs. H. Ford then asked, “But if you are the Christ, why don’t people know about it?” 

Baba answered, “It is because people cannot know that I have to take this human form. 

Jesus was not known in his time, even by his own intimate, immediate companions. Judas, who 

was near him all the time and even kissed him, could not understand him. So do you all not 

understand me externally in my physical form, because as the Real, Infinite Christ, I am within you, 

as [I am] in everybody.” 



Someone asked why Jesus never married. Baba gave a detailed explanation (which had 

been dictated the year before): 

The Avatar’s exterior way of living is regulated by the habits and customs of the times, 

and he adopts that attitude which is most suited to serve as an example to his contemporaries. But 

in essence, all Avatars embody the same ideal of life. 

At the time of Zoroaster, humanity was hesitant and lacked equilibrium. [The Persians 

then] were neither complete materialists nor really attracted toward the spiritual light. He taught 

them to be good householders, to marry and abstain from desiring the wife of another, and to 

worship God. His own life was based on this principle: good thoughts, good words and good deeds. 

Zoroaster was married. 

At the time of Krishna, the Hindus were at war fighting among themselves. Envy and 

greed were predominant, and a real concept of spiritual life and love was unknown to them. 

Krishna based his spiritual teachings on the laws of love and pure, innocent merriment. Human 

beings were joyfully directed toward a disinterested ideal of love. 

At the time of Buddha, the people of India were deep into materialism. In order to 

demonstrate that their conception of value was wrong and that they were victims of the goddess of 

illusion, or maya, Buddha renounced his wife, his family and the riches of the world in order to 

establish his teachings on renunciation. 

At the time of Muhammad, the Arab tribesmen were very sensuous, and it was not 

considered bad or illegal to live with several wives. If Muhammad had not married like Jesus and 

had advocated celibacy, or if he had imposed absolute continence, it would have produced 

inevitably dangerous reactions. Few people would have followed his teachings and fewer still 

would have been attracted to such an ideal. Muhammad had six wives, but he had no physical 

contact with them. 

At the time of Jesus, arrogance, imperiousness, pride and cruelty were the characteristics 

of people. Nevertheless, they possessed a conception of justice in regard to women and marriage; 

therefore, it was not necessary, as it was in Arabia, to make marriage an example. Jesus lived the 

life of humility, simplicity, and poverty, and he endured suffering in order to direct human beings 

toward the purest ideal — Beloved God. 

The Avatars incarnate in this world at different times and their teachings have therefore 

to be adapted to the mentality of their epoch. At times, the Avatar bases his teaching on the search 

for the personal God, and at other times, on the search for the impersonal God. 

It may be compared to a hospital, where the sick complain of thirst at different times. The 

doctor will prescribe tea or coffee in the morning to those who complain in the morning, water or 

fruit juice in the afternoon, buttermilk in the evening and hot milk before sleep. The doctor is the 

same and the complaint is the same, but the thirst is quenched in different ways according to the 

different conditions at different times. 

God, manifesting as the Avatar in different periods of time, quenches the thirst of man in 

different ways. All human beings, either consciously or unconsciously, have the same thirst for 

Truth. 

One person present had worked closely with Meredith and Herbert Davy, but had not be 

affected by their adverse opinions about Baba. Baba commented to him, “The Light is just behind 

the apparent darkness. It is because people, out of ignorance, misunderstand and misjudge the veil 

for the darkness, and get impatient that they are miserable. Otherwise, there is nothing to be 

miserable about.” 

Baba continued, explaining about his own working: 

There are three principal ways in which I work: individually, collectively (with crowds 

for the masses), and universally. When I work individually, it is with persons who are with me, or 

persons who are away from me, or persons who are connected with me. In some cases, I work 

through their material downfall; in some, through their material welfare. In some cases, I 

deliberately bring about material downfall, but I always have their spiritual upliftment at heart in 

the background. In some cases, I use them as “mediums” to efface their own mayavic qualities, for 

their own salvation, and that’s where I am misunderstood. But I don’t mind it. I know why I do it. 

That is sufficient; because when to the extreme, love and hatred both have the same results. 

For example, A loves me extremely, meaning he thinks of nothing but me all the while, 

and is lost in me. So also B is extremely against me, that is, hates me, but always thinks of me and 

is lost in me, though with antagonistic feelings. I always use the medium of thought. It depends 

upon the qualities that readily respond to the push. 



When I work collectively, which is generally at plays, movies and sporting events — 

wherever people collect and concentrate on a particular object — it is easy for me to have my 

spiritual effect collectively on their minds. 

When I work universally, it is through agents. My mind, being Universal, is linked with 

every individual mind, even with advanced minds who are my agents; and so I am present and 

working through my agents in every part of the world. That is why at times while speaking to one 

person, my mind is working elsewhere. People have seen and marked me stopping suddenly in the 

midst of conversation, as if absent and away from the spot, engrossed in something else. 

At night, I make some of my disciples sit beside me and press the soles of my feet to have 

their physical touch. Kaka [while on nightwatch] sometimes abruptly sits up in bed at night, having 

seen some signs or a flash of light which make him nervous; this is at the time of my special work 

with bodiless spirits. (There are scores of such spirits, but in whatever stage of advancement, they 

have to take human form again, because the ultimate goal of every soul is to be one with the 

Infinite.) This is, in short, how I work. 

Only those in the fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh planes, and who are conscious of me, 

know under and for whom they are physically working. They cannot see me physically, but their 

subtle and mental bodies see my subtle body, which is similar to the gross … They also know that I 

am One with the Infinite. 

 

Giving an example, Baba said, “While I am sitting here, my agents are working in India, 

Persia, Africa and so on. This very moment, they see my subtle body, all at the same time, in 

different planes, because the messages they send are sent through the mental plane where there is 

only the will to do a thing. Instantaneously, it reaches the desired spot. 

Then people started asking questions again: “How do they become agents?” 

“Mostly due to past connections with me. Those connected with me in past lives become 

agents. Those deeply connected with me become members of the circle — but all is Infinite One.” 

“What do you mean by your circle?” 

Baba answered, “The circle is of my deeply connected disciples who are unconsciously 

one with me now and will consciously be one with me in the future when I have completed the 

work which I can do during the period of their apparent ignorance. It is like having a veil between 

us; they are one with me but, being behind the veil, do not see. Where love, lover and the Beloved 

are one, there the work of duality ends. So for the sake of the work, this duality and ignorance exist. 

“The agents do the work for people on the gross plane, and through the circle, I work for 

the spiritual plane, without their (members of the circle) being aware of it. Jesus worked through 

his apostles on the spiritual plane without their knowing it; but later on, they knew it. They knew 

that all the time it was Jesus’ working and they were his instruments — mediums — and all the 

time one with Jesus.” 

Another person inquired, “Are science and religion separate?” 

Baba replied, “It depends upon how it is understood and utilized. If science deals only with 

material advancement, it would be said to have nothing to do with spirituality. But when it is 

expressed to make the meaning of life clear, then it is also a branch of spirituality. Just as art is 

spiritual if expressed rightly; if it is expressed wrongly, it is material.” 

One person asked, “Will the West ever produce an Avatar?” 

Baba revealed, “The Avatar has always been and will always be born in Asia. This is 

because of the peculiar situation there in the evolution of the universe and in the existence of the 

gross plane which necessitates the manifestation of the Avatar only on that particular continent.” 

“Will the Avatar ever be a woman?” the person queried. 

“Never!” Baba emphasized. “Never has there been a female Avatar, nor will there ever be 

one. The Avatar has always been a male and will always be in a male form.” 

The following day, Saturday, 30 June 1934, Krishna Veer, proprietor of the Kohinoor 

Indian restaurant, invited Baba to a reception there, and Baba went with about 30 people. After the 



luncheon, Baba expressed his desire to go to the East End, a poor section of the city, to see Bill and 

Nellie Precey’s mother Jessie, who had surgery the day before. Mrs. H. Ford, a wealthy woman 

who had met Baba the previous evening, offered to drive him there in her Rolls Royce and Baba 

accepted. 

The lanes in the neighborhood of the East End were narrow, and the large car could not 

enter. The car was parked and Baba walked to the house at 16 Lockyer Street, Long Lane. The 

Precey family were surprised at Baba’s unexpected visit, especially the mother. With tears in her 

eyes, the bedridden woman uttered in a barely audible voice, “It is awfully kind of you to have 

come all this way.” 

Baba’s presence and loving touch comforted the woman. He spelled out to her, “I love to 

be among such good souls, however poor. Poverty is no sin. Because of your poverty, you are all 

the more dear to me. This is why I have come here today.” 

Returning to the car, Baba noticed a group of children around an ice cream vendor, and 

Mrs. Ford bought ice cream cones for all. Baba was delighted and stood in the crowd and embraced 

a few of the children. He took Bill and his little sister Nellie back with him to Compayne Gardens. 

 

In recent months, the Circle Editorial Committee had been formed to publish Baba’s 

discourses in English. Will and Mary Backett were devoting a major part of their time to this 

endeavor. In the late afternoon of the 30th, they held a reception for Baba at the Committee’s offices 

at 50 Charing Cross. Baba met 50 people during his two-hour visit. 

At the reception, a Russian woman asked Baba about her people’s suffering. Baba 

commented, “The Russians have to suffer still more, but they will eventually find relief and 

happiness.” The woman was so relieved to hear this, tears formed in her eyes and she sat quietly 

for a few minutes with her hand in Baba’s. 

During this period, Margaret and Quentin had been commissioned to choreograph vignettes 

of English history for the ballet, and the program (“Pageant of Parliament”) was currently being 

performed at the Royal Albert Hall. They invited Baba to see what they had done, and he agreed to 

go one night. Watching the performance, Baba remarked that he wanted to shake hands with the 

Irish lead dancer, Deirdre Fahy, but he stipulated, “She mustn’t know who I am.” This was not 

easy, as all the people Margaret and Quentin worked with knew of Baba. How could they introduce 

him, yet not have her recognize him? The current newspapers had been full of accounts of his visit. 

When the show was over, they took Baba to the basement to the dressing rooms. They 

called Deirdre, and Margaret rather sternly said, “Deirdre, you know Mr. Tod and I can never give 

you another job again. You've done so badly on stage tonight. Your performance was terrible — 

abominable!” The girl immediately broke down in tears and Margaret quickly added, “Oh, by the 

way, we want you to meet a friend of ours, Mr. Irani.” Deirdre was so upset she shook hands while 

weeping, not really looking at Baba. Baba stepped away. Quentin then consoled the girl, “Oh, all 

right, if you work hard you can keep the job.” Years later, Margaret told her about the ruse. 

On 2 July, Delia’s sister, Minta, drove Baba to the idyllic Star and Garter Hotel in 

Richmond, overlooking the Thames, for tea with her mother May, her grandmother and her 

mother’s companion in their apartment at the hotel.217 All three “ancient ones” doted on the Ancient 

One as though he were a favorite nephew. Baba was so busy in London that he had no free time to 

relax, but even in the midst of the intense activity, he did not forget these three kind, elderly ladies. 

As Age noted, “The Oceanic One is always in search of drops and enthralls and attracts them to 

enable them to seek to merge in the Ocean’s waves.” 

 
217 The Star and Garter Hotel was later re-named the Petersham Hotel. 



After a stroll through Richmond Park, Baba, Kitty, Delia, the mandali and a few others 

boarded a red double-decker bus and sat on top of it for the ride back to Kitty’s house. The next 

day, Baba went to Will and Mary’s cottage in Halstead at two in the afternoon. Among those he 

met again was Winifred Forster. On the 4th, Baba had lunch at Krishna Veer’s restaurant. 

Baba and the mandali left London on Thursday, 5 July 1934 and were driven to Dover by 

Mrs. Ford, along with Dick Capel Smith’s father. Baba wanted and needed rest, but the woman 

pestered him with questions throughout the two-hour ride. 

Norina, Kitty, Minta, Delia and Quentin arrived in Dover by train, and Baba and the 

mandali boarded the ferry with them to cross the English Channel. Arriving in Ostend at four in the 

afternoon, they had a pleasant stroll around the town before boarding the Brussels Express for 

Zurich at 6:30 p.m. Baba had often traveled lower class, but this time he found the wooden benches 

of third class to be uncomfortable and it was evident that he was not able to rest properly throughout 

the night. 

Baba and his companions arrived in Basel, Switzerland, on the 6th at 5:30 in the morning, 

where they had to change trains. They got off and Baba went to have a bath and shave in the 

station’s restroom, since he would have no time once he reached Zurich where he would be 

preoccupied meeting people. Baba had a brisk stroll on the platform and then, boarding another 

train at 7:30 A.M., they arrived two hours later in Zurich where they were met by Walter Mertens. 

Walter drove Baba, Kaka and Adi Jr. in his car, and the others followed in two other cars and a bus 

for the luggage. The parties disembarked seven miles out of the city at Walter’s large fifteen-room 

house, Bünishof, at Bünishoferstrasse 35 in Feldmeilen near the lake, where Baba and the mandali 

had stayed two years before. Walter’s wife Hedi was joyously waiting to receive Baba at the house. 

Baba was given an open, airy room in the left wing with a wonderful view; Chanji and Adi 

Jr. were in an adjoining room, and Tod in a room next to theirs. Baba went into the garden, where 

he met his lovers and Walter took some photographs. 

Anita de Caro, who was living in Zurich, was there. Rano, Nonny and Ruano had been 

instructed to come from Paris, Margaret and Mabel from London, and Enid Corfe (on the 8th) from 

Italy. They stayed at the nearby Hotel Raben, since there was no room for them in the Mertenses’ 

home. 

On Saturday morning, 7 July, Baba went with the group to a nearby swimming area by the 

lake, where he watched them swim. 

Before coming to Switzerland, Baba had asked the Mertens to find a quiet, yet “free and 

lofty,” place where he could spend a day in seclusion. Their friend Meinrad Inglin, a novelist and 

hunter from the town of Schwyz, showed them a spot which they thought suitable. That afternoon, 

Baba went by car with Inglin and the Mertens family to inspect it. After driving up a narrow 

mountain road (interspersed with cow gates that had to be opened and closed to pass) they arrived 

atop a mountain. Baba was led to the edge of a cliff to a viewpoint, known as Fallenfluh (Falling 

Rock). It overlooked the town of Schwyz near a great lake — a beautiful vista of the Alps, farmland 

and cow herds in a valley in the heart of Switzerland. The area was well protected by a wild, virgin 

forest and Baba could be assured of remaining absolutely undisturbed. Baba approved of the spot 

and they returned to Zurich at seven that evening. 

While Baba was away inspecting the Fallenfluh area, Elizabeth had arrived. She had stayed 

behind in London and was glad to see Baba after the stress she had gone through to manage the 

affairs of the film on his behalf during the last many months. Baba too was pleased to see her and 

greatly appreciated her efforts. Together they discussed specific matters for a long time, dealing 

with the finances of the film. The discussion went on late, until 10:30 that night and, at one point, 

Baba remarked, “I am completely fed up with the question and talk of money! I have decided that 

henceforth I will not accept gifts from outsiders. This creates grave misunderstandings and I intend 

to pay back every penny to everyone!” 



Baba mentioned Herbert Davy and his misunderstanding in this regard, but commented 

that Herbert was a “dear boy and would come back [to Baba].” 

Some months before, Norina had contacted the producer Gabriel Pascal in Paris to discuss 

Baba’s film project, but disputes had arisen between them. When Pascal heard that Baba was to 

visit Paris, he was determined to speak in no uncertain terms with him. He blamed Baba for the 

constant misunderstandings, since Norina would cable Baba frequently about the financial backing 

and the details of the scenario and script. 

Pascal had missed seeing Baba in Paris, so he came to Zurich along with Rosamond Wise, 

a painter friend of Anita’s. Pascal and Karl Vollmoeller were scheduled to meet Baba on the 

evening of Sunday, 8 July 1934, but that morning, Baba “stirred things up” by telling Norina and 

Elizabeth that he wanted to meet with Pascal and Karl immediately. Vollmoeller was unable to 

leave the hotel soon, but Pascal agreed to come. 

Baba was not pleased about Vollmoeller’s attitude. “Karl may be a genius,” he commented, 

“but he should not think, nor be given to understand, that the picture cannot be made without him. 

He is being paid for his services and should understand that things must be done according to my 

terms and conditions. If they [Pascal and Vollmoeller] are not prepared to act according to my 

terms, it is better to drop the whole idea.” 

Pascal was a temperamental man and had reached the boiling point, feeling that Baba 

wasted his time with the project. Baba was not even in the house when Pascal arrived and this upset 

him even more. A phone message then came, instructing Elizabeth to give Pascal a choice peach to 

eat and to tell him that Baba would be coming soon. This seemingly innocuous gesture had a 

profound effect upon the man, who later confided that his mother used to save him the best peaches, 

his favorite fruit. 

After some while, Baba arrived and called for Pascal. As he entered Baba’s room for his 

interview, Baba gently smiled and Pascal’s anger melted away. He could only meekly ask Baba, 

“What do you wish me to do?” Baba had him sit near him, touched his hand and inquired about his 

work. Now in a peaceful mood, Pascal told Baba how he had wanted to bring out the expressions 

of inner feelings and the deepest being of man by portraying the spiritual side of life in a way that 

had never been done before. 

Baba remarked, “I saw one of your films in London [once], and noticed how subtly you 

combined humor and pathos. I fully enjoyed it and have often indicated that you are the man to 

produce my film.218 You have very deep past connections with me and will work for me in the 

future, particularly through motion pictures. That is why I myself have drawn you to me.” 

Baba then spelled on the board, “You are my Phoenix.”  

After being with Baba for several hours, Gabriel Pascal left feeling happier than he had 

ever been in his life. “It was all wonderful, wonderful — too wonderful for words,” he recalled 

later. “I had come like a lion but returned like a lamb!” 

Discussions about the film project with Pascal and Vollmoeller went on continuously for 

the next three days. Vollmoeller had written a rough draft of a story (Perfection) about passengers 

in an airplane and the pilot, who represented the Master. Pascal suggested that Baba’s hand be 

photographed and shown in the film, and Baba agreed to this. 

 

218 The film referred to is most likely the German film, The Captain from Köpenick (1931), which Gabriel 

Pascal produced. Pascal was closely associated with the playwright George Bernard Shaw and later filmed 

several of Shaw’s plays including Pygmalion and Major Barbara. About him, Shaw said, “Pascal is doing 

for the films what Diaghilev did for the Russian ballet … the man is a genius.” 



Certain interested Swiss individuals were invited for interviews or to ask questions before 

Baba. On the 9th, during his interview, Walter’s brother Oskar asked, “What hinders me from being 

a better and truer Christian, and so also a better husband and father?” 

Baba answered, “You must try, as far as possible, to live the life that Christ lived. Not by 

theory and intellectual understanding alone should one try to follow Christianity, but it is the feeling 

— love — that has to be lived.” 

“How can I do that?” Oskar Mertens asked. 

“To develop love, you have to do it practically; that is, you have to experience it in everyday 

life. You must lessen your desires and make others happy by thinking less of your own happiness. 

This can be done. By desire, I mean selfish desires ... It is all very practical and very simple; but 

people always make it complicated.” 

Baba added, “There is no necessity in believing in and following me. Follow the teachings 

of Christ in its true spirit. By loving Christ and living the life he wanted you to live, you are 

following me and will come closer to me.” 

Professor Fritz Enderlin, the rector of a women’s college in Zurich, asked, “Is Shri Meher 

Baba ready to give his love to those who, on the basis of the New Testament conception, think him 

to be wrong in regard to his Christ Consciousness, but who are open to the influence of his love? 

Baba replied, “If you love Jesus, and if you can follow Christ’s teachings and live his life, 

that is more than enough. You do not need to follow me, for by following Jesus with all love, you 

will indirectly be following me. That is what I know.” 

Dr. Brunner, a professor of theology at Zurich University, asked, “Does Baba believe that 

the way to God is possible only through him? From where does Baba take the aspiration of his 

Christ Consciousness?” 

Baba answered, “If you try to find God in your own self, where is the necessity to find it 

in a special manifestation? Because it is difficult to realize God, it is necessary to have the help of 

one who has realized God.” 

Walter’s first wife came to see Baba on the 10 July, as did Hedi’s sister and her family. 

Evariste Mertens, Walter’s son by his first marriage, met Baba on the 11th.  

Evariste asked Baba, “How can I find happiness?” 

In reply, Baba explained: 

Everyone in the world, consciously or unconsciously, seeks happiness in one form or 

another. Even a murderer seeks happiness, which he hopes to find in murder, and this is why he 

commits murder. Why and when does a man murder? Either through hatred or jealousy and 

because he thinks he will find happiness if he commits murder and takes revenge. 

Why does a man commit suicide? Because he expects to find happiness in death. Why 

does another man drink? It is because of the happiness he expects to derive. But what happiness is 

derived and how long does it last? So long as the effect of intoxication lasts. No sooner does it cool 

down than he feels broken, dejected and miserable. 

It is the same with lust. A person does it all for the happiness he or she derives, but it is 

only for the time being that one derives happiness; and when it is over, the person is miserable 

again. 

Real happiness is different. It never changes, nor ceases. It is permanent, everlasting, and 

it lies there within you. It is sleeping [latent] and might be opened [unlocked]. Once it is opened, 

one is always happy. 

I am the source of all happiness — the Sun of Bliss — but there is a cover [curtain] that 

veils you from the Sun. The Sun is there, shining, spreading its luster all over the world. But you do 

not allow its rays to approach you; you obstruct them with a veil of ignorance. Remove that and 

you will see the Sun. 

I will help you to tear open the curtain and enable you to find happiness within. I love 

you. I love all. 

The young man then asked, “Who do you love more — my mother or Hedi?” 



Reassuring Evariste, Baba replied, “I love both. I love all. I have no hatred. Even if you hit 

me, slap me or spit on me, I would still love you. Your mother is good. Hedi is good, too. Walter 

is best. I love all. 

“I know you think that Hedi deprived your mother of happiness. It is not so; it is not her 

fault. It is nobody’s fault. You must love Hedi equally, as you love your mother. You must also 

love your mother, not taunt her, prick her. She suffers much. 

“Just do this for me: love your mother, love Hedi, love all. Be big-hearted, generous, 

forgiving, and you will find happiness soon. I will help you.” 

“Will I pass my examination?” Evariste asked. 

“I am afraid not.” 

“Then I won’t appear for it.” 

“No, you must go,” Baba told him. “What’s wrong even if you fail? Suppose you pass. 

What happens? You find happiness for the time being. Then again the question of what happens 

next? You are unhappy. So why worry? I will see to it that you pass. I will turn the key. But promise 

me one thing: Before going to bed every night, just think of me; then go to bed.” 

Later that afternoon, Baba was driven with all in his group to Otto Haas-Heye’s fashion 

and costume design school, where Baba had previously given darshans. On this occasion, Otto and 

Frieda Billo met Baba there, as did other Swiss lovers. 

At Feldmeilen, Baba was relaxed and paid much attention to the Mertens family, playing 

with Walter and Hedi’s four children — Annakatharina, Wolfgang, Pieter and Tobias (Toby) — all 

of whom were enchanted by Baba’s personality. Arend Fuhrmann, their adopted son, also had 

Baba’s close contact during this period. 

 

Baba would go for daily walks with his close ones, but they were usually left behind since 

his pace was always so fast. On one occasion, Rano had the urge to catch up to Baba as he scaled 

a hill. Baba turned and held his hand out to Rano. When she reached him, suddenly she felt 

weightless and as if floating, and together they went hand in hand up the hill. That beautiful 

experience ascending alone with Baba sealed her fate and she bowed at the Beloved’s feet forever. 

Rano remembered, “It was there, that I really began to realize that I was in contact with the 

Avatar. A slow process of breaking up started to take place in my being. I would wait for everybody 

to go to sleep and then sit outside at night alone, looking at the lake in the beautiful moonlight. I 

was churned inside out, upside down. I would think: ‘What’s happening to me? This is terrible. I 

can’t eat, I can’t sleep!’ Now I understood what Ruano meant when she said she wept for ten days 

after meeting Baba!” 

Baba had often emphasized to the Americans and Europeans, “I want only love from my 

Western lovers. The Eastern lovers revere me, bow down to me and worship me — but I want only 

love from you.” 

A professor and his wife from Germany were among the group for a few days, but the wife 

was not really interested in Baba and so she was not called for an interview. Walter Mertens 

requested that Baba distribute a small cup of his homemade wine to each, and Baba agreed to do 

so one evening. But he instructed Quentin categorically to inform the wife that she was not to join 

the group. Quentin, being a very sensitive individual, according to Margaret, could not bring 

himself to face the woman with this order from Baba. Instead, he asked Enid to do so for him. Enid 

did not realize that it was Baba’s order that the woman not be present. 

All gathered in a room and Baba began dispensing the sacred wine. Unveiling a glimpse of 

his beauty, Baba’s face glowed like the sun and his golden brown hair was irresistibly charming. 



The Divine One’s smile enveloped the room and spread its message of joy as it kissed each lover’s 

soul. The Beloved’s splendor cast a spell over his lovers and his Song echoed in their hearts. 

While the group was enraptured in a timeless moment, suddenly the door opened and in 

walked this woman. Baba gave Quentin a deeply reproachful look, but allowed the woman to come 

in and be seated. Quentin was so remorseful that, despite Baba’s forgiveness and offer of wine, he 

refused the glass three times. All were told to leave and Baba had a private talk with Quentin. 

“When you cannot follow such a simple order,” Baba scolded him, “what will you be able 

to do for me later?” 

Quentin tried to apologize and explain, but Baba said “Remember, my wish is supreme! It 

is not love if one fails to carry out my dictates.” 

 

Baba left Feldmeilen on Thursday, 12 July 1934 at six in the morning and was driven to 

Fallenfluh with Adi Jr., Kaka, Chanji, Quentin, Walter and Hedi — seven people in a five-seater 

Buick with luggage, tents and other provisions piled high on top, at the back and in the trunk. Hedi 

drove since Walter had injured his hand. The weather was splendid and the scenery was beautiful. 

Hedi recalled an interesting experience while driving: 

We drove along the Lake of Zurich for about half an hour — all still quiet, almost no 

people on the road, passing village after village. Baba wanted me to drive quicker and so I did. 

Before starting, I had adjusted my rear-view mirror so that I could see Baba’s face. He was seated 

in the back between two of his mandali, his head deeply wrapped up in a big shawl — his face 

hidden in shadow. For a long moment, I could not look away. Although I kept the wheel well in my 

hands, I felt as if my own action was slipping off and as if we were driving on a cushion, the wheels 

scarcely touching the ground. I was keeping my eyes always fixed on Baba in the mirror. I then saw 

his face getting brighter, and at the same time, I was strongly drawn to the wheel … Again I saw 

Baba’s face more clearly radiant. Then I felt as if I were discharged from a circle and I was driving 

easily once more. 

They crossed the Lake of Zurich at Rapperswil and then drove over the Sattel Pass, arriving 

in Schwyz after two hours. Meinrad Inglin joined them there to lead the way to Fallenfluh. (He had 

to stand on the back luggage rack as they slowly drove up the mountain as there was no room in 

the car.) As mentioned, the winding, stony road was narrow and rough, partitioned with frequent 

wooden gates for the purpose of keeping the cows in the pastures. They had to keep stopping to 

open and shut these gates, as they ascended. 

Finally they reached a forest road junction where Baba and the men got out of the car. The 

men loaded the luggage upon their shoulders and Inglin guided them to a place not far from the 

mountain edge chosen by Baba for his seclusion. Here, Baba, Adi Jr., Kaka, Chanji, Quentin and 

Walter had breakfast; Baba distributed tea, bread, butter and fruit. Meanwhile Inglin had walked 

back to the junction, and Hedi and he drove back to Schwyz where Hedi was to wait at his house 

and return to the junction at seven o’clock that evening to pick them up. 

After eating, Baba gave instructions to the four men concerning his seclusion: “It may be 

an hour later or earlier than seven o’clock; it all depends on when the work is finished. Your duty 

is to stay here on watch for two hours each. Kaka should come with me and stay 100 yards away. 

All of you should fast and not even drink water during the period of my seclusion. You can rest if 

you like after your turn is over and talk, but not loudly.” 

The watch was divided between the men. Quentin was to keep watch from 9:30 to 11:30 

A.M.; Walter from 11:30 to 1:30 P.M.; Adi Jr. from 1:30 to 3:30 P.M.; and Chanji 3:30 to the end. 

Baba had also explained to them the importance of keeping people away from his seclusion spot: 

“While working, I leave my physical body which has become dead to all feelings of touch. I would 

not even feel it if my body were hammered or cut up into pieces. 



“It is best if I draw a boundary all around at a distance of 50 yards. No one should come 

closer. Anyone trying to cross that boundary line would drop dead! That is why I have Kaka keep 

watch from a distance of 100 yards.” 

Putting on his hat, Baba then walked away, his overcoat slung over his shoulders and 

carrying some things. Kaka followed with Baba’s bedding. When Baba reached the ridge of the 

steep mountain, Kaka spread the bedding and prepared the spot as Baba wished. Baba wore just a 

shirt and sadra when at 9:30 the seclusion work began. Baba lay on his mattress, held a mosquito 

net on his chest and covered himself with two sheets. He stayed that way for three hours, 

occasionally turning from one side to the other. 

At one point during Baba’s seclusion, a few poor Swiss farm women tried to enter the 

forest to gather firewood. Walter explained to them that dangerous electrical experiments were 

being conducted that day and people were forbidden from entering the area. (As per Baba’s 

previous instructions, Walter compensated them for being sent away.) 

At 12:30 P.M. Baba sat up, removed the covering from his face and clapped for Kaka. He 

instructed Kaka to sit closer at a spot 50 yards away. He then covered himself again with the net 

and sheets and lay back down. During the seclusion work, Baba would sit up and lie back down 

every hour. After some time passed, Kaka felt a bit drowsy, but just as he was about to doze off, he 

heard a man’s voice whispering to him. When he opened his eyes, there was no one. 

After midday ominous black clouds gathered. Hedi was warned by Inglin to close the roof 

of the car. While outside, when she looked up at Fallenfluh she saw it shrouded in black clouds, 

heavy rain pouring down, with only Baba’s seclusion spot rayed in bright light. 

When the terrific thunderstorm broke out, the men built a shelter to protect themselves, but 

nevertheless they got completely drenched by the heavy rain. When the rain stopped they lit a fire 

to dry themselves and also for Baba when he would return. “Maya’s usual opposition,” Baba was 

to remark later. 

Earlier than expected, at 4:30 P.M., Baba rose from his bedding, put on his coat and pants 

and walked back to the men. To their amazement he was completely dry. When asked about it, 

Baba simply smiled a significant smile which the men intuitively understood. 

Baba was radiant — beaming. He later commented, “I am very happy. I am satisfied with 

the work done here. It was better than at Assisi. When I work like this, a meeting of large numbers 

of my agents is held; but you cannot see them with your gross eyes. Sometimes, though, you can 

hear a rumble like boot steps.” 

At 5:15 P.M., Baba distributed fruit to break their fast. Then they walked through the forest 

and fields to the road junction, arriving in 45 minutes. Five minutes later, Hedi showed up in the 

car. She had felt an inner urge to arrive an hour earlier than ordered. They loaded the luggage and, 

at Baba’s request, they began their return home by a different route. At the top of Ibergeregg Pass, 

they stopped to have coffee in the local restaurant. Inside, a happy atmosphere prevailed with local 

Swiss farmers laughing and singing in loud, merry voices. Some danced and Baba particularly 

enjoyed their yodeling. It was quite a contrast to the hours of seclusion he had spent on Fallenfluh 

— an enjoyable respite from his strenuous work. 

They started back to Zurich at 7:15 P.M. and reached the Mertens residence two hours later. 

Anita remarked that Baba looked glorious. “Baba, what authority you have!” she said. Baba 

responded, “Yes, but real authority means having great responsibilities.” 

Baba was in a good mood and called his lovers to his room. Baba told them his work had 

been accomplished well and explained about his meeting with the advanced souls of the hierarchy, 

the future war and his protection of Switzerland. He spelled out on his board, “I have drawn a circle 



around the country so that it will not be involved in the coming war.” He went on to describe the 

details of his seclusion on the mountaintop.219 

 

The next day, 13 July 1934, was filled with private interviews from nine in the morning 

until six-thirty that evening. Baba met with more than 50 Swiss and Europeans. Norina and Walter 

interpreted for those who did not speak English. Excerpts from a few of those meetings are given 

below: 

At 9 a.m. Mr. Kliener, a workman who had become paralyzed, came. Baba said, “It is not 

the paralysis of the body that matters but of the mind that retards the soul. I will help you 

spiritually, for I appreciate the spirit in which you bear all your suffering.” 

Norina introduced Mrs. Henry James Forman who had met Baba previously, saying, “She 

is complaining that she has not developed in her spiritual progress as quickly as she would have 

liked. She feels confused about things.” 

Baba replied, “All are confused, except me. But it will soon be all right.” 

“She accuses herself of not being good enough, not as selfless as she wants to be. She 

longs to be better.” 

“That is very noble. It will happen. Let that desire remain and she will progress. This 

contact will help her.”  

Miss Girsberger, the daughter of a clergyman, wanted to know why Westerners thought 

Eastern religions were so confusing? Baba replied, “Easterners say the same thing about Western 

religions! Everyone thinks his own religion is the best. This is ignorance. Jesus never meant that. 

What does religion mean? To find God within. What did Jesus teach? To find him within and not to 

wage wars [in his name] as his followers have been doing.” 

“How can we realize that?” 

“Through Love, and helping others selflessly. It is very easy. If you think less of yourself 

and more of others, it is so easy. No matter if you doubt me or do not even believe in me, I will 

help you. I will help you even if you don’t want it! When the sun is high up in the sky and you feel 

hot, you cannot avoid it. It shines on you even if you don’t want it to.”  

To another, Baba said, “[Spirituality] is so easy, but people make it so complicated that it 

seems a gigantic task. Think more of others and less of yourself. Try, little by little.” 

Mrs. Hiner, a woman working in Walter’s office, was asked if she wanted to ask 

anything. She shook her head no. Baba commented: “I understand, because what can explanations 

mean when internal help is at hand? Real help is spiritual help, not by words and explanations.” A 

few tears fell from the woman’s eyes, and she put her hand in Baba’s and sat with him for a few 

moments. 

Another person who also had no questions said he only wanted the Master’s contact, to 

which Baba commented: “If it is true that I know everything, then there is no need to ask me 

questions. And if you feel I do not know, what is the use of asking me as I would not then be able 

to help you!” 

At 10 a.m., a nurse named Mrs. Schreiber disclosed certain fears to Baba, saying, “I am 

so tired of life and very unhappy. I don’t see how I can improve.” 

Baba reassured her, “Everyone is unconsciously tired of this life, because everyone seeks 

happiness, but knows not how to get it. But life is so beautiful! It is meant to be happy. I will help 

you. Then things will appear changed. You will see it. It is always the outlook that counts, and not 

the object. Today, you feel tired, upset, seeing nothing beautiful in things around you in life. If 

tomorrow, you do not feel bored but cheerful in the same things that appeared so black to you 

yesterday — it is all due to changed mentality and outlook. The easy way is not to make so much of 

things. Take them lightly. Say to yourself, ‘I am meant to be happy, to make others happy,’ and 

gradually you do become happy yourself and make others happy, too. Don’t suggest to your mind, 

‘I am tired, haggard, depressed,’ et cetera. That will make it worse. Always say, ‘All is well and 

beautiful. I will be happy.’ ”  

Baba added, “I will help you spiritually. I can and I will. You will feel it.” 

Baba gave a similar reply to a morphine addict who approached him. Baba asked, “Are 

you happy?” 

The man said, “No, very, very miserable.”  
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“Try to be always happy. Never think that life is dreadful; I am tired of life, et cetera. 

Such thoughts really make life miserable. Life is worth living. If you think like that, all difficulties 

will appear insignificant. I will help you try to develop love. Never think, ‘I am alone,’ ‘I have so 

much to do,’ ‘I am poor,’ and so on. All are poor. The whole world is poor. Even millionaires are 

poor because they have greed and want more. Love someone and I will help you.” 

A man came with a written list of his transgressions, which made him feel that he was 

unredeemable. He was about to read it out, but Baba said, “There’s no need to tell me anything. 

Don’t worry. When one is meant for spiritual advancement, one has either love or lust in him to the 

extreme. This lust must be converted into love. What is lust but a craving to satisfy physical senses; 

and love is the craving of the soul. Never think that you have fallen so far as not to be able to rise 

again.” 

A nervous young woman came, and Norina explained that she was in love with a church 

pianist. She wanted to know if she should continue the friendship platonically, as Catholic law 

prevents marriage with a man who is divorced. “Do they love each other?” Baba asked. The girl 

said yes, and Baba continued, “Then love is all that matters. If there is no lust, there is no harm in 

it. Let that love grow so that it makes two souls like one. I will help her spiritually to make this love 

grow purer.”  

Norina reintroduced the painter Helen Dahm, who had met Baba in 1932. Baba remarked 

to her, “I am also a painter. I paint the hearts of people with the colors of spirituality.” 

To another artist, Baba said, “I am an artist who has the whole world as my canvas. I 

paint souls. One can express all of one’s spiritual qualities through art, but one must put all one’s 

heart into it. Art is one of the sources through which the soul expresses itself and inspires others. 

But to express art thoroughly, one must have his inner emotions thoroughly opened. I love artists, 

for through art, one can express oneself beautifully. Art, when inspired with love, leads to higher 

realms. 

“When you paint, you forget everything except your object. When you are so engrossed 

in it, you are lost in it, and when you are lost in it, your ego diminishes. When that happens, love 

infinite appears; and when love is created, God is attained. So you see how art can lead one to find 

Infinite God.” 

The Mertenses’ home was an old estate surrounded by extensive nurseries and orchards. 

Gesturing to the beautiful gardens outside, Baba quipped, “All this is my painting.” 

A young woman wanted to develop the divine within, but felt she could not achieve it 

herself, without help. Baba responded, “You will achieve it by my help. Never be disheartened. It is 

all within, and I will help you to ‘open’ it.”  

“How can spirituality be attained?” she inquired. 

“It can be attained, not by intellect, but by heart and feeling and inner experience. I could 

explain for hours, but that would be nothing compared to one second of my internal help. Do one 

thing: Every night, just before retiring, think for one minute, ‘The Infinite God is within me, and I 

am part of the Infinite.’ This will put you more and more in contact with me internally.” 

Norina introduced a woman saying, “She is a law student.”  

“Law is good,” Baba remarked. “This whole universe is based on the divine law of love 

which covers all existence.” 

The woman asked, “How can I strive both to achieve things in life materially and also to 

that which is permanently lasting?” 

Baba explained: “It can be done. What does perfection mean if it does not include the 

material life? It is easy and practical. Lead a worldly life, attend to all your worldly duties, but for 

some moments in the day, long for knowing something that is beyond life. And this longing will 

increase gradually and will make you free and detached from material results.” 

One person told Baba, “I have seen you face to face, but I don’t remember where.” 

“I’ve known you for a very, very long time,” Baba said. 

“I have the feeling I know you, also. Is a link already established?” Baba told him that it 

was, and the man very cordially shook Baba’s hand and then kissed it lovingly. 

Another asked, “Will the world conditions take a better turn? 

“Yes, it has to.” 

“Will there be an understanding between the East and the West?” 

“Yes, it is to be. It is inevitable. Soon it will be such a spiritual worldwide revolution that 

all will have to unite.” 



“Do you know about the Oxford movement?220” 

“Yes, it is one of the channels that leads to me.” 

“Will [yours] be a new religion or union of all religions into one.” 

“All [religions] will be one. It will be a movement of Eternal Love, and so it will be a 

religion of Love.” 

“The same as Christ’s?” 

“Yes. This change will happen soon, in this generation, and will last a very long time. 

The spiritual revolution will take place very soon.” 

“Will it expresses itself through war?” 

“It might or it might not. But it will express itself just after an economic war all over the 

world. I am trying to avert [a violent, bloodshed-filled] war.” 

“How can we help to avoid the war, how can we be useful?” 

“By thinking that there will be no war. Millions of my agents are working towards that. 

Your love messages can reach anyone, anywhere, because in all these is the One Infinite God.” 

“Why not bring salvation now?” 

“The world needs it very badly; but still, there is a need for some of its greater evils to be 

eradicated, and then it will be very soon. I know it because I have worked it out.” 

“Will salvation be felt by anybody and everybody?” 

“Mostly by all, but in degrees. To some more, to others less. But it will be a universal 

spiritual push.” 

“Why doesn’t everybody find or feel God within?” 

“It is nobody’s fault. Every soul, sooner or later, has to realize the God within.” 

“Why do only a few Realize It and many do not?” 

“It is because these many have yet to pass through the experience of duality, because to 

reach Unity one has to pass through duality.” 

At 3:00 p.m. Otto Billo met Baba. Norina’s Swiss uncle, Heinrich Wölfflin, a prominent 

professor and art historian, was another visitor. When the professor met Baba, he asked, “When is 

salvation coming for the world? When will all this nonsense end?” 

“Soon,” Baba assured him.  

“Oh, please let it be soon,” the professor said with a smile, “I’m already 70 and I want to 

see it!” 

“You will,” Baba promised him. “Just wait a little while longer.” 

The professor’s housekeeper adored Baba. She came more than once and simply wanted 

to sit by Baba and hold his arm for a few minutes. At one point she asked innocently, “Why am I 

naughty?”  

“Why think like that?” Baba chided her. “And why worry about it. It is good to think of 

how to improve our defects, but don’t always be worried about them.” 

At 4 p.m. two clergymen, Mr. Meister and Mr. Wegmann came. One of them said, “From 

the Christian standpoint, Christ is the only one and unique of the Prophets. Do you believe that?” 

Baba commented, “Unique indeed from the standpoint of his state and consciousness. 

The Mohammedans claim that Muhammad is the only Prophet; the Buddhists claim the same for 

Buddha; the Parsis for Zoroaster, and the Christians for Christ. Each says that his perfect ideal [of 

the Prophet] is unique. But why bother about that? What do ‘names’ matter? What is important is 

the life that Jesus lived. To understand Christ, to know him, one has to live his life. Mere 

ceremonies and talks, discussions and criticisms, don’t help one towards knowing Christ. Christ 

taught one simple thing: Love, but so few of his followers have that love developed!” 

“Is this standpoint of love consistent with Christian dogma?” 

“Love has in it selfless service and renunciation of low desires. Pure love includes 

everything. If one loves, all other low qualities automatically dissolve themselves. And by love, I 

mean pure love, not the sexual love as it is meant today in the world of matter.” 

Someone else asked, “Is there any great difference between Christ and organized 

religion?” 

“A world of difference. Christ is to be lived and not ‘ceremonied’ [found in ceremonies].” 

Dr. Kohlberg asked how she could be a better physician. Baba answered, “It is very 

simple — through love. Anything that is done with love has perfect results. To be a good doctor, 

always have in mind that, to you, all patients — good or bad, big or small — are equal. Treat a 

beggar with as much care and interest as you would a millionaire. Only if a doctor can realize that 
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one infinite God is in all can she work like a saint! It is simple, yet very difficult to practice. So 

many things interfere — reputation, name, money, society, circumstances, and so on.”  

Baba concluded, “I am a doctor of souls. I help each according to his need.” 

Another day, Baba showed the chart of evolution to a small private group. One person in 

attendance opined that the “missing link” as he understood it was erroneous. Baba agreed, “Yes, it 

is a great mistake. In fact, there is nothing like a ‘missing link’ in evolution.” 

 “How is selfishness caused and why?” 

Baba explained: “At the root of all is selfishness, self-interest, want and desire. If two 

dogs see a bone, they fight because they both want it. Both have a desire to possess it. Even if they 

do not see it and do not fight, all the same, the desire is latent there.” 

“Why do people fear?” 

“Because they are afraid of losing the thing they want to possess. “ 

“What are the means to become fearless?” 

“The only possible means is a spiritual change [of heart]. Only that will make people 

satisfied. They want to be satisfied. They themselves do not know what they want … For all 

material satisfaction [created through desire and want], spiritual upliftment is needed.” 

“But how can spiritual upliftment come when selfishness and desire are there, deep-

rooted?” 

Baba said, “It will be done by universal love. Love has such powers as to unite all hearts. 

So the first spiritual universal push will be though love.” 

 

A few more interviews were granted the next day, 14 July 1934. To Moor Mazzeazzaeni, 

a well-known dancer, Baba directed this remark: “Dancing is a very good art if expressed rightly. 

It has divine qualities, and if expressed properly, it will have a wonderful effect; if expressed 

wrongly, it has the opposite effect.” 

On one occasion, Baba mentioned the making of the film and commented to his close ones, 

“When the film is produced in America, I will take you all there with me.” Delia’s name, however, 

was somehow omitted from subsequent discussions. Delia’s mind began being troubled by this, 

because she felt excluded. After some time she could not hide her pain and wept. Then a horsefly 

stung her on the eye, causing even more swelling. Norina tried to comfort her, but to no avail. Baba 

finally asked her what was wrong. After the usual evasive “Nothing, Baba,” he tapped his pocket 

and declared, “Even if I have to keep you in my pocket, I will take you with me to America!” This 

made Delia laugh, and all her anxieties vanished. 

After further discussions with Gabriel Pascal, a contract about the film work was drawn 

up, typed and signed by him on the 14th. Baba went to see a movie that afternoon at 5:00 P.M. But 

just before he left, he became annoyed with Adi Jr. Harsh words were exchanged, creating a gloomy 

atmosphere. According to Chanji, Baba created the “storm” on purpose to allow the Mertens and 

others to experience “the other side” of the Master’s mood and sometimes “warm [heated] 

atmosphere” of his sahavas. 

After ten days in Zurich, on Monday, 16 July 1934, Baba departed for Marseilles by train. 

Accompanying him were the three mandali, Norina, Elizabeth, Rano, Nonny, Ruano, Delia and 

Quentin. Baba dressed in European clothing, but during this trip he always wore his sadra 

underneath. He turned to Rano during the train ride to ask, “I feel very uncomfortable in this outfit. 

Would it be all right if I took off my coat and pants?” 

Looking around the compartment at the stern faces of the Swiss, Rano replied that it did 

not matter to her but it might be embarrassing in the presence of the other passengers. Baba smiled, 

gestured a bit sadly, “Yes, I guess I had better not,” and stayed dressed in his suit. Even the Avatar 

has to put up with convention, Age observed. 

They reached Marseilles the same day and checked into the Hotel Terminus. On their way 

there in the taxi, Baba smiled at Nonny and spelled “Angel” to her on his alphabet board. 

The four-day stay in Marseilles proved to be hectic. Baba rushed about all day, going for 

walks in the zoo and parks, and out for drives. He took the group to the movies twice in the same 

day. Whenever Baba went to a movie, it was his usual habit, no matter how good the film, to watch 



part of it, then stand up and walk out. But this was not the case in Marseilles. The film they went 

to in the evening turned out to be hopelessly boring. All wanted to leave, but Baba insisted on 

sitting through it until the very end. The film was in French and Baba kept nudging Rano to translate 

and explain what was being said. This embarrassed her as the content was a bit risqué for the time. 

At one point, Delia naïvely asked, “Baba, darling, is your spiritual work not over yet?” The film 

was so poorly done that some fell asleep. 

While out in the city, they were passing the bird market, and Baba indicated his wish to 

have some birds. They purchased a pair of small, brightly-colored parakeets and took them back to 

the hotel. Baba then said he wanted four more: one each from Delia, Quentin Nonny and Rano. The 

next morning, Baba said that he had to have three more: one each from Norina, Elizabeth and 

Ruano. Baba went to the shop with them and selected four himself. The total now was thirteen 

birds. Nonny purchased a beautiful pagoda-shaped cage in which to keep them. 

But at the hotel, the birds began fighting amongst themselves and Baba wished them 

separated into different cages. Quentin had kept pet birds in London, so Baba sent for him to transfer 

one pair into a different cage. Quentin was preparing tea in the next room (he was an absolute 

stickler for an afternoon cup of tea) and he called out to wait a minute, he was making tea. After a 

couple of minutes, Baba again sent for him and Quentin gave the same reply. Baba was annoyed 

by this and directed Adi Jr. to move the birds. Baba spelled out, referring to Quentin, “He thinks 

more of his tea than of obeying my orders.” 

When Adi Jr. put his hand inside the birds’ cage, one of them pecked him sharply. He 

immediately drew back his hand, and as he did so, one bird flew out the cage door and away through 

an open window in the room. Quentin appeared on the scene to find Baba very displeased, his eyes 

glowering intensely. Pointing to those present, Baba asked, “Is this obedience? Is this the way the 

West obeys me? I will send you all back and never see your faces again! My work is handicapped 

by the escape of that bird. So I repeat: Remember at all times to carry out immediately what I say!” 

Baba then calmed down, embracing one and all. Rano was amazed by Baba’s sudden 

change in mood, since an ordinary human being could never revert so quickly to contentment after 

displaying such an explosion of wrath To celebrate, Baba gave each a little wine and said, “It is of 

great spiritual significance to take birds from the West to the East. Each one represents a person. 

The bird that flew away is symbolic of one of my close disciples who will realize me but die before 

I break my silence. It was my will that the bird flew away. It will die in a matter of days. My circle 

has twelve members, so the thirteenth bird had to go. The same thing happened at the time of the 

Buddha, who was given 32 birds by his disciples.” 

Baba directed Delia and Quentin to take one of the birds back to the shop and exchange it 

for as many smaller birds as they could. They brought back five, for a total of sixteen. Kaka was 

put in charge of these birds, and they were taken back to India with Baba. 

In Marseilles, Rano was given the opportunity to comb Baba’s hair. She was smoking 

fifteen cigarettes per day then, but through Baba’s influence she gradually tapered down to just two 

a day. By giving her and Nonny chances to serve him in small ways, Baba made them feel like they 

belonged with him and thus they grew closer to him. 

Margaret once related about Baba’s visits, “It used to be that when Baba came for a week 

or so, we were exhausted, absolutely drained after he left. We had done nothing, but he drained us. 

Almost as if he had used our energy, like a human battery.”  

So Baba gave permission to Quentin, Delia, Margaret and Mabel to go to Spain for a rest. 

Quentin and Delia left on the 19th. Rano, Ruano and Nonny were sent to Paris on the 20th, and 

Margaret and Mabel waited to leave until Baba had sailed. Baba did not want any farewell scenes 

at the dock, he said, so even though his boat, the SS Strathnaver, did not sail for India until the 

evening of the 20th, he boarded it that morning with Chanji, Kaka and Adi Jr. Norina and Elizabeth 

sailed for America to carry on Baba’s work concerning the producing of the film.  



 

The Strathnaver with its 450 passengers reached Bombay in the afternoon on Thursday, 2 

August 1934, and Adi Sr. and Goher met Baba in a Chevrolet. It was raining heavily. They went 

first to Kaka Baria’s sister’s apartment. Baba said he wished to proceed to Nasik by train, so they 

drove the Chevrolet to a garage and went by taxi to Sarosh’s sister Homai’s house, where Baba ate 

a little rice and dal. They then boarded the Calcutta Mail and reached Nasik by 9:00 P.M. Instead of 

resting, Baba and all went to the Circle Cinema, where they saw a Laurel & Hardy comedy, Sons 

of the Desert, which Baba enjoyed. 

After bringing Rustom up to date on the film’s progress and meeting others there, Baba 

returned to Meherabad at 5:00 P.M. on the 3rd. 

Settling in at Meherabad, Baba related details of his tour to both the men and women 

mandali. The women were still residing on the hill and no man was allowed to go there. They were 

kept in strict seclusion, away from any man’s contact. Only Soonamasi and Kakubai, who kept 

watch by the gate to ensure their privacy, were permitted to talk with the men mandali if there was 

any reason. 

From an external view, Baba’s visit to the West was meant primarily to see to the 

preliminary arrangements in connection with the spiritual film. Having had Baba’s personal 

contact, the main workers became more enthusiastic about the project. Karl Vollmoeller was to be 

the writer of the film, Gabriel Pascal the director, and Norina, Elizabeth and Elsie Domville were 

to arrange all the financing. Three motion pictures were to be produced with 50 percent of the 

financing to be borne by a studio which Pascal represented, and 50 percent by Elizabeth and Nonny. 

The profit was to be divided: 50 percent to Baba, five percent to Vollmoeller, and 45 percent to 

Pascal. All of Baba’s expenses for the journey ($6,500) were paid and Vollmoeller was given 

$1,000 for his expenses. Baba promised to return to America by September of 1934 to begin 

shooting the film; his voyage and that of those with him were to be paid by the corporation. 

To assuage feelings of separation of his Western women disciples, Baba indicated to them 

that each would be given a significant role in the film, and Margaret was to choreograph spiritual 

dances for it. 

 

After a brief stay at Meherabad, Baba went to Bombay with a few of the mandali to give 

darshan to his lovers there. The darshan was held at Naoroji Dadachanji’s house and many of 

Baba’s close ones attended, including Minoo Kharas from Nasik. Minoo and a young man named 

Shankar Mahadev Turekar, 26, were enrolled in the police academy in Nasik and were regular 

visitors. 

Baba visited the homes of some of his Bombay lovers and then left for Poona. Darshan was 

held in Kasba Peth at Sadashiv Patil’s home and many Poona lovers attended. After the program, 

Baba met with his mother Memo, his brother Beheram and his sister-in-law Perin, with whom he 

had individual talks. 

While in Poona, Baba sent for Sadashiv and Buasaheb. Neither man wanted to move from 

Poona. Baba told them, “You are both breaking my order by not staying at Meherabad.” In spite of 

Baba’s insistence, Buasaheb refused to accept Baba’s wish to stay at Meherabad. As the years went 

by, however, Buasaheb was to regret his mistake. 

Once Baba used this simile to explain to Baily the importance of obeying his orders: 

Imagine that we are sitting in a room and the room has two doors, a front door and a back 

door. It is convenient and easy to leave through the front door, but it takes longer to do so through 

the back door. It is also difficult, cumbersome and time-consuming to exit through the back door. 

Now you receive news from your home that your mother has fallen and is lying unconscious on the 

floor. You need to rush home immediately, so you get up at once to leave. At that time, I know 



there is a deadly poisonous snake hiding near the front door, and the moment you exit from the 

front door you will be bitten. You cannot escape its lethal bite and will surely die.  

At the same time I also know that there is no real danger to your mother, and even though 

you may reach home late, there is nothing to be worried about. And because I cannot explain all 

this to you openly, I order you, ‘Baily, do not go through the front door, but go from the back door.’ 

In spite of my telling you, you think that if I do that, I will be delayed further, and also my leg is 

paining and I cannot walk fast, et cetera. You argue and think that you are wiser.  

In that case, I cannot do anything about it beyond thinking about your welfare. I am 

helpless to do anything further. And for that very reason, I have always been telling everyone that 

whatever order I give first, you should follow it — and ignore your intellect and baseless 

arguments. When you use your brain and argue, on the contrary, I am compelled to give in to your 

arguments and moods, and I bow down to your wishes. Then when you face the consequences, you 

come running to me, complaining and crying at your misfortune. You even get upset with me or 

blame me. With my trying to explain to you time and time again, it would be so much better had 

you taken cognizance when I cautioned you. Otherwise, there is no other recourse but to bear the 

fruits of your karma. 

Baba returned to Meherabad on Wednesday, 15 August 1934 and began settling matters 

with the mandali living there. Pilamai was managing the kitchen, where Masaji was the cook. Not 

a day passed that there was not a quarrel between them, mainly because Pilamai would grudge 

Masaji the proper ingredients needed for cooking the meals. Masaji complained that Pilamai was 

too strict a manager, whereupon Pilamai threatened to leave for Karachi, claiming that Masaji was 

always “crossing” her. On the 19th, Baba prevailed upon them to work together harmoniously by 

pointing out, “You have both been with me for many years, yet you have not yet learned 

renunciation. You know that the body will drop one day, so why this continual expression of hatred, 

jealousy and anger between you? To renounce these traits is real renunciation!” 

Like Pilamai, Chhagan too said he would leave Meherabad, despite his promise to stay. 

Baba became annoyed with his ultimatum, but pardoned him in the end. 

Chanji arrived at Meherabad on 20 August, and the Shahanes saw Baba the following day. 

Adi Sr.’s mood had been gloomy since Baba’s return, and he too had thoughts of “complete 

abandonment of Baba’s company and association.” Baba seemed to deliberately taunt him to get 

him to stop brooding and speak his mind. On 23 August 1934, Baba asked him, “Why don’t you 

look happy these days?” 

Adi was never one to mince his words, even with Baba. He replied, “During your last five 

foreign tours, you did not take me with you and kept me here under one pretext or another.” 

Baba commented, “You should be the happiest of the mandali! You are free from worldly 

cares or bodily disease and have a car at your disposal to drive about in. Still, you are always 

discontented! You are the ‘champion grumbler’ and never satisfied with life!” 

Since his return from the West, Baba had been sleeping in the bathing room next to the 

kitchen on the hill. He expressed a wish for a small two-storied, residential building to be built on 

the hill, saying the women would occupy the ground floor and he would occupy the upper one. Adi 

and Padri were instructed to engage a draftsman (Pandoba’s brother) for the project. The plans were 

delivered to Baba on 24 August. 

Funds were tight, and for his “spiritual reasons,” on the 23rd Baba had a request sent to 

certain close lovers (Ramjoo, Naval, Aiyangar, Maneck Ranji, Minoo Kharas) to each donate Rs.10 

per month towards the maintenance of the mandali. In addition, at a meeting of the mandali the 

next day, Baba suggested a poultry farm to earn some income; someone else suggested a dairy, but 

in the end, Baba decided on a small oil pump to pump the water up the hill. It could also run a flour 

mill and this would save on salaries. A vegetable garden to grow some of their food was to be 

started. 



On 29 August 1934, Daulatmai, Freiny and her son Beheram arrived by bus for a stay at 

Meherabad. Freiny stayed on the hill with the other women, while Daulatmai and Beheram stayed 

at the Family Quarters. Baba had had a fever for the preceding few days. 

Nusserwan, Chinchorkar and Borker had Baba’s darshan on the 30th. 

Baba took everyone on a picnic to Vambori Ghat on 1 September. Rustom and Buasaheb 

arrived just before Baba left. Baba proposed that Buasaheb build a hotel in Nasik, but Buasaheb 

said he had no funds to invest. 

Kaka Baria arrived from Bombay on the 9th. The next day, Baba remarked to Adi Sr., “In 

the beginning, I thought you and Vishnu were the most obedient, but I now find selfishness in both 

of you. You were only laboring for spiritual gain, and Vishnu for monetary help. Vishnu himself 

does not need money, but he wants to help others in their studies. He has spent whatever little he 

had for that and now he comes to me for more. 

“I have not yet come across anyone who could serve me without thought of either spiritual 

or material benefit. Arjun came closest. He was the best.” 

Baba then called Kaka Baria and asked, “Why are you serving me?” 

“It is my duty!” Kaka replied. 

“Don’t you have any selfish motive?” pursued Baba. 

“Absolutely not!” answered Kaka. 

“Kaka talks like this, but he longs in his heart for spiritual advancement. He does not want 

anything, but he knows that it is desirable to be here for spiritual progress. This, too, is selfishness! 

One should serve out of love, and true love is bereft of any thought of gain or worry over risks 

taken.” 

 

There was a group of Upasni Maharaj’s women disciples called kanyas living at Sakori. 

On one occasion, Maharaj symbolically became betrothed to these nuns as his “spiritual wives.” 

However, during this period, certain persons in Rahuri who were Maharaj’s staunch opponents filed 

a lawsuit against him and made many false claims about him, claiming that he was a polygamist 

and seduced young girls into his ashram for illicit purposes. Maharaj was even called to testify 

before a Kopargaon court, but he refused, stating that he had “been kept by God beyond the world 

and worldly pleasures,” so he was not liable to give evidence to a temporal court of law. “The court 

is not the place to answer for what I do,” he explained. The court, however, rejected a petition to 

have the case dismissed. 

When Baba heard about this, he asked Rustom to have the case transferred to an 

Ahmednagar court, which would be more sympathetic and where they might have more influence. 

Rustom did so and on Thursday, 20 September 1934, Baba sent Adi Sr., Vishnu and Dhake to 

Upasni Maharaj at Sakori with this message: 

Baba is in financial difficulty at the moment and Maharaj should return the loan of 

Rs.15,000 which Baba sent him through Vajifdar in the days of Manzil-e-Meem. If Maharaj repays 

the loan, Baba will postpone his trip to the West and free Maharaj from his court trouble through 

the influence of his followers. 

In the East and the West, Baba has wealthy, influential devotees [like Sir Akbar Hyderi], 

who could prevail on the Governor to help in the case and Maharaj would be free of it. 

When this message was delivered to Maharaj, he replied: 

It is since these plotters have joined hands to libel and harass me that the devotees who 

used to come to me and contribute donations no longer visit. I hardly have enough to fight the 

lawsuit and whatever valuables I had have been auctioned off. 

Have I a storehouse of funds here? I am a poor beggar. The demand of money from one 

like me is a request to one who is hardly in a position to reply. 



Look at my cattle! They are reduced to skeletons for want of fodder! Tell Merwan to take 

them away if he likes. 

Also, tell him to move here and manage things. I now have nothing left with me. I am an 

empty shell — the kernel of which is eaten away! 

For their own good, people serve me and pray to me, taking me to be Paramatma [God]. I 

permit them to do so. 

Let some people praise me and others hate and harass me. I am for both. I am not 

bothered if some try to blackmail me, nor am I elated by eulogy. 

Tell Merwan that I seek his forgiveness for not being of any use to him. By his own 

righteous deeds, he has realized God! 

Maharaj then wept as he bowed to the three messengers, telling them, “I am a beggar and 

Merwan should not ask me for money again.” 

Adi, Vishnu and Dhake returned to Meherabad and informed Baba of what Upasni Maharaj 

said. On the 22nd, Baba sent Vishnu alone to Maharaj to convey this message: “Baba planned to 

proceed to the West on the 18 of October, but, due to your troubles, he is now postponing the trip.” 

Thus, for a period of time, there was a continuous exchange of such strange messages 

between Meher Baba and Upasni Maharaj, but no one can really understand the hidden meaning of 

their actions. 

As Age explains: “Upasni Maharaj was a Sadguru and Meher Baba the Avatar; only they 

could fathom the mystery underlying this exchange. To ordinary people, it is their leela, or divine 

play, which is beyond the limited mind. How can the gross mind gauge the significance of their 

actions? The intellect is incapable of grasping Infinite Knowledge at work. It is part of a divine 

game that both Perfect Beings played, whereby perhaps the burden of their spiritual work was 

lightened.” 

 

Baba was especially fond of Rustom and Freiny’s children. On Thursday, 25 September 

1934, he went to Nasik with Adi Sr. and Kalingad to enroll the children in school. Freiny was 

emotionally unwell and could not properly look after them, and Rustom was occupied in business 

and his duties with Baba’s work and property. Baba would often go to Nasik to make certain the 

children were taken care of and to see to their welfare. He returned to Meherabad that same day. 

Prior to this visit, Ramjoo had been cabled in Nasik to have Dina Talati prepare food upon 

Baba’s arrival. She was not surprised when she was asked to do this because, the night before, she 

dreamed that Baba had arrived in Nasik. 

Usman, Munshi Rahim’s adopted son, came suddenly in the evening to see Baba after 

several years. When asked how he had come to know of Baba’s presence, he, too, said he had 

dreamed the previous night of seeing Baba and had taken it as a sign that the Master would be in 

Nasik. 

On the 26th, Baba went with Adi Sr., Kalingad, Naval, Ramjoo and Sayyed Saheb to a spot 

near Pandu Lena Caves, where they had an outing. Baba probably returned to Meherabad that night. 

On 27 September, Nadir Dastur came to Meherabad. In the course of a private 

conversation, he complained that he had lost money in business due to Baba’s advice and his friends 

were now ridiculing his continued faith in the Master. 

Baba explained to him at length: 

The meaning of faith is that one is not shaken by anything. Faith is the means whereby 

anything can be courageously accomplished. 

Worldly people naturally worry about their families, but, in reality, everything is one big 

zero. How long will your connection with your family last? What do you know about your 

forefathers and, likewise, how long will your family members remember you after you pass away? 

They will forget everything. No one is going to remember anything or have any connection with 

you. All these present connections are only temporary; they are not permanent or everlasting. 



You are now worrying about your family because of some monetary problems. Suppose 

that everything is all right and you have millions tomorrow. You will all live in comfort then. You 

will collect jewels and other things. But what about in the hereafter? Nothing is left! When the 

body drops, everything ends! Everything becomes useless — meaningless! So, we [Masters] see far 

ahead [to the Goal], because only that is permanent and lasting. We do not pay attention to all these 

superficial difficulties. 

You are mine. You have faith in me. I gave you advice and you lost money by carrying it 

out. If people say that I have used up your money, it is true. But why? How can people be blamed? 

You are definitely mine, because you have faith in me, and you have held out and stuck fast to my 

feet despite your own hardships. But how are people to believe this? How could they have such 

faith? Therefore, if they speak against me behind my back, just listen quietly. What truth is in it? 

Christ was nailed to the cross; but did it change his state? The truth is, he who is Perfect 

is not moved by any disaster. He remains Perfect even if the whole world speaks against him. How 

would the sun be affected if men were to shoot arrows at it? The arrows will rebound and come 

raining down on the persons who shot them. The Avatar, or the Sadgurus, are thus like the sun. 

They are not going to be impressed or influenced in any way by the arrows of slander. But why am 

I affected by this? I feel for you, because you are being harassed. 

Remember this: Those whom I love suffer somehow in any event. But this is the moral: 

No sooner than you have money, pay off your debtors. You got involved in a business in which you 

suffered a loss, because I asked you to get involved. Now I will turn the key in such a way that 

everything will be all right and you will have happy times. But always be honest in your dealings. It 

is better to be honest and suffer than to be dishonest and enjoy life. 

Nadir departed feeling reconciled — comforted by Baba’s words. 

 

During October of 1934, cables continued to be sent back and forth between America, 

Europe and India about the film project and Baba’s forthcoming trip to the West. At one point, Karl 

Vollmoeller had fallen ill, thus delaying the written screenplays. The films, however, were 

progressing in other key departments. Baba received several cables to the effect: “Need your 

presence now for creating confidence in others and certainty in artistic and financial decisions.” 

Another stated: “Your presence invaluable to quicken results.” Baba was therefore making the 

necessary arrangements to return to the West for the eighth time in three years. 

On 23 October, Baba received a cable from Norina stating: “Your coming now would help 

every angle.” Although the films never did get produced, they served as a valid external purpose 

for Baba to journey to Europe and America to be with his lovers. 

Baba’s secretary, Chanji, was kept busy with the correspondence. On one occasion, Baba 

sent this rhyme to Minta, whom he had nicknamed Shalimar: 

What lovely face 

What charm & grace 

What beautiful ways has Shalimar! 

 

What heart full of love 

What mind full of clove 

What a beautiful dove is Shalimar! 

 

Come, don’t lose heart 

Be brave but smart 

Play well your part, my Shalimar! 

 

Baba visited Akbar Press on Monday, 22 October 1934. While there, he explained how the 

mind changes all aspects of suffering, giving the example of two of his women followers, each 

suffering physically: 

One woman is old in age, but lacking in wisdom. She is full of whims and weaknesses of 

mind. She complains she is suffering from so many diseases — almost every disease in the world! 

She has this trouble and that trouble! She wants all her physical ailments to disappear for good and 



at once. Even when she is all right, she thinks of a thousand-and-one imaginary diseases, and 

believes she has one or the other of these. She is continually wracking her brains and worrying 

incessantly, which actually does affect her weak and failing health due to her advanced age, and she 

suffers unnecessarily. 

Quite the opposite is the case of a young woman who is broken in health due to a disease 

that has her whole physique in its grip and has shattered it to render it a total wreck. Yet she takes it 

all so cheerfully and doesn’t worry. She takes remedies as advised and is improving gradually. 

In short, the real sufferer is the younger woman, but because she doesn’t worry and takes 

it lightly, she is happy in spite of all her sufferings. The old lady who has certain weaknesses and 

complaints due to old age, makes a mountain out of an anthill and takes everything too seriously. 

Consequently, she suffers unnecessarily for things she doesn’t even have! Thus it is all in how you 

take it. 

Similarly, if one closely related to you were to die and one doesn’t worry over it, it 

doesn’t affect one and one feels light and happy, as usual. But if one takes it to mind, cries, weeps 

and laments, one becomes unhappy unnecessarily. 

An Indian woman devotee came to see Baba at Meherabad on Sunday, 28 October 1934. 

She complained openly before Baba that she wished to stop having sexual intercourse with her 

husband because of her desire to see God. But her husband was unwilling. 

Consoling her, Baba explained, “It is better to treat your husband with love and affection, 

even if you dislike and do not wish to indulge in intercourse because of your spiritual aspiration 

and desire to love God. It is good to have no sexual desires, but when it comes to a question of 

duty, you must sacrifice a little of your interest and please your husband. 

“Keep your mind focused toward God and give your body to your husband. You needn’t 

worry. Just try to do as I advise. These remaining sanskaras must be finished before the Experience 

is given. Remember Mirabai’s sacrifice and how she suffered. Be like her.” 

Mira was one of Meher Baba’s favorite saints and her story is famous in India: 

Mira was a Hindu born around 1498 in the village of Kurkhi, Rajasthan. She was married 

to a Rajasthan king, but she was so absorbed in devotion to Krishna, she had no attachment to her 

husband (who was killed in a battle when Mira was in her late twenties) or to his kingdom. She 

would compose songs in praise of Krishna and then leave the palace to sing them to the common 

people. The new king and his family considered it degrading, but she did not care. 

Once, the royal family was so upset they plotted to kill her. They placed a cobra in Mira’s 

flower basket. When she opened the basket to garland Krishna’s statue, the cobra had been 

transformed into flowers. In another attempt to murder her, they gave her a glass dosed with poison. 

She drank it saying Krishna’s name and the poison turned to nectar. Thus, they began to realize 

Mira was no ordinary person and was protected by Krishna. 

Years passed and Mira’s absorption became all-consuming. One day she left the palace 

and did not return. Singing Krishna’s praises, she walked far until she reached Vrindavan, the 

sacred place of Krishna and the gopis, and remained there. When she did not return, the king 

searched far and wide. He finally found her, absorbed in her ecstatic vision of Krishna. Many 

people recognized that she was a genuine saint and stayed near her, and the king and his family 

became her followers. 

 

Baba was to have departed for England on the 18th of October 1934, but he postponed his 

trip and booked passage a month later. He went to Poona on Thursday morning, 1 November, 

accompanied by Adi Sr., Jalbhai, Chanji and Vishnu. Adi was driving and Baba sat next to him in 

the front seat. It had rained heavily the night before and after driving 40 miles, near Loni the car 

skidded across the wet, slick road. As the car was careening out of control, Baba pressed Adi’s left 

hand on the steering wheel three times. The car came to an immediate stop, just ten feet from a 

large pile of wood in front of a small stone hut. A serious accident had been averted due to Baba’s 

intervention. Baba had gone to Poona especially to meet his mother Memo. He wished Adi Jr. to 

accompany him to America, but Memo was unwilling to allow it. 



After a visit with his family, Baba visited the Abdullas’, where he ate dinner. The couple 

had been having difficulties in their marriage and Baba sorted things out. He and the mandali 

returned to Meherabad late that same night, driving very slowly in the pouring rain. 

At Meherabad, Baba held a meeting on the 4th about the running of Meherabad while he 

was away. He had considered shifting the women to Nasik (he even went to look at suitable 

bungalows there) and disbanding the mandali, but in the end he decided to have everyone remain 

at Meherabad until he returned. Padri and Pendu were given charge of looking after the men and 

Pilamai the women, with Gulmai acting as an intermediary. 

Durgabai’s son Raghunath Karmarkar met Baba that day and informed him that Upasni 

Maharaj had transferred many valuables to Godavri’s name and had even given Godavri’s lawful 

“husband” seven or eight thousand rupees to allow her to continue staying in his ashram. 

Raghunath, though humble in nature, was confused by Maharaj’s statements to him that “lust” had 

arisen in him (Maharaj). Baba explained the situation to him, saying while he was against Maharaj’s 

tendency to lionize Godavri, to the extent of asking others to take her darshan, he was neither in 

favor nor against Maharaj’s way of working. He suggested Maharaj form a trust and transfer his 

property to it. 

Later, Baba commented: 

The news of Durgabai’s break-off with Maharaj about four years back, together with her 

indulgence to harm Maharaj by helping a clique formed in Kopargaon, is as astounding as it is 

painful. A satsang of 25 years could not overcome a paroxysm of rage caused by jealousy and 

greed. [Convincing] her own son [to go against Maharaj, she has] succumbed at last to the 

promptings of her lower nature. 

Meanwhile the defamation case concerning Upasni Maharaj was proceeding, and he was 

called to give testimony in an Ahmednagar court on 26 October. The prosecution’s witness failed 

to turn up and the proceedings were adjourned until the following day. Maharaj spent that night 

and the next at Khushru Quarters. Godavri gave evidence on the 28th, after which Maharaj and the 

kanyas departed for Sakori at 4 P.M.221 

Before leaving for Europe, Baba sent the following message for his lovers to be published 

in Meher Gazette: “Those who are united in love know no separation. Wherever I am, wherever 

you are, I am always with you!” 

On Thursday, 15 November 1934, Baba boarded the SS Tuscania in Bombay to set sail for 

Europe. He was accompanied by Kaka, Chanji, Adi Sr. and Jalbhai. Rustom saw them off at the 

dock and Baba again said he would call Rustom to America later. 

Baba and Kaka shared a cabin, while Adi, Jalbhai and Chanji occupied an adjoining one. 

Tipping the ship’s chef and their stewards ensured that Baba’s meals were delivered to his cabin. 

But during the voyage, Baba began regularly sending one of the mandali to the chef to demand 

various combinations of foods. At any excuse, Baba sent the mandali back to that particular man. 

After so many times, Baba’s incessant demands were quite embarrassing to the men. 

Finally, after some time, Baba explained what he was doing with the chef: “The absorption 

of a person in a subject concerning me enables me to link, as it were, his thoughts on me. An 

opportunity is thereby created to work spiritually — to dislodge seats of low desires in the mental 

body of the person, rendering them impotent without them being put into action through the 

physical body. The man is also being given the chance to serve me whether he knows me or not — 

an opportunity he will not get again in this life.” 

 
221 Maharaj came again to Khushru Quarters on 10 December 1934, when he stopped there for two hours 

on his way to Hyderabad. The court case was not settled until a year later, when Maharaj was found guilty 

under the Devadasi Act of marrying young girls to an idol. Maharaj was fined Rs.100, but the verdict was 

appealed and later overturned.  



While on board, Baba played Ping-Pong each day with Adi or Jalbhai, and he took strolls 

on deck. He sometimes played cards with the mandali but not for money; instead, they used glass 

beads or whatever else was handy, and played for these. 

They arrived in Port Said on 23 November at nine in the evening, and left the ship to see a 

movie. After reboarding and putting out to sea, a rough storm arose and Adi, Kaka and Chanji were 

confined to their cabins with seasickness. Baba and Jalbhai remained well. 

Baba and the mandali arrived in Marseilles on Wednesday, 28 November and took the train 

directly to Paris. From there, they continued on to England and arrived at Victoria Terminus in 

London at seven in the evening the following day. November 29th was the wedding day of the 

Duke and Duchess of Kent, and celebrations were being held throughout the city. As the group 

traveled to their lodgings, Hygeia House, past Buckingham Palace, Hyde Park and the West End, 

they passed through the crowds watching a parade. Baba thus had an opportunity for collectively 

contacting a multitude of people. 

The English lovers again had Baba in their midst and they swarmed around him during his 

five-day stay in London. He made a few new contacts but spent most of his time with those familiar 

and devoted to him. In the evenings, Baba usually went to a movie. (On one occasion, he saw The 

Iron Duke.) Phonograph records were also played in the downstairs hall at Hygeia House. 

Baba was mainly preoccupied with arranging his trip to America. On 30 November he 

obtained United States visas for himself and the mandali and had passage booked across the 

Atlantic and train tickets from New York to California. Because of this work, he hardly had any 

time left to see people or give interviews. But a reception was held for him on Saturday, 1 December 

1934 at the office of the Circle Editorial Committee with about 70 of his devotees and other 

interested persons. 

Walter and Hedi Mertens arrived from Switzerland to meet Baba. Walter was intellectually 

inclined and, on one occasion, he and Charles Purdom asked Baba a few questions.222 

About knowledge, Baba explained, “Man has all the nourishment to make him strong, but 

out of ignorance, he is eating things that do not make him strong, but fat! This metaphor contains 

all the teachings of the world. What is lacking is the knowledge of the heart.” 

One of them then asked, “What is jealousy?” 

Baba spelled out, “Jealousy comes from a poverty of the heart and is essentially selfish.” 

“What is the difference between lust and love?” 

“Lust is nothing else but the desire for self-happiness. Love is desire for the happiness of 

others.” 

“What do you want of man?” 

“The realization of the Self through love.” 

“What do you require of your close followers?” 

“To follow my instructions faithfully, in order to achieve the same goal — realization of 

the Self through love.” 

“How can one increase love?” 

 

222 Walter Mertens knew Carl Jung and had undergone psychoanalysis with the famous psychiatrist. 

(Walter’s father had married Carl Jung’s wife’s cousin. Kitty once asked Baba if there had been anyone in 

the West whom he had wished to contact but had been unable to do so, and Baba replied, “Carl Jung.” 

Years later Irene Conybeare sent Jung a copy of The Wayfarers. Jung responded that he had heard quite a 

bit about Meher Baba many years before [from Norina].) 



“By thinking more of the suffering of others instead of your own suffering. This is the 

shortest way.” 

“Should one be more of an idealist than a materialist?” 

“To be merely an idealist is hopeless; to be merely a materialist is also hopeless. It is 

necessary to create a balance between the two.” 

 

Norina cabled from New York on 3 December 1934 again informing Baba that his presence 

was essential to the film projects. On the 4th, Quentin met with Baba and promised that he would 

assist Margaret with the spirit dances. Originally, Margaret and Quentin were to have accompanied 

Baba to choreograph these dance sequences, but now Quentin was unsure if he could go since he 

was about to start another job. Waiting in India, meanwhile, Rustom, Adi Jr. and Beheram were 

also supposed to join Baba in America. But all of these plans were still uncertain, due to lack of 

finances. 

Baba and the mandali left London on the morning of Wednesday, 5 December.223 They 

traveled to Southampton by train with several of his close ones, who included Kitty, Walter and 

Hedi, Delia, Margaret, Tom Sharpley, Anita, Rosamond Wise and Will and Mary. Baba sailed from 

Southampton aboard the SS Majestic. At the dock, the English lovers were sad to see their Beloved 

depart after such a brief visit. They looked like mourners with swollen eyes as they bid him a tearful 

farewell. 

The Majestic was the largest ship in the world at the time and Baba was given a splendid 

stateroom with attached bath on the B deck. Once again, Kaka shared Baba’s room, and Jalbhai, 

Chanji and Adi Sr. occupied a smaller cabin on deck E. As previously planned, Rano, Nonny and 

Ruano boarded the ship at Cherbourg. Baba approved of Nonny and Rano’s cabin, but he did not 

like the one assigned to Ruano. He sent Rano to change it with the purser, who refused to do so. 

Baba kept sending Rano back, however, and the man finally complied and gave Ruano a better 

cabin. 

Baba used to refer to the three women as “the trio” and one day revealed that they had close 

past connections with him at the time of Jesus and with one another from a previous life in Egypt. 

Ruano and Nonny had been brother and sister, and Rano had been Ruano’s son. (Thereafter, Rano 

jokingly began calling Ruano, “Pappy.”) 

Since it was winter, the weather was quite cold and Baba seldom went out on the ship’s 

deck. He amused himself each day by playing Ping-Pong with Rano on an enclosed deck. They 

never kept score but just hit the ball back and forth, with Rano valiantly trying to return Baba’s 

ever-frequent smashes. 

One night at sea, Rano remembered back to the time when she had wanted to marry. She 

talked to Baba the next day and said, “I now understand why different circumstances in my life did 

not turn out as I wished them to. Had things worked out the way I wanted, I would never have come 

to you.” 

Baba concurred, “Yes, you are right. Everything is in my hands and I created such 

circumstances for you that you would come to me. You had to come!” 

 

Nearing America, Baba made it clear that he did not wish to meet any outsiders while in 

New York — no new persons, no interviews and no publicity. But Norina had already informed 

certain people about the Master’s arrival and also intended to publicize his visit. She cabled this to 

Baba on the ship and Baba cabled back, instructing her to cancel everything and that he would not 

even grant interviews. When the ship docked in New York on Wednesday, 12 December 1934, a 

 
223 Visas to visit China and Japan were issued to Baba the day before he left.  



group of newspaper reporters and photographers tried to invade Baba’s cabin, but he would not 

meet them and instructed Chanji to send them away. As usually happened with Baba’s arrivals in 

foreign countries, there was some delay in their disembarkation. After a considerable wait, the press 

dispersed. One newspaper article described Baba as wearing a sweater, coat, hat and carrying a 

silver-knobbed cane. “Immigration officials tried to make him talk. But he just smiled and let his 

secretary speak for him.” 

Immigration authorities were told of Baba’s two previous visits to America and he was 

permitted to enter the country and stay for 60 days. He and his group were allowed to pass through 

customs without unnecessary questioning. After leaving the customs area, Baba was greeted by 

Norina, Nadine, Elizabeth, Minta and Graham Phelps Stokes. Stokes had invited Baba to stay at 

his home again, but perhaps because Stokes put certain conditions on the stay (only two of the 

mandali to be accommodated and only up to a certain date), the group proceeded in two taxis to the 

towering Shelton Hotel at 525 Lexington Avenue where Norina had arranged for Baba to stay (in 

room 3104). Rano and Nonny stayed with their family.224 

Despite Baba’s cancellation of private interviews, Darwin and Jeanne Shaw, a young 

couple from Schenectady, New York, were very anxious to meet Baba. For many years, Darwin 

Cyrus Shaw had been a genuine seeker and student of religion, philosophy and mysticism, 

searching for the answers to the mystery of life. Both he and Jeanne felt a close connection with 

Jesus. Darwin had strong feelings that the Second Coming of Christ would take place very soon. 

Two years before, in the spring of 1932, he became keenly interested when he read in the newspaper 

that Shri Meher Baba was coming to America and was considered by his disciples to be a great 

spiritual personage. Intuitively, Darwin felt that Baba might be the One he was expecting. Another 

newspaper article during 1932 announced that Meher Baba had arrived in America and would be 

staying at a retreat near Harmon for about ten days. 

By this time, Darwin had come to feel that Meher Baba was the Returned Christ. He had 

reached out to Baba inwardly and he felt that Baba actually responded by visiting him in spirit. His 

feelings about Baba were so strong that he felt like leaving his job and going right away in search 

of Baba. However, he allowed his feelings to be overruled by his rational thinking. He thought that, 

since Baba would be there for ten days, he could wait a few days until he would have the Memorial 

Day holiday off from work. 

So, on Memorial Day weekend, Darwin and one of his friends, a 22-year-old neighbor 

named Donald Holloway, drove to Harmon, about 130 miles away. They soon found the retreat, 

only to learn that Baba had finished his work there early and gone on to California. This was a deep 

disappointment. However, the feeling there of Meher Baba’s “loving presence” was still very 

evident. They were welcomed by a few of Baba’s followers who were still there, namely Josephine 

Grabau, her mother Mary Antin, Milo Shattuck, Anita de Caro, Howard Inches and Grace Mann.225 

 
224 The painter Georgia O’Keeffe (who was interested in Gurdjieff) and her photographer husband Alfred 

Stieglitz lived in an apartment on the 28th floor of the Shelton.  
225 Milo Shattuck had maintained his close connection with Meredith Starr and returned to the Devon 

retreat in 1934 where he spent six months. Later, he became a landscape gardener and a social worker. He 

had no further recorded contact with Meher Baba.  

Milo’s mentor, Thomas Watson, likewise drifted away from Baba. In May 1933,Watson wrote Meredith: 

“Your changed attitude towards Baba is exceedingly interesting for it has been mine almost from the 

beginning. He made a deep impression on me for about three days when I first met him at East 

Challacombe, but after that repulsions played about him stronger than attractions. I said nothing to you 

about it for I blamed my lack of spiritual insight for my feelings toward him. When I met him in Boston [in 

1931] all the attractions had vanished. I seemed to sense something wrong.” (Mazur, A Romance In Natural 

History, p. 278.) 

Mary Antin, too, returned to her Christian-oriented communal friends at Gould Farms in western 

Massachusetts and sought solace in Anthroposophy. Her daughter Josephine remained a lifelong disciple 



Josephine asked Darwin if he would like to write to Baba. He did, pouring out his heart in a letter, 

offering his life in Baba’s service. Darwin immediately mailed it and returned to the retreat for 

dinner. Halfway through the meal, he began to feel Baba replying to the letter. Darwin felt a 

“welling through the heart with unmistakable love ... answering everything in my letter,” and tears 

began falling from his eyes. Although he deeply regretted missing Baba, Darwin was happy that he 

had found Baba’s followers and longed for the day when he could meet the Master in the flesh. 

In 1934, therefore, it was truly a joyous occasion when Darwin and Jeanne Shaw, both 26, 

received a telegram from Norina saying that Meher Baba was on his way to New York City and 

she had made an appointment for them to meet the Master at his hotel on 12 December. Darwin 

made all the necessary preparations to take advantage of this opportunity and eagerly awaited the 

day of Baba’s arrival. 

Darwin and Jeanne awoke at four in the morning on the 12th, and prepared to drive the 170 

miles to Manhattan. But when they opened their door, they found a telegram hanging on the 

doorknob which read: “Your appointment has been canceled. You may see Baba at a reception on 

Thursday the 13th.” Shocked, they stared at each other. Then Darwin tore up the telegram and they 

decided to go on to New York anyway taking the chance they might catch a glimpse of Meher Baba 

in the hotel lobby. 

They arrived at the Shelton Hotel a short time before Baba was to arrive. Norina walked 

in, saw them and asked, “My dears, what are you doing here?! Didn’t you get my cable?” 

“Yes,” they replied, “but we haven’t come for an interview. We are here in the hopes we 

might catch a glimpse of Baba as he passes by.” 

Norina said, “Baba is in the taxi following the one I came in. He’ll be here any moment. 

Maybe he'll see you for just a minute when he comes.” Just then Baba walked in. The winter 

weather was very cold outside and he was dressed in a long overcoat and a hat with his long hair 

tucked under it. Norina walked quickly over to Baba to explain the situation. Baba looked over at 

his two longing souls and nodded in agreement. He strode over to them with Norina. Darwin 

described this momentous first meeting with their long-awaited Beloved: 

I could not begin to tell you how we felt when Baba looked into our eyes, when he 

clasped our hands. I felt that his handclasp might have reached down through many centuries and 

many lifetimes. The first result of the impact of his love was a great sense of spiritual upliftment, 

joy and happiness. There are probably other superlatives I could use, but none of them would be 

adequate to describe how we felt. 

This was our first glimpse into those infinite pools of divine love that were his eyes. I was 

overjoyed. His beauty, the sweetness of his love which could not be expressed in words — the joy, 

the sparkling wonder of his being. One could not prefigure him. One could not imagine how it 

would be, what he would be like. He was more than one could imagine — much more, 

immeasurably more. 

 
and married Margaret Starr’s brother Kenneth Ross in June 1937. Josephine Ross’ book of poetry Songs of 

a Modern Disciple is dedicated to Meher Baba. Below is a poem Josephine wrote for her mother about 

Anthroposophy:  

Go softly, softly with the mind,  

If you the Highest Truth would find;  

For all of beauty dwells within  

Thy soul, nor can the mind begin  

To climb the mystic mount at last.  

Beware lest mind should hold thee fast  

Caught in illusion. Know that He,  

The Lovely One Who dwells in thee,  

Is only seen by those who find  

Their Highest Self beyond the mind. 

 



After this brief meeting, Baba and Norina walked toward the elevator and Darwin and 

Jeanne moved toward some chairs in the lobby. Jeanne had not had the inner experiences of Baba’s 

love (as Darwin had) prior to this first meeting, and so she was not as sure about him. Somehow, 

she was impelled to turn in order to get another glimpse of Baba. To her surprise, just as she turned, 

Baba also turned and looked directly at her. He folded his hands and bowed slightly to her. Jeanne 

turned quickly away, not wanting him to think she was staring. But, in spite of herself, she could 

not resist turning twice more to look and, each time, Baba also turned, folded his hands and bowed 

to her. Jeanne began to realize that the Master knew her innermost thoughts and she concluded, 

“Baba really must be something!” 

A meeting concerning the film work took place that day between Baba, Norina, Gabriel 

Pascal and Karl Vollmoeller. An agreement between the latter two seemed difficult to arrive at. 

Vollmoeller, the principal screenwriter, wanted the scenario prepared in New York, and Pascal, the 

director, preferred Hollywood. Vollmoeller had his offices in New York and Pascal’s were in 

Hollywood; hence, the conflict. Trying to reconcile the two men’s differences and to get them to 

work together, Baba instructed, “Both of you should fly to Hollywood and meet me there. I will be 

coming by train later.” Both men consented to do so and left soon afterward. 

Rano and Nonny Gayley’s home was in New York. Baba had instructed them to stay there, 

but to come to the hotel each morning to say good morning to him before spending the day with 

their family. When they first went to Baba’s room, they found Nadine Tolstoy posted on guard duty 

outside. They had never met her before and she prevented them from entering. Rano retorted, “We 

were with Baba for eight days on the ship. Who are you to stop us from seeing him? Go tell him 

we are here.” She did so, and then allowed them to pass. 

Nonny had wanted to bring her four-year-old grandson Oliver to Baba, but the boy’s 

mother was afraid and would not allow it. When Nonny told Baba, he reassured her, “Because of 

your connection with me, your whole family is connected with me. So, do not be unhappy about 

the boy.” 

After meeting Baba in the hotel lobby, Darwin and Jeanne did not expect to see him again 

that day. They were content just to sit in the lobby, knowing that Baba was close by. Another 

newcomer showed up, an elderly woman named Bessie Allen, also from Schenectady. She had 

baked a cake for Baba and sat beside the Shaws in the lobby. 

After meeting with those involved in the film projects, Baba indicated that there were to be 

no more interviews. Holding up three fingers, he gestured to Elizabeth, “There are three people 

sitting in the lobby. Go bring them up.” 

Elizabeth brought Darwin, Jeanne and Bessie to Baba’s suite, where they were overjoyed 

to be in his presence and overwhelmed by his beauty. Baba sat on the bed wearing a sadra with his 

long hair down. Jeanne was so struck by his splendor that she did not see anyone else in the room. 

Darwin recollected, “My first reaction was that he was indescribably beautiful. Then I had the 

impression of two opposites: that he was like a wraith that might float away at any instant and also 

like a tower of strength, immeasurably powerful.” 

They sat near him — Jeanne on Baba’s left, Darwin to her left, and Bessie on Baba’s right. 

The close proximity to Baba proved too much for Bessie who exclaimed exuberantly, “At last I 

have found you, my Master!” and threw her arms around Baba. 

Jeanne felt like doing the same thing but was too shy. She began to weep and could not 

stop. Baba “turned off the faucet” by placing his hand on Jeanne’s wrist. Instantly, she became 

calm, serene and happy. Darwin recounted what followed: 

Baba looked past her and into my eyes. He looked so deeply, it seemed as though he were 

moving things aside so that he could see back and back, and I knew that he saw me through and 

through. It was not heavy. It was light and beautiful and joyous. There was never any feeling of 

“coming before the judge” or of any kind of measuring us for what we were. We felt that we were 



different kinds of beings in his presence. Somehow he took us out of ourselves. We were relaxed in 

his love. The wonderful thing about Baba is that, no matter what you are, what you have been, he 

loves you, steadfastly, eternally. 

Baba motioned to Darwin and Jeanne, “I have always been helping you.” Turning to 

Norina, Baba gestured, “Make an appointment for them to see me the day after tomorrow.” 

Norina said, “But there is no room, Baba.” 

“Never mind; make room.” 

Baba embraced them and they left. Nadine, whom the Shaws knew well, was outside. Baba 

had been holding back “the floodgates” of tears for Jeanne. But when she left his presence, the 

gates opened and the tears began to flow. 

That evening, Baba and his close group went to Radio City Music Hall, the largest movie 

theater in the world at the time. The temperature was bitterly cold and Baba’s health was poor. 

When he returned to the hotel, he vomited and began to run a slight fever. He indicated that he 

wished to fast. Baba’s health continued to be poor. 

Baba had originally scheduled a longer stay in New York, but his ship had been delayed 

after leaving Port Said because of bad weather, so he was able to stay in New York for only three 

days. Since he had to meet with the persons involved with the film projects, there was no 

opportunity for him to grant private interviews. He did make an exception for Minta Toledano. 

Minta had recently divorced and had brought her seven-year-old daughter to New York to live with 

her ex-husband, Herbert, who had moved from Panama. Baba met Herbert and the girl, and invited 

Minta to join the group accompanying him to California. 

Adi Sr. noted in his diary on 13 December: “Overnight attack of illness [to Baba] still 

continues in a listless and dull feeling, accompanied by a severe headache and pain in the back. So 

Baba is declining every interview Norina wants to arrange.” Two general receptions had been 

planned by Norina, but Baba permitted only one to be held, even though he was feeling unwell. It 

was at the Stokeses’ home on the 13th.226 Baba gave darshan to nearly 200 people. The upstairs 

library was used for the group to gather while Baba met each individual privately in a small room 

off to one side (where Stokes meditated). People were instructed, “No questions and no talking,” 

and then ushered in to be with Baba who was seated in a green sofa chair. A dim, soft red light 

illuminated the room. Age recorded, “No one had a chance to speak to Baba, but he spoke inwardly 

with them, which is the true spirituality. Of what use are words and interviews when one can have 

the Beloved’s physical touch, which all received!” 

One learned man who came was Dr. Frederick Kettner, 48, a well-known professor of 

philosophy and author who had previously met Baba at Harmon in 1931.227 When ushered in to 

meet the Master, he felt Baba’s presence so strongly he held his hand for several minutes while 

 

226 Graham Phelps Stokes later shifted his devotion away from Baba. He was more interested in meditation, 

Vedanta and inner experiences than following Meher Baba’s teachings of service to a Master. Stokes never 

lost his deep respect for Baba, but he was unable to accept him as the Avatar. Subsequently, he authored a 

booklet titled The Ever-Returning Christ, about the oneness of all Avatars, but Meher Baba is not 

mentioned in it. (The booklet has a foreword by Swami Sivananda of Rishikesh, who was associated with 

the Vedanta movement, who Stokes may have met through Swami Paramananda of Boston, also a 

Vedantist.) 

227 Frederick Kettner later founded The Institute for the Advancement of Cultural and Spiritual Values to 

promote his philosophy of “Biosophy.” One of its goals was: “To create a world-fellowship of peace-loving 

human beings who have overcome religious, national, racial and social prejudices, who can work creatively 

for the growth of democracy, spiritual personal growth and world peace.” 



remaining dumbfounded. He stared at Baba’s eyes and face as if in a trance. He could not find 

words to express his feelings and could only blurt out, “Can I come with you to India?” 

Baba spelled out to him to wait until called and indicated that, for certain, he would be 

called. Kettner was disappointed, but Baba spelled out, “Do not think of physically coming to me. 

Come spiritually.” 

They sat together quietly for some time, Kettner holding Baba’s hand in his. Baba then 

spelled out, “Things that are real are given and received in silence.” Tears came to the man’s eyes 

and he could not stop their flow. 

Georges Matchabelli was another visitor. Although his interview lasted only two minutes, 

it had a profound effect, according to Norina. She reported that Georges told her, “You were right. 

Meher Baba is real!” The prince passed away three months later. As the Master had predicted, 

Georges had a beautiful experience just before he died of Baba as the Christ. 

Gavin Arthur met Baba again in New York. The actress Tallulah Bankhead was also in 

New York and dropped by the Stokeses’ to see Baba during this occasion, and saw him again the 

next day at the Shelton Hotel. The reporter and publicist Henry James Forman saw Baba that day 

at the hotel, as well. Forman had been working in the motion picture industry, and Baba solicited 

his help in the film project, asking him to serve as the secretary for Circle Productions, to which 

Forman agreed. 

The Shaws came to the reception and received a brief embrace from the Master. But unlike 

most of the others who left after meeting Baba, they sat in the library where they could drink the 

Wine of the Beloved’s sight each time the door of Baba’s room opened to let a person leave and 

another enter. When the program ended after nearly two hours, Darwin and Jeanne were indeed 

intoxicated! Baba knowingly smiled at them as he passed by to return to his hotel. 

The Shaws again saw Baba in the Shelton Hotel for 20 minutes the following afternoon, 

14 December, along with Donald Holloway and Faith Valentine. Darwin described this meeting: 

We were directed to a large living room. There we saw Baba looking radiantly beautiful, 

wearing a white sadra and sandals. Baba’s secretary, Chanji, was the only other person in the room. 

Although it was a sunny afternoon, there seemed to be an unusual lightness in the room and I 

realized it emanated from Baba. As I looked at him, this lightness became, for me at least, a 

brilliant glory, and it was thus that I beheld the Christ in the glorious radiance of divine love. 

Baba sat down on a wide sofa and motioned for us to sit on either side of him. The other 

couple sat on Baba’s left while Jeanne and I sat next to Baba on his right side. I felt that somehow I 

must get close to Baba, so I knelt directly in front of him and sat back on my heels. Baba was 

indescribably beautiful and his love lifted our spirits, filling our hearts with a blissful sweetness that 

was beyond happiness. 

As on the previous occasions with Baba, there seemed to be no need for much 

conversation. We were communicating with Baba and he with us at a much deeper level — the 

level of love. Baba did spell out that, “Through love, you will come to see me as I really am.” At 

that time we could not imagine him in any more wonderful way than as we saw him then. 

As we sat there, I thought: “This is such a wonderful experience. Wouldn’t it be great if 

Baba gave us some little thing to keep as a memento of this occasion?” Instantly, Baba clapped his 

hands and had Chanji bring a rose. Then Baba gave each of us a petal to “keep as a memento of this 

occasion.” 

Baba sat with his legs crossed, and then placed his raised foot just a few inches in front of 

me. I could scarcely believe my eyes as, looking at his lovely foot, I realized that here was the 

sacred foot of Christ. Scenes from the New Testament flashed across my mind, and I especially 

recalled the scene of Mary of Bethany anointing the feet of Jesus with precious ointment and then 

wiping them with her hair. I was taken by an overwhelming impulse to kiss Baba’s foot, thinking, 

“When would I ever again have the chance to kiss the sacred foot of Christ?” So I bent forward and 

lovingly kissed his foot. A few minutes later, Baba drew me close to him. I bent my head. Baba 

lifted it and kissed my forehead. 

The Shaws were not to see Baba again until 1952, but remained faithful and in 

communication all of those years. 



 

After three days in New York, on Friday, 14 December 1934, Baba took a train westward 

across America, headed for California. Besides the mandali of Chanji, Kaka, Adi Sr. and Jalbhai, 

accompanying him were Elizabeth, Norina, Minta, Nadine, Rano, Nonny and Ruano. During the 

three-and-a-half-day journey to Los Angeles, the train halted briefly at a few places along the way, 

such as Chicago (where they changed trains to the Santa Fe California Limited) and Kansas City. 

Baba was headed for Hollywood and occupied himself with reviewing the film scripts and 

discussing the variations in plots and characters.  

The train halted in Albuquerque, New Mexico for 30 minutes at noon on the 17th. Baba 

spelled “INDIAN” on the palm of his hand. He suddenly left his compartment with Ruano. The 

mandali followed them. Baba walked two blocks away from the station, arm-in-arm with Ruano. 

Then he spotted a small side street. Abruptly, he turned down it and continued on as if he knew 

exactly where he was headed. Ruano’s only thought was that they were going to miss the train. 

Baba stopped when he noticed two Native American Indians (probably Navajo) standing on the 

corner. One was selling trinkets and he walked away as soon as Baba approached. The other Indian 

was a tall, fat man with a red bandanna tied around his head. He stayed exactly where he was. He 

and Baba then stood facing one another. Their eyes met, but no words were spoken. Baba then 

walked quickly back to the station and boarded the train. 

Once on the train, Ruano narrated the incident to the others and Baba commented about 

the Indian, “He is one of my agents. He is the direct agent in charge of America.” Baba later 

explained that he was an agent of the fourth plane — one of four in the world with subtle powers. 

The train arrived in Pasadena, California on the morning of the 18th of December. Jean 

and Malcolm Schloss greeted Baba and his group at the train station. They drove to a rented house 

in Los Angeles at number 1840 Camino Palmero where Baba was to stay for three weeks. 

Once settled in, Baba warned the group, “We should not spend more than is necessary on 

food, so arrange the meals in ways that they may not be costly.” Rather than eating at restaurants, 

they hired a woman to do the cooking and Ruano began to manage the shopping. Baba wanted 

spinach every day and Ruano washed it herself before having it cooked. 

After a lapse of two and a half years, Baba had returned to Hollywood; but his presence 

now was an absolute secret. His address was not publicized in the newspapers because this would 

have aroused many people seeking to meet him, causing the film work he had come for to be 

disrupted. During Baba’s stay, daily meetings were held with Norina, Elizabeth, Vollmoeller, 

another writer, William A. Drake, Pascal and his friend, Hyman S. Kraft, a continuity writer, to 

discuss the films. Baba explained to them in detail the theme of creation, reincarnation, the planes 

and God-realization. It was all quite novel for these men and they found it difficult to portray 

everything in the way Baba wished. 

Baba liked both Drake and Kraft, commenting that Kraft was “honest and sincere.” 

Initially, Kraft was skeptical about Baba, but after their first meeting he came away shaken. He 

described to Pascal, “There was a tremendous power emanating from that man!” Kraft found it 

impossible to say no to Baba and was engaged to collaborate on a script. There were two separate 

film stories: one by Vollmoeller, titled This Man David; the other by Kraft and his associates, titled 

How It All Happened. The idea about the airplane and its passengers (Perfection) was discarded for 

the time being. 

Because of this film work, Baba met with a number of motion picture executives, directors, 

producers and managers from different studios, including Joseph von Sternberg.228 It was found 

 
228 Karl Vollmoeller and von Sternberg had worked together in Germany before coming to America. 

Vollmoeller had also been one of the writers on the 1930 von Sternberg/Marlene Dietrich film The Blue 

Angel. Von Sternberg had met Baba in Hollywood in 1932. 



difficult to blend the material aspect of production with the spiritual theme in an instructive and 

interesting presentation that the public would find appealing. Although the various persons 

concerned came to see Meher Baba strictly on business, they were all deeply impressed with his 

divine personality and spiritual glow. They would invite Baba to their homes, and he consented to 

a few. 

Baba also visited Paramount, Universal (3 January 1935), Fox (4 January) and Warner 

Brothers studios where he met many celebrities, including the French singer Maurice Chevalier, 

and was photographed with actress Alice Faye. At Fox Studio, the Oklahoma humorist Will Rogers 

conversed with Baba for a few minutes about Gandhi and Eastern philosophy, and said he would 

come and see Baba if he visited India.229 Baba also saw several films in Hollywood, one of which 

was Imitation of Life at the Pantages Theater on Hollywood Boulevard near Vine Street. 

During Baba’s absence, Malcolm and Jean had passed through difficult times and endured 

financial hardships. Jean asked Baba whether these times were meant to test their resilience and 

develop their capacity to endure suffering for his sake. “Yes,” Baba replied, “you must be able to 

face disappointment, criticism and negative forces with perfect calm and inner poise. And you must 

submit yourself at all times to the will of God.” 

 

It was Baba's first Christmas in the West, as he pointed out to Will and Mary Backett in 

England in the following letter from Hollywood, summarizing the frustrations of raising money for 

the film project: 

After a brief stay in New York for only two days, I have come here. The seven days in 

the rough seas, the busy time in New York, and again a long journey for four days across the 

country, the thought of the film and money hanging all the while in mind, the visits and interviews 

resumed ever since I set foot here, with everyone who could help, are all so tiresome. And with all 

that, there are no hopes of getting any financial backing for an independent production of this type, 

which every businessman feels as a big enterprise involving great risk. 

Activities are therefore directed to find a "producer" to whom the story could be sold, so 

that those who invested in this may have their money back. If an independent producer buys the 

story, then of course there will be no necessity for me to stay, unless they themselves ask. So I have 

for the present decided that if during my stay here, the independent production is not arranged for 

lack of funds or financial support, I will hand over the script to dear Norina and Elizabeth giving 

them instructions either to sell it or get it produced, as they think best. I cannot stay here 

indefinitely. I have to see to my other affairs of the mandali and others on that side too; and, if 

nothing is arranged I will leave here very probably by the first week of January. 

They are still trying their very best − Norina, Elizabeth and Nonny − and many important 

people in the picture are brought in for interviews − nice people indeed, ready to help and willing, 

but couldn’t for one reason or another. In short, they all tried their best and are still trying, leaving 

nothing undone and I saw all whom they brought to me for contact, and explained to every one of 

them my idea and object of making this film, and although they all sympathised, agreed and 

appreciated a splendid scheme like this, none could come forward with the financial help that is 

needed for a production of this kind. But I will try still, for a few days to see as many as they bring 

and explain to everyone the same thing over and over again, however tedious and tiresome it is − 

but even after trying till the last moment of my stay here, if nothing is arranged for an independent 

production by the 8th or 9th, I leave here for Vancouver … And then as I already told you I go to 

the Himalayas for a year, for the great work that is ahead and in which you all my dearest ones have 

in future to participate each in his or her capacity. 

I know, my dears, how hard it will be for those who love me as you do, to be separated so 

long, but rest assured, dearest, I will always be with you. If you only try to realize how I have to do 

it all, simply for the sake of the work in which I wish you all to participate, you, mine own, would 

take it all so willingly, so lovingly. I know you love me too deeply to need telling you this. This is 

 
229 Will Rogers never had the opportunity to visit India. He died in a plane crash eight months after meeting 

Baba. “At his death, Will Rogers was considered the most loved of all Americans. His 1935 funeral in 

California was believed to be the biggest turnout of mourners [estimated at 150,000] since the death of 

Abraham Lincoln.” (Will Rogers Ranch Overview, California State Parks.) 



my first Xmas in the West and how I wish you all dearest had been with me here. I miss you so, but 

I am and will always be with you. 

 

Sam Cohen, who had met Baba in Hollywood two years before, was living about halfway 

between Los Angeles and San Francisco among remote high sand dunes, near the town of Oceano. 

Baba was to have visited Gavin Arthur’s community at the sand dunes in 1932 and a special cabin 

had been built for him, but that visit never occurred. After meeting Baba again during the 1934 

visit, Sam sent a telegram inviting Baba to visit him and his fellow “Dunites” — a few other like-

minded, sincere individuals who had given up the world to seek something higher than acquiring 

material possessions and who lived in primitive cabins built from salvaged lumber in separate coves 

among the dunes. Baba cabled back that he would visit soon and would be bringing eighteen people. 

Cohen’s small cabin was not large enough for everyone, but fortunately he was able to arrange 

accommodations a mile and a half away in Moy Mell (a group of cabins in one of the coves) at the 

cabin of Gavin Arthur, who was out of town. 

On 26 December Baba, with the mandali, Norina, Elizabeth, Ruano, Nadine and the others, 

made the almost four-hour drive to Oceano in three cars, arriving at 3:30 in the afternoon. A 

physician, Dr. Rudolf W. Gerber, lived in Oceano with his family. Baba stopped first at his home 

and the doctor accompanied the party to the dunes. Baba and the men mandali occupied Gavin’s 

cabin and the others stayed in other nearby ones. It was quite cold at night but one of the inhabitants 

(George Blais), whose habits resembled a sadhu’s, merely wrapped a shawl around himself and 

covered himself with a blanket of newspapers when he slept. 

Baba and the mandali passed an uncomfortable night in the cold, with no heaters in their 

cabin. (They had been told not to burn the kerosene lanterns for long, lest the poisonous fumes 

accumulate in the closed cabin.) 

Baba granted interviews that day to those living nearby. Among them were Marian Thorp, 

who stayed at the colony in the cottage that had been built for Baba, and Hugo Seelig, a poet and 

kabbalist, who was interested in developing higher consciousness. Baba explained certain aspects 

of lust, anger and greed, which Seelig had been confused about and wanted clarified. 

Privately, in response to a question from Adi Sr., Baba stated, “India, by being ruled by 

Britain, actually exists in the best condition. It has no worry of [territorial] possession and fear of 

losing it. There are many factions in India — Hindu and Mohammedan — which cannot attain 

unity. So Swaraj [self-rule] to India would give no [added] scope of spiritual advancement. China 

is independent but is chaotic. Materially speaking, also, India is not likely to be benefited by 

Independence.” 

That afternoon, all went to the beach with Baba. Due to the recent heavy rain and high 

tides, the car got stuck in the sand. Baba walked on ahead while the car was pushed out. Baba and 

the group left at 3:30 in the afternoon to return to Hollywood, via Santa Barbara. 

Sam Cohen later wrote, “Baba made quite a number of contacts [at the Dunes] and, as 

always is the case with Baba, he stirred up everything!” 

 

On one occasion, Norina telephoned an old friend, the screenwriter Mercedes de Acosta, 

42, to tell her there was someone in town she should meet. Mercedes had been severely depressed 

of late and did not wish to meet anyone, but Norina urged her that she would not regret meeting 

this person. 

“Who is it?” Mercedes inquired. 

Norina would not say. “I want it to be a surprise,” she explained. 

Finally, Norina persuaded her friend to come. Norina was waiting at the door when 

Mercedes arrived on Monday, 31 December 1934. As a young girl, Mercedes had written 



impassioned letters to Jesus, Mary Magdalene, Joan of Arc and other Christian saints. Upon seeing 

Baba, Mercedes felt an overwhelming warmth radiating from him. She rushed into his embrace and 

asked, “Who are you?” 

Baba gestured, “I am you.” Then suddenly he spelled on the board, “Go and bring me your 

revolver.” Mercedes was amazed for she had told no one about the gun in her car. She went to the 

car and returned with the revolver, handing it to Baba. He took the bullets out one by one and 

handed the gun back to her. 

Baba then consoled her, “Suicide is not the solution. It only entails rebirth with the same 

problems all over again. The only solution is God-realization — to see God in everything. 

Everything is easy then. Promise me that you will put this revolver away and never again think of 

suicide.” 

Feeling his compassion, Mercedes promised. She then told Baba about her friend, the 

movie actress Greta Garbo, whom she loved dearly. 

Baba commented, “You both were husband and wife in a past life in Italy. That is why 

there is such love between you.” 

Mercedes said, “This explains why Greta said, when she first met me, ‘Oh, I have been 

looking for you.’ ” 

Baba added, “She was a yogi in a previous life and died suddenly. She has latent yogic 

powers in her in this life, too, but no spiritual elevation. She both suffers and enjoys simultaneously. 

She will be in the pangs of such agony one day that she may commit suicide. She needs my contact. 

If she sees me, all this will change.” 

Mercedes was happy meeting Baba and presented him with a phonograph (record player). 

After she left the room, Baba sent her a handkerchief via Adi Sr. as a New Year’s gift and directed 

her never to give it away. She said that she would always sleep with it under her pillow, but 

wondered why Baba would think she would part with it. She telephoned Norina the next day and 

asked the same thing. Baba responded that he had given these instructions as she may have been 

tempted to give it to Greta Garbo.230 

Mercedes invited Baba to tea at her house. Baba had declined many invitations but, for her, 

he consented. When the group drove to Mercedes’ beautiful home (on 6 January 1935), as soon as 

Baba stepped inside, he marched straight up to the top floor and proceeded to open every closet and 

cupboard in the house, ending up in the kitchen. There stood the cook, a woman with an irritable 

disposition whom Mercedes kept on because she was so good at her job. Beaming with a smile, 

Baba gently patted the cook on the shoulder and then sat down for tea. 

As Baba was ready to depart, Mercedes and her friends assembled on the porch while the 

cook peered through the screen door. Baba suddenly went back up the steps, shook the cook’s hand 

and returned to the car. On the way back, Baba ordered the driver to circle Greta Garbo’s house 

three times. 

A few days later, Mercedes went away for several weeks and when she returned she found 

that her cook had transformed into a mild angelic creature, meek as a lamb. Puzzled by this, she 

finally demanded to know what had produced this change. The cook explained, “I know you will 

find it hard to believe, but while you were away, I woke up one night to find my room flooded with 

light, and the Master who came to tea entered my room. I got up out of bed and touched him and, I 

swear, I felt his robe in my hands. For some reason that I cannot explain, I have not felt angry 

since.” 

 

 
230 Coincidentally, Mercedes’ deceased older sister Rita had been married to Graham Phelps Stokes’ uncle, 

W. E. Stokes. Rita had also been friends with Isabella Stewart Gardner, a relative of Catharine Gardner. 

http://jssgallery.org/Paintings/Isabella_Stewart_Gardner.htm


In one of Vollmoeller’s scenarios, he had written that a husband and wife achieve God-

realization together. On Tuesday, 1 January 1935, Baba pointed out that this could never happen. 

He explained, “No two souls united in wedlock as husband and wife can be Realized together 

simultaneously — never.” 

Vollmoeller asked Baba why this was so. Baba elaborated, drawing a diagram: “Because 

in the chain of births and deaths, each opposite sex changes simultaneously; that is, male becomes 

female, and female becomes male.” Baba drew a curving vertical line denoting the changing of 

male and female forms to illustrate his point. “Two souls reincarnate together changing their sex 

for a number of lifetimes until they drift apart at that certain point nearest to Realization.” 

Baba concluded, “The secrets of life are absolutely unintelligible to the human mind. That 

is why they are never revealed as they are, but in different methods and shapes. 

“Love, real and divine, does not evolve, nor is it realized from temporal love. They are both 

quite different. Human or temporal love at its best cannot be compared to divine love even in its 

beginning stage.” 

Referring to Vollmoeller's screenplay, Baba explained: “Allan and Victory [the two 

characters in the script] do not earn or attain God-realization through their love, because love divine 

and love temporal are poles apart. Hence, showing their strong romantic side and love in our story 

would weaken the real and fundamental principle or theme of the story, and would again be 

misleading, for reasons explained above.” 

Baba himself then dictated to Vollmoeller the details of how the God-realization scene 

should be portrayed on the screen and also gave instructions for a spirit dance and resurrection 

scene to be shown after the character dies. He specified, “The scene will have seven different 

movements accompanied by seven different musical themes with seven different colors in the 

background.” Margaret, Quentin and others were working on the choreography for this. 

 

A woman actively involved with the Theosophist movement had spent many years in India. 

When she met Baba on the 1st, she asked him if she would ever go back to India. Baba told her she 

would, later in her life, but then commented, “Truly speaking, it does not matter where one lives. 

It matters how one lives. Even living in the mountains or caves, one makes no progress at all if 

one's mind is engrossed in worldly maya. On the other hand, one living in the world, doing all his 

duties therein, can achieve much if he is not engrossed in maya and thinks of the Path.” 

The woman asked, “Have you met Annie Besant?” 

“No, but I know her. She is an advanced soul. But in spirituality, it is the heart that counts 

and not the head. Too much of intellectual discourses undermine the object with which these 

[movements and organizations] are started.” 

Baba and his group took walks most evenings. Minta once recollected, “There were the 

most fabulous sunsets. But they were not to be enjoyed. Baba walked terribly fast and we used to 

run to keep up with him.” 

2 January 1935 was Minta’s birthday and chicken and ice cream and cake were served. 

Baba gave her a scarf and Minta presented Baba with an electric razor, which Adi began using to 

shave Baba. 

That day, through Nonny, the wife of the famous director Cecil B. DeMille came for an 

interview and expressed her desire for her husband, who had met Baba at Pickfair, to meet Baba 

again.231 

 
231 Cecil B. DeMille’s sister-in-law, Mrs. William DeMille, met Baba a few weeks earlier, at the Shelton 

Hotel in New York on 14 December 1934.  



Although Cecil B. DeMille’s second meeting with Baba never took place, William J. 

Hurlbut, 51, a well-known screenplay writer, who adapted Imitation of Life, came to see Baba on 

the 4th.232 Hurlbut found it difficult to articulate his question of how he could live in the world, 

attend to his job and be spiritual at the same time. Baba understood what he meant, clarifying, “You 

mean spirituality made practical ...” 

“Yes, that is exactly it,” Hurlbut interrupted. 

Baba assured him, “It is very easy, very simple. Its very simplicity makes it very difficult.” 

“Is it really? How strange!” Hurlbut said. 

“People’s ideas about God and spirituality are so far-fetched, fantastic and funny!”  

“I call my highest ideal, ‘Life Substance.’ I don’t want to call it God, for that would be 

connected with the rigid church diction and dogmas, and my belief and ideal are greater. So ‘Life 

Substance,’ whatever it is.” 

“Names and terms do not matter,” Baba stated. “It is the feeling that counts.” 

“What then should I do to feel, as you say, and get a glimpse of it if I do not go deeper into 

it?” 

“I will explain. For a man of your position in life, it is all right in a civilized country of 

modern ideals and age, to live as you do always keeping your mind toward higher aspirations. To 

speak frankly, you are spiritual without being conscious of it.” 

“Am I really?” 

“Yes. I know you are really more spiritual than you yourself know, and there is still much 

more you could do. I will explain it to you.” Baba then gave him instructions to concentrate on a 

particular thought for a number of minutes every day. 

Miss Carena Shields met Baba the same day. She was an intelligent, bold young 

archaeologist who had spent time with native tribes in southern Mexico who practiced mystical, 

occult traditions. Like Hurlbut, she too felt conflicted. Baba reiterated: “In the West too are sincere 

souls who seek the Truth. There is an awakening even in the West toward a life behind all this 

[gross world]. But it is difficult to reconcile the two — material and spiritual living. I know how 

you feel, and tell you that you shouldn’t feel disappointed with this situation or conflict, as you say. 

“You must always remember that in spirituality, it is not the intellect and external life that 

matters, but it is the feelings and inner experiences that count. You can live in the world, do all 

your duties, and yet be spiritual. You should not run away from the world, nor shirk your duties 

towards your own and others. Live in the world doing all your legitimate duties, but keep your mind 

always toward the goal. Have a longing for inner life and experiences, and it will surely come to 

you gradually.” 

Constance Collier, 57, a Hollywood movie actress and drama teacher, came to see Baba at 

the house on Camino Palmero on Sunday, 6 January 1935. She was having trouble with failing 

eyesight and Baba gave her a meditation to do, which he said would help her both physically and 

spiritually. She said to him, “I have hundreds of friends, but not one could be called a true one. I 

feel so alone.” 

Baba gestured to her, “I am your friend — a real one.” 

“Yes, I believe you are. I do not feel alone since I have known you. Please remember me.” 

“I am in you all the time,” Baba assured her.  

Tullio Carminati, 40, another movie actor, came to see Baba that evening. He had 

performed on stage with Norina years before and, although she was now older, he remarked to 

 
232 Hurlbut had known Norina in New York in the late 1920s. He wrote the screenplay for Bride of 

Frankenstein, also. 



Norina, “Why, you look so much better than you did before! It is really something quite different, 

something divine. I can clearly see it.” 

Pointing to Baba, Norina replied, “It is his divinity that you see in me. Just look at him and 

see for yourself.” 

As the film work developed, Mercedes was given the two stories and instructed to give 

them to Hurlbut also to read. Mercedes later agreed to work for Baba by writing the story continuity 

for a film in collaboration with Jean and Malcolm Schloss’ friend Garrett Fort, who arrived in 

Hollywood and met Baba on the 6th. Garrett Fort, 35, was a well-known screenwriter who worked 

on such famous Hollywood films as Dracula, Frankenstein, and The Lost Patrol. Fort had been 

interested in spirituality since childhood and, having Meher Baba’s contact during this period, he 

subsequently came to love the Master deeply.233 

Baba, Jalbhai, Adi, Norina and Malcolm visited Fort’s beach house on the 7th, where Baba’s 

photo was taken. 

 

After days of discussions and the Master’s guidance, Baba expressed his intent to return to 

India. Those involved in the project were shocked and pleaded with him, “Your personal presence 

is necessary to inspire, guide and instruct us at every stage!” 

Baba replied, “This picture may take months or even a year or more to produce, and I 

cannot stay here indefinitely. I have to see to my work, especially in the East and more particularly 

in India. This film project is a side-work, although it is important. That is why I came over all this 

distance in response to your requests and repeated cables to work with you and bring it to this 

practical stage. 

“You work out the making of the film now as instructed, adhering mainly to the points and 

spiritual theme I have dictated. And wherever I am, I will always guide and help you internally. 

This is my work, and my guiding spirit will always enable you to tackle the difficult issues that 

may arise in this. So do not worry at all and proceed with it, everyone in cooperation, each in his 

or her individual way. Remember, I am always with you.” 

The producer Gabriel Pascal became deeply devoted to Baba. Although he suffered much 

because of his erratic nature, Pascal remained internally connected until his death. The other artists 

and actors were also impressed with Baba, and his visit directed the flow of their lives into a new 

inner channel. 

While in Los Angeles, Rano presented Baba with a brown felt hat to wear on his trip back. 

Before he departed, Baba expressed his wish to acquire a puppy he could take back to India. Soon 

after, Rano found a pedigreed tan cocker spaniel in a kennel and took Baba to see it. Baba liked the 

puppy and purchased it for $35. Baba named it Chummy, since there was a watchdog already named 

Chum at Meherabad. 

Being in charge of the housekeeping and food, Ruano had been kept in the kitchen 

constantly, away from Baba. She became sad and jealous, and often wept over this. Nevertheless, 

she tried to do her job meticulously. Sometimes, while crying by herself in the kitchen, she would 

feel a gentle pat on the shoulder and turn to find Baba there. All her misery and loneliness would 

be dissolved by his touch. When he was about to leave Los Angeles, Baba consoled Ruano by 

informing her, “You have done faithfully and well a task you disliked. You have done more for 

yourself than you can ever imagine!” 

 

 
233 In an interview to a newspaper reporter, Fort stated that he first met Meher Baba at the Hollywood home 

of a fellow screenwriter, Rolf Passer and his wife Marina, who according to the article were followers of 

Baba. (Port Arthur Texas News, 7 March 1937)  



At 8:30 in the evening on Monday, 7 January 1935, Baba and his mandali departed for 

Vancouver, Canada on a train called the Lark. Norina, Elizabeth, Nadine, Jean, Malcolm, Garrett, 

Minta, Rano, Nonny, Ruano and others who were involved in the film work had experienced the 

Master’s intimate contact for three weeks in Hollywood. His departure stabbed their hearts with the 

pain that makes one long for union with the Beloved. 

Baba left instructions that the group was to stay together in the house in Hollywood until 

18 February, his birthday according to the Persian calendar. Nonny and Rano were then to return 

to New York; Norina, Elizabeth and Ruano were to remain in California with the rest of the group; 

and Minta was to travel to England via New York. 

Baba and the mandali arrived in San Francisco on the morning of the 8th. He received 

tearful cables from his dear ones at every stop and replied to each. In San Francisco, Age noted, 

“there were clouds and rain to greet Baba, as if the feelings of his lovers left behind had laced the 

sky with their hearts’ sadness in separation. But the Beloved never likes to see a sad expression, 

even if the heart is breaking … and shortly the clouds blew away and the sun appeared.” 

Baba and the mandali took Chummy for a walk in Golden Gate Park. Then they saw a film 

(The President Vanishes) at the Paramount Theater on Market Street. After the film, they took the 

ferry to Oakland and boarded the Cascade train to Portland and Seattle at about 4:00 P.M. They 

arrived in Vancouver early on the 10th, where they checked into the Yale Hotel. Baba picked up 

his mail and telegrams, and went around the city. 

In the morning the group breakfasted at the Cecil Hotel next door and then took Baba to a 

dentist as his tooth was bothering him, but it was not extracted. 

At 11:00 A.M. on Saturday, 12 January 1935, Baba left for Hawaii and the Orient aboard 

the steamer Empress of Canada, accompanied by Chanji, Kaka, Jalbhai, Adi Sr. and Chummy. The 

puppy was at first kept with Adi in his cabin, but later was shifted to the animal quarters. Baba 

visited him each morning and afternoon. Baba received many telegrams on the ship, full of his 

lovers’ laments of separation. Baba wrote this joint-reply to the group on the 12th: 

This is just to say another parting yet loving farewell at the moment when I am leaving 

the shores of the West, for my work in the East. There is no need now to tell you — all my darlings 

— how I love you and know how keenly you feel for me, and how the thought of a separation that 

is to come haunts you and tears your dear loving heart! But, beloveds mine, if you just try to see 

that this is all for my work and as such vitally essential — and how I feel and suffer for all this for 

the sake of the work that has to be done — much of your mental burden and hearts dejection will 

diminish and disappear. And there is always my Love and loving help for you, dearest ones, that 

will enable you to cheer up in moments of depression and heartaches. That I am and shall be ever 

with you — mine own — must by now be a matter of conviction and thought of great relief and 

comfort. And wherever I am — wherever you are, my loving thoughts for you all — my heart — 

will ever keep you in the warmth and feel of my Love, I need not at all repeat, for I know and am 

confident you feel it so deeply, every moment, and I also know that there are times when every 

throb of your heart beats for your beloved Baba. 

So, remembering always that Love knows no time and no space, that hearts united in 

Love can never part and can never have a separation, keep yourselves always in cheerful 

disposition and happy in the Love and loving thoughts and work for your ever beloved Baba, for I 

want you to be always happy, under all conditions. 

During the voyage, Baba was feeling very uneasy and his physical health began to fail, and 

each day he continually stressed the urgency of arriving in India at the earliest possible date. He 

repeated this again and again as he asked the mandali to check into the various air routes between 

Hong Kong and India, or any land route that might possibly be quicker. Despite assurances from 

the mandali that the fastest way to travel was by ship, Baba persisted day after day and repeated 

that he must reach India as soon as possible. 

The winter of 1935 was the coldest it had been in 36 years and Baba was prevented by the 

severe temperatures from taking his customary walks on deck. For the first few days aboard, Baba 



went to the gymnasium to ride an electric horse and exercise on a stationary bicycle. His health, 

though, continued to suffer. He developed pyorrhea and bleeding gums that prevented him from 

eating or sleeping much. He had to rise every few minutes during the night to spit out the blood and 

saliva collecting in his mouth. With little to eat — only milk once a day and chicken soup, soft 

bread and spinach in the evening — and hardly any sleep, Baba became weaker and weaker. Baba 

had also had persistent chest pains and heart cramps ever since arriving in London over a month 

ago. 

During the voyage, he explained to the men mandali, “My condition might develop into 

paralysis and this is the reason why I want to reach India as soon as possible.” 

On Friday, 18 January 1935, they arrived in Honolulu, Hawaii at 1:00 P.M. They left the 

ship and started on foot towards Waikiki Beach, but it was farther than they thought so they took a 

taxi. Baba had a good walk at the small zoo at Waikiki, before returning to the city by taxi when it 

started raining hard. They returned to the ship at 7:00 P.M. 

Letters from Baba were mailed from Hawaii to his lovers left behind in America. Whenever 

Baba wrote to Minta, he always enclosed a poem. On this occasion, he wrote: 

You have all my love 

My darling dove 

Below, above 

I am ever with you. 

 

You are ever in my heart 

We are never apart 

You, a part of my heart 

I am always with you. 

On the ship, Baba and Kaka shifted to cabin No. 280; Chanji joined Adi Sr. in his cabin, 

302; and Jalbhai had a separate cabin to himself. Baba continued to be in poor health. On 23 

January, Adi noted in his diary that “Baba’s health seems worse every day. He suffers through a 

strenuous weight of some internal working, which is evident from the dark shadows under his eyes. 

He has no sleep the whole night. Kaka is constantly awakened due to Baba’s restlessness and Chanji 

presses his feet till twelve midnight.” 

On the 25th, Baba began complaining of “heart cramps” again. At lunch that day, Baba 

remarked to the mandali, “What will you do if my condition worsens? The journey to India will 

take many more days still.” They said they would do as he instructed. 

The ship docked at Yokohama on the 26th. Baba and the mandali went ashore at 7:00 P.M. 

and went to the Grand Hotel, where the Thomas Cook office was located, to inquire about their 

passage from Hong Kong to Colombo. Due to Baba’s “restlessness” they did not spend much time 

on shore. They got down at Kobe, also, at 8:00 A.M. on the 28th and went to the Cook office again 

about travel arrangements. (Baba was considering flying to India from Singapore with one of the 

mandali.)  

After sailing from Honolulu, Baba informed Chanji, “There is one soul I want to contact 

on this ship.” The next day, Chanji went down to the laundry room to iron Baba’s pants and met a 

wealthy woman named Margaret Scott. She narrated a troubled life, saying that she was desperate 

and now thinking of divorcing her husband. She had seriously contemplated suicide. Chanji told 

her about Baba, who later sent word to the woman not to get divorced. Chanji talked with her for a 

few minutes each evening and she became eager to meet Baba in person for she sought his blessing. 

Baba agreed to see her on deck when he disembarked in Shanghai on the 30th, if no one 

else was around. When Baba came up, she was surrounded by people. To her amazement, they all 

dispersed and she had her precious few minutes with Baba. He consoled her and blessed her by 

making the sign of the cross on her forehead. 



Rustom had been instructed to meet them in Shanghai, but when they got off the ship, he 

was nowhere to be seen. Worried, they searched up and down the wharf, went to the General Post 

Office and finally to the Cook office, where by sheer chance Rustom appeared. Rustom had arrived 

from India two days before, but he had misplaced the name of their ship. He had spent a frantic two 

days awaiting Baba’s arrival, doing everything he could to obtain information. His funds were 

completely depleted and he was about to wire Ramjoo in Nasik. He was overjoyed and relieved 

beyond measure to see Baba, who said it was his key that had drawn Rustom to the Cook office 

just in the nick of time. 

All had lunch in their cabin and then went around Shanghai, visiting the hotel where 

Rustom was staying. Baba gave Rustom instructions and booked his passage to New York and 

Hollywood as his representative to supervise the work with Norina and Elizabeth on the screenplays 
This Man David and How It All Happened. Before Rustom departed, Baba exchanged overcoats 

with him, Baba wearing Rustom’s and giving Rustom his coat, which Baba said would keep 

Rustom safe. Rustom was concerned about his family and Baba promised to look after Rustom’s 

children. 

Baba had been very happy to meet Rustom and have him travel to America for the film 

work, but the next day Baba’s health suffered, with bad “palpitations” of the heart. He was very 

anxious to return to India, and constantly discussed the possibility of flying back to India after a 

week’s stay in Hong Kong. 

Baba arrived in Hong Kong early in the morning on Saturday, 2 February 1935. Two Parsis, 

Rustom Desai and Rustom Pestonji, were there to welcome him. They had met Baba in 1932 when 

Baba’s ship had docked at Hong Kong. They took Baba and the mandali to Pestonji’s home in 

Kowloon where Baba had breakfast and was photographed. After meeting the families of both men, 

Baba boarded the Fushimi Maru, which sailed at 11:00 A.M. the same day. 

Baba’s cabin was uncomfortable, the food wasn’t very good and his health was still 

unstable. He would have stomach pains one day and throat pains the next. Then he would indicate 

that he had pain in his mouth and then, on the third day, in his head. The pain would sometimes be 

throbbing in two or three places in his body at once. Baba was taken to see the ship’s Japanese 

doctor on the 6th, who, after examining him, said there was nothing seriously wrong and gave him 

some boric acid water to gargle with for his sore throat. 

They landed in Singapore in the morning on Thursday, 7 February 1935 and took a walk 

in the town in the morning and again in the afternoon. They met a local Bohra (Muslim) who treated 

them to tea and cold drinks. (Being a fellow Indian, he felt himself to be their unofficial host.) After 

dinner, they visited the New World amusement park. 

The boat arrived in Penang at 3:00 P.M. on the 9th and anchored offshore. Baba and the 

mandali took a launch to the pier and then a taxi around the city. They returned to the ship around 

five o’clock and the ship set sail two hours later. 

Baba’s tooth pain had become so severe, he decided to have a dentist remove a loose and 

aching tooth as soon as he returned to Meherabad. He stopped eating hardly any solid food and 

drank only bottled milk that the mandali had purchased in Singapore and Penang, and which had 

to be refrigerated. (Only condensed milk was available onboard their ship.) Baba drank the milk 

with digestive biscuits three times a day. 

At sea, Baba repeatedly sent Chanji to the captain with messages to do his best in speeding 

up the voyage to reach Colombo, Ceylon, as soon as possible. Chanji was also directed to give the 

captain some books about Baba, which he did. 

As Baba wished, they reached Colombo at noon on the 13th ahead of schedule. They had 

lunch at the Victoria Hotel, and then took a train up the coast at 8:15 P.M. “Baba’s health is getting 

worse,” Adi noted, “and he constantly queries about the appearance of his face and the dark 



shadows under his eyes … He constantly complains about [the continuous flow of saliva] coming 

out of his mouth.” 

After crossing the straits between Ceylon and India in a ferry, they faced time-consuming 

and laborious scrutiny by the customs and passport officials. The passport officer was especially 

rude, and Adi Sr. got into an altercation with him over his manner.  

Baba arrived in Madras by train at 7:00 A.M. on 15 February 1935, and was met at the 

station by Sampath Aiyangar, his family and other devotees. Two hours later, Baba left on the 

Bombay Express train, traveling in a second-class compartment with Kaka, while Adi Sr., Chanji 

and Jalbhai went by third-class. But Baba had little rest when that night at Wadi passengers and 

their luggage poured into his compartment, overfilling it. He arrived in Dhond on the early morning 

of the 16th. 

Padri had come to Dhond with a bus. The Maharaja of Bhor happened to be present on the 

Dhond station platform. He recognized Baba and offered tea and breakfast to all, which Baba 

accepted. Baba sent Chanji and Kaka to Bombay on an errand and returned to Meherabad on the 

bus later in the morning of the same day. Beheram and Adi Jr. arrived from Poona and stayed for 

three days. 

Baba still had severely aching teeth and felt very weak from the extremely tiresome 

journey. Padri gave him an injection to ease the pain and Dr. Pimpalkhare of Ahmednagar was 

called to extract two of his molars, which he did around five in the afternoon on the back verandah 

of the Mess Quarters. Because of Baba’s suffering, his 41st birthday was remembered that day (16 

February) without any special ceremonies. 

 

After arriving in India, Baba kept the puppy Chummy with him for some days and then 

gave the dog to Adi Sr. to look after. Settled in at Meherabad, Baba continued the fast he had started 

during the voyage from Singapore — drinking only milk and water (which caused him to become 

constipated). It was only after a month that Baba began eating solid food again. 

The women mandali were staying secluded on Meherabad Hill. Baba had brought three 

fledgling myna birds which Naja began taking care of. The birds were fed plenty of worms which 

were being brought especially for them. Baba named the mynas after the Hindu Trinity, Brahma, 

Vishnu and Mahesh (Creator, Preserver and Destroyer). When they learned to fly, they would land 

on Baba’s shoulders. Baba treated them with affection and would personally feed them cream and 

chapatis. 

Baba had also brought another myna which he gave to Mehera. Mehera taught the bird to 

say “Baba, darling!” Baba loved this bird very much. Later though, the bird fell ill and despite 

treatment, it expired. It uttered, “Baba!” as it died. It was buried on Meherabad Hill, and while its 

grave was dug, Baba remarked, “It is blessed.” 

Khorshed cared for other birds which had also been brought from Europe. During one 

period, Khorshed had a cut on her hand and, to avoid infection, Mani and Mehera began looking 

after the birds. One day they both cleaned the cage and put it in the sun to dry. They kept water and 

seed inside, but forgot to shut the door. Some of the birds flew away, but Baba did not display 

displeasure at this accident, in contrast to the similar incident that had taken place with Quentin 

Tod. 

At one point, three baby parrots were brought to Meherabad. They looked quite ugly and 

weak, but after proper care they grew into beautiful, strong birds. Baba delighted in feeding them 

and afterward would instruct the women to make the birds walk for exercise to digest their food. It 

was a humorous sight to see the women nudging the baby parrots along, trying to get them to take 

a walk with their stomachs bloated. 



During this period, two tame rabbits were also kept on Meherabad Hill and Baba would 

play with them and have them sit on his lap. The female rabbit later had bunnies, and the women 

mandali were occupied in looking after them according to Baba’s instructions. 

From the beginning when the circle of women was formed, Mehera would read Baba’s 

dictation from the alphabet board when he was with the women mandali; but after Mani joined the 

ashram, she began reading it. Among the men, Chanji, Adi Sr., Jalbhai, and Adi Jr. were proficient 

in reading the board. 

Having finished his medical studies, Dr. Nilu came to Meherabad on Tuesday night, 19 

February 1935. Baba assured him that a hospital would soon open for him to head, and permitted 

him to move to Meherabad permanently. Nilu returned to Bombay on the 21st to pack his 

belongings.234 

Chanji and Kaka returned on the 20th, but Kaka was sent back to Bombay the same night. 

When Baba had first returned to Meherabad, he was so weak that he could hardly walk. 

For a few days, he had to be carried down the hill in a chair and in his rickshaw. Chanji was deeply 

affected by Baba’s condition. Describing it, he wrote: 

When we arrived at Meherabad, Baba was here, in his room [at lower Meherabad] 

discussing things with the mandali. His face and physique seemed to have undergone a great 

change, as he looked so lean and pulled down. Quite a contrast to how we saw him last on the 16th 

at Dhond, though he was not quite well even then. 

And when we saw him taken up on the hill on an easy chair lifted by the mandali, it was 

no small surprise.235 His condition looked really serious. Although he is “all-powerful” and “all-

knowing,” one could easily see from his expression, the weak condition, the terrible strain he was 

passing through, and the suffering he was undergoing. To what great inner working this may be 

attributed, one could scarcely imagine. One thing is certain: He has been suffering terribly ever 

since Hollywood, and added to it the fast that he undertook and sleepless nights. 

Ramjoo had a private meeting with Baba on 21 February, and returned to Nasik in the 

afternoon. Baba was considering moving to Nasik with the women, so on the 25th a portion of “the 

zoo” (the rabbits) were brought down the hill and given to Sarosh. Baba’s health was slightly better 

that day; his expression seemed brighter and he walked a little with the help of a stick. 

Adi Sr.’s sister Dolly was still being kept secluded at lower Meherabad. On the 25th Adi 

was sent to Sakori with Kalingad to ask Maharaj if Dolly could stay there until she got better, rather 

than at Meherabad, but Maharaj had left for Aurangabad. 

On 1 March 1935, Rusi Pop came to see Baba in the morning along with Padri’s mother 

Freiny Masi, with whom Baba had a long talk about her illness. Baba assured her she would recover 

and instructed her to go to Poona and, for 40 days, to place ashes from his dhuni on Babajan’s 

tomb.236 Sadashiv Patil came in the afternoon, and Vishnu, Chanji, and Rao were also called up the 

hill. 

Buasaheb came from Poona on 2 March, but Baba sent him back after giving him certain 

instructions. Aga Ali arrived the next day and again expressed his desire to remain with Baba, who 

prevailed upon the youth to return to Bombay, and sent him home.237 

 

 
234 Nilu had been engaged to be wed, but his fiancée ended up marrying someone else. Baba explained to 

Nilu that his sanskaras were related with the girl’s from a previous life; hence Nilu had some contact with 

her in this life, but to wed her would have resulted in unhappiness for them both.  
235 Baba was spending the nights on the hill then.  
236 Freiny Masi had had a very close personal connection with Babajan in the 1920s. 
237 This is the last recorded personal contact between Baba and Aga Ali, although over the next several 

years Ali wrote several letters to Baba. It is not known what became of him.  



Meher Baba’s health had broken down in the middle of winter while traveling through 

North America. In Canada the extreme cold temperatures affected his health severely. By March, 

it was observed that Baba was still weak; he had intermittent fever and a sore throat. The baking 

heat of India’s summer was becoming intolerable. Seeking a more pleasant climate Baba shifted to 

Nasik with the women mandali early in the morning on Monday, 4 March 1935 to spend the hot 

summer months (March through May) there. They traveled in two buses. Kalingad drove Baba and 

the women in one, and Bhiwa drove the other with Daulatmai, her infant grandson Beheram, Jalbhai 

and Chhagan. Masaji rode in the front seat of Kalingad’s bus. The other mandali remained at 

Meherabad, but Chanji was sent to Bombay. 

Adi Sr. and Padri went back to Sakori the same day, where Maharaj refused to look after 

Dolly, unless Gulmai also stayed at Sakori with her. Consequently, Dolly was brought to Nasik on 

the 6th with Pilamai. Goher’s sister Silla and Waman Subnis’ daughter Indu stayed with them. 

In Nasik, Baba occupied a bungalow in the Saharanpur locality. Sayyed Saheb procured a 

goat, which was given to Baba, as it was recommended that he drink the goat’s milk to improve his 

health.238 The goat had a kid, and the two animals especially loved to follow Baba around and play 

with him. Baba, in turn, enjoyed feeding them treats, pieces of chapati or toast. Playfully, Baba 

would raise his hand high out of the mother-goat’s reach, and the goat would stand on her hind 

legs, putting her front legs on Baba’s chest, so she could reach the treats. 

Baidul had been sent back to Persia on 26 February. He met certain people there and did 

work on Baba’s behalf and returned in March. Ali Akbar Shapurzaman, a former Meher Ashram 

boy later known as Aloba, was working as a cashier in a Bombay restaurant when one day Baidul 

happened to walk in. Aloba recognized him but did not speak to him, though seeing Baidul did 

have an influence on him. He began to think more and more about Meher Baba and one night left 

his job to travel to Ahmednagar to have Baba’s darshan. 

Aloba met Raosaheb who told him that Baba was staying in Nasik. Going there, he found 

Baba at the Sarosh Motor Works office and fell at his feet. Aloba had not seen Baba since the days 

of the Meher Ashram school in 1927. Baba ordered him to go back to Bombay but to return 

whenever called by him. Aloba’s contact with the Master was thus reestablished, and he usually 

met Baba on the first of every month. 

In Nasik, Baba reviewed the accounts of the motor works and cinema with Ramjoo and 

Adi Sr. While visiting Naval Talati’s house on 12 March 1935, Baba remarked to Adi Sr., “I have 

a keen desire to abandon the mandali and their pecuniary connection [financial support] and retire 

to a far-off mountain for three years — unknown and unprovided for with money — with only 

Gustadji begging for our food. Provided you agree to stay in Nasik and undertake to look after the 

ladies, as I will instruct.” Adi agreed. But instead Baba proposed that Vishnu and Adi Sr. remain at 

Meherabad, and Padri and Kalingad keep watch at night on the hill, outside the women’s quarters. 

Shireenmai had come to Nasik for a visit, but had a fight with Gulmai, causing Gulmai to 

walk to Adi Sr.’s quarters and spend the night of the 12th there. Adi drove Shireenmai and Adi Jr. 

back to Poona on the 13th, and he and Ramjoo proceeded to Bombay. 

On 16 March, Dr. Minoo Bhatena, a dentist from Deolali, extracted one of Baba’s teeth, 

after giving him three injections to dull the pain. It was still a painful procedure, and Baba remarked 

that the Nagar dentist was better. Bhatena extracted a second tooth the following day, and another 

on the 20th.239 As Adi Sr. noted in his diary, “Baba on the whole complains a great deal about his 

health and is constantly thinking of retiring to a far-off mountain.” 

 
238 Goat’s milk is supposedly beneficial for healing colds and coughs; unlike cows, goats eat many different 

herbs and grasses which gives their milk more healthful qualities. 
239 Dr. Bhatena returned on 31 March and 1 April 1935 to take an impression of Baba’s teeth to have a bridge made. 



Sarosh came to Nasik on the 18th with Rusi Pop and Rusi’s son Jal. Later that day, Baba, 

Freiny, Adi Sr. and Vishnu paid a visit to the Barnes School, where they met Rustom and Freiny’s 

sons, who were boarding students there. 

Rustom was still in America, working with Norina and Elizabeth on the film project.240 On 

28 March, in response to a letter from Rustom requesting a few more details about the “Realization 

scene,” Baba dictated a few points to Adi. 

Naval’s wife Dina fell ill at this time. A Dr. Kapadia was called on 3 April 1935 to give 

her an injection, but he gave her the wrong drug by mistake. Dina collapsed and her pulse became 

extremely weak. The doctor was frightened, and Baba was sent for from Ramjoo’s, where he was 

visiting. He arrived, patted the doctor, and consoled him, “Don’t worry. Her pulse will resume.’' 

Baba then went to Dina and touched her forehead. Her pulse surprisingly became normal in a matter 

of minutes and she began breathing freely. 

Astonished and relieved, the doctor said to Baba, “Had you come two or three minutes 

later, she would have died.” 

During this period, Naval was anxious about certain family matters. At 5:00 P.M. on 15 

April, Baba visited his home and advised him: “Continue conscientiously discharging your duties 

in the world but do not care or worry about the results. The Infinite is within you and you are part 

of the Infinite! 

“I am in Kalemama and also in Masaji. Masaji is 80 years old with all his teeth intact. Kale 

is 60 with several teeth missing. Should Masaji be glad that he has all his teeth at 80 and Kale worry 

as to why he had lost so many teeth before 60? 

“There is no sum or substance in anything in illusion. He who has teeth and he who has no 

teeth — it is all the same. But he who has strong teeth should not purposely remove them because 

I say that it has no value, sum or substance. 

“It — maya, illusion — is all nothing! There should not be distress in being healthy or 

being ill. One should not feel pleasure for what one has or be miserable for what one has not. This 

is true in every matter. 

“There is absolutely nothing — not even zero! If there is nothing, then how can there be 

decay or death? No one dies and no one lives!” 

Naval accepted what Baba had expounded. 

Meanwhile Baba continued his communication with his Western disciples. On 6 April 

1935, in closing a letter to Minta, he dictated this rhyme: 

I see myself in everything 

Infinite myself I find; 

But when I see a rose in spring 

Shalimar comes to my mind. 

He wrote on another occasion: 

Sweet Shalimar 

Prepare to run 

Prepare to fly 

With me to Heaven. 

 

Sweet Shalimar 

Prepare to give 

Your life to me 

And in me live. 

 

Sweet Shalimar 

 
240 On 11 March 1935 Rustom paid a visit to the colony at Oceano. 



Prepare! It’s near 

Eternal Bliss 

No doubts, no fear! 

 

Sweet Shalimar 

How sweet you are 

How sweet you are 

Sweet Shalimar! 

Such endearing thoughts kept Baba’s Western gopis at his feet during their separation from 

their Krishna. 

 

Accompanied by Gustadji, Chanji, Vishnu, Adi Sr. and Dadu, at 4:00 P.M. on Tuesday, 16 

April 1935, Baba left Nasik and drove to Ghoti, a town 25 miles away, where he stayed at a dak 

bungalow. Ghoti was selected as a change of place to provide Baba with an opportunity to have a 

suitable rest and to recuperate from the continual suffering he had undergone since returning from 

America. The bungalow was located along a mountain with beautiful scenery and cool, refreshing 

breezes. Baba was in a fair mood and would draw the drinking water from the well himself. He 

liked the place but, nevertheless, complained of being restless and uncomfortable even though the 

mandali did everything to make it possible for him to relax. 

Gulmai, Pendu, and Jalbhai arrived the next day. Jalbhai was sent to search the area for a 

place where Baba could sit alone in seclusion. When Baba inspected the spot that Jalbhai had 

chosen, he was not satisfied with it and the seclusion was canceled. 

On 17 April, important cables from the West and other urgent letters arrived, reporting on 

situations that demanded Baba’s presence in Nasik. However, Baba did not leave until three days 

later. Thereafter, even though Baba was fasting on milk only and his body desperately needed rest, 

he would continually keep on the move coming and going between Nasik and Meherabad during 

the scorching heat of the summer months. 

From Nasik, Dadu was sent to Bombay to learn photography and film work, with 

Beheram’s help. Baba decided to make a brief visit to Bombay on 3 May 1935. Accompanied by 

Gustadji and Jalbhai, Baba arrived by the Punjab Mail at 10:30 A.M. and stayed at Banubai 

Confectioner’s apartment on Frere Road.241 No one else was informed of Baba’s arrival, since he 

indicated that he did not wish to meet the public and all requests for interviews were denied. As in 

previous times, before and after a journey to the West, Kaka and Chanji were already in Bombay, 

having been sent there by Baba to carry out certain errands, and they met him at Banubai’s. Baba 

visited Malabar Hill and other places in the city. He went to the dentist as a tooth was bothering 

him, but there was no cavity. 

Staying for only two days, Baba visited a few close lovers, including Alamai Katrak, 

Meherbai Merchant, Rupamai and Hormusji, Kaikobad, the Kotwals, Kharmen Masi, Dadu, 

Pleader, and Chanji’s sister Mehera Joshi and her husband Rusi. In addition, he went to Parel and 

saw his sister-in-law Big Khorshed, and he also visited Padri’s mother Freiny Masi, who had moved 

to Bombay from Poona. 

Baba also visited a foreign couple named Wellington, whom Chanji had told about Baba. 

The couple was facing certain difficulties, but Baba assured them that their situation would improve 

after six months. Baba left Bombay at seven in the evening on 4 May, arriving in Nasik late that 

night. 

 

Baba shifted his residence back to Meherabad with the men and women mandali on 

Thursday, 9 May 1935. On the 12th, Baba ordered Chanji to cable Norina to send Rustom back to 

 
241 Banubai’s husband, Manekji Confectioner, had died suddenly in mid-October 1934. 



India. To have some relief from the heat, Baba took the mandali to Happy Valley on the 15th for 

the day. Baba relaxed and discussed the current world political situation. A Polish leader named 

Józef Piłsudski had recently passed away, and Baba commented that he was a very sincere person. 

At Meherabad, Baba held a meeting to discuss his seclusion. Baba wished to go some place 

for the purpose of seclusion work but kept the location a secret from everybody. He gave detailed 

instructions to Pendu and Padri on 17 May about the management of Meherabad in his absence. On 

the 19th, he told all, “I have now decided to remain in India for seven months. I will go to Nasik 

on 23 May and remain there for ten days; then I will be in Bombay for about three days. My 

movements will thereafter be kept secret. 

“You have spent so many years with me in leading a hard life in every way, enduring all 

sorts of trials. So for a year more, help me and my work. Perhaps, I might break my silence. But 

whatever happens, all of you men remain here, carefully doing your duty as assigned.” 

Baba then discussed travel arrangements separately with Gustadji and Raosaheb, and 

disclosed that they were to accompany him on his journey. Baba asked Chanji to inquire about 

other suitable places for seclusion in Pondicherry, Goa, the Nilgiris Hills, Kashmir, Darjeeling, 

Ajmer, and Udaipur while taking care that no one discover his destination. Chhagan was also issued 

instructions. 

Despite Chanji’s sincere and tireless inquiries made in strict secrecy, he wrote, “Baba 

would always ask for and want the very thing [information] that was not there, omitted either 

through oversight or intentionally being found unnecessary. This was his training and method of 

bringing out the weaknesses rooted within.” 

On Upasni Maharaj’s 65th birthday, Monday, 20 May 1935, Baba distributed watermelon 

to the mandali and, in an exceptional mood, spent the day rejoicing. In the early years, Maharaj’s 

arti had been performed regularly by Baba, but this practice had ended in 1931. It was now sung 

only occasionally during a special darshan program or other function such as Maharaj’s birthday 

celebration. Memo and Adi Jr. arrived that night from Poona, and left at 10:00 A.M. on the 22nd. 

Baba left on 23 May for Nasik where he met with Daulatmai and her daughter Freiny, Dina 

Talati, Adi Sr. and Ramjoo’s family. Nilu also arrived from Bombay. On the 25th Pilamai left Nasik 

for Bombay, and from there she and her children continued on to their home in Karachi on the 30th. 

The same day, Thursday, 30 May 1935, Baba, Gustadji, Jalbhai and Gulmai drove from 

Nasik to Bombay and again stayed at Banubai’s apartment. Baba was invited to lunch the next day 

at Banu Mansion in Dadar, Naoroji and Bachamai Dadachanji’s new home.242 There, Baba met the 

Dadachanjis’ teenage daughters, Arnavaz, seventeen, Nargis, thirteen, and Roda, eleven, and their 

young sons, Tehemtan, eight, Homa, six, Dara, four, and Nozar, two. Naoroji was Chanji’s older 

brother, and his entire family was drenched in Baba’s love. 

Later the same day, 31 May, Maneck Ranji came to see Baba, who explained to Maneck: 

I can see the creation and dissolution of universes very clearly. I can count them, even 

though they are numberless. They are quite clear to me. Only the Avatar and Perfect Masters can 

see them with their gross eyes; no one else can. People would think it a wonderful sight. But for 

one who has realized God and experiences eternal bliss every moment, it is nothing. 

I have descended to the level of the gross world and I have to suffer infinitely for my 

divine work. How can you understand this? It is complicated. This illusion is full of complications; 

the Truth is not. It is free of entanglements — one, indivisible and perfect! 

Gulmai met Baba on 1 June, with her daughter Piroja (who was living in Bombay with her 

husband), and she returned to Ahmednagar the next day, taking Piroja with her. 

 
242 The family rented two rooms in a large bungalow. Beheram and Perin later occupied a small cottage in 

the same compound. 



Leaving Bombay, Baba went to Poona on Sunday, 2 June 1935. After meeting with his 

mother Memo, Baba left for Talegaon where Ramjoo’s family had taken up residence. After this 

visit, Baba went back to Bombay on 4 June, arriving at 1:00 P.M. and stayed again with Kaka Baria’s 

sister Banubai. 

A darshan program was held at 10:30 A.M. on 6 June 1935 at Naoroji’s home in Dadar, 

where about 40 select lovers had a final chance to see Baba before he left for an unknown 

destination. 

Baba had the following message read out: 

As already explained to all my lovers, I am leaving here today to retire into the mountains 

in seclusion for one year. My going to the mountains this time is concerned with a great work that 

is universal and is the stepping stone toward the future manifestation. The actual spot has long since 

been decided but is not known to anyone as yet, nor will it be known to any until I am already 

there. I will take only two of the mandali with me. All others are given different duties in the 

ashrams in Meherabad, Ahmednagar, Nasik, Poona, Bombay and so on. 

Those of you who are in the world already have your duties assigned to you towards the 

dear ones of your families and also towards humanity, and each of you has to do that duty 

cheerfully, facing everything that comes boldly and calmly, never trying to shirk or avoid it with 

any erroneous ideas of “renunciation” or with a desire to go to the mountains. God, Truth or 

Ultimate Reality, whatever one may term it, is not found only on mountains or in caves. True 

religion or spirituality is in the proper performance of one’s duties toward one’s own and also 

toward others in a spirit of selfless service and universal brotherhood, facing all the vicissitudes in 

life boldly and cheerfully. With love as the guiding force, all this is easily possible. 

The very idea of a long separation is so painful to those who love, and I know how keenly 

the dear devotees will feel [it]. But love is always like that: it unites in separation. The more the 

separations, the deeper love grows. It is through tests of keenly felt separations that hearts 

throbbing with love are brought closer. 

All have to suffer for love. Jesus suffered all his life for love. I suffered none the less and 

have yet to suffer much. These times are no better than those of old when Jesus was stoned and had 

to suffer crucifixion. I am crucified every moment, as none of you can ever imagine. 

This retiring in seclusion is for the great work of humanity and this work must be done. 

Let none feel sad or despondent, but feel always in harmony and love toward all. 

Remember, I am always with you and will ever help you internally in your efforts to face 

and bear calmly everything that comes during the trying period that is ahead. 

Baba stopped to see Freiny Masi on his way back to Banubai’s. Rustom returned to India 

from New York and met with Baba in Bombay that afternoon at 4:30 p.m. They had a long 

conversation about Rustom’s trip and the film work in America. After Rustom informed him in 

detail of what had happened, Baba wrote to Norina and Elizabeth: 

6 June 1935 

Rustom has reported that the film work is being postponed for six months. Remember, I 

do not want all of your efforts, investment and sacrifices which you have made up until now to go 

in vain. I want the picture and it must be produced. So, dearests, do not get dejected but work for it 

with the same zeal and enthusiasm; and if at any time in the future you really need my presence, 

cable me, and if the need is great, I will break the period of my seclusion and spend the remaining 

period in the mountains somewhere in the West after giving you a helping hand with the picture. 

I expect you, as my best beloveds and closest ones, to bear everything patiently for all the 

love you dearests all have for me. This is the period of a great test. I will take you all, my own, 

through this, but I want you to keep happy and cheerful under all conditions, suffering and 

separation — facing all opposition and other difficulties that confront you in life. Remember 

always that those [persons] who create mischief and opposition are ignorant and “know not what 

they do.” They play their part assigned to them. You play yours, boldly, calmly and cheerfully. 

I know it is too much, too long, for you who love me so deeply to wait so long! But as I 

have told you, the work must be done. And if it is for the great work I have to do and you, my 

closest ones, have to participate, nothing should scare you and deter you from doing your bit in this 

great work that is ahead. I know you will let nothing stand between the love you have all formed. 

Anyway, I want you all, my own gopis and the dearest ones, to remember all I have told 

you individually and try your very best to act accordingly; not to feel sad, morose or despondent, 

but to keep always cheerful and happy, doing your duties and facing everything that comes calmly 



and patiently. And rest assured, I AM ALWAYS WITH YOU, helping you in your efforts to face 

things, to do my work and to be happy. 

Hence, remembering always that I want the picture produced, get busy and don’t ever 

slacken in spirit. I am behind all your earnest efforts of bringing this out. 

You know, beloveds, how I love you, and I know how deeply you darlings love me, and 

how keenly you feel the separation and suffer all for your beloved Baba. 

I shall keep in touch with you all, even during the retirement, and want you to keep in 

touch too and write as usual. 

Baba departed Bombay at 9:30 P.M. on the Frontier Mail train with Chanji and Gustadji. 

None of his lovers was permitted to come to the station. Raosaheb (who was characterized by 

Chanji as having a very strong physique and constitution, and capable of withstanding the rough 

conditions of being with Baba for one year of seclusion in the Himalayas) had already left for 

Baroda. Rustom, Ramjoo and Adi Sr. left for Nasik the next day. Although Baba’s destination was 

kept strictly secret from his lovers, he indicated to them that he was going “somewhere in the 

Himalayas.” In actuality, Baba was on his way to Mount Abu. 

 

Traveling through the night in the lowest class, Baba and the mandali had a restless, 

sleepless night, crammed into a crowded compartment of passengers “snoring with loud and 

horrible noises that would make the dead awake from their graves!” Chanji noted. They had to 

change trains in Ratlam for Chittorgarh to continue to Udaipur, where they stayed at the Fatah 

Memorial Serai (first floor, room no. 3). Although the weather was still quite hot, a search was 

made for a secluded spot with water nearby. But when no such place was found, they proceeded to 

Ajmer by train, arriving on Sunday, 9 June 1935. 

In Ajmer, Baba went by taxi to the tomb of the Qutub Khwaja Mu'inuddin Chishti to pay 

his respects. He went inside while the mandali remained in the car. While Baba was inside, two 

bearded old men suddenly appeared and stood on both sides of Baba’s taxi. When Baba came out 

from the dargah, the driver went inside to pay his obeisance. The two old men maintained their 

silent vigil beside the car. Gustadji, Raosaheb and Chanji were surprised by the men’s odd behavior. 

But Baba remarked, “They have been sent by Khwaja Saheb to serve me during my stay here.” 

They reached Mount Abu the same day and went to a dak bungalow. Although it was 

located in a quiet district, Baba did not like staying there. The next day, he asked Chanji to find a 

better location. They went to see the khansama’s home.243 Though it was in a secluded location 

also, Baba did not approve of it. Chanji inspected three or four other houses in two hours, but Baba 

did not approve of them, either. Near Fingernail Lake was the house of a lawyer named Tonk. Baba 

seemed to like the house since there were also caves in the nearby hills. But after two nights at the 

dak bungalow, on 11 June, they shifted to the staff quarters (of a school or a public institution), and 

began cooking for themselves.244 Baba took a long walk from there to the famous Dilwara Temples 

the same evening.245 

They continued their search for a suitable seclusion spot for three more days. Baba went 

for a morning walk to the Arbuda Temple on 13 June and saw a cave that had previously been 

occupied by Pleader during his wanderings.246 Pleader had carved Meher Baba’s name on the stone 

walls. Baba liked the place and observed, “If I can have this cave for four days, it would be good.” 

 
243 A khansama is a manager of a dak bungalow. 
244 The exact location of the staff quarters is not known, though Chanji noted it was near Hamilton Inn and 

arranged by a Mr. Farid. 
245 The Dilwara temples enshrine various Jain saints. Built between the 11th and 13th century, they are 

famous for their superb and intricate marble carvings. 
246 This is an intricately sculpted temple carved out of rock, dedicated to Arbuda a powerful serpent who 

rescued Nandi (the sacred bull of Lord Shiva) from a chasm. The Gaumukh Temple (“from the mouth of 



That evening, Baba visited Sunset Point, the most popular viewpoint in Abu, where hordes 

gather every evening to watch the setting sun.247 

Baba and the mandali returned to the Arbuda Cave early the next morning to inquire about 

permission for Baba to stay there. Raosaheb took some photos near it. The keeper of the temple 

remembered Pleader clearly and was eager to have Meher Baba’s darshan. Since Baba wished to 

remain anonymous, to avoid the man, he passed himself off as “one of Meher Baba’s disciples.” 

While at Mount Abu, on Monday, 17 June 1935, the conversation turned to Persia and the 

Shah of Iran. Baba remarked: 

Reza Shah alone cannot bring about changes in Persia, nor can he revitalize the spirit and 

attitude of its people to suit modern ideals.248 He has lost the original objective and will not last 

long on the throne. All this noise on his part is not a sign of courage but an expression of the 

cowardice hidden within him. Quite the reverse of the true spirit of bravery shown by [Germany’s 

Field Marshall] Hindenburg.249 

Rao remarked that perhaps a monarchy would be better for Germany, but Baba replied with 

a definite, “No!” 

On the 18th while they were eating lunch, Baba commented to Gustadji, Chanji, and 

Raosaheb about the mandali: 

Members of my mandali are of three types: The first group is like milk mixed with salt; 

the second is like milk mixed with dirt; the third is like milk and sugar. Milk is comparable to love, 

service, devotion, obedience, et cetera — attributes which every one of the mandali has for me. But 

alongside these qualities, there is contrariness in their behavior. 

I look around at each one and find that all are not equal. When I seem to be sad and 

suffering much, some feel deeply for me, some take it lightly or indifferently thinking that I am the 

Perfect Master and can withstand all that, and some are of the opinion that I purposely create all 

these complications and difficulties that cause me so much strain and suffering. I know well that all 

of you have love, devotion and faith in me, but I behave differently with you because of your 

varying behaviors. 

You people [mandali] should only pay attention to your duties. By creating different 

circumstances, I afford you the opportunity to serve me, but you spoil the milk by mixing salt or 

dirt in it, i.e., when you disobey my instructions. Continue putting sugar in the milk to make me 

happy. Always keeping me happy is to mix sugar in the milk! 

The pre-monsoon weather was damp and chilly, with occasional drizzling rain, preventing 

Baba from walking much. Baba daily discussed going elsewhere, such as back to Ajmer, but in the 

end he remained at Mount Abu at the “staff quarters” for almost two weeks. He may have returned 

to the Arbuda Temple Cave and sat in seclusion there for a while, but its stone walls made it too 

chilly to stay for long. When the weather permitted, he went for walks about the town and 

surrounding hillsides, but his identity was kept secret. Although, as Chanji observed, “people did 

 
the cow”) is nearby, with images of Rama and Krishna. Like a similar temple in Mahabaleshwar which 

Baba had visited, a natural spring flows out of a sculpted cow head. 

 
247 Baba went back to Sunset Point two evenings later, and to Palanpur Point on the 17th and 18th evening. 

248 Reza Shah Pahlavi (1877–1944) was Shah of Iran from 1925 to 1941. In 1941 he was deposed by the 

British and Russian forces because of his German sympathies during World War II. 

249 Paul von Hindenburg (1847–1934) won great victories on the Eastern front of Europe during World War 

I. He was president of Germany from 1925 to 1934. In the election of 1932, he defeated Adolf Hitler and 

was reelected, but was persuaded to appoint Hitler chancellor in 1933, while he continued as a figure-head 

president until his death. 



mark Baba out as someone whose inviting personality and looks commanded their attention and 

respect, and who they held in reverence, unasked.” 

While at Mount Abu, Baba dictated this letter to Delia in London: 

You say you are all scattered in different places and feel concerned. My mandali here are 

scattered too, and I myself among these mountains am away and aloof from all. But there is a 

purpose behind everything, especially behind all I do for my circle and others in general. It may 

make one scared at times, but later on when the outcome is seen or experienced and the object 

behind all that I do is revealed, everyone does understand. 

Meanwhile just follow your right impulses, wherein you will always be guided and 

helped by your Beloved who looks after you as you can scarcely imagine. Learn to accept things as 

they come quietly, without worrying, and much of the anxiety that is unnecessary will disappear, 

and things will look easier than at first. 

To another person in the West, Baba wrote the following from Mount Abu: 

Explain to all the dear ones you mentioned in your letters that, during this seclusion, I am 

doing important inner work in consideration of which all the other external work of the world, 

however urgent it may appear to be, is practically of very little value. Explain that the experience of 

the world which each is passing through is nothing but phases of life each has to pass through, 

suffering one way or another. 

The whole world at the present moment is passing through a period of transition and all 

suffer differently. While all humanity thus suffers for material considerations or losses, very, very 

few suffer for spiritual cause or consideration, and those suffer best for the ultimate good. 

While in Mount Abu, Baba’s health was still far from improving. His stomach especially 

troubled him (the drinking water was full of salts and minerals), and he fasted for some days on 

milk. In addition, as mentioned, the weather was cold, foggy and rainy, and Baba was bothered by 

the strong winds. As Chanji described: 

Due to chill and cold winds blowing on the tops of these mountains, and also due to 

continued drizzling and rainfall, Baba couldn’t have his usual walks which he has been wont to 

have, to help digestion, and also for the sake of work that he did during these quiet walks, at times 

in crowded localities, at times all alone. But against all these odds, with unyielding tenacity and 

determination of the Divine Will, he has stuck to the place for the sake of the work that he has to 

do, taking on himself all the burden of suffering thus created by the opposition of Maya in every 

conceivable way.… So he has to face it all, the play of Maya creating difficulties all around, one 

after the other, to stand all and suffer all. Those of us who are with him see how he puts up with all 

of these [hindrances to his work] quietly, as he alone could. 

On 20 June, Baba informed Chanji, Gustadji, and Raosaheb, “My work here is finished. 

The purpose for which I came is accomplished. I want to leave immediately, for I have to start my 

work again elsewhere without delay to keep the link. We must leave here at once and go somewhere 

else.” 

The mandali were surprised because Baba had stated that he would be in seclusion for one 

year in Mount Abu. A discussion ensued as to the best place in India and Baba looked over all the 

travel brochures Chanji had brought with them. In the end he declared, “I wish to go back to 

Meherabad to continue the work I have begun here in seclusion. The next phase is the most 

important part of the work I have to do during the seclusion and Meherabad, my original abode, is 

the most suitable spot and the best for present working. 

“If it is necessary later, I might go again to the mountains elsewhere, either in the East or 

even the West.” Previously, before leaving Meherabad on 30 May, Baba had casually remarked to 

Padri that he wished a new cabin to be constructed for him on the hill. When he arrived at Mount 

Abu, Baba sent instructions to Padri for the work to begin. None of the mandali at Meherabad 

realized that he would wish to occupy it so soon. 

 



Baba left for the town of Abu Road at 2:00 P.M. on Sunday, 23 June 1935, where he boarded 

the Sindh Mail train at 4:15 p.m. He emphasized to Chanji, Gustadji and Raosaheb that his journey 

and arrival at Meherabad must be kept strictly private, that it be carried out in absolute secrecy. 

Arrangements were made accordingly with telegrams being sent only to the few who would prepare 

for Baba’s arrival. Baba even wished to be in “seclusion” on the train, yet he traveled by third-class 

part of the way, which was more crowded. 

They arrived in Surat the next morning and stayed at a dak bungalow. Pendu was sent for 

from Meherabad and arrived on the 27th. Pendu joined the group and they left with Baba by bus 

for Hajira Pier, a remote place, seventeen miles away on the coastline. The road there was horribly 

rough and muddy. Their bus got stuck frequently and they had to get out at times to help push it. 

Also, the bus would skid to the side of the road, and an accident was averted by inches at one 

intersection. Finally, they reached Mora and hired two bullock carts to complete the journey. Pendu 

departed the following day with instructions from Baba to Padri about hurriedly building the cabin 

for the purpose of his seclusion on Meherabad Hill. 

That same day, Baba suddenly remembered Vajifdar. Praising him, Baba commented, 

“Vajifdar served me lovingly and humbly, obeying all of my orders, no matter how strict or 

ridiculous they seemed.”250 

Baba remained in seclusion in Hajira Pier for four days. A spring was nearby and Baba 

remarked, “It is the best water in the world!” (The water at Abu had been full of minerals and salts, 

making it difficult to digest.) 

Baba and the group returned to Surat by boat on Friday, 5 July 1935 and stayed again at 

the dak bungalow. Joined by Jalbhai the next day, Baba left for Navsari at 1:15 p.m. on the 7th. 

Even though Baba wished to remain in seclusion, Chanji had been sent a few hours in advance to 

inform Soma Desai and his family, so they could meet Baba at the Navsari railway station where 

Baba’s train would be stopping briefly. Everyone in Sohrabji’s family was devoted to Meher Baba. 

Sohrabji Desai’s and Keki D. Bajan’s families (including Mansari) were waiting on the station 

platform, and Baba lovingly met with each. 

Baba continued by train to Daman where he stayed at the dak bungalow for two days. He 

traveled on to Bombay on the 9th. However, as soon as he arrived, he took a taxi from Bombay 

Central Station to Victoria Terminus and boarded another train at ten that night, without meeting 

or informing any of his Bombay lovers. Baba was headed for Dhond. Chanji stayed behind to do 

some work in the city. 

At 3:00 A.M. on 10 July, Adi Sr. and Padri arrived in Dhond in a new Chevrolet to pick up 

Baba. One reason Baba had chosen to go to Dhond rather than Ahmednagar was that there was less 

of a chance he would be recognized getting off the train there. Adi drove Baba and Jalbhai to 

Meherabad and arrived around 5:30 A.M. (Gustadji and Rao came later with the luggage.) Baba 

walked straight up the hill to the new tin and wooden cabin which had been hastily erected in a 

week by Padri, Pendu and Kalemama. Since it was still dark, none of the resident mandali knew of 

Baba’s arrival. They were told later and given Baba’s strict instructions to keep the knowledge of 

his presence in Meherabad from outsiders. 

Some work still remained to be completed on the cabin, so Baba did not actually begin his 

seclusion until the evening of Monday, 15 July. A wooden cot was kept inside, on which Baba 

slept. No one was allowed near the cabin unless called by Baba. Padri and Pendu were occasionally 

called for work. Vishnu came each day from 3:00 to 4:30 P.M. to attend to correspondence, since 

Chanji was still in Bombay. (Baba sent him instructions through Vishnu.) Chhagan kept watch at 

night. One of the things Chanji was doing in Bombay was arranging the publication of a booklet 

 
250 Chanji met Vajifdar a month later in Bombay and found him in a pitiable condition, jobless and 

financially destitute, but putting up a brave front.  



by Dr. Deshmukh, titled My Master and His Teaching, with an introduction by Norina. Two 

thousand copies were being printed. 

At Meherabad, Walu brought Baba food and tea prepared by Mehera at fixed times. It was 

strictly forbidden to look inside the cabin when Baba was doing his seclusion work. One day Walu 

brought Baba’s tray of food at the appointed time. However, she found the door of the cabin closed. 

Believing the wind had blown the door shut, Walu pushed it open. Baba was seated inside engrossed 

in his inner work. He appeared startled, and he looked up and stared at her. His powerful gaze 

overwhelmed Walu and her eyes immediately became full of pain. Afterward her eyes became 

bloodshot, then worsened and she suffered a blinded state for three days. 

In this seclusion, Baba would occasionally send for the women to see them. When he did, 

following the incident with Walu, Gulmai beseeched him to take pity on Walu and forgive her 

mistake. Baba answered Gulmai’s plea and Walu’s sight was restored. This experience taught Walu 

to be extremely careful in the future in following Baba’s exacting orders. Since 1925, Walu had 

washed Baba’s clothes and kept his room clean. She was wholly dedicated to the Master, remaining 

so until her death. 

Upasni Maharaj paid a brief visit to Khushru Quarters on 23 July, where he met Gulmai 

and her daughter Piroja.  

Even though Baba was in seclusion during August 1935, he still attended to his 

correspondence, listening to letters and dictating replies. On the 9th, he wrote to Walter Mertens: 

I know how affairs are, rather difficult to manage, yet how patiently you carry on. That is 

the best way, never to worry but meet the situations and try [your] best to pull on as guided 

intuitively. Difficulties there are all over the world, in all phases and problems of life, some of 

which have actually crushed not thousands but millions, but this is all a reaction of people’s own 

doing, and must be faced.  

This is a period of transition, and mighty powers are working things up to bring about a 

millennium in the near future. But those under the guidance of Masters have special protection and 

guidance, and hence are at ease from the worries that kill and crush others. And although, as you 

say, “weakness often befalls you,” my contact and spiritual guidance and help make you stronger 

for all the experiences you have, in overcoming these weaknesses. Your beloved Baba looks on you 

and yours, and will not let you falter. 

On 14 August Baba answered several letters. Darwin Shaw had written that he was hoping 

to establish a retreat for Meher Baba in America. Baba wrote back: 

Whether that retreat on earth is established or not, I do really appreciate the spirit of love 

and brotherhood that has been awakened, and consider it as a spiritual retreat already established 

within, which is much more substantial and real than any earthly home or structure. The true spirit 

is there, already awakened, and if it is fostered and kept up with warm feelings of love and 

brotherhood, it will eventually bear results that will be helpful in the development of spiritual 

understanding of life and things pertaining to life. And wherever such spirit of love and 

brotherhood exists, inner light and guidance always follow invariably. 

The same day, Baba also dictated this reply to a friend of Nadine Tolstoy’s, Grand Duchess 

Marie, a Russian aristocrat:251 

Many bitter experiences of the past often open new vistas that help one to understand 

things better, as they really are not as they appear. Your hard trials in life have been instrumental in 

making you what you are now — a changed being with a different outlook on life — ushering you 

into the spiritual reality where you alone will find peace, bliss and love everlasting. 

And on the 14th, Baba wrote to a woman named Tamara who had been deceived by a 

charlatan who claimed to be a guru: 

 
251 Marie was the granddaughter of Czar Alexander II, the daughter of Grand Duke Paul, and the cousin of 

Tsar Nicholas.  



There comes a time in the life of everyone when one finds oneself at the crossroads of life 

and one’s future life depends on what turn one takes at that critical moment. If the person comes in 

contact with and is guided at this opportune moment by One who is Perfect, that person is said to 

be on the right path and his or her life is thereafter safe so long as it is guided by such a Perfect 

One. 

The great difficulty is in finding such a One, and when One is found, it means everything. 

Salvation is secured and life’s mystery solved! 

Your longing in this direction has led you to where you are now and will henceforth lead 

you where you will find peace, bliss and love everlasting, which is the desire of all true aspirants 

and the goal of humanity. 

Do not brood over the past terrible experiences you had, for it is these very experiences 

that have brought you to me. 

From the 28th of July, Baba suffered constant, severe stomach pain for three days and 

frequently repeated, “I shall have to suffer now and then in this and other ways until the war 

begins.” Baba had been remarking on various occasions that a great war that would engulf the world 

was soon approaching. 

Throughout August while doing his seclusion work, Baba’s teeth continued to cause him 

physical suffering. On 2 August 1935, Adi Sr. was summoned. Baba told him that if the pus in his 

mouth was due to the remainder of his teeth, he would have these too extracted. A few weeks later, 

on the 19th, Dr. Bhatena was brought from Nasik to extract two more of Baba’s teeth. At 3:00 P.M., 

he pulled Baba’s lower left cuspid which Pendu kept. The next day at 2:00 P.M., he extracted Baba’s 

upper right cuspid which Gulmai saved. 

The tin seclusion cabin was very hot during the daytime, even though the sky was cloudy. 

Having suffered the suffocating heat for many days, on the 23rd of August, Baba decided to sit 

outside on the stone platform of his crypt room from noon until six in the evening. Maya, however, 

began its tricks that very day. After a half hour it began to rain, forcing Baba back into the tiny Tin 

Cabin. The same thing happened the next day and stormy weather continued for several more days, 

bringing rain between two and three in the afternoon, and sometimes earlier. 

August 23 was the fortieth day of Baba’s seclusion and he directed Vishnu to inform the 

mandali, “You will hereafter see great results of my working. The result always comes later. Look 

how it rained on the fortieth day! This is a sign.” 

That day Baba dictated to Will and Mary Backett: 

As already intimated, I have returned here, for [certain] reasons, all the way in seclusion 

which continues and will still continue for the period already fixed, though places might change, 

according to the demand and necessity of work in different zones. And it is quite possible I might 

come to the West and spend the latter period of this seclusion, somewhere there. The time and place 

and possibility all depend on certain developments and conditions at different sides. But wherever I 

am and whatever I may be doing, I am always with you, as you, my loved ones, are ever so close to 

me. 

Baba wrote to Minta the same day: 

No worldly love can ever take you away from your darling beloved Baba. 

Shalimar, Shalimar, 

One day this will come to pass 

I your driver — you my car. 

I your boy — you my lass. 

 

On Thursday, 12 September 1935, Baba came to the kitchen and sent for Mehera and 

Khorshed. He asked Mehera, “Would you obey me and wholeheartedly do what I say?” 

“Of course, Baba,” she said. “I will do so with all my heart, as I have been doing up till 

now and will forever.” 



Baba instructed Khorshed to bring a needle. Taking the needle in his hand, he indicated to 

Mehera, “Promise me by signing your name in blood on my arm.” After Baba pierced Mehera’s 

right middle finger, she wrote her signature with her blood on his left forearm. Baba ordered her 

thereafter not to sign her name, as if to seal the agreement. Mehera’s complete willingness to obey 

made Baba very happy. 

Piloo Mama Satha at Akbar Press had given Baba a puppy named Chum. Chum was kept 

at Meherabad and grew into a sturdy, ferocious watchdog. During this seclusion, Baba had the dog 

brought to be near him and Chum would sit outside the cabin. However, he was so protective that 

he would not allow anyone near the cabin without barking and growling. 

During this period, a cow periodically visited Baba in his place of seclusion. Baba would 

take a break from his work, stepping outside the cabin to feed chapatis to the cow. Chum was 

jealous and would chase the cow around the cabin, barking furiously. In spite of this, the cow would 

not leave until it received something from Baba's hand. Baba was amused by the “circular” interplay 

of these two, and Age hoped it lightened the burden of his work. 

On Saturday, 5 October 1935, Baba composed this poem, which he directed the mandali to 

read aloud in the evening: 

O damn good Meherabad, mandali mahal [palace], 

In face of storm or rain or gale, 

Attacked by thunder, lightning, hail; 

You must not fail, you must not fail! 

 

On 10 October, for the group in England, Baba repeated what he had dictated to the 

Backetts in August: 

And although I see none during seclusion — not even the mandali residing in the colony 

— the silent communion continues as ever. For there is no separation in Love, and wherever I am, 

under any condition of seclusion in the remotest corner of the globe, I am always with you, who 

love me so and are ever so close to me. 

 

In October, Baba’s seclusion, begun on the 15th of July, was disturbed day and night by 

strong winds and thunderstorms, so Baba decided to change the place of his work and left for 

Panchgani on Tuesday, 15 October 1935 to stay in the cave at Tiger Valley. Accompanied by 

Jalbhai, Baba was driven by Adi Sr. in a new Opel. Vishnu, Chhagan, Kalemama and his son Murli 

went in advance. Chanji joined them on the 16th from Bombay. 

At Tiger Valley, Adi Sr. and Chanji shared the night watchman duties near Baba. Baba was 

uneasy and complained of a stomachache, and had little sleep the first night. From the very next 

day, Baba spoke of going elsewhere in the vicinity where he was not known. He went for a drive 

to Mahabaleshwar on the 16th to Bombay Point, and walked around Mehera’s mother Daulatmai’s 

property, Myatt House, which had been rented out. 

While in seclusion, Baba had wanted to fast on orange juice, but oranges were not available; 

he therefore fasted only on water. In Panchgani, also, the weather turned inclement and a storm 

forced Baba out of the cave at 10:30 on the morning of 17 October. (Bringing their food all the way 

to the cave also proved very difficult for Kalemama and Murli.) Baba shifted to a private bungalow 

in Panchgani, belonging to the brother of Raosaheb Pandit, where some of the mandali were 

staying. Kakubai cooked for Baba. 

The next day, photographs of Baba near the cave were taken. At one point, while explaining 

the purpose of the human form, Baba made this revealing remark to Adi Sr. about the nature of sex: 

“The human form was never [formed] to beget children. This tendency among people to cohabit is 

nothing but animal instinct inherited from all the previous lives of evolution from the stone to the 

human form.” 



Baba and the mandali were treated to dhansak from the Edulji Karkaria family. Baba left 

Panchgani for Wai at 2:00 P.M. on the 18th, and on his way, he met the Karkaria family outside the 

Parsi agyari (fire-temple) compound. Baba stayed at the Wai dak bungalow and took a drive around 

the town. He awoke early the next morning and expressed his wish to return to Meherabad as soon 

as possible. They drove to Poona, stopping at Baba House for lunch with Memo and Baba’s family, 

before returning to Meherabad where Baba could continue his seclusion. 

During this period of seclusion, Baba continued to maintain his link with those in the East 

and West who would write to him, by graciously sending them a few words of love, encouragement 

and advice. 

On 1 November 1935, Baba wrote to Minta: 

Shalimar darling, 

I am still in my cabin, in seclusion. I see none — not even the mandali near me in the 

colony. Vishnu alone is instructed to come up to me daily with the mail, and is dictated instructions 

for replies, only to very urgent cases. It is to him whom I have dictated the following lines, for the 

dearest darling of my heart: 

Minta says: 

Life without you, hollow empty; 

Life with you, Eternal Bliss; 

Come, O Baba, come to me soon, 

Now I miss you and your kiss. 

 

Baba says: 

Worry not, Shalimar darling, 

I am coming to you soon — 

I, the Sun of all creation; 

You, my sweet but clouded moon. 

To Nadine Tolstoy, on 22 November, Baba wrote: 

Try to pull on till I tell you to do something else. Trials and hardships are stepping stones 

to spirituality. They lead you on to your ultimate aim and desire — to realize the Truth — and now 

that you have surrendered yourself to me, they bring you closer to me, in love and devotion. 

Sufferings in selflessly serving others also bring a better understanding of things in life 

… So carry on, dearest, as you are, always keeping me in mind and at heart, as you do. You will 

thereby be a pure channel and a vehicle for me to work through for the welfare of humanity, and 

thus participate in my great work. 

To Mary Backett in England, on 29 November, Baba wrote: 

The seclusion still continues, and with it the work. And although my dearest ones in far 

distant lands across the ocean feel the separation of their beloved Baba, the ever-unbreakable link, I 

know, keeps them all warm throughout. 

For love never dies. It lives and enables all to live forever, in spite of all the vicissitudes 

that merely come and go. And those who love as deeply as Mary and my other dear ones, live in 

my heart and thoughts, wherever I am, whatever I do. 

Failings or shortcomings should never discourage you, but should be taken as stepping 

stones toward the path of Ultimate Reality that I will help you reach. 

On 1 December 1935, Baba dictated this letter to Chanji to be sent to his lovers in 

Switzerland, London and New York: 

My Dearests, I have all your letters. My seclusion still continues. I see none, nor do I 

attend to external affairs except very urgent cases where my advice and help are extremely 

essential. 

It is all for the great work I am doing in this seclusion, and if replies to all your letters 

take long, none should feel impatient, for you all know how I love you. Just remember dearest that, 

even from this seclusion, Baba knows how each dear feels, and looks to all the needs of each and 

helps all. 



I am fully aware, dearest ones, how each of you await a letter from me and what it means 

to you. And I am writing to each of you individually soon. I am very happy that you have been so 

patient all this time, and I want you to have a little more patience, and just wait a little longer. 

How closer this patient awaiting and the deep longing bring you all to me, you could 

hardly imagine, and I am indeed so glad to see your love grow deeper and more intense in spite of 

the long separation that is so unbearable as I alone know. 

But we shall meet soon. Meanwhile, ALL MY LOVE. 

For Christmas, Baba sent this telegram to those close ones in America and Europe: 

My love for you beloved ones is as infinite and eternal as my divine existence. 

Not all his correspondence, however, had such a sweet flavor. K. J. Dastur, who was living 

in Bombay, continued to pester Baba with pleas for money. Baba would send him some, taking his 

promissory note to repay the amount, but Dastur never did. 

 

In addition, even though Baba remained in seclusion on Meherabad Hill, he was not free 
from dealing with the difficulties of his disciples. For example, Freiny and Daulatmai arrived 

unexpectedly by bus on 18 November 1935, even though Daulatmai had been written repeatedly 

not to bring Freiny. Freiny created a scene by trying to force her way into the women’s quarters on 

the hill, and had to be restrained by Adi Sr. and Vishnu.  

Rustom was summoned from Nasik, and he, Daulatmai, Freiny and Adi met with Baba at 

10:00 A.M. the next morning to discuss what was to be done about her. Baba tried to encourage her 

to fulfill her household and child-rearing duties, and advised Daulatmai to keep Freiny at the Family 

Quarters at Meherabad, until she was ready to return to Nasik. Rustom left that afternoon. 

To Adi Sr., Baba explained: 

 When the third eye opens, there is vision of the subtle. It is safe, and something one has 

achieved. This is the way I like it. But in the case of Freiny (and Dolly), she is in a muddled state of 

gross and subtle consciousness. She has no vision of the subtle. Just as one can feel the presence of 

a rose by smelling it without seeing it, Freiny feels the subtle and its bliss at times, but cannot see it. 

On the normal gross-consciousness level, she is likely to commit blunders and do anything, such as 

lustful actions, or make adverse comments about me. She becomes uncontrollable and is 

troublesome to me and for my work. Her state of her mind is Rustom’s fault and due to reading 

books [she shouldn’t read]. Gulmai is to blame for Dolly’s condition. 

Three days later, on the 22nd, Freiny refused to eat or drink anything, causing Baba to 

become very anxious about her in the midst of his important seclusion work. The result was that by 

the 29th, Rustom had taken her back to Nasik, where she was kept the first night at the Talatis’. She 

continued to act in a disturbed manner, giving much trouble to her husband and Adi Sr., who had 

gone to Nasik to help Rustom. Freiny refused to eat again on 2 December. 

On the 3rd of December 1935, Baba himself went to see her, driven in a Pontiac to Nasik 

with Kalingad and Murli.252 Chanji met Baba there. Baba spent time with Freiny, Rustom and their 

family, urging Freiny to change her ways, and not insist that she be included with the women 

mandali at Meherabad. Masaji was ordered to stay in Nasik for a few days to help Rustom and Adi 

look after her. 

The dentist, Dr. Bhatena, was called to examine Baba early on the morning of the 3rd. He 

had previously fitted Baba with a bridge, which he now removed and adjusted. Baba had dinner at 

Naval and Dina Talati’s. 

On Baba’s return to Meherabad on the 4th, he again retired into seclusion in the Tin Cabin. 

Chanji was sent back to Bombay with instructions to obtain and send Baba some reference books. 

 
252 Murli’s brother Babu Kale had been staying at Meherabad, also, but left on 17 November to take a job 

teaching in Panchgani. 



During this period a few of Baba’s close ones changed their living arrangements. As 

related, in November 1935, Daulatmai came from Nasik and stayed alone in the Family Quarters 

near Meherabad. She was still keeping silence as ordered by Baba in 1925. After his seclusion work 

was over, Baba would occasionally go to see her. Daulatmai’s sister Freiny Masi was living in 

Bombay, but her health was poor and she wanted her son Padri to stay with her. Baba’s mother, 

Memo, and brothers Adi Jr., Jalbhai, Beheram and his wife, Perin, moved to Bombay on 20 

November, along with their eight-month-old infant son, Sheroo.253 

Baba and a few mandali went to Bombay in a rented car on Saturday, 14 December 1935. 

They stayed at Banubai Confectioner’s for a week. Alamai Katrak, who lived downstairs from 

Banubai used to stand on guard duty by the door as she had orders from Baba not to let anyone 

enter. Freiny Masi came one day and asked to be allowed to see Baba. Alamai was firm and refused 

to let her enter. “Do you know who I am?” asked an incredulous Freiny Masi. “I am Padri’s 

mother!” 

Alamai replied, “I don’t care if you’re Padri’s father, you’re not going inside!” But Baba 

intervened and permitted her to enter. A similar incident occurred the next day with Baba’s mother. 

Baba intervened on Memo’s behalf and introduced Alamai to her. 

During his brief stay in Bombay, Baba visited the Wellingtons (the couple whom he had 

met in May). Baba explained to them: 

One should be free from birth and death. But being entrapped in this wheel, one goes 

round and round and always suffers. It is quite easy to extricate oneself from the rounds of birth and 

death, but because it is so easy, it becomes so difficult! 

Once you firmly decide not to be engulfed in maya, you can disentangle yourself once 

and for all. But this requires a Sadguru’s grace and, for that, you must be worthy. 

The Wellingtons (and Jamshed Desai) met Baba again at 10:30 A.M. on the 17th at Naoroji 

Dadachanji’s home during a small darshan program. The Dadachanjis were now residing upstairs 

in Boman Lodge on Vincent Road, near Khodadad Circle in Dadar. This time, Baba allowed new 

people in Bombay to come to him. One such contact was Dr. Alu Shapurji Khambatta, 32. Alu was 

running the Florence Maternity Home, a modest facility on the ground floor of the building where 

the Dadachanjis resided. When Baba passed in and out of the Dadachanjis’ home, Alu caught only 

a glimpse of him in his flowing sadra and mistakenly thought him to be an Arab diamond merchant. 

When Bachamai finally told Alu about Baba and asked if she would like to meet him, Alu said that 

she would. But on the day when Baba came, he instructed Bachamai, “Don’t send word down. On 

my way out, I will see her.” 

When Baba went to Alu’s hospital, it was unexpected, and she was dazzled by his beauty 

and overcome by emotion. Baba was so attractive and magnetic she could not speak or salute him. 

Chanji was present and finally offered Baba a chair and brought one for Alu. Baba then gestured, 

“Ask me some questions. Ask me something.” 

All of a sudden Alu blurted out that she wanted to go to England! The thought of traveling 

abroad had never occurred to her before that moment. Baba replied, “Not now. I will send you later. 

Ask me a second question.” Alu was quiet. Then Baba spelled out, “I do not speak, but you must 

speak!” 

With difficulty Alu explained that an alarming number of children were dying of a diarrhea 

epidemic, and she would be very happy if it stopped. “Show me your hospital,” Baba dictated. He 

was taken from room to room. One room was filled with Parsis who were adamantly against him, 

and Baba did not step inside. After the tour, Baba spelled out, “No child will die.” True to his 

words, none of the children in Dr. Alu’s hospital expired. 

 
253 Sheroo was a nickname. The child had been named Sheriar, after its grandfather, as it had been born on 

Sheriarji's birthday of 21 March. 



Nargis Dadachanji had been ill and had lost a lot of weight. Before departing, Baba noticed 

how thin she was. He pointed to a thick pillar and indicated to her, “I will make you fat!” 

Baba returned to Meherabad on 20 December, via Nasik, in a rented car, accompanied by 

Kaka and Kalingad. 

 

Baba decided to shift his seat of residence to Mysore in South India. To make the 

arrangements for this, Baba left Meherabad by train at 5:00 P.M. on 31 December 1935 accompanied 

by Nilu, Gustadji and Bhagirath (a young lover from Ahmednagar). After a brief halt in Bombay 

on the 1st, he arrived in Poona the next evening, where Vishnu and Chanji joined them. There was 

much confusion over their tickets and booking a private compartment, so Baba decided to go by 

the next day’s train. They spent that night at the train station in the first-class waiting room, with 

Nilu and Chanji sharing nightwatch, and boarded the Bangalore Express at half past noon on the 

3rd. 

During this period, Baba had forbidden visitors from bowing down and touching his feet, 

and the men and women mandali likewise were prohibited from taking darshan. This had begun 

with the period of his seclusion on Meherabad Hill, at which time he had also stopped giving 

darshan to the general public on Thursdays and Sundays. However, at the very first station where 

the train halted, a railway official recognized Baba and approached him for darshan. Fortunately, 

he was prevented from bowing to Baba, and it was explained to him that Baba was in seclusion. 

Precautions had to be taken at every stop to ensure that Baba was not disturbed. 

During the train journey to Bangalore, Baba informed the mandali about his future 

activities, stating, “If a suitable place is found in Mysore for seclusion, I will bring the women 

mandali only on condition that Chanji stay there also. But if I go to the West, Chanji will have to 

be with me.” Chanji consented and Baba was pleased. 

They reached Bangalore on the evening of 4 January, and Sampath Aiyangar and his family 

were waiting at the station. As soon as Baba’s group arrived, people wanted darshan. To end the 

confusion, all were informed of Baba’s strict wish: “No darshan.” After eating dinner at Aiyangar’s 

home, Baba returned to the station and continued by train to Mysore. 

Arriving in Mysore on the morning of the 5th, they checked in to the Modern Hotel. Soon 

after, they went in search of a suitable bungalow for the women mandali to stay in. They found one 

and, after renting it, Baba returned to Meherabad five days later. Preparations soon began for their 

departure to Mysore. 

Gulmai and her daughter Piroja were called to Meherabad on 22 January. Baba wished 

them to stay at Meherabad, but a few days later told them to remain at Khushru Quarters. Chanji 

arrived on the 24th for the day, and Baba discussed his travel plans with him, Vishnu and others. 

On the 28th, Masaji arrived from Nasik, contrary to Baba’s instructions sent by telegram. Baba was 

furious and sent him back to Nasik forthwith. 

On 30 January 1936, Baba left at 6:00 A.M. by bus for Poona with Mehera, Mani, Naja, 

Khorshed, Soonamasi, Walu and Indu Subnis (Waman’s daughter). Vishnu and some of the 

mandali had left before them, in a separate bus with the luggage. Chanji, Chhagan, Kalemama, 

Bhausaheb Mehendarge and Bhagirath proceeded to Poona by train. Adi Sr., Pendu, Jalbhai and 

Gustadji drove with Tukaram in a new Ford.254 The rest of the mandali stayed at Meherabad. 

As always, the men mandali were not allowed near the women. So in Poona, Baba himself 

carried the women’s luggage to their reserved compartment at the end of the train. They all departed 

 
254 Tukaram Kamble was the young man, formerly in the Meher Ashram, who had been living under Baba’s 

guidance and who had been trained as a driver in Nasik. Other boys from the school had remained in 

contact with Baba and had also become drivers, among them Bhau Cheema, Shankar and Subedar. 



Poona and Baba instructed Chanji and Chhagan to leave their compartment and be present on the 

platform at every stop, so that if Baba needed anything they could easily procure it for him. 

Arriving in Mysore at 7:15 on the night of the 31st, they went directly to the bungalow 

owned by Mr. B. Ramanna at Vani Vilas Mohalla. It was later called, irreverently, Bala (Headache) 

Bungalow. While in Mysore, the men stayed nearby at Shri Kanthaya’s bungalow in Vontikoppal. 

Adi Sr., Pendu and Jalbhai arrived late in the evening of the 2nd. They went to the famous Mysore 

Zoo with Baba on the 4th. Jalbhai was to stay in Mysore, and Adi and Pendu returned to Meherabad 

on the 5th by train. 

On 9 February 1936, the politician Dr. S. Radhakrishnan came to see Baba with V. 

Subrahmanya Iyer, 67, the retired vice-chancellor of Mysore University and a professor of 

philosophy, and Professor Wadia, also of Mysore University.255 Radhakrishnan had come to know 

about Baba through Dr. Deshmukh in Nagpur and learned of Baba’s presence in the area through 

Iyer, who was one of Baba’s neighbors. Kalemama informed them that Meher Baba was now in 

seclusion and would not be granting interviews until his seclusion ended in June. They left. 

Radhakrishnan never came again for Baba’s darshan, though he was interested in Baba and 

was later given a copy of God Speaks. After he became President of India during the 1960s, he 

would hear about Baba from Delhi Baba lovers, Mona and Manohar Sakhare. They would keep 

Radhakrishnan informed about Baba’s activities and play Baba’s arti for him on their record player. 

In Mysore, Baba went to the men mandali’s bungalow on the morning of 14 February. 

After discussing certain matters, the conversation drifted toward aspects of love and Baba 

remarked, “Love gives happiness and also suffering. The cup of wine turns into a cup of blood! For 

example, suppose Buasaheb loves Gustadji and, as an outer expression of his love, he jumps on 

Gustadji’s back, pinches his cheek and pulls at his mustache. It is love and a playful game — 

happiness for Buasaheb, but so much suffering and agony for poor Gustadji.” 

After this discussion, that evening Baba went on an outing to Chamundi Hill with the men, 

and the next evening went back with the women. There was a Hindu temple on Chamundi Hill. 

Baba sent Kalemama inside to have the goddess’ darshan. 

Before moving to Mysore, Baba had emphasized that the mandali not observe his birthday, 

since he would be in seclusion. Accordingly, it was not observed in Meherabad, Ahmednagar, 

Nasik, or Mysore. Baba visited Bangalore on Sunday, 16 February 1936, the day of his 42nd 

birthday according to the Zoroastrian calendar. He had already informed the Aiyangar family that 

his birthday was not to be celebrated and he would be visiting only to see the family. Baba even 

stopped using the alphabet board that day and communicated only through signs and gestures. 

Leaving Mysore by car at 8:15 that morning, he reached Bangalore three hours later. The 

Aiyangars graciously received Baba, but according to his wishes, no arti or worship ceremony was 

performed. It was later revealed that there was much disagreement and discord among the Aiyangar 

family — mainly between Sampath and his daughter. Ironically, Baba did not accept any 

celebration that day, but he did accept their dissensions! He made the whole family sit before him 

and urged them to air their grievances among themselves in his presence. He heard the father’s side 

and then the children’s. Afterward, he prevailed upon them to live in harmony and brought them 

together in such a way that amity and love once again prevailed in the family. 

Sampath and his family said to Baba, “We have received the highest boon on your birthday 

today and have had the chance of tasting the nectar of your love. We are deeply grateful to you.” 

As a gesture of their gratitude, they beseeched Baba to have both lunch and dinner with them, to 

which he consented. 

 
255 Subrahmanya Iyer had been a Theosophist and had a close personal relation with the Maharaja of 

Mysore. Iyer was to have a deep influence on Paul Brunton, also, to whom the Maharaja of Mysore 

extended his hospitality.  



 

While Meher Baba was visiting the Aiyangar family in Bangalore, a strange and wonderful 

event took place in Ahmednagar the very same day. Adi Sr. and Padri had come to Ahmednagar 

from Meherabad to purchase supplies, after which they visited Khushru Quarters. Adi saw his 

mother Gulmai, and he and Padri were about to leave for Meherabad when an unexpected car drove 

into the compound and stopped at the entrance of the bungalow. Padri shouted in amazement, “It’s 

Upasni Maharaj!” 

Alighting from the car, Maharaj entered the room at Khushru Quarters which was always 

kept unoccupied for him. (Gulmai had kept his gaadi and gunny sacks in that room [which Maharaj 

had used at Sarosh Manzil], and a small seat for Baba on which Baba’s photograph had been 

placed.) Maharaj then sent away his secretary, B. T. Wagh, who had come with him from Sakori, 

on some errand in the city. 

Upasni Maharaj’s usual custom was to occupy his gaadi and allow people to bow down to 

him. But this time, he stood before Meher Baba’s photograph and began uttering a prayer. Adi had 

unlaced his shoes and silently entered the room to take Maharaj’s darshan. But when he saw 

Maharaj praying before Meher Baba’s photograph, he was stunned. He thought: “The Master is 

praying before the photograph of his disciple with folded hands! How wonderful!” 

For five minutes, Upasni Maharaj stood praying motionlessly, looking straight into the eyes 

of Baba’s photograph. Then, turning to Adi he said, “I like this place very much. I like this photo 

of Merwan still more! I love Merwan. He is great! He is matchless — unique! I bow down to him. 

Let me pray in his presence. Convey my salutations to him.” 

Adi was profoundly affected by this incident. Amazed, he kept thinking what extraordinary 

love it is when the Master worships his disciple. 

Maharaj then told Gulmai, “Bring me the tray and lamp. I wish to perform Merwan’s arti 

today. Gulmai, tell Merwan that I came here on his birthday and I prayed in front of his picture and 

performed his arti.” Gulmai immediately brought the necessary items and Maharaj began doing 

arti, chanting mantras as he waved the puja tray in his hand before Baba’s photograph. At the 

completion of the arti, Maharaj brought the tray to his forehead and then put it down. 

The sight of Upasni Maharaj worshiping Meher Baba deeply touched Adi, Padri and 

Gulmai. Tears welled up in Gulmai’s eyes as she watched this. Maharaj had come especially from 

Sakori to Ahmednagar for this purpose. 

After the mandali in Mysore were informed of Upasni Maharaj’s visit and what he had 

said, they understood why Baba had forbidden any celebration on his birthday. As Age explains, 

“What the Sadguru does, he does for the whole universe. Through the body and mind of Upasni 

Maharaj the whole universe worshiped Meher Baba on his birthday! The Ocean expressed its love 

for the Embodiment of the Ocean. Were all the drops in the whole of creation to offer worship to 

the Ocean, it could not compare with this type of worship done with the love of a Perfect Master 

for the Avatar!” 

Early the following morning, Baba left Bangalore by train for Ahmednagar and Nasik, 

accompanied only by Jalbhai. As instructed, Chanji was driven to Mysore by Tukaram. 

Baba met Gulmai in Ahmednagar, and afterward Adi Sr. drove Baba and Jalbhai to Nasik, 

where Baba met Rustom and Freiny. Since Baba had not taken Freiny with him to live with the 

women mandali in Mysore, she was feeling upset at being kept apart. Baba loved her and had to 

journey hundreds of miles from Bangalore especially for her stability. Freiny was touched by his 

concern and became calm. Baba lovingly paid attention to her children — Mehlu, Falu, Meheru, 

Naggu and Beheram. 

Baba also saw Naval Talati’s family and Ramjoo’s relatives, and attended to their 

individual problems. After a brief visit, Adi Sr. drove Baba and Jalbhai to Bombay where they 



stayed at the home of Naoroji Dadachanji for a day. They went to see a film at the Edward Theater 

in Kalbadevi, titled Public Hero #1. Adi Jr. and Beheram went with them. 

While they were in Bombay, a Mr. M. Chakravarthy Iyengar from Mysore came to see 

Baba at the Dadachanjis’, but Baba was not there at the time. The man left a letter asking for Baba’s 

guidance, which Baba answered. After the one-day visit, Baba and Jalbhai returned to Mysore by 

train on the night of 23 February. Adi Sr. returned to Meherabad. 

Jalbhai reported a peculiar encounter on their way back. At Sholapur, a Mohammedan 

sadhu entered their compartment and began making peculiar gestures. He instructed Baba to lie 

down. Baba complied and the sadhu also laid down and was quiet for a few minutes. The fakir was 

to have gotten off the train at midnight at Shahabad, but he remained in their compartment until the 

morning, and then got off somewhere near Guntakal. Jalbhai learned that the sadhu was well known 

in the area and traveled constantly by train, in all classes, getting on and off undisturbed by the 

railway officials. 

During Baba’s stay in Mysore, he had instructed the mandali that his current address should 

not be divulged because people would come to see him or write to him, and this would disturb his 

work. On 24 February 1936, Baba asked Bhagirath, “Have you given this address to anyone?” 

Bhagirath denied doing so. Baba again asked him and he again denied it. Baba motioned to bring 

his coat and, when Baba’s coat was brought, he took out a letter addressed to Bhagirath that had 

been forwarded from Ahmednagar. The letter was sealed, and Baba opened it in the presence of all 

and pointed out a passage where Mysore was mentioned. It was obvious that Bhagirath had 

mentioned Mysore to this person in a prior letter. Bhagirath was forced to admit his mistake, and 

Baba forgave him. 

 

For some months, Baba had been planning on calling his closest Western lovers to India 

for a long stay. He was in search of a suitable place in Mysore where the Eastern and Western men 

and women could live together and remain undisturbed. On the afternoon of Thursday, 27 February, 

he visited the town of Ooty with Gustadji and Jalbhai for this purpose. After having a look at 

Coonoor and a few other places, Baba returned to Mysore on the evening of 1 March, indicating, 

“Ooty is a very good place for the Westerners to stay, but we will decide definitely about it later 

on.” 

For many years Baba had wanted to buy the Meherabad property from Adi and Rustom’s 

father Khansaheb, which was still registered in his name. Baba had offered Rs.5,000, but 

Khansaheb would not sell. In February 1936, Adi unexpectedly sent Baba a telegram stating that 

his father intended to transfer the property to Meher Baba’s name. Baba cabled back on the 16th: 

“Happy Father giving land. Transfer it soon.” On 4 March, a letter from Adi was received stating 

that his father had transferred the property. On the deed, Khansaheb, had actually written: “I hereby 

transfer this property out of my love for Meher Baba.” The gift deed was executed on the 7th. 

After the letter was read, Baba remarked, “There was a time when I offered to buy the 

property from him for Rs.5,000, but he refused. Now he has given it to me gratis! How and why 

did it happen? It happened due to the power of love! Love is unique and makes the impossible 

possible.” 

Baba began taking food only once a day from Friday, 6 March, and his seclusion became 

stricter. For a brief outing, he visited the Krishnaraja Sagar dam with the men mandali on the 

evening of the 7th, and went again the next evening with the women. 

M. Chakravarthy Iyengar, the man who wanted to see Baba in Bombay but missed him, 

came to Bala Bungalow for darshan on 9 March. Baba permitted him to see him for one minute 

from the adjoining room. After he had Baba’s darshan, Chanji talked with him and found out he 

was an influential person. Chakravarthy assured Chanji he would secure a better place for Baba’s 



ashram after conferring with the Maharaja of Mysore and his dewan (chief minister) Sir Mirza M. 

Ismail. 

During this period, the letters from Baba’s Western lovers often asked how to meditate and 

what to meditate on. To help them, Baba had a chart prepared for meditation. On 10 March 1936, 

he explained: “They must think, ‘I am not this body.’ The chart will help them meditate and they 

will escape from the rush of thoughts that crowd their minds during meditation.” 

Baba was having stomach problems, and was driven by Jalbhai to Bangalore on the 12th, 

where he had a dentist’s appointment the next day. Chanji accompanied them. On the drive back, 

Baba noticed five poor boys playing near a hut on the road. He had the car stopped and gave each 

an orange. The boys were delighted and hailed Baba in their native language. 

Newspaper reports began appearing about the possibility of war erupting between Germany 

and France. On 14 March, Baba commented, “It is definite that a war will break out in which the 

whole world will be involved. But it would be better were it not to start just now.” 

He added, “The instant war begins, my work will also begin.” 

Since Baba was observing a more strict seclusion, he had not written to the Westerners for 

some time, but on 16 March 1936 he sent this letter: 

My Beloved Selves, 

It has been a long silence — silence that has been a severe test for you all dearest, as I 

alone know. But it has its great purpose served, and I am so glad. 

This silence in its long spell taught you a great lesson — the lesson to suffer. Very keenly 

at times, I know. But if that suffering has made you think of your Beloved all the more, if it has 

brought you closer in love, I am delighted. I know it has, and am not only delighted but happy, for 

so much of your work done, for so much of the “progress” made … 

It was during this period of your suffering that we enjoyed each other’s company the 

most through inner communion. For I listened with no small delight to the throbs and music of 

hearts that wished to convey their voice and message to me at all times. 

To different ones in America and Europe, Baba wrote: 

If you only knew how “silence speaks more than words,” you would welcome such a 

silence a hundred times more than spoken or written words. For it is during such periods of 

prolonged “silence” that hearts united in love, such as yours for your Beloved, are drawn closer — 

the inner communion held more frequently. And it was during this silence that I felt the heartthrobs 

stronger and deeper, longing for the love that is to be ultimately yours. 

Baba clears the way for you, dearests, and walks in front. Won’t you, beloveds, follow? 

And whilst you thus follow him on this path of Life, Light and Love, won’t you keep 

your faces smiling and feel happy and cheerful? For you are moving with me in an onward march 

toward the life where I know eternal peace and ineffable bliss awaits you! 

Explaining his current seclusion to the Backetts and those in England, on 16 March he 

wrote: 

And although I had been in seclusion seeing none, I worked all the while, through you, 

my dear son and dear, dear Mary, and my other loved ones who could and did convey my love and 

blessings to those who needed and desired, at that end, while I worked internally. So that my dear 

ones could serve as beautiful channels for me to work with and participate in my great work. You 

both dears — Mary and yourself — play no small part in that. I alone know how faithfully, how 

lovingly, and how wonderfully you carry on my work that makes me ever so happy. Faith alone 

works wonders, but faith combined with the devotion and Love such as yours and Mary works not 

only wonders but real substantial "service" to the needy and seekers. And no wonder they all see 

and feel the wonderful effect of Baba through his dear ones like you, who work so wholeheartedly 

for Baba. And even though I do not many a times reply by letters to the questions asked in letters, I 

do reply to these in silence, at times through those like you who work for me. So that there is 

always a link, internally and externally. 

During the "seclusion" period especially, my work is more internal than external, and this 

is one of the reasons why I keep practically away and out of touch from the world of phenomena, 

attending only to those items of my work which are most important and cannot be managed without 

my personal advice or guidance. And although I do know how keenly all my dear ones feel for this 



— silence and seclusion combined — missing my physical presence and touch to which they are 

accustomed — the consideration and importance of the work necessitate such a condition, as I 

alone know. But even though the external contact is thus practically cut-off for reasons, internal 

communion continues, more than usual, bringing the loved ones still closer. I have already 

explained this in my general letter for the dear ones of the group, and you, dear Will, understand 

and feel things so well that I need not dwell on this any more. 

All the questions of my dear ones and others in need of help or guidance, conveyed 

through their letters, or through reports in your letters, or through inner communion have come to 

me, and I have replied to these as I deemed best, mostly without resorting to external means of 

communications, being myself in seclusion; and this process will continue till the seclusion period 

ends. And if replies by letters are not given, it should not mean the voice of loving suffering hearts 

hasn't reached me. The inner voice is the surest means of communication and never fails to reach 

me. But the response, whether prompt or slow, depends on the sweet will of the Master, and should 

never give any grounds for disappointment to a soul if its voice is not promptly responded to. In 

that silence too there is a meaning and reason, as the Master alone knows. He sees far, far ahead 

and works not for immediately satisfying results, but for the ultimate aim and good of the dear one 

who has come to him seeking aid and guidance. You may therefore explain and convey to all the 

dear ones about whom you have written in your several letters to me, in these few words that: 

“Baba knows all and listens to the voice of each loving heart that seeks his aid and 

guidance and conveys his loving help to each in his own way looking always to the ultimate good. 

None should worry, for Baba is always with you.” 

And as I have already told you in my general letter, while I am in seclusion, I am working 

in silence for the ultimate good of all my dear ones and for the upliftment of humanity, and have 

been planning things for the future work, in which many of my Western dear ones have to 

participate. And to that end, I may, in the near future, come to the West, to offer at the same time an 

opportunity to the loved ones to meet me. It is not yet definitely settled, but you will be informed 

when definite plans are made. I know how anxious you all are, having not met beloved Baba for 

over a year, but perhaps we shall now meet, soon, my dears. 

Baba reiterated this theme on 28 March 1936 to Nonny and Rano: 

I have your letters and although I didn’t reply by letter, you did have the reply through 

inner communion which always continues, wherever I am, whatever I may be doing. No call of 

Love ever remains unresponded, much less from those who love me and think of me constantly as 

you do… 

Remember dearest, Baba watches every little act of Love, listens to every little note 

(voice) of Love, and responds to every little cry given for Love, no matter where these come from 

… The Fountain Source of Love is ever pouring forth directing its course into different channels 

wherever needed. And for those of my dearest who love me as you do, its course is ever open to 

pour out any moment, anywhere. 

Baba emphasized the same point again a few months later in another letter to the 

Westerners (dated 5 July 1936): 

… although written replies [are] not regularly sent, I read all the letters and convey my 

help and blessings with the help needed, internally. Let them never despair who write to me and not 

receive written replies. The very fact of writing to me, nay the first thought of writing to me 

establishes a contact, and that always works, as and when necessary, to convey the help required. 

They all dwell in Baba’s thoughts in whose hearts Baba dwells. Words and explanations are 

unnecessary where one actually feels. 

 

During March 1936, the question of whether to establish an ashram in Mysore was being 

seriously discussed between Baba and the mandali. However, Baba expressed that the people of 

Mysore were far too traditionally religious-minded. Since they were so entangled in orthodox 

religiosity, he explained, it would be difficult to free them of their narrow-minded prejudices so his 

ashram could operate in an uncontested atmosphere. 

On 15 March, Baba remarked: 

I like this place [Mysore], but here my movements will be restricted. I cannot move about 

independently because of such persons, and I do not like that. The time is past when I could 

dismantle the whole ashram within eight days as I did in Toka. It was quite a different phase of my 



work altogether then. Here it is different. I now wish to prepare a definite plan so that there may not 

be any difficulties in the future. 

For that, the sword must be in the hand whereby I can “beard the lion in his own den”; 

meaning of course that I may be able to do my work here among all this orthodoxy! 

All these zealots should be sent to the front of the battlefield! A scoundrel is better than 

these people for he at least appears as he is. People can recognize him and take precautions to stay 

away from him. But these orthodox persons are a hidden danger to people. They are devils in the 

guise of saints! 

Lazy, good-for-nothing loafers are often frank and bold by nature, are prepared for any 

eventuality and are not afraid to die. But these zealots are cowardly, hypocritical posers! 

Therefore, these zealots are more dangerous. They are like black sheep wearing the 

clothes of a sadhu! 

Baba returned to Bangalore with Jalbhai and Chanji (Tukaram driving) to see the dentist 

on the 18th. Whenever Baba went to Bangalore, he would stop at the town of Kengeri and drink 

water from a well near the railway station famous for its medicinal properties. He went to the Anand 
Bhavan lodge, but finding it unsuitable (tiny room, bedbugs, smelly communal toilet) they moved 

to the similarly named Shastri Anand Bhavan, where they had stayed on a previous visit. In the 

evening Baba took a walk around the public maidan (commons). 

Baba went to the dentist’s the next morning and was fitted with a set of dentures (or new 

bridges). That evening, they went to a film (Accent on Youth) at the New Imperial Talkies. On the 

20th, on the way back, Baba stopped and purchased cookies to distribute to some poor children 

who flocked around him. Before returning to Mysore, they crossed a bridge and visited 

Srirangapatnam Island in the Kaveri River, where Baba saw the ruins of Tipu Sultan’s fortress and 

other monuments 

On Saturday, 21 March, when Mehendarge received news of his brother’s demise, he wept. 

Baba consoled him and said: 

This life, body and death are all maya, and to weep over the death of someone is 

ignorance. Remember, maya does not mean this world and its affairs. The illusion that this world 

and everything in it is real — and of feeling happy or unhappy over certain conditions — is maya. 

See how maya charms and deceives humans and how she entwines herself around them! 

Daily thousands die. Recently in America many died due to floods. In the war in Abyssinia 

[Ethiopia], so many were killed.256 The earthquake in Quetta alone killed 30,000 people! But 

though these thousands and thousands perished, you did not feel upset for them — those thousands 

of men, women and children who were healthy and strong, who were expected to live a long life 

and had various hopes, plans and ambitions. 

Compared to them, your brother was old, unfit and suffering much. And for him, your 

tears are useless. He is free from his suffering. You should be glad! 

 

In mid-March 1936, Baba began suffering from stomach pains and was in much 

discomfort. Chhagan, who knew some ayurvedic treatments, gave Baba a metal ring to wear; but 

the next day when his finger became swollen Baba removed it. Others, too, were not well. Mani’s 

mastoid became infected and, on 23 March she was admitted to the Holdsworth Memorial “Mission 

Hospital” at Mandi Mohalla, where she was operated on three days later by an English surgeon 

named Dr. Robinson. Naja, who was doing the cooking in Mysore, was appointed to be by Mani’s 

side in the hospital, so Khorshed took over the cooking duty. But she too came down with fever. 

Walu also fell ill, and it seemed that one difficulty after another began plaguing them. Mehera 

 
256 When Ramjoo’s fourteen-year-old son Baggu saw the horrific photographs of the Italian campaign in 

Abyssinia, published in the Illustrated Weekly of India, he asked Baba how long the war would go on. Baba 

spelled on the board, “It will not stop,” which Baggu understood to mean that humanity was in store for 

more suffering before it turned towards God. (A. R. Ramjoo, Meherabad the Hill of Celestial Light.) 



remained healthy and was occupied with Baba’s personal needs, and Indu helped in the kitchen. 

Nevertheless, things were unsettled in the bungalow due to all these complications. 

Among the men, Chhagan, whose duty was to keep nightwatch near Baba, also became 

indisposed. Another problem was that some local ruffians began throwing rocks at the bungalow 

during the night, and then cut holes in the bamboo matting surrounding the house to see what was 

going on inside.257 

Before all the illness struck, Soonamasi had been keeping watch outside the bungalow 

during the day; but since she was appointed to cook for Mani, there was no one to take her place. 

Since none of the men mandali was allowed to go to the women’s side, Baba himself began keeping 

watch, and when Soonamasi was done cooking she would relieve him. 

“It is all Mysorian Maya,” Baba stated, “working with all its might, creating complications 

on all sides!” 

Baba went to see Mani at the hospital two or three times a day, carrying soup or some other 

liquid for her. He would send Chanji constantly to the doctor to make certain Mani was treated 

well. The nurses at the all-women facility were greatly drawn to Baba, even though his identity was 

not disclosed. 

On 28 March 1936, Baba commented: 

A thing in which I cannot put my “mind” has to be worked out by external means. As 

Vivekananda has said, “The true Teacher is he who comes down to the level of his student.” I have 

to come down to the level of the external [gross] world, work, feel and suffer as you ordinary 

human beings do. For instance, in the case of Mani: I cannot apply my mind, so I work through all 

external means, feel and suffer as an ordinary being. Maya always works in opposition and her 

force is greatest where I cannot put my mind. 

It is all so complicated for it is “delusion” and delusion is full of complications. In Truth 

[Reality] there is no complication. It is One — indivisible, whole. 

 

“Need” is a great factor. Even for a Master where they cannot apply their mind, there is a 

“need” for certain things. They have to come down to the level of ordinary human beings and do 

things which puzzle all. For instance, Dr. Robinson. I want you all to run after him, myself going 

with you and feeling so anxious for you to see him, explain things and get his reply, etc. Why? 

Because, there is “need.” We need him for Mani’s case to be better soon, and since it is entrusted in 

his hands as the best expert, we have to run after him. Otherwise, under ordinary circumstances, if 

we had no “need”, I wouldn’t have seen him even if he came and requested an interview. 

I like Mysore for certain external reasons, too. Climate, water and above all because I feel 

aloof from the petty worries that disturb me over there [Meherabad, Nasik, Bombay]. 

And with the Dewan’s [positive] reply as it is given, it would have been so splendid. But 

since Mani’s serious illness and operation, it is so discouraging. And then the “tatta-cutting” affair 

totally disappointed me. 

 

On Friday, 3 April 1936, Baba took a drive to Nanjangud with Gustadji, Jalbhai, Chhagan 

and Chanji, and saw the exquisite carvings on the famous nine-story temple there. Thousands of 

pilgrims had come that day and were approaching the temple after bathing in a nearby river. 

On the 7th, Baba spoke about sleep: 

The number of hours one sleeps is acquired by habit; it is not a “necessity.” In fact, sleep 

is a state of unconsciousness, and all beings spiritually are unconscious until full real consciousness 

is gained in Self-Realization. This state of unconsciousness during sleep is really nothing but a state 

of inaction and rest for the body which, forming into a regular habit, has grown to be considered a 

“necessity.” 

There are men who have very little sleep, men of culture and science, who are devoted to 

their work in which they are so deeply absorbed and busy that they hardly have time to rest, much 

less for sleep, which they take for hardly a couple of hours a day. There are many who are 

 
257 The bamboo matting served as a fence for the women’s privacy. 



accustomed to having very little sleep and yet they keep in the best of health. The general 

complaint, therefore, that one’s health is spoiled for want of sleep has no value or grounds. It is 

only a matter of habit formed since childhood. 

In India and the East generally, night is considered as the time for rest and sleep; most 

people in the East go to sleep early at night and rise early in the morning. The case is quite the 

reverse in the West, where people have more “life” at night than during the day. They sleep at late 

hours, mostly after midnight, after dinner parties, dances, cinema, opera and other entertainments 

are over, and rise very late in the morning, even having their breakfast in bed! They start work after 

11:00 A.M. when practically half of the day’s work is finished by people in the East. 

This change in the hours of sleep and activities, et cetera, are all formed by force of habit. 

It would not be surprising if people through their regular habit learn to be more active and gradually 

lessen the hours of sleep until they know no more of sleep! 

 

Baba seemed to be in a good mood on the afternoon of 10 April. “Humming merrily to 

himself, as he so often does when in a good mood,” Chanji recorded, Baba quoted lines from the 

Persian poet Khushraw on the alphabet board and had Kalemama repeat them several times. Vishnu 

was told to chant the lines. Baba explained their meaning and then opened a book of ghazals to a 

certain poem and told Chhagan to read it. 

Wistfully, Baba noted, “He who is so fond of singing devotional songs [himself] and who 

would enjoy doing so 24 hours a day, has not gotten to enjoy it for years!” 

Baba mentioned other mystical poets who were realized. “Kabir’s poetry has a beauty all 

its own — simple, yet deep in meaning, and interesting. Kabir, by nature, was quiet and mild, while 

[Guru] Nanakji, on the contrary, was very hot-tempered. Both were Realized, yet so different in 

temperament. Tukaram also wrote beautiful abhangs. Krishna, undoubtedly, was the author of the 

Gita, but he didn’t write it down. Then who wrote it?” 

The mandali said it was likely handed down orally from father to son for some generations, 

from those who heard it directly from Krishna. Baba agreed and added that the one who 

subsequently wrote it out in Sanskrit must certainly have been an advanced soul, because none 

other than an advanced soul could ever write such a divine masterpiece as the Gita. 

Regarding the Avesta, Baba further revealed, “Zoroaster was an Avatar and gave divine 

messages, but these are not the Avesta, especially as it is known today.” 

Baba continued to visit Mani at the hospital and receive daily reports about her condition. 

On the 10th, he remarked that Mani’s recovery had created a “deadlock” in his activities, as he 

wished to leave Mysore but could not, until Mani recovered. 

On 14 April, Baba discussed matters with the mandali and stated, “I am Paramatma [God] 

and within a fraction of a second I can do away with all these hardships. Mani is my sister, could I 

not make her well? But though she is my sister, I do not apply [the power of] my mind to her and 

similarly for all others close to me. Therefore, I have to resort to worldly remedies and have to 

praise others to get my work done!” 

Addressing Chanji, Baba continued, “I send you to the doctors often, and you have to 

pamper them. Chhagan’s health is now so bad, he wants to rest for three months. But at the same 

time I know that no one can do his duty. And so I have to pamper him! 

“Why this indulgence? Because I need them. Although I am God Almighty, I have certain 

requirements for my work. Everyone is dependent on somebody else for something. But there is a 

vast difference — more than between heaven and earth — between your need and mine. Your needs 

exist out of selfishness, while mine is selfless — devoid of any selfish motive. My work is for the 

betterment of others, and because it is for others’ good, I don’t mind even indulging people. 

“Because of my duty [Universal work], I pay attention to Chhagan’s health and have 

arranged for his treatment. If I had no duty, I would not have cared even if Chhagan had died! 



“My need is a boon for others and a harassment for me! You can see this from the attitude 

of the doctor. I tolerate him humbly, and have also instructed you to be humble.” 

On Thursday, 16 April 1936, Baba continued upon the subject of Mysore and explained: 

“At first, this place offered so many attractions — pleasant weather, beautiful surroundings, 

comfortable living quarters (especially for the ladies), and we all liked to stay here. 

“Then unexpectedly came Mani’s ear trouble and all work is left at a standstill. In short, 

we are literally stuck here. 

“Mysore has become an eyesore!” Baba joked. “And we all wish to leave here as soon as 

possible.” 

The men asked why he tolerated all the bother, looking after every small detail and, 

therefore, putting himself to so much trouble. 

Baba replied at length: 

My duty is to take you out of the clutches of maya and, while I do this, I have to face 

opposition from maya who does not wish me to do it. Why? It is automatic according to the law of 

“reaction”. Maya does not intentionally do it, but it happens automatically. The more I try to release 

people from her clutches, the more she tries to draw them into her net and create opposition! 

It is according to the law of resistance and reaction. Maya is like a bat. Once a bat sticks 

to your ear, it will not let go easily. It might let go if left alone for hours, if you patiently wait and 

do not disturb or touch it. But once you try to remove it forcibly, it will hold on all the more tightly. 

And if you exert strength to pull the bat off, it will come — but with your ear in its claws! 

Or you can compare maya to the lizard which sticks to the wall. If you try to remove it, it 

holds on even tighter. This is the law which cannot be avoided, and what cannot be cured must be 

endured! That is why all the great saints, Masters and Avatars suffer so terribly. The opposition 

differs in degree according to the nature of the work and duty assigned to the Masters. 

Even Sadgurus, such as Sai Baba, Babajan and Upasni Maharaj, do not have as much 

opposition as I have. It is because their duties are confined to only certain spheres and not as widely 

universal in aspect as mine. For instance, Sai Baba would drink wine and eat meat, quite oblivious 

to the impression it would create on others, because his work was not as varied and worldwide as 

mine. He simply did his work of blessing all who came for his darshan. His field of activity was not 

as vast as mine with ashrams, programs and innumerable schemes. Hence, he did not care who 

came to him or what impression they would have of his particular action. Yet influential people and 

men of learning, such as Dixit, [G. S.] Khaparde and others, came to him and worshiped him. 

It is similar in the case of Upasni Maharaj and Narayan Maharaj. Although they are both 

Perfect themselves, their work is of a [Hindu] sectarian nature. They are surrounded by Brahmins 

who strictly observe all rites, rituals and ceremonies, keeping others out. Upasni Maharaj’s 

indifference to the established rules of society [keeping many young women] brought him a bad 

name and made his work difficult, creating scandal and trouble. But he did not mind it, not only 

because he is Perfect — hence above and beyond these things — but also because his work is not 

so extensive and wide as to necessitate the care and caution he should have taken if it were 

otherwise. 

My work is universal; hence, I have to come in contact with all kinds of people of all 

religions, countries and creeds, in the East as well as in the West. And while working, I have to be 

very careful to consider the feeling and impression created on all who come in my contact, 

especially those whom I wish to work for me immediately, or later in the future. 

If I do not do that, no one would come in — would be induced or persuaded to do the 

work as I want him or her to do it. In my great, universal divine plan I require men and women of 

all castes, creeds, cults and denominations in life — from the poorest peasant to the richest 

Rockefeller — each to fit in to a particular type of work in his or her class or community. 

Accordingly, I find the person willingly inclined. 

Thus with me, there are Hindus, Mohammedans, Parsis and Christians, Easterners and 

Westerners, each with certain tendencies, temperaments, inclinations, and fitness or fondness to do 

a certain type of work. Each has at the time certain weaknesses and prejudices side-by-side with 

good qualities, and it is all these things and factors which I have to observe and consider if I want a 

particular person to fit in somewhere for certain work of mine. 

Therefore, whenever a person is introduced or comes into my contact, I watch over him 

closely, and for a certain period in the beginning, even pamper his prejudices of caste, creed or 

religion. I tolerate his other weaknesses in nature and temperament until he is gradually trained and 



prepared to give these up one by one. And then he begins to understand things in a better and 

broader angle of vision, all the while trained through talks, explanations, discourses and direct 

references to others, which are really meant for him. It is a very delicate and difficult task, 

involving so many problems for a number of persons concerned in a particular question; 

consequently, some have to tolerate and suffer unnecessarily for others who are thus being trained. 

Thus, if a Hindu comes to see me, I have to look at his caste — Brahmin or Untouchable 

— and speak and deal with him accordingly, and similarly in the case of a Mohammedan, a Parsi or 

a Christian. I explain things as the person likes best — seeing to his or her temperament, 

inclination, or prejudices — so that he will digest what I want to impress on him, and then try to 

learn to overcome and rise above his prejudices gradually. 

In this manner, so many have been trained during all these years so that the Hindus, 

Mohammedans, Parsis and Christians in all of the mandali have learned to live as one family. Their 

religious and other social prejudices have been practically destroyed, and they are convinced now 

that all their weaknesses and prejudices were false and unreal, and that real religion is one of 

universal brotherhood and love for all alike. This they are taught after years of training and careful 

tactics observed by me, handling each case separately according to the temperament of each. I 

know and have tactfully brought them all through the path of prejudices and religious orthodoxy 

and bigotry to an understanding of a toleration for all religions, and to the true spiritual aim and 

goal of life, which is my only mission. 

But if I were to teach these spiritual truths from the beginning, disregarding your human 

weaknesses and religious or caste prejudices during the preliminary stage of training, none of you 

would have stayed with me, much less been trained to the discipline and understanding of life as 

you are now. 

There are so many different kinds and types of persons with hundreds of varieties of 

weaknesses and prejudices which I have to deal with and handle tactfully and delicately during the 

first stages, tolerantly overlooking their many faults, even persuading them in spite of their own 

mistakes and deliberate wrong actions — thereby suffering myself intensely and at times making 

others also suffer unnecessarily, for which they again blame me, become annoyed or upset. Then I 

have the additional task of explaining to them again why I do certain things at certain times. 

Thus there are always complications in such Universal work as mine, wherewith there 

arise so many questions and factors concerning and involving hundreds or thousands of people at 

one time. Consequently, there is always the chance of my actions, words or explanations being 

misinterpreted and misunderstood in one way or the other. 

In trying to please everybody, one pleases nobody! Yet, I have to try to please everybody 

in turns or, on certain occasions, simultaneously, through different moves, actions and words as 

required for certain persons at certain places. 

My coming here to Mysore was for a certain object and work, and my activities here are 

in certain directions which none of you understand. For instance, our neighbor, Subrahmanya Iyer: 

He is a particular type of person with whom I am required to deal with certain tactics, because I 

want him to help in certain work of mine in the future. Iyer is a pleasant man, well-educated, 

religious, of good character and honest. But he has certain peculiar weaknesses [orthodoxy] which I 

know and must overlook at first for the sake of my work. 

In explaining the particular traits of human character found in the East and in the West, 

Baba said: 

From my knowledge and experience there is a marked deficiency and weakness in the 

character of Indians: They have no discrimination as people in the West have. For instance, our 

neighbor [Iyer] again. A person of his type, in spite of his university education and intellectual 

training, would be prejudiced in an instant toward the slightest cause that he does not understand. 

Iyer has a certain impression about Spiritual Masters and saints, and he has formed his 

impression accordingly from what has been explained to him by Kalemama and Chanji, as well as 

from the books he has been given to read. He is pleased also to have an “ashram” opened here as 

planned and he would willingly help us in his own way. But all this would go on quite all right only 

so long as his impression already formed lasts. The moment that impression is prejudiced or lost, 

all his zeal and enthusiasm to cooperate and help us would be blown to the winds. Such a person’s 

impression is based on certain ideals he has formed which must be maintained, and these ideals are 

very delicate and susceptible to being instantaneously shattered. 

So in order to maintain that ideal and impression, I have to be very careful in dealing with 

him. That is why I do not want you to hurt his feelings and warn you to be very careful in your talks 

with him. In a serious case, such as the cutting through of the bamboo matting so many times, 

repeatedly, from his side of the compound, it clearly shows it is the work of his own servants, or 

they cooperate with others in this mischief. Following the recent attack at midnight of stone-



throwing at the bungalow, immediate action is necessary to stop this regular nuisance which is 

getting more dangerous every day. It seems very necessary to draw his attention immediately, since 

he is the proprietor of the bungalow and head of the family and all, for an investigation and the 

necessary immediate action to bring the culprits to book, before they go further and prove more 

dangerous. You all advise that, yet I prefer not to bring this to his notice even though it is so serious 

and becoming more dangerous every day, causing so much annoyance and trouble to us all. 

Why do I prefer to keep him out of this and to suffer so much ourselves? Simply to avoid 

giving him a shock, and keep his mind and impression maintained as it is at present, because I have 

to work with or through him in the future. I know that with the slightest mention of these things, 

even though they are facts, his mind will at once set to thinking, become easily prejudiced, and the 

impression created would be totally shattered. He would not discriminate and try to understand the 

situation in which we are placed — in a new area which is quite foreign to us, and we have so many 

ladies who have been trained under certain strict discipline. And he would never realize that, 

although I am a Spiritual Master, I have to work in the world of matter with people of the world, 

and have therefore to observe certain ways of the world and work accordingly, which is so difficult. 

His line of thought would be in a certain direction with settled ideals of saints and 

Masters — that they are above and beyond things of matter and are therefore untouched and 

unaffected, et cetera. So he thinks that they do not mind these worldly difficulties at all! That 

thieves or robbers would never go to a saint’s ashram or abode, or even if they do go, they would 

not be able to achieve their aim, due to the powers of the saint. 

He is quite right in his way of thinking, but absolutely wrong as a fact, in our case, where 

I, being a Spiritual Master holding the keys to the three worlds, have to act in accordance with 

certain laws of the material world when I work with people of the world. 

In short, his mind would be at once prejudiced, his ideal would be shocked and the 

impression destroyed. I would not ordinarily care for a thousand such shattered impressions but, in 

this particular case where I have to deal with or through him for certain work of mine, I have to see 

that his present impression is kept up and not at all disturbed through any act on our part. 

That is why I quietly tolerate all this grave danger and utilize other means, at whatever 

inconvenience to myself and even to you. I have to call Jamadar all the way from Meherabad, 

incurring so much additional expenses of his railway fare, board and lodging, over and above his 

pay, when every pie [penny] is so precious to us. 

I have constantly marked this peculiar trait in the character of Indians — their lack of 

discrimination — as against this particular trait in the character of people in the West, where they 

always discriminate. In India, people will easily and readily believe and have faith in saints and 

Masters. It is a general tendency of this country, mostly without preliminary discrimination as to 

the status or qualification of the saint. But this faith of theirs will last only so long as their pet ideals 

and prejudices are not disturbed. The moment these have a cause of disturbance, they will not try to 

think or discriminate as to why a certain word or act was found necessary — and what were the 

conditions or circumstances, et cetera, that made it necessary. The moment these ideals are 

disturbed, they are shattered and mostly destroyed, which means their faith and devotion for the 

saint are also shattered and destroyed. 

In the West, it is different. First of all, they will not easily come in and put faith in 

anyone, however great spiritually, unless they are convinced of “something” in him that they did 

not find in others or hear about. And then, after once having placed their faith in such a person, they 

will not easily give it up. They would readily think and discriminate over things they do not 

understand about him before forming their opinion otherwise; and unless they have very substantial 

reasons that justify their action after such discrimination, they will not give him up. In short, they 

will not be easily prejudiced, one way or the other, and use their discrimination always before or 

after accepting one as a saint or Master. 

If there was a case like Iyer’s in the West, I would not hesitate to explain the situation to 

the person, because I know he would use his discrimination and could digest and accept when my 

explanation was duly given. Whereas, a person in India, however educated, would very rarely do 

this due to difference in ideals, the ways of thinking and certain traits of character. 

In India, people with a very firm and staunch faith in a Master, such as myself, would at 

once start thinking and would react with prejudice if I were to go to a cinema or certain places of 

amusement or recreation. Whereas, in the West, people would on the contrary almost forcibly take 

me to the movies or theaters and such places. For those persons in Europe or America would use 

their discrimination and see nothing wrong in a Master who works on the physical plane going to 

places of amusement or recreation. Whereas those in India would not tolerate for a moment such an 

idea, due to the rigid ideals and prejudices that saints or Masters have nothing at all to do with 

things of the world, much less with amusements and entertainments! And one who would do this — 

visit cinemas or theaters — could never be a spiritual being, much less a saint or a Master. 



So also, in many other things of daily routine, regarding food and clothes, modes and 

manners of living, et cetera, for which people in India have certain very rigid ideals as to the lives 

and activities of saints being always in caves, mountains, or in ashrams situated in very secluded 

places away from towns or cities. Those saints must have a certain appearance with a beard and 

long hair, or be clean-shaven all over like swamis. They must have a certain type of dress, long 

robes, white or ochre-colored kafnis, and they must not eat or drink certain things. They must live 

mostly on milk and water or fast. The more abstinence, the greater their spiritual dignity and 

advancement. They must know the religious scriptures — the Shastras for Hindus, Sufic and other 

literature for Mohammedans. They must also do certain yogic practices or asanas [exercises]. Life 

in their ashrams must be regulated and disciplined under certain rigid rules for all alike. 

All this is in accordance with certain pet ideals and prejudices preliminarily formed by 

each individual from what he has been taught and brought up with from the beginning. It is all from 

what he has formed after reading a certain type of literature, or after coming in contact with certain 

saints or Masters or cults with a very narrow margin for other ideals — however better or greater 

— to creep in and prejudice or affect these already formed and rigidly established. 

This is all right and not very difficult for those of the spiritually advanced saints, yogis, 

swamis, walis, pirs and even Sadgurus who have to work in a certain circle or sphere and prepare 

their own circle of following according to the ideals and teachings formed by their surroundings. 

But where a great Avatar has to work, on a worldwide scale, for bringing on a spiritual revival and 

upheaval all over the world, the scope and dimension of work is very wide, full of “varieties” 

according to the people, place and circumstances. Sometimes [with an Avatar], one work is quite at 

variance with another, although leading toward the same spiritual ideal and goal of humanity. 

While doing such work for the world as a whole, the Master, even the Avatar — although 

God-realized and having Infinite Knowledge and Power — has to succumb to the weaknesses and 

prejudices of those of his disciples and followers whom he tries to bring out of these very 

weaknesses and prejudices, and also to utilize them to help in his work for the spiritual upliftment 

of humanity. That is why all this persuading business on my part, so often marked and 

misunderstood by you. 

That is also why I have to regulate my life and work physically according to the laws of 

the human body (physics), to maintain this medium or vehicle for the work I have to do, and also 

according to social or religious customs and laws in different places among various people. It is 

because of the work I have to do for the world. Otherwise, if I had no worldwide duty, why should I 

care to tolerate and put up with your hundred-and-one weaknesses and prejudices, and keep 

pampering one or the other almost continually which causes the annoyance of others around, and to 

the greatest annoyance and suffering to myself? 

That is the reason why with a Hindu, I have to be and act as a Hindu (Brahmin or even 

Untouchable); with a Muslim, I act as a Muslim; with a Parsi, as a Parsi; with a Christian, I act as a 

Christian, and so forth. Not for any other reason or object of my own, but for the sake of my duty 

and work to bring you all out of the bindings of maya, and thereby enable you to rise above 

religious and other prejudices and eventually realize the Self within, which you fools are seeking 

externally in the endless rounds of birth and death. 

As Vivekananda has rightly expressed, “The real teacher is he who comes down to the 

level of his students.” 

For you fellows, I have to come down from my spiritual infinity to the level of this 

material world, where you are all groping ignorantly in the dark in search of “happiness” which you 

cannot and would not ever find without the help of one who has found it and who can lead you to it. 

 

Chanji had mentioned the same theme in a letter from Mysore to Charles Purdom (dated 4 

March 1936): 

[Baba] does and will manage things in his own ways in spite of all the opposition of maya 

or of all that the world would say or write or even if his own devotees wouldn't understand, for he 

alone knows what he does, which is always for the good of the individual or of the group, although 

almost invariably "misunderstood and misjudged" by a world that judges his actions with the 

limited mind. 

 

One of the men mandali had to stay awake on guard duty at the women’s bungalow to 

guard against the possibility of thieves and miscreants throwing stones and damaging the tatta 

compound. Jamadar, Vishnu’s mother Kakubai and Murli arrived on the evening of 18 April to 



help with matters in Mysore. Masaji had also come. This left Pendu, Padri, Adi Sr., Sidhu, Mehera’s 

mother Daulatmai and Gulmai’s daughter, Dolly, as the only residents still living at Meherabad.258 

The doctor had permitted Mani to go for a drive every afternoon to speed her recovery, so 

Baba accompanied her most afternoons, with Jalbhai and Chanji and Tukaram driving. A few 

evenings, Bhausaheb and Jalbhai entertained Baba with humorous skits. 

On 23 April 1936, Baba mentioned Vivekananda again in reference to Deshmukh’s 

recently released book, My Master and His Teaching. Baba said it would appeal to “those who have 

heart.” Baba added, “Devotees of Krishna are interested in his life, but pundits are only interested 

in Vedanta and the Gita. The Gita and Vedanta are very good indeed, but they only touch the head, 

whereas the life of Krishna touches the heart. Vivekananda’s best work is My Master, though it is 

a slim volume. Why? Because it was written with love. Other of his works are more intellectual.”259 

Discussions with the mandali (wryly referred to as “cabinet meetings”) were being held 

daily about Baba’s future plans, and where to establish ashrams for his Indian women mandali and 

some of the Westerners he intended to call. On the 24th, the idea of erecting a new building with a 

tower on Meherabad Hill was proposed, as a tower or minaret would look more prominent on a hill 

(rather than at lower Meherabad) and be a more secluded residence for the Eastern women. 

The next day a letter came from Ramjoo in Nasik stating that Naval Talati had had a heart 

attack and was seriously ill. Referring to Naval, Baba observed, “He loves me with all his heart and 

has stuck to me since the days of Manzil-e-Meem.” 

Baba added, “I love all and I love none! I think I ought to be with Naval now, but Mysore 

is so far away from Bombay [where Naval was]. It is not easy to travel so far.” 

Two telegrams were then sent concerning Naval, one to Ramjoo and another to Naval’s 

family in Bombay through Adi Sr. (who alone knew Baba’s address in Mysore), instructing them 

to wire Baba daily for three days concerning the progressive condition of Naval’s health. 

On Sunday, 26 April 1936, Baba took an evening walk for the first time since moving to 

Mysore, with Vishnu, Kalemama and Chanji. 

The next day, a discussion among the men mandali took place about the interplay of good 

and bad actions in life, whereupon Baba stated: 

There is really nothing like “good” or “bad.” As good is necessary, likewise bad is also 

necessary — like positive and negative. Both are equally essential for action and evolution. If only 

good were to prevail everywhere, life would end and become extinct! Both good or bad done to the 

extreme would lead to Self-Realization; for instance, absolute bad with no trace of good, or 

absolute good with no trace of bad at all — both are equally conducive to the attainment of the goal 

of Self-Realization. 

If this is so, naturally it can be asked, “Why is good preferable to bad?” Both good and 

bad are zero, being nonexistent for those who are Realized. Both are terms of duality. But the great 

Masters and Avatars give preference and advocate good over bad. This is only because good is 

really, spiritually speaking, easy for reaching the goal; though apparently, materially speaking, it is 

the reverse. 

For example, bad is apparently easy — difficult, really! But the underlying principle in 

life being spiritual progress — true existence — comes against the material progress which is only 

apparent and not real. Thus, the Masters advocate good, being truly easy for mankind, as the better, 

standardized course to follow for true progress in the march of life to the Goal. 

Another reason for preferring and advocating good is that in bad, although apparently 

easy, while thinking about and actually committing a bad act, there is always a sort of “torture” to 

the mind, which inevitably happens after committing the act. For instance, illicit sex or murder. 

 
258 Raosaheb had been at Meherabad, but he left and stayed in Bombay for some months. After some time, 

Daulatmai went to stay with her daughter Freiny and her family in Nasik, but later moved back to the 

Family Quarters.  
259 My Master is taken from a lecture delivered by Vivekananda in New York in 1896 about his guru, the 

Perfect Master Ramakrishna Paramhansa. 



Whereas in good, which though apparently difficult, there is nothing of the kind — no 

torture to the mind. On the contrary, there is a constant feeling of a sort of happiness not only in 

thinking but also in doing a good act, although it is always more difficult apparently to do good 

rather than bad. 

Besides, pursuing the course of doing bad to the extreme would not succeed until the end. 

A man’s body however bold, indifferent, healthy and robust would not be able to withstand 

prolonged indulgence in bad vices — such as lust or drinking to the extreme. Therefore, bad to the 

extreme is not practicable physically. 

On Saturday, 2 May 1936, Baba, Gustadji and Chanji, left Mysore by train to go to the 

shrine of the saint Baba Budan. They carried thirteen large bundles of necessities, such as cooking 

utensils and a stove, their bedding, lanterns and clothing. At about midday they arrived at Arsikere 

where they transferred to another train. They reached Kadur two hours later and took a local bus to 

Chikmagalur where they stayed at the dak bungalow. 

Before leaving Mysore, Baba had advised Chanji not to keep the lantern and stove filled 

with kerosene; but in his hectic preparation to depart, Chanji had forgotten to empty them according 

to Baba’s warning. In the bus to Chikmagalur, the stove leaked onto Baba’s mattress, soaking it 

with kerosene. When Chanji discovered this while unpacking in the dak bungalow, he was 

frightened and put the bedding in the sun to dry. But the strong odor remained. 

When Baba found out, he was extremely perturbed by Chanji’s carelessness, asking, “What 

did you do, fill the stove?” Chanji stood silent and Baba admonished him, “Be attentive to what I 

wish. Your small mistake has resulted in a catastrophe for me!” 

They left Chikmagalur by the eight o’clock bus the following morning, for Baba Budan 

Mountain. The road was extremely rough and after traveling some distance, the engine overheated 

and the radiator boiled over. Proceeding further, they found the forest dense and forbidding, and 

the steep ascent terrifying. With much difficulty they reached Budan Nagar, a small village with a 

population of only 150 people. The driver advised them, “You'd better fill your canteens here, 

because up on the mountain there is no water.” Chanji filled their containers. 

During the bus ride, an elderly Muslim man had been staring at Baba. Quite taken by 

Baba’s appearance, he said he wished to accompany Baba to the dak bungalow on top of the 

mountain; but the bus driver refused to allow the man to ride along and made him get off, although 

Baba seemed to like the old man and did not object. 

Baba, Gustadji and Chanji reached the dak bungalow on the mountain and prepared to stay. 

Since water was going to be a problem, a servant was hired to fill a large vessel and carry water to 

them daily. Meanwhile Baba himself cooked a potato dish and prepared chapatis. After their meal, 

he sat in seclusion in the bungalow for one hour, from 2:45 to 3:45 P.M. He kept Chanji and Gustadji 

on watch outside at a distance, with instructions to allow no one to come toward the bungalow. 

But while Baba was engaged in his inner work, the hired man was seen bringing the water 

up the mountain. Chanji could not shout to him since that would have disturbed Baba. So he 

signaled to him to stay away; but the man could not follow what he meant and Chanji quietly walked 

to him and told him to put the water down and leave. Chanji picked up the heavy container and 

began to struggle slowly back toward the bungalow. But then he heard Baba clapping. With a great 

effort, he rushed up the hill. When he reached the bungalow, Baba immediately expressed his 

displeasure, “I have been clapping, and you are coming only now?” 

Chanji was exhausted and panting from the hike back. He could barely utter “Ba ... ba” in 

a vain attempt to explain. “What is it?” Baba smiled. But Chanji could not speak. Finally, after 

catching his breath, Chanji was able to explain what had happened. Gustadji then made tea, but as 

milk was unavailable they had to have it without milk. 

The next day, 4 May, Baba, Chanji and Gustadji came down from Baba Budan Mountain 

and went to Chikmagalur. After a night there, they proceeded to Belur the following day. 



In Belur, too, Baba remained in a secluded spot for his work, and left for Hassan on 6 May, 

where he likewise spent a period of time in seclusion. From Hassan, Baba returned to Mysore on 

the 7th, after a hectic five-day tour doing his seclusion work. 

 

Following the journey north, a few days after returning to Mysore, Baba decided that he 

wanted to move his ashram headquarters. While holding a discussion with the men mandali about 

setting up an ashram in Mysore, Baba indicated that he now preferred a move to Rahuri — a rural, 

forested place about 30 miles from Meherabad. He stated, “Since Rahuri is between Meherabad 

and Nasik, I can conveniently go to either place from there. The women will remain in Meherabad 

with some of the men mandali, and the rest of the mandali will stay in Rahuri. A small hut in Rahuri 

should be built for me.” 

Baba assigned to Kalemama the work of erecting huts in Rahuri for himself and a few of 

the mandali, and instructed Dhake to obtain a piece of land for the purpose. Baba also proposed 

that a trust be created for the maintenance of the women and mandali. 

On Wednesday, 13 May 1936, Baba left Mysore for Nasik with Kalemama by train. 

Rustom met them in Poona and accompanied Baba to Bombay. On the 17th, Adi Sr. drove Baba to 

Nasik, and from there to Rahuri. An isolated area had been selected for establishing the ashram, 

and the land was leased for five years from a Marwari named Laxminarayan. The landowner was 

paid in full, and Baba instructed Kalemama about the proposed work. 

After a brief stay with the mandali at Meherabad, Baba returned to Bangalore on the 22nd, 

and was met by Chanji. While they were having tea at Spencer’s Hotel, a Jain named Dwarkadas, 

who worked for the Mysore state government, recognized Baba and stood before him with folded 

hands.260 They returned to Mysore the same day by train. Baba wanted to travel by third class, but 

Chanji persuaded him to go second-class, which was much less crowded and hence there would be 

less chance of his being recognized. 

Considering all the hardships of late, to lighten Baba’s mood, Jalbhai and Chanji tried to 

persuade him to go to an afternoon movie on Sunday, 24 May 1936. Baba was reluctant to go to 

any movies due to the difficulties and awkward situations prevailing around the ashram in Mysore. 

But Jalbhai and Chanji were determined that he should have some recreation, and at last Baba 

agreed to go. 

“Mysorian Maya” was still at work, however. There was no electricity in the city. The 

movie was scheduled to start at four o’clock and after waiting until 5:30, Baba decided to return to 

the ashram. They later learned that power had been restored and the movie had started minutes after 

they had left. 

Baba’s health was still delicate and to make matters worse, on the way back, Tukaram 

misjudged a curve and the car hit two large potholes, which severely aggravated Baba’s sensitive 

system. He had to take several special remedies when they returned. 

Having stayed in Mysore for four months, Baba made a permanent change and disbanded 

the ashram. Departing by train with the men and women mandali on the morning of 30 May, they 

arrived in Poona the following day. Baba left for Meherabad in the afternoon with the women 

mandali in Vithal Bhokre’s bus.261 

 

During this period, Dr. Ghani was residing with his family in Lonavla, his wife, four 

daughters and one son. Ghani fell victim to a dishonest moneylender. Some property had been 

 
260 The hotel is now known as the Taj West End. 
261 Curiously, the Maharaja of Mysore’s birthday was being celebrated on 30 May 1936, when thousands 

poured into the city to witness the festivities. 



unscrupulously taken from Ghani by fraud and the man and his wife who had done this had been 

murdered on the same day. Ghani was falsely accused of their murder and he became so depressed 

that he decided to commit suicide. 

On the night of Wednesday, 3 June 1936, Ghani drank heavily and went to drown himself 

in Walvan Lake. But when he reached it, he felt dizzy and sat down, and then began thinking of his 

life. Disgusted with his plight, he started cursing the three Spiritual Masters he had known — Hazrat 

Babajan, Upasni Maharaj and Meher Baba! He bitterly swore, “Of what use is Meher Baba to me 

when I am surrounded by difficulties on all sides and he does not help me? What sort of power does 

he have and what ‘Experience’? He is supposed to know all, but following him is useless!” 

Although Ghani had fully intended to commit suicide, after venting his spleen, he was lulled to 

sleep by the cool breezes. 

Meanwhile, that very night, Baba became restless and suddenly left Meherabad early the 

next morning by car. Adi Sr. drove his Opel and Nilu accompanied them. They drove first to 

Talegaon where Baba sorted Amina and Abdulla Jaffer’s difficulties. They then went directly to 

Lonavla. When they reached Ghani’s house, he was not there, so they began searching for him. 

They came to the lake and found Ghani sound asleep on the bank. Baba awakened him. When 

Ghani saw Baba, he was amazed! He could not speak and tears welled up in his eyes. 

“What’s the matter?” Baba asked him. 

Stunned, Ghani haltingly murmured, “Baba, I have abused you so much ... Yet you love 

me so much!” 

“Your abuse brought me here,” Baba gestured. “It was sweeter than nectar to me! 

Compared to words of appreciation and praise from hypocrites, curses from my lovers are much 

sweeter!” Ghani burst out weeping and Baba embraced him. 

Baba then had Ghani join them to visit Bombay and they stayed at the Dadachanjis’ for a 

day, where Savak Kotwal and his brother came to see Baba, as did Big Khorshed (Baba’s sister-in-

law) and Khak Saheb. Keeping Ghani close at his side, Baba took him around the city and thus 

uprooted the refractory thoughts from his mind. Baba left for Nasik the next afternoon and returned 

to Meherabad two days later, on the 8th. Ghani accompanied them to Nasik where he left for Lonavla 

to bring his clothes to Meherabad for a few days’ stay there. 

 

Baba had sent his sister Mani to Bombay so that her ear could be properly treated.262 Memo 

was living in Bombay at this time, with Beheram, Perin and their baby son. Mani was to stay with 

the family for two weeks and have the dressing on her ear changed when necessary. Jalbhai stayed 

in Bombay to look after Mani and take her to her doctor appointments. 

The rental complex in Bombay where Memo, Beheram and Perin resided was called Banu 
Mansion. They lived there for approximately six months that year and for six months at another 

bungalow elsewhere in Bombay. It was a large bungalow, and Memo rented a cottage in the 

compound. The house was located in Dadar on the Main Road, almost directly opposite Manzil-e-

Meem. Naoroji Dadachanji and his family had resided in the rear of the main building prior to 

moving to their new home in Boman Lodge. All the tenants of Banu Mansion were either Parsis or 

Iranis. It was well known that Shireenmai was Meher Baba’s mother, and the other residents, being 

vehemently opposed to Baba, harassed her terribly, believing her son Merwan was committing 

heresy against the Zoroastrian religion by telling people he was a Master. 

During this period, Daulatmai’s brother, Colonel Irani, continued to publish defamatory 

articles in the Gujarati newspapers about Baba, misleading the Irani and Parsi community of 

Bombay with his baseless allegations. But there was also a group of Parsis and Iranis in Bombay 

 
262 Mani most likely went to Bombay with Jalbhai and Chanji, from Poona on their way back from Mysore. 



— namely the Dadachanji, Katrak, Kotwal, Desai, Merchant, Baria and Pleader families — who 

were staunch followers of Baba. No amount of propaganda could sway them. These families 

tolerated insults and mocking taunts from their own communities and became ostracized by them. 

It was their rock-like faith in Meher Baba that made them hold to him. Thus, by facing such 

opposition, their love was tested. 

Memo was the main target of these antagonistic Zoroastrians, and she was troubled the 

most. While she was residing in Banu Mansion, all her neighbors, except for a bachelor, approached 

the landlord and threatened to vacate the building if he failed to evict Shireenmai. They even signed 

a petition to this effect. 

In those days, before there was such overpopulation, housing was readily available in 

Bombay and the landlord became worried by their threat. He approached Memo and told her that 

it was best if she left. Memo protested, “Why? I pay the rent regularly. I harass and hurt no one. 

Why should I leave?” The landlord did not have an answer to this and accepted that she was staying. 

Even though the tenants kept up their campaign to evict her, Memo was fearless and stuck to her 

resolve not to move. 

Through Baba’s watchful nazar, matters worked themselves out in a wonderful manner. 

The man who was harassing Memo the most was transferred and subsequently left Bombay. In 

another tenant’s family there was a death, and this tenant, too, had to leave to stay with the dead 

relative’s family. Another lost his job. All the other tenants, except for the bachelor who had not 

taken part in deliberately causing trouble for Memo, for one reason or another moved out of the 

building within a month, and the Avatar’s mother was left in peace. 

Memo was a courageous and bold woman. Because of her inner strength, she confronted 

the opposition straightforwardly. The same situation faced her in Poona, where she was constantly 

ridiculed wherever she went. But no harm came to her because of her intrepid nature. Her real 

strength was her belief in her son’s divinity, and Baba’s nazar was on her, which enabled her to 

face the bitter antagonism against him. 

After returning to Meherabad, Baba began commuting regularly between Rahuri and 

Nasik. He also went to Bombay to see Mani, which afforded his followers there an opportunity to 

see him. He would stay at Naoroji’s residence and devotees would come for darshan. 

Even though the Dadachanji family had grown close to Baba, during his visits one thing 

bothered the children of the family. Bachamai would serve them their meal only after first serving 

Baba. The children complained that Baba’s visits caused them trouble, mainly because they were 

hungry and did not get their food on time. Bachamai threatened to go tell Baba not to come to their 

house. But then the children pleaded with her not to do that, because they loved to play with Baba 

when he came. At one point, they proposed that since Baba was such a fun, it would be better if he 

permanently stayed at their house. 

On occasion, Baba would visit the Dadachanjis’ home unexpectedly, without prior 

invitation. But Bachamai would lovingly accommodate and serve him and the mandali with him. 

A remarkable woman, Bachamai lived only to keep Baba pleased at all times. 

 

At Meherabad, from the beginning of June 1936, Baba began experiencing spells of 

giddiness, though he slept and ate normally and had no other symptoms. Gadekar came and saw 

Baba on the 14th, as did Maneck Ranji, Sarosh and Dhake. Later, Baba went to see a movie at 

Sarosh Talkies with Nilu and Adi Sr. 

On the late afternoon of 22 June, he returned to Nasik, accompanied by Rustom, Pendu and 

Vishnu. Chanji was also there, having been called from Bombay. Baba went to see Naval and Dina 

Talati, and eased Dina’s concerns about her husband’s poor health. 



Dr. Deshmukh had come from Nagpur with his wife Indumati and their newborn daughter 

Sanjeevani. The family met Baba at Rustom’s on the 23rd morning and spent the day with him. 

Deshmukh was overjoyed to see Baba after a year. 

Baba advised him, “Remain in the world, but be not of it. Your wife is educated and 

beautiful. Your baby is also beautiful and you are lucky to have such a wife and child. Both of you 

together can do much toward my work, and if you do it, you will not belong to this world.” 

Baba left Nasik for Bombay by train early in the morning of Wednesday, 24 June, along 

with Chanji, Pendu and Ramjoo. In Bombay, he met his mother, Beheram, Mani and Big Khorshed 

and gave instructions about Mani’s treatment. Gulmai too had been brought to Bombay for a kidney 

stone operation. Baba went to see her that day and the next at Dr. Mulgaoker’s Nursing Home. (The 

operation was subsequently canceled.) 

On the 25th, Baba rode in a Victoria to Chanji’s family’s residence where he had lunch. 

While Baba was there, Pleader came unexpectedly, but Baba did not see him. He went to the 

Kotwals’ new residence that night. 

Baba returned to Nasik on 26 June, accompanied by Pendu. Adi Sr. had also come to 

Bombay, and he drove Gulmai and Nilu back to Ahmednagar. Baba visited Rahuri the next day and 

was back in Meherabad on the 29th. 

An article appeared in a Marathi newspaper about Upasni Maharaj, quoting him as saying 

he intended to leave Sakori and retire to a jungle. Baba sent Adi Sr. to Sakori on 2 July 1936, with 

this message from Baba: “I have not been giving interviews for the past one year. Two months ago, 

I decided to stay aloof from the mandali and their routine by staying at Rahuri. The mandali will 

stay at Meherabad; the ladies on Meherabad Hill; and the Westerners at Nasik. Since I have already 

decided to retire [into relative seclusion], why should you [Maharaj] also retire to a forest so late in 

your life? You should instead come and stay with me at Rahuri.” Maharaj gave a noncommittal 

reply.263 

Chanji arrived at Meherabad on the morning of 7 July, along with Freiny Masi. Ghani was 

also at Meherabad. A white donkey named Champa was brought to Meherabad, and on the 8th, 

Baba sat on it for the first time. Ghani had been specially called from Lonavla just to hold the reins 

and lead the donkey. It was a matter of amusement for the mandali and provided them an occasion 

of merriment. 

Gustadji was fond of riding, and Baba once directed him to ride the donkey. No sooner did 

Gustadji climb onto its back, than the donkey, instead of moving forward, went backwards! 

Gustadji did his best to bring it round, but it stubbornly kept going backwards and then threw 

Gustadji off. Laughing, all the other men ran to help him to his feet. 

Mani had recovered from her ear operation by then and returned to Upper Meherabad to 

join the other women — Mehera, Naja, Khorshed, Soonamasi and Walu. Vishnu’s mother Kakubai 

was living in lower Meherabad. At dusk one day in July, Mani took photographs of Baba on the 

donkey, and of him with Mehera and the other women. Naja, in turn, photographed Mani with Baba 

and the women. 

On 10 July 1936, Baba was driven by Adi Sr. from Meherabad to Rahuri and Nasik, along 

with Sidhu, Piroja and her baby daughter Tehmi (who was to have a tonsillectomy in Nasik). Chanji, 

Kalingad and a boy named Jalil followed by bus. Baba stopped in Rahuri on the way to check the 

progress of work there. Kalemama had speedily taken up the work of erecting an ashram at Rahuri 

as instructed by Baba, and Baba would often visit the site. 

In Nasik, Baba visited Dina and Naval. Baba asked Naval how he felt. Seeing Dina’s 

worried expression, Baba gestured: 

 
263 Adi was sent back to Sakori a month later (on 7 August 1936) with the same message. 



This is bad! One mustn’t hold on to worries, no matter how sad or depressing, and keep 

them in the mind all the time, brooding over them. Instead, take the worry from your mind, fling it 

out, and be free of it by occupying yourself in daily chores in your usual routine. Because all this is 

nothing — zero — illusion. Whatever has happened, has happened. It is over, finished, whether it 

was painful or pleasant. Nothing whatsoever remains of either. 

Whether it be happiness or misery, both are the same. Neither is lasting. When you were 

miserable, you were feeling sad. Now that feeling has left you. Similarly, if you had nothing to 

worry about, you would have been happy. But even that happiness would not have lasted. Of what 

use would even that happiness have been to you? So whatever misery or happiness is here today, it 

will pass. 

Everything comes, everything goes. But from the spiritual viewpoint, if one bears 

suffering as much as possible, it is good. 

Dina asked, “But why should there be so much suffering when you are here, present in 

physical form?” 

Baba replied, “It is because I am here that you suffer. Do I not suffer and bear it? So also 

those who are mine should be prepared to suffer.” 

That evening Baba and all went to see Charlie Chaplin’s Modern Times. The following 

day, during an explanation, Baba stated: 

If you see Chanji with your gross eyes, you see his figure — no circle, no colors 

surrounding him. But if you concentrate and can see him through your subtle eyes, you can see his 

astral form without color or mark — a faint form, a bit blue or grayish. If, however, you have 

developed mental consciousness and see him through your mental eye, you see him in the form of a 

circle with seven colors — all blended together in one. This can only be seen by a Master. 

Colors are due to sanskaras created by imagination. Why seven colors? When the first 

clash between Energy and the Heavens [or Space; Pran and Akash] took place, it created a spark, a 

circle which had seven colors. All such sparks have seven colors. 

None knows that even before the electron, there is one form in the beginning. But what 

name to give it! The clash of Energy and the Heavens created this first form. 

From Nasik, Baba went again to Bombay by train on 11 July, accompanied by Chanji, 

Sidhu and Mehlu (Rustom’s son). In Bombay, Baba saw his close lovers, including Dina’s parents 

Rupamai and Hormusji, Pleader and Savak Kotwal. 

After his extensive, extremely taxing journeys, Pleader had returned to Bombay where he 

was to meet Baba for the first time after many months. Baba instructed both Pleader and Savak 

Kotwal to search for God-intoxicated masts and mad persons who could be brought to the Rahuri 

ashram where he intended to work with them. 

At one point, Baba handed Savak a mango to eat, and his wife Nergiz looked on in hopes 

of having a bite. But Baba indicated to Savak to eat the whole fruit and not share it with anyone. 

This made Nergiz wonder why — but a year later, when their son Adi was born, she remembered 

the Master’s prasad to her husband and knew that it was meant for him to have a son. 

While Baba was in Bombay, he visited the residences of the Kotwals, the Dadachanjis, 

Chanji’s sister Mehera at Dadar, and Rustom Dinyar and Kharmen Masi. Jamshed Desai also saw 

Baba during this visit, as did Alamai Katrak. Rustom brought a new Pontiac and drove Baba in it 

to see a film (Shanghai) at the Plaza Cinema in Dadar. 

Mansari was in Bombay at this time and Baba permitted her to cable her brother Minoo 

and his fiancée Bapai in Navsari, who immediately came to Bombay to meet him. It had been four 

and a half years since they had seen Baba, and Baba lovingly spent two and a half hours with them 

on the night of 13 July from 9 until 11:30, and again for half an hour the following morning at 7:00 

A.M., before Baba departed. 

Leaving Bombay, Baba arrived in Meherabad via Nasik on 15 July 1936 and stayed for 
two weeks, arranging matters for the move. Baba would go to a movie at Sarosh Talkies with a few 

of the mandali at least once a week. On the 18th of July he saw a musical comedy, Strike Me Pink, 

with Eddie Cantor and Ethel Merman, that he liked very much. 



During this period, once Sarosh and his wife Viloo came to Meherabad to see Baba. Sarosh 

had married Viloo with Baba’s permission, but she had no faith in Baba’s divinity. Nonetheless, 

Baba liked her and privately assured Sarosh that she would eventually come to love him. 

The couple had been married for almost ten years but still had no children. When they 

visited Meherabad at this time, Baba was sitting with the mandali and was in such an exceptionally 

good mood that he remarked that he would give a present to each man. To one he gave a simple 

handkerchief, to Padri a motorcycle, to Rustom a horse. Baba then turned to Sarosh and gestured, 

“I have given you a gift already.” 

At the time, Viloo did not know she was pregnant, but she soon found out and later bore a 

son. Thereafter, they had two daughters. Nonetheless, Viloo still lacked faith in Baba. She would 

occasionally accompany Sarosh to see Baba and respected him as a Master but, in her naïveté, she 

thought that Meher Baba did not have anything to do with things “that happen naturally,” though 

Sarosh continually stressed that they were in fact Baba’s blessings. 

Padri subscribed to the Illustrated Weekly of India, and he was complaining on 26 July, 

about the non-delivery of an issue. Baba opined that what is past is past and one should not cry over 

spilt milk. Padri was in an irritated mood already and said, “Does that apply to you?” 

Baba said, “I am above all that,” but he was highly displeased by Padri’s disrespectful 

remark. 

Baba began going to Rahuri frequently to inspect the construction work. He would visit 

Nasik also to arrange living accommodations for the Western men and women whom he intended 

to call to India. 

 

The ashram in Rahuri was declared open in August of 1936, and the first of the masts and 

the mad were brought there. This was the beginning of a very important phase of Meher Baba’s 

work with the God-mad, and one which was to occupy a large share of his time for many years. 

The following description by Meher Baba elucidates what constitutes the mind of a mast: 

All masts are intoxicated with God; they are intoxicated by divine love. When a normal 

person is intoxicated by alcohol or drugs he enjoys this sensation so long as the intoxicant is in 

sufficient concentration in his physical tissues: a drunkard feels happy, cares not for anyone or 

anything, and has one dominant sensation of drunkenness, in which the past, present or future has 

practically no meaning. But as soon as the ordinary intoxication passes away, the drunkard suffers 

the reverse — the hangover. Stimulated physical intoxication is inescapably temporary, because it 

is limited by the very stimulant itself, the conditions of the environment, the cost of the stimulant 

and the resilience of one’s condition. 

Now a person who is God-intoxicated experiences the same sensation that a drunkard 

enjoys, and cares for no one and nothing, in proportion to the extent of his inner intoxication; the 

vast difference is the mast’s intoxication is continual, that it may increase but can never decrease, 

and that it has no harmful physical or mental reaction. It is an inner state of permanent and 

unalloyed intoxication, independent of anything external. 

The principal sensation of a mast is this permanent enjoyment of divine intoxication. The 

creation is full of bliss and the mast enjoys this bliss and thereby becomes intoxicated to an almost 

unlimited extent, virtually consuming him and absorbing him and thereby making the world around 

him vanish. Absorbed in God, such a person is continually absorbed in thinking about God, and 

with that comes, like a bolt, pure love, consuming him further in a state of divine intoxication 

On other occasions, Meher Baba explained to the mandali: 

Such persons, known as masts, are not insane or mad in the ordinary sense; masts are 

desperately in love with God — or consumed by their love for God. 

Masts do not suffer from what may be called a disease. They are in a state of mental 

disorder because their minds are overcome by such intense spiritual energies that are far too much 

for them, forcing them to lose contact with the world, shed normal human habits and customs, and 

civilized society and live in a state of spiritual splendor but physical squalor. 



They are overcome by an agonizing love for God and are drowned in their ecstasy. Only 

the divine love embodied in a Perfect Master can reach them. 

Another time, Baba further elucidated: 

How does it happen that some men and women become masts? There are those who have 

become masts whose minds have become unbalanced through unceasing dwelling upon thoughts of 

God so that they neglect all normal human requirements. There are those whose minds have 

become unbalanced by sudden contact with a highly advanced spiritual being. There are those who 

have sought spiritual experience and have met a crisis from which they do not recover. What 

characterizes all masts is their concentration upon the love of God. 

 

Rahuri, a small rural town, lies on the road that links Ahmednagar with Nasik and it was a 

convenient place for Baba, since his permanent headquarters remained at Meherabad. The town 

was located near the banks of a tributary of the Godavri River, and plentiful rain made it abound 

with greenery. The ashram was built in a grove of orange and mango trees, making it a pleasant 

atmosphere for such work.264 

Baidul was given the duty of cooking for the Rahuri inmates and the few mandali who were 

living there. (A hired cook named Laxman cooked for Baba.) Baidul was also to help look after the 

mad and masts. Pleader (who had come from Bombay at the end of July) and Raosaheb were 

appointed supervisors. Pleader, Kaka Baria, Savak Kotwal and Homi Irani were directed to travel 

about and bring masts and mad persons from different places.265 

At this time, Dhake was a practicing attorney in Rahuri and visited the ashram often to 

manage the office affairs, and sometimes stayed there. A dispensary run by Dr. Nilu was later 

opened in Rahuri, with Jalbhai as his assistant. Besides helping supervise the dispensary, Jalbhai 

managed the office in Dhake’s absence. 

Masaji, Gustadji, Ghani, and Bhau Cheema (a Meher Ashram boy) were also residents of 

the Rahuri ashram, as was Tyebali. The remaining men mandali, consisting of Adi Sr., Chhagan, 

Kalemama, Kalingad, Padri, Pendu, Sidhu and Vishnu, stayed at Meherabad, while the women 

mandali were living on the hill. 

Discussions on creating a trust were ongoing, and on 6 August, Baba stressed the 

importance to his four “pillars” of Meherabad — Adi Sr., Pendu, Padri and Vishnu — to carefully 

review the draft of the clauses of the proposed trust document. He also emphasized the need for 

economizing on expenses. 

On 15 August 1936, Meher Baba executed a trust deed in Nasik creating the Meher Mandali 

Maintenance Trust. A board of trustees was appointed to see to the management of the Nasik, 

Rahuri and Meherabad ashrams, and to ensure maintenance of individuals and families dependent 

upon Meher Baba. The idea in creating a trust was initially to free Baba from overseeing the details 

of the ashrams’ daily affairs so he could concentrate on his work with the mad and masts in Rahuri. 

But Baba still kept a close watch over all the activities and personally intervened when necessary.266 

 
264 Kulkarni Maharaj, an advanced soul who had guided Upasni Maharaj to Sai Baba, had resided in Rahuri 

in the early 1900s. 

265 Homi Irani was Kharmen Masi’s son and had been a student in Meher Ashram, along with his two 

brothers. He was now helping in Baba’s work. 

266 Another reason for forming the trust was because of persons such as K. J. Dastur who wrote to Meher 

Baba asking for money. With the creation of the trust, Baba could reply that all financial matters were out 

of his hands. 



There were eight original trustees: Adi Sr., Kaka, Padri, Pendu, Ramjoo, Sarosh, Vishnu 

and Norina. Adi was the president of the board, Pendu and Norina vice-presidents and Vishnu the 

secretary. The trustees were to hold a meeting the first week of every month; their first was held on 

Sunday, 16 August, in Nasik. 

Baba had agreed to be present for the engagement ceremony between two young devotees 

from Navsari: Minoo Desai (Mansari’s brother) and his cousin, Bapai, 27. They came to Nasik for 

the ceremony, which was performed on the 16th. Baba himself put the ring on Bapai’s finger, as she 

wept. Age was touched by Baba’s gesture: “The Creator of the universe, besides his Universal 

work, is attentive to each of his lovers. To create thirst for Truth, he personally attends to every 

individual and collective matter.” 

Baba went back to Rahuri the following day and began staying in a small one-room hut 

built for him there. He resided in Rahuri for most of the next three months, until October. He would 

sometimes sit in seclusion with one of the mad or advanced souls. 

 

From September 1936, Baba began visiting Nasik every Wednesday to make certain that 

matters were going smoothly in the work of preparing for the Westerners’ arrival. He would return 

to Rahuri in the evenings. On Thursdays he would visit Meherabad to see the women mandali, 

again returning to Rahuri in the evening. Sometimes he rose at 3:00 A.M. and left Rahuri for 

Meherabad at 4:30 A.M. 

There were a few genuine God-intoxicated masts and a few God-mad in the Rahuri ashram, 

but for the most part the inmates were mad, mentally disturbed or retarded men found in the towns 

and villages of the surrounding areas, with nothing spiritual about them. The inmates were given 

every freedom, except that of stepping outside the extensive limits of the ashram grounds. 

God-intoxicated or worldly mad, the behavior of the inmates was found to be truly 

abnormal. One mast named Dagdu Bua liked to be called “Bhau” (Brother). If called by that name, 

he would shrug his shoulders, hug his chest and beam with happiness. At times, Dagdu Bua would 

climb up one of the large trees in the compound and sit clinging to an uppermost branch for four or 

five hours at a time. 

Another strange mast, who had no name, was brought from Bombay for a short time. He 

would smear his entire body with ash and lime. Although this God-intoxicated man was not 

identified, he was the first mast to be bathed by Baba here. 

One mast named Lal Saheb would fall at Baba’s feet and embrace him with fervor. He 

would address Baba as “God!” Lal Saheb was friends with a half-wit named Punjia, who was one 

of the most amusing and lovable characters in the ashram. Lal Saheb would promise Punjia that he 

would bring him a wagon full of gold, jewels and treasures, and would have him married to a rich 

maharaja’s daughter. Lal would keep his hand in his pocket, saying he had a crore of rupees (ten 

million) in it, and would ask Punjia whether he should pull out the money and give it all to him. 

Punjia would answer, “No, not yet.” 

Even though Punjia acted childish or silly, and was nicknamed Goofy, he was splendid 

company and became the life of the ashram. He was given to hilarious laughter at the slightest 

provocation. He loved rhythm of sound and body, and was seldom seen without a kerosene tin can 

around his neck which he would play like a percussion instrument. Tapping out a sequence of 

sounds to whomsoever’s accompaniment, he would fling himself into fanciful dances. Punjia was 

so fond of his improvised tin drum that any lapse of his behavior could be corrected by threatening 

to confiscate it. At times mischievous, Punjia once clipped the hair of a mast named Jamasaheb. 

From four o’clock each morning, Baba gave himself to tending these derelicts. He would 

wash their faces, shave them, cut their hair, clean their latrines, serve them breakfast and often feed 

them by hand, and frequently take them in his embrace and kiss them. He even arranged musical 



entertainment for them, hiring Babu Gavai of Poona to reside in Rahuri and sing before them each 

day (at a salary of Rs.30 per month). When Babu would sing, Punjia would beat the rhythm on his 

kerosene tin as another inmate would dance. 

“Rahuri was a strange and wonderful ashram,” Age related, “where the worldly mad were 

kept with the intoxicated lovers of God, demonstrating to mankind how the Lord of the Universe 

becomes a companion to his lovers and serves them. The splendor of Baba’s work with the mad 

and masts in this age will provide a source of inspiration to humanity for all time to come.” 

Age watched as the drunken masts of the ashram whirled in their intoxication and were 

playful with the Beloved, and it saw the Master satisfy their every whim. What a unique play of the 

Wine! What leela! The intoxicated were unaware of the game. They were absorbed in their 

intoxication and the Tavern Keeper was serving them more and more wine to make them totally 

unconscious of the world, so that one day they would be prepared to become completely conscious 

of Reality. 

“What delirium the masts possess!” thought Age. “No consciousness of the body or the 

world — but still conscious of the pain which longs to be one with the Beloved. The Wine creates 

the fire of longing and burns those who drink it! This is the real reason why the Lord of Compassion 

was the companion and servant of his true lovers, and why he served them with such total dedication 

and love.”267 

 

Savak, Kaka Baria and Homi brought an old Punjabi mast from Bombay on 20 September 

1936, whom they found sitting in a garden opposite V. T. station; Pleader and Chanji brought two 

mad persons from Bombay on the 27th, along with a Bengali mast and Fakir Bua (Jamaji), whom 

Baba informed them was mad. 

One night at Rahuri, Raosaheb was on duty sitting outside Baba’s quarters. Baba had 

ordered him not to allow anyone to enter, but after some hours Raosaheb left his post momentarily 

to ease his bladder. Just then, Ghani, who had been away for a few days, came to report his arrival 

to Baba. Ghani walked into Baba’s room, not knowing that Baba was working. He was stunned 

when he saw Baba’s pained expression. Baba began trembling violently for several minutes. Ghani 

later described, “Baba looked more ghastly than I have ever seen him before.” 

Baba was furious. He scolded both Raosaheb and Ghani and explained, “When I was 

interrupted while I was doing my Universal work, I took the entire shock of it on myself. Otherwise, 

Ghani would have been killed instantly!” 

Around this time, Raosaheb became so ill that on 2 October 1936, Vishnu had to take him 

to Ahmednagar for treatment. Ghani left the same day for Bombay to purchase construction 

material. Pleader returned to Rahuri on the 4th accompanied by Kaikobad, with two more inmates. 

Baba told Pleader that he would be benefited tremendously by the work Baba had assigned him of 

bringing masts and mad for the Rahuri ashram. “Do your duty conscientiously,” Baba told him. 

“You will get what you want in this life − conscious experience of God (not like a majzoob) − and 

it may come at any moment.” 

Baba also mentioned Tipu Baba, the chargeman of Bombay (whom Baba had met as a 

young man). “Tipu Baba is a special case in a ‘special’ state. Because, although he is on the 6th 

plane and has the same experience as a Realized soul, he is not yet One with God.” 

One of the new inmates Pleader had recently brought from Bombay was a genuinely 

advanced soul named Tukaram L. Chavan. He was known as Mohammed Mast and became one of 

 
267 Meher Baba’s mast work continued for the next 22 years, until 1958. For a full account of his mast 

work, see William Donkin’s book, The Wayfarers. 



Meher Baba’s “favorites.” Mohammed Mast eventually advanced to the fifth plane, but when he 

first arrived at Rahuri as a young man in his early twenties, Baba said, he was caught in a dangerous 

enchanted state between the third and fourth planes. 

Kalingad was shifted to Rahuri in mid-October to help Ghani with the tatta matting work 

of constructing quarters for the inmates and to help supervise the construction of a small cabin for 

Baba. 

Baba went to Nasik for the day on the morning of 7 October by car with Adi Sr., Chanji, 

Adi Jr. and Jalbhai. Chanji went on to Bombay to make inquiries about tickets and routes, as Baba 

was planning a brief trip to the West. Two days later, Rustom, Ramjoo and Adi Sr. were summoned 

to Rahuri for a meeting with Baba, and arrived late at night on the 9th. 

Baba was driven to Meherabad the following morning with Adi Sr., Chanji and Jalbhai for 

a meeting of all the trustees. A discussion took place about the arrival of the Westerners. An 

argument ensued about what type of food to arrange, and it was finally decided to serve only 

vegetarian fare. To make arrangements for their housing, Baba had been to Nasik and instructed 

Rustom and Freiny about the specifics of this and other matters. The house and 22-acre property 

that had been acquired in Nasik was called Meher Retreat. Rustom and his family stayed in the 

large main bungalow at first while a small guest cottage was constructed (or renovated). A separate 

building with twelve rooms was being built to accommodate the Westerners. 

On Sunday, 18 October 1936, Adi Sr. drove Baba to Bombay, from where on the 20th at 

9:00 P.M., accompanied by only Kaka and Chanji, Baba boarded the Kathiawar Mail train for 

Karachi. (Hindu-Muslim communal riots, that left 60 dead and 500 injured, coincided with Baba’s 

presence in Bombay.) Reaching Karachi two days later, Baba met Pilamai and her family, and his 

maternal aunt Banu Masi and her family. 

Baba and the mandali left Karachi on the 24th morning on the 24-seat Imperial Airways 

Hadrian biplane.268 It was his ninth foreign journey. Baba’s first international air travel proved 

distressing for Kaka and Chanji who suffered from headaches and vomited during the flight, due to 

severe turbulence from Bahrain to Basra. 

Arriving in Baghdad on the evening of Sunday, 25 October, Baba and the mandali checked 

into a hotel. The next day they took a tour of Baghdad. On the 27th, Baba visited the shrine of 

Hazrat Abdul Qadir Gilani — a Sufi Perfect Master of his time.269 Baba remained in the Muslim 

tomb for some time, but made no comment on his work. 

News was given to them at the Baghdad train station that there was a breach on the railway 

line at the crossing of the Turkish border, with no definite information as to when the line would 

be repaired and ready for travel. This report was, at first, vexing because Baba had planned to 

proceed to England from Iraq by train. Baba was also feeling ill; his eyes had become swollen and 

he had severe pain in his molar teeth. 

In spite of his failing health, on the 27th Baba arranged for a large amount of cooked food 

to be purchased and fed 100 of the city’s beggars, serving the food with his own hands. At one 

point, he remarked, “By my coming here, the link with Rahuri is snapped, and to reestablish this 

link, I am feeding these poor persons.” Before starting their journey, Baba had expressed his desire 

to feed and, if possible, bathe a number of poor and crippled persons in Baghdad. Now, due to 

being detained by the breach in the railway line, he was able to do his work with the destitute. 

Baba’s health had become so serious that he considered canceling his planned visit to 

England and sending for Kitty Davy from London to convey to her all the instructions for his lovers 

 
268 “Imperial Airways was Britain’s main international airline between 1924 and 1939. It enjoyed semi-

official status, as it was subsidized by the British government, and had the contract to deliver airmail 

throughout the Empire.” Source: internet website 
269 Also spelled: Abdul Kadir Jilani (1077–1166). 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Imperial_Airways
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1077


there. Telegrams were exchanged with the Western group, but Baba then dismissed that idea and 

decided to proceed to London, although his stay was to be drastically curtailed to only three days. 

Baba left Baghdad by the Taurus Express train on Wednesday, 28 October 1936, at nine 

that evening. From Kirkuk he went to Mosul by taxi and then on to Tell Kotchek by train. While 

traveling, Chanji would read aloud the manuscript of Baba’s biography, The Perfect Master, 

recently completed by Charles Purdom. They also discussed Baba’s schedule in London. 

At one point, Chanji read out this quote from the manuscript, given by Baba in 1927: 

The worries and troubles of the world are all due to “thinking.” Soon I shall take this 

thinking upon myself, when my health will, most probably, be seriously affected. This is essential 

for my future working which will affect the whole world.270 

Baba commented: “That time referred to is now. My health is suffering so much.” Baba 

was eating only one meal a day of bread, butter and cheese, and his health was obviously worsening. 

He complained that his molars continued to cause him much pain, and he developed a boil on the 

tip of his nose. 

Traveling through Turkey, the train stopped in Konya. A few miles from the station is the 

tomb of one of Baba’s favorite poets — Maulana Rumi. Konya is a sacred place to Sufis, because 

it is where Rumi resided. Although Baba did not visit Rumi’s shrine, no doubt it is significant that 

he passed so close to it.271 

Reaching Istanbul, Baba and the mandali boarded the Orient Express on the 31st at 9:45 

P.M. for Paris, where they arrived on Tuesday, 3 November 1936. After a brief rest, they left Paris 

and arrived in London the following day, whereupon Baba and the mandali resided once again at 

Hygeia House. 

In London, Baba granted separate interviews to Kitty, her older sister May Cluse, Minta 

Toledano, Margaret Craske, Mabel Ryan, Delia DeLeon, Christine McNaughton, Will and Mary 

Backett, Tom Sharpley, Quentin Tod and Charles Purdom. In a similar manner, he met in private 

with his American lovers who had come to London:272 Norina, Elizabeth, Nonny and Rano, Sam 

Cohen, and Malcolm and Jean Schloss. Three others — John Bass, Kenneth Ross and Edith Duro 

— also met with him, but Baba decided not to allow them to come to India, directing them instead 

to return to America. To the rest of his Western lovers Baba explained in detail about their 

forthcoming stay in Meher Retreat in Nasik. He fixed the date of their traveling to India as a month 

from then, in December. 

After the interviews were over, Baba and the group went to see the movie Mr. Deeds Goes 

To Town, starring Gary Cooper. Baba was impressed with the film and remarked that it was an 

outstanding example of how motion pictures can be produced and used for the upliftment of 

mankind’s consciousness while at the same time providing entertainment. 

It was exactly this topic which Baba discussed with another “newcomer,” Alexander 

Markey, 45, who met Baba for the first time during this brief visit to London. “Zander” Markey 

 
270 Charles Purdom, Perfect Master, p. 113. 
271 Jalal al-Din al-Rumi, called Maulavi, (1207–1273) was the founder of the Sufi order known as the 

Whirling Dervishes, whose ecstatic dances would produce visions and higher states of spiritual 

consciousness. Born in Afghanistan, Rumi became a great Islamic scholar and traveled throughout Persia, 

settling in Konya, where he was revered both as a religious scholar and poet. In 1244, he came under the 

influence of Shams-e-Tabriz, an itinerant Sufi dervish and a Qutub of his time. The divine knowledge 

(gnosis) that Shams possessed was evidently greater than all of Rumi’s book writing and learning. Rumi 

gave up his books and became Shams’ favorite disciple. Later he began writing again and many of his 

poetical works of lyrical odes are dedicated to or named after his Master Shams.  

 
272 The American group traveled together from New York on a French ship, Ile de France, and landed at 

Plymouth on 4 November 1936.  



was an American writer and director of stage and film. (A “colorful impresario” is how one critic 

described him.) Many screenwriters had been contacted to work on the scripts for Baba’s film 

projects, and when Markey’s name was cabled to Baba by Norina and Elizabeth, who had contacted 

him in New York, Baba had cabled back: “Markey is the man!” Therefore, the search for other 

writers ceased and Baba accepted Markey’s treatment of the material. Markey was working on the 

screen adaptation of Karl Vollmoeller’s story This Man David, after Mercedes de Acosta had 

written a synopsis.273 

Strange circumstances preceded their meeting. Markey had been invited to London in 

November of 1936 to supervise the production of a commercial Hollywood film, but at that time it 

seemed impossible because he was so involved with other work in America. But circumstances so 

arranged themselves that he was suddenly freed to accept the job in London, and a few days later 

left. However, soon after arriving in London, the Hollywood project mysteriously fell through. It 

was only when Markey received a message that Meher Baba had arrived in London and wished to 

meet with him that he understood the rapid development of circumstances in his life which had 

brought him so unexpectedly to London. 

Meeting Baba at Hygeia House, Markey felt “like a bewildered child, wholly at a loss to 

know how to behave, what to do, or what to say.” When he was ushered into Baba’s room, he found 

himself “in the presence of the most sublime embodiment of purity in human form I had ever 

beheld.” He knew and experienced having at last met the One for whom he had been searching. 

During the Master’s most recent visits to Europe and America, it seemed he was not as 

concerned to meet new people as he once had been. Kitty and some of the others were always eager 

to introduce new people to Baba. Kitty would even try to get them to sit next to Baba in the car or 

at a movie, which did not always please Baba. Baba once remarked to her, “I will draw the whole 

world to me when the time is ripe and when I want.” 

On one occasion, Baba went to have tea at the apartment of one of the English group. After 

a while, suddenly his face took on a grave, serious look as if he were in tremendous pain. When the 

atmosphere calmed, Baba explained, “If you knew the agony which thousands are undergoing this 

moment in Spain, you would understand my pain.” Civil war was raging in Spain at the time. 

Unknown to most present, before coming to Europe Baba had cabled the person in America 

entrusted with keeping his mysterious, secret book, to bring it to London. This was done in absolute 

privacy and the book, along with some charts and other material illustrating the creation and 

progress of consciousness through evolution and involution, was handed over to Baba.274 

November 6 was Baba’s last day in London before going to Zurich. Baba gave final 

instructions to individuals; then he and a group left for Victoria train station. Kitty and Margaret 

had brought him small bunches of violets, which Baba lovingly distributed to each as a parting 

token of his love. 

Baba, Kaka and Chanji were accompanied on this trip by Norina, Elizabeth, Margaret and 

Kitty. The following day they arrived in Zurich where Baba met Hedi and Walter Mertens and their 

children. Anita de Caro was living with the Mertens family and studying art at Otto Haas-Heye’s 

school. On this occasion, Baba instructed her to go to Paris to continue her studies for three months 

 
273 A year later, through a friend of Garrett Fort’s, Markey’s finished script was given to the famous 

director Cecil B. DeMille to read. There is no record of Mr. DeMille’s reaction.  

274 Meher Baba’s book (actual handwritten pages of short points) was then brought back to India and given 

into Ramjoo, Sarosh and Kaka Baria’s care with instructions that it be kept in a safe-deposit box under their 

names at the Central Bank of India in Bombay. The book remained there for the next 21 years, before it 

disappeared in 1958.  



and await his call to come to India. Baba visited Walter’s brother’s house and met those gathered 

there. After a while, Baba remarked, “Someone I was expecting has not come. Now, I'll have to 

come back again [to the West].” He was referring to a young Swiss woman named Irene Billo, 

whose rendezvous with the Divine Beloved was soon approaching. Irene knew of Baba, but felt too 

“scared” to come and meet him. She naively thought she was not pure enough, which Baba of 

course would know. She had secretly gone to a restaurant nearby with friends, but then cried all 

night at the opportunity missed. 

After two days in Zurich, Baba and the group took a train back to Paris on Sunday, 8 

November 1936 and met Ruano there. She too was informed about coming to India and was to 

make plans accordingly. 

Baba and the group were driven half an hour away, outside of Paris to spend the night at a 

large, late 17th-century estate, Château de Galluis, near the village of the same name. The property 

belonged to Madame Ganna Walska, 49, a wealthy Polish-born opera singer and friend of Norina’s 

who had not met Baba previously.275 The country house was magnificent and its garden and grounds 

beautiful. Baba met a small group of a dozen people. After a lavish meal, he was shown to his 

bedroom. It was winter and the bedroom was an unused one. Blasts of frigid air seeped in through 

the windows and Baba was unable to sleep. (He later complained about it bitterly.) 

The next morning, a photograph of the group was taken, and Ganna gave Baba a tour of 

the main house and guest house. They admired all the many art treasures, and when they came to 

one painted portrait of an aristocrat or an ancestor, Ganna proudly exclaimed to Baba (perhaps 

facetiously), “That is my Master!” Elizabeth was mortified. Norina was quite embarrassed because 

she had been determined to bring this well-known aristocratic woman and others of her class to 

Baba, but since their inner connection was not deeply established, she rarely succeeded. At one 

point, however, Ganna did express some interest in coming to India for a stay in the ashram. 

In truth, Ganna Walska had never believed in Baba, but she did respect him and felt the 

privilege of hosting Baba. “Traveling from India to stay in the West less than ten days,” she later 

wrote, “why should [Baba] spend one night and half a day of his time in France to sanctify Galluis 

with his presence?” 

But the Master and his disciples were hard to fathom and to please for someone with limited 

faith and understanding like Ganna, as can be seen from these passages from her memoirs: 

Owing to Baba’s extreme restlessness − more than curious for a mystic − and to the fact 

that as hostess I had much of the actual work to do to make fourteen people comfortable during 

their overnight stay, I could not register my thoughts and I did not allow my feelings to interfere 

with the hausfrau [housewife] work. I was busy every second, running from the kitchen to Baba’s 

disciples, from the garage to the housekeeper who complained that our cook had lost her head − 

while my secretary in the meantime was suspended on the telephone for the Master’s orders. 

With this rush, nervousness, lack of serenity, I could not help having the clear impression 

that Baba was an exceptionally capricious prima donna and his disciples were playing the part of 

the typical enslaved accompanist, secretary and maids, while Norina Matchabelli acted the role of 

the Italian! All were extremely excited and scared to death of displeasing Baba ... They waited at 

his door like a dog sitting on the floor, on the stairs in order to respond more quickly at his call. 

And when a call came, they rushed in so quickly in military style that I trembled for any of my 

antiques that might be in their way. 

Hardly had they started breakfast than, with a half-consumed piece of toast in their 

mouths, they rushed to answer their Master. The brioches actually had to be warmed six times 

before they got a chance to finish their coffee. The luncheon hour was changed eight times, the first 

order having been for one o’clock. But we ate at half-past eleven and for this reason the food was 

scarcely up to Galluis standards, for my chef could not possibly have prepared this complicated 

vegetarian menu with her usual finesse at an hour’s notice, the last change of time having come 

through just after eleven o’clock. And the cause of all this trouble was that Baba wanted to go to 

 
275 Ganna Walska had first met Norina in New York and seen her onstage in The Miracle. Coincidentally, 

20 years later Walska herself appeared in a revival of the play. 



the movies to see his favorite entertainment − a gay musical comedy picturing the life of Florenz 

Ziegfeld [The Great Ziegfeld]. 

[After Baba left, at midnight] when I finally got to my room I stayed there for three long 

days to recuperate from that hectic, unhealthy, under-the-knout [whip] holy life. 

The day after their departure, when my headache had died away … I thought that God’s 

presence, God’s love in our heart and in our home should bring peace and serenity and not fear, 

panic, the feeling of hurry or physical diseases. Had I not seen Baba, I would not have lost my 

spiritual, mental and physical forces for several days. But even under those circumstances, I did not 

wish to judge, especially as Baba’s kindness to me was great.276 

Baba left Galluis at 10:00 P.M. The staff was summoned to bid him farewell. Patricia 

Tarkowska, Ganna’s private secretary, could not control her tears. Baba spent that night at Alfredo 

and Consuelo Sides’ apartment in Paris. The Sideses had come to Galluis and were also well-to-do 

and, unlike Ganna Walska, they became two of Baba’s main contacts in Paris.277 

In the early morning of 10 November, after meeting a few more new persons, Baba left 

Paris and arrived in Marseilles at 10:00 A.M. He and the group checked into the Hotel Terminus, 

Baba staying in room 303 and the others in rooms 304 and 305. Baba had been particularly anxious 

to reach Marseilles as he stated he had a “spiritual appointment” to keep. 

As soon as they arrived, instead of unpacking, Baba asked to be taken to the city park. 

When they arrived, he began walking back and forth on a gravel path with Norina and Elizabeth on 

either side of him. A young Frenchman was sitting on a park bench on the other side of a small 

lawn. Baba eventually strolled around the lawn, walking directly past the young man who stood up 

and bowed his head in a reverential way to Baba as he passed. Baba then walked away, explaining 

that the young man was one of his borrowed spiritual agents working for him on the inner planes. 

 

Boarding the Viceroy of India at three in the afternoon of Thursday, 12 November 1936, 

Baba sailed from Marseilles for India with Kaka and Chanji. The original plan had been to fly again 

from Baghdad to Karachi, but seats could not be procured. Passage on the Viceroy of India had 

been fully booked six months in advance, but “somehow” three seats became available four days 

before it sailed The ship was absolutely full with not a single empty berth. Among the 658 

passengers were six Indian princes and maharajas; but Baba met none of them during his voyage 

and his presence on board was kept a secret.278 

On this voyage, his cabin was comfortable, quiet and secluded as desired and he ate in his 

room. As soon as the ship reached open sea, Baba began chalking out a schedule for the Westerners’ 

stay in Nasik, and drew up a list of individual duties for each person. 

A fellow passenger, J. Turner of the Associated Press (and Reuters), who had met Baba in 

Bombay four years before, saw Chanji and asked him where Meher Baba was. At first Chanji tried 

to put him off and told him Baba was in Nasik, but then Baba agreed to permit Turner a brief 

meeting to pay his respects and shake Baba’s hand on the morning of the 13th, provided he did not 

disclose Baba’s presence on board the ship to any of the other passengers. 

Baba would take a morning and evening stroll, and the ship passed Aden as he was standing 

on the deck late in the afternoon of 19 November. 

 
276 Ganna Walska, Always Room At The Top (R.R. Smith, 1943), p. 377. Ganna Walska emigrated to 

America soon after Baba’s stay and purchased a 37-acre property in California, intending to establish a 

spiritual retreat for Tibetan studies. Instead, Walska converted the estate into a public gardens called 

Lotusland. During World War II, the Galluis estate was taken over by the Germans and used as their 

headquarters. It was torn down in 1983 after years of neglect. 
277 Alfredo, 54, a Frenchman, was a prominent art dealer; Consuelo, 34, an American, had worked with 

Mercedes de Acosta in New York in 1920 on a musical called What Next!. 
278 Among the Indian royalty traveling on the Viceroy of India were the Maharaja and Maharani of Baroda 

– the father- and mother-in-law of Shantadevi the future owner of Guruprasad. 



The following day, Baba expounded on his work at the Rahuri ashram: 

It is all a game of consciousness, directing the spiritual consciousness of the God-

intoxicated [masts] toward material consciousness by my physical service to them, and uplifting the 

material consciousness of others to God-consciousness by my spiritual guidance to them. Thus, my 

infinite consciousness works two ways. This present activity at the Rahuri ashram is my latest 

external activity before I speak. 

I have called the Westerners to India to see and share in my work. They are to be trained 

in a spirituality made practical, and, although it will not be a crown of thorns for them, it won’t be a 

bed of roses, either. Spirituality has its inherent difficulties, but my love and guidance will render it 

smooth and easy for them. 

So to make others render service, I myself have to serve.… To guide, instruct and help 

humanity, I have to come down to their level of understanding and consciousness, and it is here that 

I am generally misunderstood. But even if I am misunderstood, my coming down to normal 

consciousness to help mankind does not in any way interfere or undermine my infinite state. 

For example, a graduate who has a M.A. degree comes down to the level of a student 

whom he teaches the alphabet to by writing the letters of the alphabet himself. It does not mean that 

he has ceased to hold a M.A. because he writes the alphabet. Therefore, my spiritual, infinite state 

remains unaffected, even if I come down to human level. 

The present world chaos is the beginning of a spiritual manifestation. For instance, if a 

man develops a cataract in his eye, it curtains his vision, obstructing things and he cannot see 

properly. The only remedy is to remove the curtain, which means an operation on the cataract by an 

eye surgeon. But before the doctor operates he allows the cataract to ripen. 

Similarly, the present condition of the world is due to mankind being steeped and 

drowned in materialism, indulging in self-interest and greed, which has drawn a curtain before the 

eye, obstructing spiritual vision and development. It has worsened to the point of creating chaos all 

over the world which is a clear indication of the cataract being quite ripe for surgery. 

This is what’s happening in the world today. When the operation is performed, the 

diseases of ignorance, greed and lust will all be removed and the vision of the world will once again 

be restored to see things from a spiritual perspective as they are meant to be. The doctor is ready to 

operate; he waits only for the “cataract” to ripen! 

India is a land of spirituality and spirituality means peace, love and brotherhood. Then 

how could the world expect to receive this message from India when Indians fight among 

themselves over childish questions? The dissension between Mohammedans and Hindus, the 

friction between the Brahmins and the Untouchables all indicate and imply that India is a land of 

dissension and divisions, controlled by the monster of caste, creed and class! The real Swaraj [self-

rule] is the Swaraj of the Soul. When spiritual freedom is gained, moral, mental and material “self-

rajas” automatically follow. 

So let India rise above these petty questions, [put them] right, imparting spirituality to the 

confused, tormented and ignorant world. 

Saints, Masters, spiritual Perfect Souls always help humanity through their infinite love, 

and their task could be rendered easier by the cooperation of the masses to act according to their 

teachings. 

The next morning, Saturday, 21 November 1936, Turner, the Associated Press reporter, 

came again to interview Baba in his cabin at 9:00 A.M. He wanted to ask about the war but before 

he could do so, Baba directed Chanji to read out a list of specific points which Baba had just dictated 

from his board. Turner was greatly impressed; certain questions he wanted to ask had just been 

answered. 

Turner asked Baba, “Did you know I was about to ask that question?” 

Baba spelled out in reply, “I know everything!” 

Baba permitted the reporter to ask a few more questions. “When will you speak?” Turner 

asked. 

“In about two years.” 

“When will your manifestation be?” 

“Twelve years after I speak. These past twelve years of silence were for the preparation 

of the same.” 

“What will be its effect?” 

“Convincing.” 

“At once or gradually?” 



“Gradually, like the rain and crops. Rain falls spontaneously in showers at a time, but the 

crops take time to grow. So the effects and fruits of my work and manifestation will grow gradually 

as time goes on during these twelve years of my manifestation.” 

“Will there be a war before you speak?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is it necessary?” 

“Yes, unavoidable. None will win, none will lose. But it will create an awakening for a 

better and higher ideal. All the false ideas of race, color, nationality, nationalism, et cetera, will be 

eradicated and destroyed, and universal human brotherhood and idealism will be established. 

“I shall lead the way for those who seek,” Baba concluded. 

At the end of his 25-minute interview, Turner sought permission to formally introduce 

some prominent fellow passengers (such as Louis Bernacchi, a famous explorer and scientist, and 

Evangeline Booth, the worldwide head of the Salvation Army), but it is not recorded whether Baba 

agreed to meet them, although no doubt they saw him on deck.279 

After eleven days at sea, Baba, Chanji and Kaka arrived in Bombay at noon on 23 

November, and were met by Adi Sr. and Adi Jr. Beheram’s wife Perin had given birth to a baby 

girl six days before, so before visiting Memo, Baba was driven to Parekh Hospital at Khetwadi to 

see them and his new niece. Baba named the child Soonu, but he later changed her name to Gulnar 

when Memo requested that the girl be named after Shireenmai’s mother Golandoon. 

After meeting Memo at Dadar, Baba proceeded to the Dadachanjis’ house, where he had 

lunch. At five o’clock, Baba was driven to Nasik in Rustom’s Pontiac by Adi Sr.  

In Nasik on Tuesday, 24 November 1936, Baba discussed the visit of the Western lovers 

at length with Rustom and Freiny. After meeting Rustom and Freiny’s children, Baba was driven 

to Rahuri and then Meherabad, where he arrived at noon. Baba informed the men and women 

mandali in Meherabad about the impending arrival of the Europeans and Americans, and his own 

wishes for the celebration of his birthday. He stated: 

On my next birthday, I wish to feed 20,000 poor and I will bow down to them. I have a 

special reason for doing this. It is “stooping to conquer” [Baba punned]. If I stoop to these 20,000 

poor and destitute, the whole world will stoop to me! 

I intend creating a giant toofan [typhoon] and, therefore, need the help of the mandali to 

work as they have never worked before. Either I shall do this, if the mandali cooperate with me 

fully and completely, or I will close up everything and work aloof and all alone. There is not going 

to be anything done on a halfway measure; it is a question of going to the extremes either way. 

The foremost point to be remembered by all is that the enthusiasm of the Westerners 

should not be checked or given any setback. There is no question of any of them going 

“backwards,” but since persons here are likely to become jealous over anything spectacularly 

successful, every precaution is to be taken to maintain the Westerners’ spirit and hukki [mood], 

with which they are looking forward to their stay here. 

My plan is first to get them completely and comfortably adapted to the new surroundings, 

situation and climate before starting the real working. For the first month, they are to take rest and 

feel settled in, and then for about five months a course of fixed and regular, but light, duties will be 

given to each according to individual capabilities. It will be common to all to rise early every 

morning and meditate for an hour. They also will be tutored for another hour in Urdu for some 

future work. 

Certain days have been fixed when I will be with them at Nasik, or they will be with me 

at Rahuri and Meherabad, and thus become acquainted with all three phases of my present working: 

Nasik, Rahuri and Meherabad. When at Meherabad, they will do as other mandali members do 

while eating, sitting, et cetera. The Western men will mix with the Nichenas [the men mandali at 

lower Meherabad], and the Western ladies with the Upernas [the women at Upper Meherabad]. 

 
279 Evangeline Booth, 71, was the dynamic daughter of William Booth, the founder of the Salvation Army. 

She was on her way to India, where she was received by the Mayor of Bombay and addressed a packed 

gathering in Poona on 25 November 1936. During her tour, arrangements were apparently made for the 

Salvation Army to take over the large American Marathi Mission Hospital in Ahmednagar, which had 

closed for financial reasons in 1935. The hospital became known as the Evangeline Booth Hospital when it 

reopened on 26 June 1939. 



After five months, the servant boys, butlers, cooks and laundrymen at Nasik will be 

dispensed with and the Westerners will do their own cooking, cleaning and laundry themselves, 

besides giving their services in the hospital which is intended to be opened by that time. The special 

feature of this hospital will be that the hopeless in the worst possible condition of diseases will be 

collected and kept as patients under medical treatment. 

On the evening of 25 November 1936, Baba’s message to the Associated Press was 

broadcast on the radio in a daily news bulletin from Delhi. The mandali at Meherabad heard it being 

broadcast, and Baba, too, was likely listening.280 

The following day, Baba was driven to Rahuri and then Nasik, stopping en route to greet 

Gulmai at Khushru Quarters and the Satha family at Akbar Press. At Rahuri, Baba saw the new 

one-room, brick quarters which had been constructed while he was in Europe. His new residence, 

built on a platform, was the only pucca (permanent) building in the ashram amidst the thatched huts 

where the mandali and inmates resided. It became known as the Rahuri Cabin. 

In Nasik, while out for a morning stroll with Chanji on 28 November, Baba was joined by 

a Brahmin teacher who did not recognize him. The Brahmin, a learned authority on the Hindu 

scriptures, mentioned the arrival of Meher Baba, as reported in the newspapers and then opined 

how wrong it was to worship a human being. He launched into a long lecture on “true spirituality,” 

quoting Sanskrit verses. Baba stopped him and told Chanji to reveal his identity and convey his 

blessings. The Brahmin was abashed and turned pale. His previous scornful attitude turned 

reproachful, and he even stated, as he fell at Baba’s feet, “It is my great good fortune to have your 

darshan.” 

Baba was not allowing anyone to touch his feet, but he made an exception for the “learned” 

Brahmin and permitted it. 

 

 

Chapter 13: NASIK and CANNES 

 

Before going to Europe, Baba had written to the close Western lovers chosen to come to 

India that he had bought property in Nasik for their stay. This was made possible by Norina’s 

financial contribution (the money having come from the proceeds of selling her husband’s perfume 

company). In July of 1936, Baba had informed them: 

Beloved Selves, 

Kaka, the eternal uncle, wishes to deliver his first and last lecture in English. His English 

is “Cannibal English” which kills one with laughter and eats up one’s sorrows for the time being. 

He has been writing it the last two nights and rehearsing it the last two mornings. Nothing but “You 

must obey Baba! You must obey Baba!” was the only sound intelligible and which inspired me, the 

Infinite One, to tell you the few following words: 

I have purchased the ideal property in Nasik. It is situated amidst beautiful surroundings 

with splendid scenery all around. With the Western group in Nasik, the Eastern group in 

Meherabad and myself in Rahuri, midway between Meherabad and Nasik, these will comprise the 

nucleus of my activities for the next five years. 

The center [in Nasik] will have nothing in common with the accepted notions concerning 

ashrams or spiritual retreats or the strict, dry, rigid discipline usually governing them. Its special 

feature lies in its having my personal living guidance, the same as Jesus gave his disciples. 

As stated above, although life here would be divested of strict rigid discipline, and yet 

elastic enough in matters of physical comforts, all the same it would be trying enough in the 

question of indirect spiritual instructions from me, which might even include external services to 

humanity, such as nursing the sick or the crippled, helping the poor and destitute. In short, I will 

 
280 Chanji had brought their luggage to Meherabad that morning, after meeting Turner in Bombay and 

proofreading what he had written. It is likely that the radio broadcast contained part of Turner’s copy. 



personally guide you according to the aptitude, mentality and capability of each. I want all who are 

dear to me to pass through certain experiences that are necessary. 

Be prepared to stay with me in India for a period ranging from one to five years so long 

as each of you can conveniently stay, taking into consideration your home conditions, family and 

other attachments. You will need to provide yourselves with traveling expenses in India which will 

come to approximately six pounds per month for each. And lastly, to live strictly in accordance 

with my injunctions. 

The life in India near me will be most interesting and it will enable you to see my work 

and share in my work. All possible arrangements have been made to make the physical life easy for 

you, and though it will not be a crown of thorns, it will not be a bed of roses either! You will be 

shown from time to time the three phases of my activities in the three different retreats: the modern 

— Nasik, the primitive — Rahuri, and the simple — Meherabad. 

None of you must be afraid of anyone or anything. Whatever happens, you should be firm 

in your faith and not let the criticism of those who are against you upset you. If you surrender, do 

not then assert, “Baba must take care of my health ... Baba must look after my family ... I must not 

fall ill ... I must not die ... Members of my family must not die, either.” These assertions would 

indicate lack of faith — the faith of a disciple in his Master whom he considers to be all-knowing, 

all-powerful. You can rely on me and leave it to me, but do not make it conditional. 

Let me end by stressing the one and only thing that matters: Try to obey my instructions 

implicitly. Do not argue; just do as I say — and everything will be okay. 

Garrett Fort’s letter of 25 July 1936 is perhaps reflective of how happy everyone felt about 

Baba’s decision to call them to India: 

Baba, your letter forwarded to us by Norina brought much joy. To think that the time has 

come for all, worthy and unworthy, to take our places by your side and help with your great work is 

an occasion for the greatest possible happiness. Everything else in our daily lives fades into 

insignificance, and we will count the days between now and the time we will find ourselves being 

greeted by your loving smile … 

I come to you with a feeling of vast relief — like a child coming home from school. I 

want to stay with you for a long time, to cast aside the life I've known like old, worn-out garments 

and seek the revivifying inspiration of your teaching with the same attitude that I would accept the 

interval between incarnations. For this to me is an interval between incarnations — only they will 

be two incarnations while in the same body. The life I've known and lived up to this point, and the 

life I will know and live when the time comes for me to go forth again into the world as one of your 

workers. 

I expect to be wholly changed, my mental, physical and spiritual aspects transmuted 

utterly. I think I will not want to come back until you send me. The glamour of this existence is 

gone — I've seen everything, known celebrities, had money, experienced mild fame (but enough to 

know what it’s like), laughed and have been drunken, known love, faced tragedy, glanced at the 

heights and walked through the gutters of life. What more is there to maya than these? 

When I come to you I intend to burn all my bridges. 

Malcolm, Jean and Ruano faced the dilemma of insufficient funds to make the voyage to 

India, but with Garrett’s financial help, they too were able to come. 

In the interim, doubts about Baba’s intention had troubled some of the group in England. 

After Baba left Europe, Kitty wrote to him on behalf of the English group, expressing their concern 

that he would send them back after a short stay with him in India, as he had done previously, even 

though he had indicated they would be staying for more than a year. Baba sent back the following 

reply: 

26 November 1936 

Darling Saroja, 

… I feel so disappointed that, with all their love for me, Kimco would not understand in 

spite of explanations of some important things so clearly given ... I was so happy you all eventually 

agreed to come, but the peculiar attitude of Kimco — always so typical of taking all things, 

however serious, so lightly, even when I want you to take things seriously and understand — at 

times causes me great pain ... 

Your heart is so wonderful, always feeling so deeply and truly, and responsive to the call 

and understanding, but that peculiar mind of yours at times wobbles and tries to shake your faith, 

while your love revives it all again and afresh. One moment you feel quite prepared to do and 



withstand anything, the next moment you hesitate with if’s and but’s, and feel depressed and 

worried unnecessarily. 

But I will see that this eternal struggle between the head and the heart, for you as well as 

for all others who suffer from the same weakness, ends eventually in the victory of the heart over 

the head, and brings about a blending of the two. In fact, I am working at it, suffering myself almost 

all the while by being misunderstood every moment, and in every act of compassion in raising the 

consciousness and understanding of humanity to a higher level, even by my own who have known 

me and have been in my closer contact! Just a little individual effort to understand and do as I say 

would save so much trouble and pains for me and for all. 

 

In England at this time, a scandal was brewing when the King of England, Edward VIII, 

was revealed to be having an affair with Wallis Warfield Simpson, an American suing her husband 

for divorce. On 6 December 1936, Baba remarked that it would be good on the part of the king to 

give up his crown to marry the woman he professed to love, rather than prove false to his promise 

to marry her. “That would be a real mardi [heroic act],” Baba stated.281 

On 8 December, Norina, Elizabeth, Jean and Malcolm, along with Rano and Nonny arrived 

in Bombay on the steamer Elysia. They brought two dogs with them — Elizabeth’s Boston terrier 

Kippy, and Anita’s white Siberian husky Canute, which she had given to Baba in Switzerland. 

About 50 Bombay lovers gathered at the docks to receive the Americans. Rustom and 

Freiny were there and, acting as their hosts, took them to the Majestic Hotel. Although the group 

was tired, they had been ordered by Baba to register at the American Consulate, go sightseeing in 

Bombay and then to go to a movie that night. 

The next day, Rustom drove the group to Igatpuri since the facilities at Meher Retreat in 

Nasik were not yet ready. Another person drove a white V-8 Ford that Elizabeth had brought on 

the ship (along with a trailer). Baba was driven to Igatpuri by Adi Sr. to greet them on the morning 

of the 10th, and he then returned to Nasik.282 That afternoon, the group also visited the Nasik ashram 

and, after seeing where they would be staying, returned to Igatpuri. 

When Baba visited his American lovers, he was wearing his old patched kamli wool coat. 

His pockets were stuffed with letters and telegrams, and Baba smilingly pulled out some, and 

quipped, “This is my post office!” 

After two days, the group went to stay at a bungalow in Bhandardara where the climate 

was cooler and more comfortable. From Nasik, Baba came to stay at Bhandardara for five days on 

14 December, accompanied by Bhagirath. Two days later, Garrett, Nadine Tolstoy and Grand 

Duchess Marie Pavlovna arrived from America on the Conte Verde. 

Grand Duchess Marie, 46, was an acquaintance of Nadine’s, a Russian aristocrat of the 

Romanov family who had likewise immigrated to America. She was a former businesswoman and 

was then working as a freelance photo-journalist. Although Marie had corresponded with Baba, 

after meeting him she decided not to stay in Nasik, as she had become uneasy about what living 

conditions would be like there. She was afraid that life in an ashram would mean a loss of her 

privacy and individuality. Because she was once wealthy and had been exploited, the Duchess 

suspected Baba of being “like Rasputin” when he advised her to abandon her plans to travel in India 

and come instead to Nasik for a rest, inviting her to help with the magazine he intended starting.283 

 
281 Five days later, Edward abdicated his throne, and he and Simpson were married the following June. 
282 Adi Sr. was staying in Nasik to help speed the construction and plumbing work, along with Naval. 

283 Rasputin (1872–1916) was a Russian monk with a charismatic quality, who mixed religious fervor with 

sexual indulgence, and had an inordinate amount of influence over Marie’s Russian royal family. Marie’s 

brother, Prince Dmitri, was one of the plotters against Rasputin. 



Marie mistrusted Baba’s intention and mistook this as his attempt to launch a project using her 

name. Failing to see the great opportunity before her, the Grand Duchess stayed at Bhandardara for 

only four days and traveled in other parts of India, but she was never to be in Baba’s contact again. 

Garrett was full of questions about what constituted spirituality, renunciation, and the 

spiritual path. On Thursday, 17 December 1936, Baba stated to the group, while directing his 

comments to Fort: 

Divinity is not devoid of humanity — it lifts mankind to God. Nor does spirituality 

necessarily imply the renunciation of worldly activities. True spirituality signifies the internal 

renunciation of mundane desires. Mere external renunciation — asceticism — does not lead to 

spirituality. 

Perfection is not perfection if it tries to escape from entanglement by shrinking from the 

dual expressions of nature. The Perfect One must assert his dominion over all illusion, however 

attractive and however powerful. A Perfect Being functions with complete detachment in the midst 

of the most intense activity and in contact with all forms of life. 

Baba would ask individuals to tell amusing stories and Garrett was pleasantly surprised at 

Baba’s keen sense of humor. Baba smilingly reminded him, “Divinity includes all that is beautiful 

and gracious. How then could you expect a Perfect Being to be devoid of a sense of humor?” 

Satisfied, Fort replied that he understood. 

When the Westerners had first arrived at Bhandardara, Baba had instructed each person to 

go off alone for five to ten minutes and sit in a relaxed position, attempting to make the mind utterly 

blank. On the 17th, he stated, “Don’t think of anything — not even of me!” Calling their attention 

to the water flowing over the dam, Baba said, “If you find it difficult to stop the flow of thoughts, 

listen to the water flowing over the rocks. But be sure you are thoroughly relaxed.” 

After a few days, Baba asked how the exercise was going. Some were having trouble. He 

urged them to continue to try, stating: “The difficulty in realizing God lies in its infinite simplicity. 

Your difficulty is not your fault and you need not worry about it. It happens because your mind has 

been accustomed for ages to continually thinking and holding you in its command. If you cannot 

do so, I will help you. But I want you to try without straining, keeping yourself relaxed. 

“Don’t concentrate. Concentration produces ecstasy and trance and spiritual experience. 

Making the mind blank produces peace. It makes it possible for one to enter the Path. 

“It is similar to climbing a mountain. When you reach the foot, before you start your ascent, 

you lay down your burden. When the mind becomes relaxed there is a tendency to doze. We must 

make the mind a blank consciously and at will. 

“After all,” he said with a smile, “I did not bring you all the way to India to show you the 

sights!“ 

Explaining further about the mind, Baba said, “The whole creation is the result of the 

thinking mind. Mind binds you and mind liberates you — binds you to desires and liberates you 

from the same.” 

Two days passed in the Master’s intimate company and before Baba departed from 

Bhandardara for Nasik on 19 December, he explained to the group: “Every one of you has to help 

in my work according to your individual capacity; and the extent to which you will remain in the 

world will be determined by the kind of work which you are destined to perform. I will teach you 

how to move in the world, yet be at all times in inward communion with me as the Infinite Being. 

As part of your training you will have to experience both the comforts of Nasik and the discomforts 

of Rahuri and Meherabad, and be detached from each.” 

Baba concluded, “Don’t worry. And don’t hurry!” He then left in the Pontiac at 1:00 P.M. 

with Bhagirath and the driver. 

The Westerners left Bhandardara on the 22nd and were taken to Meher Retreat in Nasik. 

The building where they were to stay was called Sarzat. It had been constructed behind the main 



bungalow (called the Manzil). It was a rectangular structure with twelve rooms, each furnished with 

a box-spring bed, dresser, cupboard, writing table and chair, an electric light and other 

conveniences. In addition, every two rooms shared a bathroom with a flush toilet and hot and cold 

running water. Baba had taken care in seeing that all possible amenities were provided to the 

Westerners, which was in stark contrast to the simple and often uncomfortable conditions the 

Eastern mandali had to live with at Meherabad. 

In London, Baba had described the outstanding features of the Nasik ashram, warning the 

Westerners that they would have to adopt a simple life. But on their arrival, they discovered that 

Baba had provided for their comfort in every minute way. Rano recollected: “When we arrived in 

India, we were under the impression that we would be sleeping on the floor and living under bad 

[austere] conditions. So we had come prepared for this with our sleeping bags, et cetera. When 

Baba took us to see the Nasik building, we were stunned and surprised at the comforts Baba had 

provided.” 

Some of the Westerners had imagined a more “ascetic” lifestyle. On Thursday, 23 

December 1936, Baba addressed their misconceptions: 

I want you to lead a simple life here in India. Then, when you return to the West you may 

resume your accustomed life there, yet you must be unaffected by either. In view of this you may 

wonder why I have arranged these comforts for you. If I required you to sleep on the floor, for 

example, the body would rebel and, in turn, react upon the mind. Such sudden, drastic changes 

would make it difficult for me to impart truths to you through the explanations I intend to give you, 

and your mind would not be able to grasp them. I will therefore gradually withdraw these comforts 

from you and later return them to you again. 

The world is a slave to needs. The needs must become your slaves. You must learn to use 

modern conveniences — not be used by them. I do not want you to give up your needs, but I want 

you to be free of them. So at first, you may feel confused, tired, restless, or blank; but don’t worry. 

Soon I will begin guiding you and giving you duties and work, which will make you feel content. 

Once I start, nothing can stop me. So rest as much as you can until January 15. On the 16th of 

January, work will commence in earnest. From the 16th, you will have to begin getting up at 6:30 

A.M. and retiring at 9:30 P.M., and carry out the duties which will be given to each of you. 

From time to time, I will take you to interesting places and beautiful caves in the hills 

near Nasik where rishis used to reside and meditate. But until my birthday, I do not want you to go 

out without my permission. You may feel confined, but it is for your own benefit. The visits to 

Meherabad and Rahuri start from the 5th of January. 

On my birthday I will give grain and a piece of cloth to 15,000 people. All of you will 

have to contribute in the work of packaging the bundles. 

The next day, Baba explained about his work: 

Remember about keeping time. In the Beyond state, time and space are nil — 

nonexistent. In the sphere of duality, time, space, cause and effect exist. Therefore, when I work in 

the sphere of duality for the upliftment of humanity, I am bound superficially by time and space. 

Consequently, I may also appear limited at times, but in reality, I continually experience Oneness 

and the infinite state of the Beyond. 

I work at fixed times for my circle, but for the universe, no time is fixed. When I work for 

those in duality, time counts. So when I ask you to abide by time it means you have the benefit of 

working for the circle. Always I give the mandali a fixed time to do certain things. 

Sailing aboard the Rawalpindi, Kitty, Margaret, Delia, Tom, along with Will and Mary 

arrived in Bombay from London at 5:30 in the evening on 24 December 1936. They were met at 

the dock by Chanji and about 50 Bombay lovers and after a night’s rest were escorted to Nasik, 

reaching there at noon Christmas Day. 

The same day, T. A. Raman, an editor of the newspaper the Evening News of India, 

interviewed Norina, Nadine and Garrett. He had also approached Baba with several questions the 

previous day. Raman commented that there was too much “so-called spirituality” in India. The 

following is his conversation with Baba: 



Raman cynically said to Baba, “What we need in India is a holiday from things of the 

spirit!” 

Baba answered with a smile, spelling out, “I will not give a holiday, but permanently 

retire the forms and rituals of different religions on which India blames half her troubles.” 

“What then is your philosophy about?” 

“I have no philosophy.” 

“If you have no new philosophy to preach, what is your job?” 

“My job is to awaken the feeling of Godliness in humanity.” 

Raman said, “But let us not forget the poverty of our country and the fact that we rank so 

low in the community of nations.” 

Baba replied, “Our miseries are the product of man’s selfishness and greed. If we live the 

life of God, these economical disparities will vanish. If all men decide to help each other, sacrifices 

will become easier and inequalities of wealth and opportunity will vanish.” 

“Why don’t you break your self-imposed silence and preach in the marketplace?” 

“Every great change must be carefully timed. How else could it be with the greatest 

revolution in the mind of man? The time of preaching in the marketplace too will come, but only 

after the world has been humbled and purified by a carnage greater than any the world has yet seen! 

“For years I have predicted that a war is definite. It will be shorter but far more terrible 

than the last one, and India will be radically affected, as a result of which social and economic 

conditions in the country will be revolutionized. The First World War was not enough to bring 

about a change of heart in man. The world, purged of its pride, will listen to reason only after an 

even more terrible purgatory. 

“I repeat: A global holocaust will engulf the world.” 

“So that is your opinion?” the journalist asked. 

Looking directly at Raman, Baba smiled and spelled out, “My son, I have no opinion to 

offer. I know!” 

The reporter had come to challenge Meher Baba, but left impressed and moved by the depth 

of feelings and genuine love of the Westerners toward Baba and the mandali. His article appeared 

in the Evening News on 7 January 1937. 

On the night of the 25th of December there was a Christmas dinner. Baba sat in the middle 

of a long table with the whole group. The Westerners had brought various presents for Baba which 

they placed before him. Baba’s mood was joyful as he unwrapped each present and then 

redistributed them among the group. Freiny had cooked special vegetarian dishes and baked a cake. 

After dinner, Baba asked Kaka to give a short speech in English. Kaka barely knew the 

language but, nevertheless, bellowed out some short exhortations in broken English, which afforded 

much amusement to all. Cognizant of the Westerners’ habit of arguing, questioning and suggesting, 

the gist of Kaka’s remarks was: “NO SUGGEST! NO DISCUSS! JUST OBEY!” Everyone 

chuckled, but Baba said, “Let’s see how well you will be able to deliver a speech in Urdu in a few 

months!” 

After the meal, Baba stated, “My love flows eternally to all humanity, but at this particular 

moment we will remember those of the group who are physically absent.” 

After a few moments of silence, perhaps remembering Christ, Baba commented, “I am 

crucified every moment. I am continually crucified and continually taking birth.” 

Thereafter, Baba personally led the group to the Sarzat building and assigned single rooms 

to each. Kitty, Delia, Margaret, Tom, Malcolm, Jean, Will, Mary, Nadine, Garrett and later Ruano 

were each given a single room. One room was kept vacant as an editorial office for Garrett and 

Malcolm. Norina and Elizabeth shared a room in the main Manzil bungalow not far from Sarzat, 

where Rano and Nonny had their own rooms. Baba had a private room and a bath in an adjacent, 

attached building. The Eastern mandali had quarters elsewhere, and Freiny, Rustom and their 

children stayed in a small cottage near the main bungalow. 

On Saturday, 26 December 1936, Baba spoke to the group about each paying their share 

of the expenses of the Nasik ashram. It was approximately $30 per month, and some felt inclined 

to pay more. 



Later, he explained about giving him gifts, “What you give to the Master on his birthday is 

dakshina. Gifts given by members of the circle on that occasion do not benefit them directly 

because, being members of the circle, they do not need it. But when gifts are given, they benefit 

those closely connected with them. For example, if Delia makes a gift to me on that occasion, the 

spiritual benefit touches her mother. After the 15th [of January], I will be explaining many things 

which Kitty should take down in shorthand for Nonny to type and give to Garrett. Garrett and 

Malcolm are going to edit a magazine; it will be unique.” 

Baba explained to his Western lovers about their stay in Meher Retreat and added, “I will 

come here to see you once or twice a week, and thereafter less frequently. I am quite busy with 

Meherabad and Rahuri. In Rahuri, I have to look after the masts and the mad. I do this work very 

attentively, and the place needs my personal presence.” 

Baba concluded, “Being the Avatar, I have a bad habit of keeping an eye on everything 

minutely!” 

Although the Westerners were thrilled at being in India, they were disappointed to learn 

that Baba would not be with them more often. At two in the afternoon, Baba left Nasik for Rahuri. 

Chummy, the pet cocker spaniel that Baba had purchased in Los Angeles two years before, 

died at Meherabad at 8:00 P.M. on 28 December 1936. Baba was present and gave Chummy a 

spoonful of brandy with his own hands to ease his pain. The dog was buried at Upper Meherabad 

the next day. 

On the 29th, Norina and Elizabeth, accompanied by Kaka and Ramjoo, drove to Rahuri in 

the Ford Elizabeth had brought. A meeting of the Mandali Maintenance Trust was to be held at 

Rahuri that day, and they were to attend. 

When they arrived, Baba gave Elizabeth and Norina a tour of the ashram. He showed them 

the Rahuri Cabin and explained about his work with the masts and mad. About some of the mad 

who were lepers, Baba commented, “However infected these men are, it does not affect me or my 

men helping me to bathe them. When I wash the mad at Rahuri, I am ‘washing’ them universally.” 

Baba pointed out which inmates were mad (suffering a mental disorder) and which were 

spiritually advanced masts (God-intoxicated), remarking, “Through some blows a breeze — a 

breeze of longing for God.” On occasion, Baba would permit Elizabeth to take photographs, and 

she and Norina were deeply impressed at how lovingly Baba treated the mad and God-mad alike. 

Baba had lunch with them at a long table under the trees. After the trust meeting, Norina and 

Elizabeth returned to Nasik. 

 

In Nasik, the following schedule and rules were posted at the retreat for the Westerners: 

6:30 A.M. — rise 

8 A.M. — breakfast 

12 P.M. — lunch [The group ate together.] 

7 P.M. — dinner 

9:30 P.M. — sleep 

No one should sit in the sun between 10:00 A.M. and 4:00 P.M. [because of the strong 

rays]. 

Till February 25th, none of the Western devotees to walk beyond the property 

boundaries. 

None of the Western devotees to converse with visitors, unless ordered by Baba. 

None of the Western devotees to receive or invite guests for meals or to stay overnight, 

unless ordered by Baba. 

No one to enter the kitchen. 

Complaints to be referred to Norina who is given overall charge of the ashram. 

For individual errands in Nasik or Bombay, refer to the office. 

Access to the storeroom can be at any time during the day. Ask for the key at the office. 



No one is allowed to use the automobiles without informing the office. 

Baba kept Adi Jr., Chanji and Kalingad in Nasik to assist the Westerners, along with 

Rustom, Freiny and Ramjoo.284 

At first, charge of the ashram was in Adi Sr.’s hands; afterward, Norina was to take charge 

of its conduct and accounts beginning 15 January. Above all, Baba wished this small diverse group 

of strong individualists and divergent personalities and nationalities to live together in harmony. 

He stressed this during his visit on 31 December: 

I have left things in Norina’s charge regarding food and general management. To have 

complete harmony among you all, four points should be kept in mind: 

First: There should be complete cooperation between you all and Norina. 

Second: In some matters, Norina should give way; in some, you should give way. You all 

have come here to learn spiritual Truth — leaving all. So, you should put up with small discomforts 

and inconveniences. By this, I do not mean that you should overlook your real needs and 

necessities. We are going to give the world the message of love and brotherhood through Garrett’s 

magazine, and if in our home we have conflicts and disharmony over trivial matters, our message 

would be farcical and hypocritical. 

Third: The thorns to which I previously referred will be in many forms. If you take them 

too seriously or give them too much importance, they will naturally cause unnecessary suffering. 

But if you take these thorns lightly and do not attach undue importance to them, even these thorns 

will be like flowers. 

Fourth: If any of you here have the impression that Norina tries to run things her own 

way just because she is in charge, it is a grave, unjust misconception and should immediately be 

removed from your minds. I know whatever Norina does is only out of her deep love and feeling 

for me, to economize and save us as much as possible for my work. On the other hand, Norina 

seems to have the notion that some do not like it that she is in charge, although I know it is quite the 

contrary. They all like Norina to manage things as she does. These misunderstandings create 

unnecessary situations and disharmony and upset things; so the sooner you all clear them up, the 

better. 

You should never forget that your aim is spiritual; otherwise, the retreat would be like a 

rest house or a hotel. If you have come for me, you should also suffer for me. 

In the event any of you are feeling indisposed, you should report at once to Norina, and 

she should give it her immediate attention and either utilize Garrett’s stock of medicines or send for 

a doctor if it is anything serious. Norina should give me a detailed health report when I come every 

week. 

In the afternoon from three to five o’clock, Baba took them on a tour of the city of Nasik, 

showing them the Gangapur River and other sights. By the river, Baba sat down on a rock near the 

waterfall and the Westerners quietly and respectfully sat around him. 

The Deshmukhs had come to Nasik and also had a meeting with Baba that day. Indumati 

asked Baba, “Why do I not feel inwardly convinced about God, Truth and spirituality, although I 

am fond of reading about these subjects and am intellectually satisfied?” 

Baba replied, “It needs actual Experience, without which you will never feel convinced 

inwardly.” 

The next day, Friday, 1 January 1937, Baba spoke to the Westerners again about living 

together harmoniously: 

Love for a Perfect Master, however deep or devotional it may be, does not necessarily 

affect the original nature of a person because, despite apparent superficial changes, the individual 

nature remains the same up to the seventh plane. On the seventh plane there is no individual mind, 

therefore no individual nature. This nature is so powerful that it continually tries to assert itself, and 

being inherently beyond one’s control, even influences the expression of pure love by often 

assuming irritating and embarrassing forms. 

 
284 Three of Rustom and Freiny’s children (Meheru, Naggu and Beheram) were also living in Nasik at the 

time; the two older boys (Mehlu and Falu) were away at boarding school. 



So, in order to keep the love of my disciples for me unalloyed, I have to humor less noble 

qualities of human nature such as jealousy, pride, anger, et cetera. Otherwise, there is always the 

danger of these qualities gaining supremacy over love and changing it into a feeling of opposition, 

thus creating hindrances in my work. For instance, [K. J.] Dastur and Herbert [Davy]. 

There were differences and strife among the Westerners almost daily during the Nasik 

period, but this discord had its purpose, as Age explains: “The Avatar comes to sweep the world 

clean — to cleanse the human mind and purify the heart. Through his circle members, Baba was 

sweeping the world, collecting the refuse at one place, so to speak, so that it could be disposed of 

easily. His ‘broom’ touched their innermost beings and the dust of their egos surfaced. 

“That was why weaknesses were so glaringly visible at this time among the Westerners, 

giving rise to heated quarrels. It was Baba’s work stirring things up! Their quarrels acted as a 

medium to bring the uncleanliness of the heart to the surface, making visible the defects of all. Baba 

used the strife as a constructive means of wiping away the inherent weaknesses in each individual. 

Such struggles and dissensions clean out the mind, and are quite different in nature from worldly 

dissensions which have as their basis selfishness and the ego’s pride. The discords in the company 

of the Master are unconsciously dependent on love and are liberating, for they root out all 

impurities.” 

One morning, when Baba was on an inspection tour, he came to Malcolm Schloss’ room 

and inquired how he was doing. “Very bad,” Malcolm replied. “I am full of pride. I get impatient 

and irritable over unimportant things. What can I do about it?” 

Baba just looked at him. That moment was profound. As Malcolm later recalled, “I shall 

never forget the look that Baba gave me. If he had spoken, he could not have said more clearly, 

‘Well, now at last we can get to work!’ ” 

Baba spelled out, “In some ways you are very advanced. In others you are very lacking. 

Pride is your one shortcoming.” 

“My one shortcoming!” Malcolm exclaimed. “What of my impatience, my irritability?” 

“Those are the result of pride. When the pride goes, they will go.” 

“What can I do to make it go?” 

“Of yourself, you cannot make it go. But I shall do it for you. Nevertheless, you must try. 

You must make the effort.” 

“What shall I do?” 

“Don’t let little things disturb you. Rise above them. Be big. Be generous. Leave the rest 

to me. And don’t be concerned about it. I will do it. I have to for the sake of the work.” 

Baba then embraced Malcolm. 

 

The last of the Westerners to come to India, Ruano Bogislav arrived in Bombay on 2 

January 1937, via Colombo aboard the Strathaird. She was met by Chanji, who brought her to 

Nasik the same day by train. There were now fifteen Westerners staying together in the ashram. 

On Tuesday, 5 January, Baba took the Westerners to Rahuri. All rose early, at 4:00 A.M., 

and after breakfast left Nasik at six o’clock. Arriving at Rahuri, the group met the mandali — Ghani, 

Vishnu, Pendu, Padri, Raosaheb, Baidul and Nilu. After they toured the ashram and saw the mad 

and masts, Baba discoursed about selfless service: 

As an object lesson to others to render service to humanity, I myself serve others. In the 

ashram [school] at Meherabad, I wanted my Brahmin devotees to serve the Untouchables. For that 

purpose, I personally served the Untouchable boys, bathing them and washing their clothes. When I 

asked my Brahmin devotees to assist me, they did, for they loved me. In true service, there must be 

no lingering idea that one is free to yield service or refuse it. One must feel that one is not master of 

one’s own body, but that one’s body is the guru’s and exists merely to render him service. 



Leaving Rahuri, they drove on to Meherabad, arriving at eleven o’clock. Baba showed 

them the men’s quarters at lower Meherabad, and then took the Western women up the hill to see 

Mehera and the other women mandali: Naja, Mani, Khorshed, Soonamasi, Gulmai, Walu and 

Kakubai. Memo was also there, and Baba took them to meet her at the Family Quarters where 

Daulatmai (Mehera’s mother) and her sister Freiny Masi (Padri’s mother) were living. 

Baba noted that the Western group had not eaten much on their visit to Meherabad and 

commented, “I intend to start giving the food myself as I used to do. This is an old custom of mine 

which I have stopped for the last four years. The food is brought to me, then each of you bring your 

plate and I give it. Jesus did this.” 

When they returned to Nasik, Baba asked each how they had liked Meherabad. They all 

said, “Very much.” Baba asked Rano’s opinion of the place and she answered frankly, “It’s lovely, 

Baba, but not for me.” Baba just smiled. The idea of living a secluded life with a bunch of women 

on a remote hill did not appeal to Rano. She had not the least idea that she would be the only one 

from this original group who would be spending the rest of her life with Baba in India. 

 

On Friday, 8 January 1937, Baba began fasting on only two cups of milk and two cups of 

tea daily, and stated that he would continue to do so for 40 days, until his birthday on the 18th of 

February. Each of the Westerners was to participate in the fast turn by turn, one each day from the 

8th in the following order: Jean, Delia, Margaret, Garrett, Nadine, Kitty, Rano, Tom, Elizabeth, 

Nonny, Malcolm, Mary, Will, Ruano, Norina, and on the 23rd Freiny was to fast. From 24 January, 

the men and women mandali at Meherabad as a group would alternately fast along with Baba. 

Baba returned to Nasik on 9 January, and stayed for four days. On the 11th, he took the 

group to the Pandu Lena Caves, about five miles away. They left Nasik in the morning at six 

o’clock. Besides the fifteen Westerners, Baba was accompanied by four others. He wore a wine-

red scarf over his head and another scarf of ochre around his forehead. Freiny put a garland of roses 

around Baba just before they drove off. 

At the Pandu Lena Caves, Baba took them to each of the 22 caves, and in some he made a 

few remarks about the rishis, sages and yogis who had stayed there. Baba particularly liked cave 

number eight and sat in it with Norina, Delia and Elizabeth, remarking, “I may come here and stay 

sometime for my Universal work.”285 

Baba narrated the story of Krishna and the Pandava brothers and then led the way back 

down. Walking up to the caves in the morning, Baba had kept pace with the slowest of the group. 

Now, while coming down, he led the way and, before entering the car, waited at the bottom until 

all were safely down. 

Back at the retreat, Baba gathered the Westerners and commented about the trip: “You all 

know what an excellent climber I am; you have seen me in Italy. In China, Herbert challenged me 

to climb a certain place and see who got there first. I did and won. Yet today you observed me 

climbing up slowly, so as to keep pace with the others who could not climb so well. Outsiders who 

did not know might think that Baba was a slow climber. Although I am spiritually first, I held back 

to give those not so spiritually advanced a helping hand. That is why I am so often misunderstood 

in my human aspect. 

“Was the climb a strain for you all? Because next time we have to climb up to the temples, 

which are higher than the caves.” 

On another occasion, Baba did take the Westerners to the temples. On that outing, he 

pointed to a temple and remarked, “True sanctity does not lie in the dead walls of brick and stone, 

 
285 Photographs of Baba and the group were taken by Rano. 



or even in the waters of the sacred rivers, but in the living beings who fill the environment with the 

fire of their devotion, love and worship, and in the great spiritual forces released by the Masters 

during their stay here.” 

Baba wished the group to begin visiting Meherabad every Friday. In Nasik on 11 January 

1937, he asked the Western women, “I want you all to tell me honestly whether it will be a strain 

for you to come to Meherabad one day a week. You must leave here at 5:00 A.M. Will that suit 

you?” All agreed to go. 

On the 13th, Jean was severely burned when a pot of boiling water overturned on her lap. 

She and Malcolm were then left behind at Nasik when the others went to Meherabad two days later 

on the 15th. The group left Nasik at five in the morning, arrived in Rahuri at eight, and at ten o’clock 

left with Baba for Meherabad, where they stayed until four in the afternoon. Their visits to 

Meherabad were especially happy times when the gopis of the East and those of the West 

surrounded their Lord. 

Jean, however, was feeling depressed. On 18 January, Baba came to see her privately. He 

reassured her that, though the burn was painful, its results would be beneficial. Unknown to her, 

Baba had a private meeting with Malcolm and stated, “I must tell you in confidence that Jean will 

die. Tell no one what I have told you, not even Jean. I only want you to be prepared.” Malcolm 

took it calmly and thanked Baba for telling him. A few days later, however, Baba informed him 

that instead of dying, Jean would suffer a complete collapse. 

 

During this period, Baba began observing the following weekly schedule: 

Monday: 8:00 A.M. — Rahuri to Nasik. 

Tuesday: 10:00 A.M. — Nasik to Rahuri. 

Wednesday: 8:00 A.M. — Rahuri to Meherabad, and return to Rahuri. 

Thursday: At Rahuri the whole day. 

Friday: Go with the Westerners to Meherabad, and return to Rahuri. 

Saturday: At Rahuri. 

Sunday: Western men come to Rahuri to be with Baba. 

Sometimes Baba would arrive in Nasik very early in the morning before the Westerners 

were awake, usually driven there by either Adi Sr. or Sarosh. Someone would call out, “Baba is 

here! Baba is here!” and all would scramble out of bed and into their clothes and wait for Baba to 

come to the Sarzat building. After greeting each one, Baba would gather with them for breakfast in 

the dining room of the main bungalow where Baba had his own room. Everyone ate together at a 

big table and Baba sat at one end when he was there. Their meals were served by a turbaned butler, 

but at times Baba would serve the food himself. 

Afterwards, they would sit around Baba in the living room. Sometimes he would ask them 

to read out their dreams which they had been told to record. One morning Norina awakened to find 

Baba outside her window. “Tell me your dream,” he asked. Norina hesitated, embarrassed because 

it had been a vivid sexual dream. At last, she did. Baba indicated to her not to worry about it and 

remarked, “Even on the sixth plane, one still has lust.” 

Occasionally, Baba held private fifteen-minute interviews with each person. Other times, 

Baba would give a discourse or explanation arising from someone’s questions. Sometimes he would 

settle disputes — or even create them! 

In the afternoon after resting, Baba would play Ping-Pong on the main verandah. One day 

Baba was observed in the living room lying on the couch, absorbed in his inner work. Afterward, 
he rose slowly and went to the Ping-Pong table and began playing the game with one of the group, 

as if to bring himself down from that superconscious state. 



Usually after dinner, Baba would again discourse to the group sitting outside in the garden, 

or go on a walk before retiring for bed at nine. Whenever Baba would spend the night in Nasik, in 

the morning, he would sit in an armchair and Delia and Margaret would sometimes brush his hair 

as he listened to the group recount their dreams. Margaret Craske once recollected: 

A few of the disciples in Nasik had a strong belief that their dreams indicated some 

special spiritual progress and were most anxious to recount them to anyone who would listen. Baba 

lovingly agreed to listen to these dreams and discuss them and arranged for everyone to meet each 

morning at 5:30 in the sitting room. 

Delia and I, who confessed to having no dreams of any kind that we remembered, were 

told that instead of entering the discussion we were to brush Baba’s hair and massage his scalp. For 

us this was wonderful. What were dreams compared with the pleasure of brushing Baba’s beautiful 

hair and, with our fingertips, massaging his scalp. His head was an amazing shape. Even now my 

hands can remember how it was formed. 

 

From the middle of January, Baba outlined duties for each of the Westerners staying at 

Nasik. Everyone was to rise at 6:30 A.M., meditate for an hour and together take an hour lesson in 

learning Urdu from Ramjoo. No one, not even the older ones such as Nonny or Ruano, was allowed 

to rest in the afternoons. Their individual duties were as follows: 

Delia: One hour teaching drama and art; one hour dancing with Margaret; two hours 

gardening. 

Elizabeth: Helping Norina with the ashram accounts; driving members of the group to the 

bazaar or elsewhere (such as Rahuri or Meherabad) whenever needed; looking after the dogs, 

Canute and Kippy. 

Garrett: Three hours writing (for the magazine) from the points given by Baba. 

Jean: Secretary to Garrett and Malcolm in the magazine work; two hours writing spiritual 

poetry and prose; one hour weaving. 

Kitty: One hour teaching piano to Rustom’s daughter Meheru; two hours working with 

Margaret in setting music to her dances for the film; one hour typing Baba’s work; writing a daily 

diary to be shown to Baba when he comes to Nasik. 

Malcolm: Three hours preparing lectures to be delivered when asked by Baba. 

Margaret: One hour teaching dance to Rano and Delia; two hours choreographing dances 

for the film project; helping Delia with the gardening whenever time is available. 

Mary: Weaving, spinning, sewing clothes for destitutes; also, painting and designing. 

Nadine: Translating Baba’s life and messages into Russian; helping Norina, Ruano and 

Mary as and when required. 

Nonny: General typing and translating of Kitty’s shorthand notes of Baba’s discourses and 

explanations; one hour writing as instructed by Baba; helping everyone as and when she likes and 

can manage. 

Norina: Supervision of the household affairs of the Western group; keep accounts of the 

Nasik side of the Trust. 

Rano: Drawing and painting of spiritual themes as instructed by Baba; one hour dancing 

with Margaret. 

Ruano: Supervising and conducting the departments of the bazaar (marketing), cooking 

and serving meals, and doing laundry for the whole group under Norina; looking after the birds 

brought from Marseilles (which had been brought from Meherabad and handed over to her care). 

Tom: Helping everyone in manual labor whenever and wherever needed. 

Will: Three hours attending to correspondence with European devotees to keep them in 

direct contact with all in India. 



 

The magazine which Baba intended Garrett Fort and Malcolm Schloss to start was to be 

named Avatar. Referring to it, Baba remarked, “When the magazine is started, it must not stop and 

it must be very good. Garrett and Malcolm are to work on it together. I want it to continue being 

published for five years.”  

When Baba would visit Nasik once a week, he would ask Margaret to show him the dances 

she had been choreographing. Margaret commented later that he would always point out errors and 

suggest corrections that: “Only an artist perfect in his art would know, which thus shows Baba’s 

perfection in all things.” 

Rano was painting under Baba’s direction, and he was also very particular about overseeing 

her work. He would give her many points and figures to be incorporated into what was to become 

the Ten Circles painting, and she would make sketches and show them to Baba for his approval. 

Once during this period, Rano had a wonderful experience. She awoke one morning and saw Baba’s 

face in a vision of dazzling light! The next day when she was alone with Baba, he turned to her and 

asked, “What were you dreaming of last night?” She described what she had seen. 

Rano smoked Lucky Strike and Chesterfield cigarettes when she came to Nasik, but she 

was careful never to smoke in Baba’s presence. One day Baba came along just as she was finishing 

a cigarette. She quickly put it out and said, “Baba, this was my last cigarette.” Baba looked very 

pleased and gave her an embrace. Rano surprised herself when she made this remark, since Baba 

had not asked her to quit (and other disciples, such as Padri, Adi Sr. and Pendu, smoked). 

The next day Garrett offered Rano some Chesterfields. Rano groaned, “I've given my word 

to Baba to quit smoking. What kind of disciple would I be if I couldn’t do this much? Why couldn’t 

you have come along a day earlier?” Rano later said she never missed smoking except when she 

was painting or taking a break to reflect on her work. 

Baba would ask each individual about their morning meditation and encourage them to 

take it seriously. On Sunday, 17 January 1937, he remarked, “I want you to be gay, lighthearted 

and humorous, but I also want you to be serious about certain points, especially about meditation. 

Constant prayer and selfless service are both vital in turning the mind away from worldly things 

and directing it toward spirituality.” 

Each person would meditate alone in his or her room upon rising in the morning. Once 

Baba surprised Rano by coming into the room as she was meditating. He caught her dozing and 

instructed her to keep a photograph of him in front of her and concentrate on it. During the 

meditation hour, Baba directed that there must be absolute quiet in the compound. “External silence 

helps the inner silence,” he said, “and only in internal silence is Baba found. In profound inner 

silence.” 

Baba gave each individual instructions in regard to meditation. He directed Malcolm not 

to tell anyone but him what he saw or heard during meditation. Malcolm asked if he should interrupt 

his meditation to write down anything which came to him while meditating. “No,” Baba replied, 

“What you see, once you begin seeing in this way, you will never forget. You will know what you 

are and where you are going. You will be like a rock — you will know where you stand.” 

On 18 January, Garrett presented Baba with his introductory editorial for the magazine. 

Baba liked it so much, he read it twice, and commented that he liked, not only the style, but the 

gradual way in which Garrett had introduced Baba’s name and spiritual status. 

That day, Baba told the group, “It is so easy for you to love those whom you already love, 

but to love those whom you hate, that is something! By loving I mean not merely being kind. Does 

anyone of you think it is possible to love those whom you don’t like? It will happen.” 

The topic turned to sleep and Elizabeth asked Baba, “Where do we go when we go to 

sleep?” 



“Everywhere!” he replied. “You are always everywhere. Even now, though fully 

conscious, you are not conscious that you are everywhere, because the mind always has the natural 

tendency of losing its identity. Is that clear?” 

Elizabeth asked, “Then what makes us wake up?” 

“Impressions — they prick you and you get up. They cry out, ‘Spend us!’ The mind always 

wants to go; so in sleep you always ‘go back’ and when you wake up you feel fresh. But again, 

after waking, the mind wants to lose its identity.” 

“What are dreams?” she asked. 

“Dreams are subconscious experiences which are always linked with your gross experience 

of the past. Sometimes, in your dreams, you see persons you never saw in this life. This [link] is 

from the past. It is all based on illusion and imagination.” 

Elizabeth said, “Then how was it that when I was twelve years old I dreamt of you three 

different times, and when I first met you I recognized you as the one I had known in the dream? 

That was not an illusion.” 

“What I mean,” replied Baba, “is everything except your being infinite, is illusion. I am 

very ancient. Very, very old and always young.” 

Norina then asked, “What is imagination?” 

“Imagination is what you want to be and are not!” Baba replied. 

At one point, Baba translated a few couplets of the Perfect Master Kabir: “One cannot start 

running at full speed; one must gather momentum and gradually increase the speed. 

“If one is to be stained with a spiritual color, one must be stained gradually. The color takes 

time to penetrate for it to become deep and rich — it must be applied gradually. 

“The mind which has been sleeping the sleep of ignorance for ages can only gradually be 

awakened to Knowledge.” 

 

At the beginning of January 1937, Baba had begun a 40-day fast. By 22 January, he made 

some changes in his schedule. He now began taking food and liquids only between 10:00 A.M. and 

2:00 P.M. daily. For the remaining part of the day (until 10:00 A.M. the following day), he would 

observe a stricter fast, not even taking water. He had directed that one member of the Western group 

fast with him in the same manner each day, and they too alternately began observing the fast in the 

following way: 

10 A.M. — Lunch 

12 Noon — Orange juice 

1 P.M. — Tea, toast and honey 

2 P.M. — Water 

The Westerners, with Adi Sr. and Chanji, left Nasik early in the morning on Saturday, 23 

January for their third visit to Meherabad. Baba was waiting for them there. During their visit, Baba 

told them, “Pure love is the beginning and ending of everything. When only one desire remains, 

Love manifests in full glory — because only in the Divine Beloved is love infinite purity. When 

lover and the Beloved are One, that is the end and the beginning.” 

The group had come in three cars: Garrett drove one of the cars and Adi Sr. and Elizabeth 

the other two. At the end of the visit, Baba instructed them to stay together for the return trip to 

Nasik and specifically directed that Garrett drive the same route. But on the way back, Garrett 

nevertheless took a different route, saying Padri had recommended it, and lost his way after some 

distance. When he ran out of gas, he became frightened. It was a deserted road and he had no idea 

how to get back to Nasik. It was getting dark and he called on Baba from the bottom of his heart. 

Then, a car came from the opposite direction. The driver supplied him with some gasoline and told 



him how to get back on to the main road. He returned to the retreat late at night and realized what 

happens if one goes against the Master’s wish. The others were worried and were about to send an 

ambulance to look for them. 

 

Baba arrived in Nasik on Friday, 29 January 1937 at 8:00 P.M. The next afternoon, he held 

a meeting at which he stated he wished to discuss “a matter of great importance”: 

Take all that I say seriously. It is vital. I have not yet started to work on you. I wanted to 

see how everything went on here during the first month. Now, today, certain things have to be 

decided. Be honest in your replies. 

During the past month that you have been living here together, there has not been the 

harmony among you that I had hoped to see. As things stand at present, I cannot carry out the work 

I intend doing. Either you must live harmoniously together and help me in my work, or the ashram 

must be disbanded and I will have to do my work alone. 

Are you all prepared to live here for five years? Harmoniously? I would definitely prefer 

you to stay and help me, but if you really think you cannot stay, or that there cannot be real 

harmony, then it had better be goodbye. 

I have not yet started the work. The thorns are waiting to prick you. I am talking plainly 

to you, so don’t answer without thinking. Do not let sentiment and temporary enthusiasm sway you. 

Once agreed and spoken, your promise must be adhered to. 

If you, Margaret, Delia, or Kitty, receive cables calling you home because of some family 

problems, you are not to go. Maya may make trouble. You should be on your guard and remember: 

Whatever happens, do not go! I am sure none of you will go, but I am warning you. 

There are bound to be differences, but one or the other of you must give in. One of you 

must give in. That means all of you who stay must be prepared to give in. I do not mind crises, I do 

not mind chaos, but I do mind disharmony. At present, I have to spend my time patching up things, 

drawing both persons together on common ground, instead of spending it for the work and pushing 

you forward. 

I tolerate everything. So, you must do the same. Be tolerant with everyone and when you 

feel like rising up in a fury and having an argument with your adversary, say: “I am here for Baba, 

and Baba wants above all else — harmony.” 

Don’t you think I am right in asking these questions? 

All said yes, and Baba continued: 

You will feel excited, jealous, proud at times — all of these qualities are there. What I 

say is: Give in, in spite of them! 

It is easier to go through fire than to give in. It is a more difficult task than creating the 

creation, to turn a selfish person into an unselfish one. To turn stubbornness into flexibility. What 

you answer is a sacred promise to me. 

Baba asked each person, one by one, to give his or her answer. Each person said they were 
prepared and would do their best to live harmoniously together and to stay in India for five years 

or longer. This made Baba very happy. 

On Sunday, 31 January 1937, Baba took the Westerners to a Hindi movie, Janmabhoomi, 

at the Circle Cinema at 10:00 A.M. a drama about the class struggle between Indian villagers and 

wealthy landowners. Later that day, Garrett showed Baba a story he had written as a possible film 

script. Baba liked it and urged him to continue working on it along with writing for the magazine. 

Baba then left Nasik at three that afternoon for Rahuri, driven by Adi Sr. 

On 1 February the opening ceremony of the Meher Free Dispensary was performed in 

Rahuri at eight o’clock that morning. Dr. Nilu was to be in charge of it with Jalbhai as his assistant. 

Ghani read out a message from a highly successful person who once said, “I succeeded because I 

was always fifteen minutes early to begin my work.” The irony of Ghani quoting these words was 

not lost on his fellow mandali. 

Regarding the medical facility, Baba commented, “After a month or two, people will flock 

to our dispensary and many, especially the poor, will be benefited.” The dispensary began operating 

the next day. As Baba predicted, word spread fast of the free medical care being given in that quiet, 



rural area. Hundreds of sick people came each day, many from remote areas. Nilu and Jalbhai were 

busy from dawn to dusk attending to the sick, many of whom had never seen a doctor before. 

Another doctor, named Vidwans, was later hired to work in the dispensary as the caseloads 

increased, along with a compounder ((pharmacist) named Sudrik. During this period, Dhake 

continued to manage the office affairs at Rahuri and kept a diary of its activities. 

Baba was expected in Nasik on 4 February, but the 3rd was to be celebrated as Norina’s 

birthday. So, to give her a surprise, Baba arrived in the evening of the 3rd from Rahuri. Baba, 

however, was exhausted, and Adi Sr. told the group to finish dinner and Baba would meet them 

after he had rested. 

Baba went to the living room and laid still on the sofa, appearing to be suffering greatly, 

absorbed in some inner work. The Westerners came in and sat around him. Baba requested some 

cold water to wash his face. Afterward, he spelled out, “Sometimes I have to take the whole burden 

on my shoulders. I was on the point of paralysis in the car while coming here, and I could hardly 

move my arms. I did not even convey this to Adi who was driving. 

“I am infinite bliss and infinite suffering. It is all me — all one. Free here [pointing to 

himself] and bound there [pointing to the group]. All-knowing here and ignorant there. None but 

one loves me! Guess who? Baba loves Baba through everybody!” 

Baba then narrated a past incident of his terrible suffering in Meherabad when, due to world 

conditions at that time, he had what appeared to be a severe heart attack. Physically he may have 

been trembling, shaking and breaking out in perspiration, but the cause was really his inner 

working. 

One of the Westerners asked how he could withstand such suffering. “I have to withstand 

it all,” Baba replied, “even if the whole world turns against me. It is my work; I must endure it.” 

Norina’s birthday cake with candles was brought in. Baba cut the cake and handed a piece 

to each. He then discussed matters with the group, giving Garrett instructions to travel in India. 

Baba again alluded to the “thorns” in his work, stating, “None of these things can happen: 

It must not rain on the birthday celebrations of February 17th or 18th; I must not fall ill on either 

of those days; and none of my dearest ones must pass away before the end of March. If none of 

these things happen, then we can face the ‘Big Thorn,’ and after facing it, the atmosphere will 

become wonderfully spiritual!” 

Baba did not explain what the “Big Thorn” would be. After one night in Nasik, he left for 

Rahuri the following afternoon. 

One small “thorn” seemed to be the timing of Baba’s birthday. When Baba had returned 

from the West, he specifically chose the 17th and 18th for the celebration, although his actual 

birthday that year fell on the 15th (according to the Parsi calendar). Subsequently, the government 

declared the 17th of February as the date for a nationwide vote on a new constitution. Baba had 

specified that he wanted as many persons as possible to attend his birthday program, stating: 

I wish to touch the feet of thousands on my birthday for reasons of my own. This year, 

my birthday has a great importance and significance. I want to touch the feet and give my prasad 

not only to thousands of the poor and destitute, but I want all my devotees and others — as many as 

can be gathered and are able to come − to be near me on the occasion for the special benefit all will 

receive at that time. 

Baba said that he wanted about 20,000 persons present and asked if it could be 

accomplished. Rustom undertook overall responsibility and others, such as Ramjoo, Vishnu, Adi 

Sr. and Chanji were told to write to all devotees, their friends, and others, inviting them to be present 

for the occasion. But because of the vote for the new constitution, many perhaps would be too busy 

to take advantage of the opportunity Baba was presenting. As Chanji noted, “The election on the 



17th is a great obstacle. So many who wanted to come couldn’t. It was a real struggle between God 

and maya.” 

From Sunday, 7 February 1937, Baba gave up solid food and began fasting for the last ten 

days of his forty-day fast on only water. Admiring the work of those attending to the mad and 

masts, Dhake noted in his diary that day: 

Aga Baidul and Pleader are certainly to be congratulated for their patience and strength of 

mind when they attend the masts 24 hours, some mad [becoming] rowdy, some abusive, some 

unmanageable, some ever-troubling — like a stone in a shoe — like Mohammed, and some ever-

bubbling. All these they attend with a smile and with a zeal of a real disciple of a real Sadguru. 

About the dispensary, Baba commented that those who were coming for treatment were 

giving the mandali an opportunity to serve them and hence the patients were the benefactors, not 

the mandali. He urged the doctor and compounder to treat all the patients kindly and equally, no 

matter their social status. 

Baba went to Nasik on the 9th. Gathering the group, he explained some spiritual points, 

starting with agents: 

Qutub in Sufism means center. That center controls the whole universe through his 

agents. Meetings are held, but these meetings cannot be seen with the physical eye. The agents who 

control the gross only are called abdals. They are capable of changing their bodies. The Urdu word 

badal means change. Abdal, therefore, is one who can change. 

Nadine asked Baba, “What it is like for you to feel yourself to be God?” 

Baba replied: 

Heaven and hell, God and man all are here. You are now God, plus Nadia. When Nadia 

disappears, God remains. So, Nadia must go. Let Nadia go, and then God remains. 

Nadia has to make Nadia go. If you merge in me, Nadia goes. The easiest way for Nadia 

to go is to forget herself — to forget herself as Nadia. How? Think less of Nadia by thinking more 

of Baba. When Nadia merges in Baba, Nadia is finished. Baba remains. 

But if you go on thinking how to do it and how to merge, then this thought keeps you 

back. Don’t think of how and when — think of Baba. 

But better even than this, and safer too, is to merge in my orders — to do as I say. That is, 

all should obey instantly! 

One of the group asked, “What if we want to obey, but for some reason are not able to do 

so physically or mentally?” 

If you want to obey, then it is not disobedience. If, for instance, I say FLY! and you 

cannot, it is not disobedience, but you must try to fly! Do not say, “I cannot fly.” But just try. 

In one sense it is easy to obey, but to do it with heart and soul is difficult. For example, if 

I say to Adi Sr., “Kill your father,” he will kill him. That is easy; he won’t be happy to do it, but he 

will. Complete obedience, complete blind obedience, is very, very rare. 

If I tell Malcolm, “Kill Jean,” if he has full faith he will do it, but not willingly. Hence, 

there is a difference. Complete blind obedience is the outcome of complete faith. 

At one point, Baba again warned that continually thinking of how to get rid of the ego and 

how to merge in the Infinite is a hindrance on the Path rather than a help. 

Continuing, Baba emphasized obedience: 

You will always find very many who do not obey. They are just devoted. They worship 

but do not obey. Is this clear? Obedience is more important than devotion, even if it is done 

unwillingly. It counts for a great deal because afterwards, in the process, duality vanishes and 

responsibility falls upon one person — the Master, the One you obey. If he tells you to get up, you 

must. If he calls you, you must go. 

Love is even higher than obedience. In real love — not ordinary love — love, obedience 

and devotion are inherent. Such love gives life, body, soul — all to the Beloved. This love is higher 

than both obedience and devotion. 

The next step to this love is union. Therefore, love. Give more love, and more and more 

love. Big hearts always give and give in; small hearts take and take in. 



One day I will explain more about love to you all. Love is not understood properly. Every 

emotional act cannot be counted as proceeding from love. The true sign of love is to give 

everything — to give and give! 

One day I will explain. A mother loves her child. But this is not pure love. It is love plus 

self-satisfaction. In real love there is no desire for satisfaction — only for satisfying! 

Nowadays, even lust is taken for love. The subtle difference is missed. There is a very 

subtle difference between love and lust, but it is quite clear. They are two different things. You love 

rice and curry; this is lust. You love a cigar; lust again. You love curry and eat it, but do not give 

anything by the act. You finish the beloved! 

Later that afternoon (of 9 February), Baba spoke about hypocrisy and delusion. He asked 

the Westerners, “What is self-delusion? We say that so-and-so is self-deluded. What is meant by 

that?” 

Someone answered, “A person who imagines himself what he is not,” to which Baba 

replied: 

But this imagination is so strong that the self-deluded man does not doubt he is what he 

thinks himself to be! He feels he really is this or that person. This delusion is very positive but it is, 

after all, delusion. And although these men are not hypocritical, they are dangerous, but not so 

seriously. 

In one sense, all are mad; deluded persons are always mad. For instance, you think you 

are the body. You are body-mad, aren’t you? 

Addressing one person in the group Baba pointed out with a teasing smile, “You are mad, 

but God-mad!” Continuing, he stated: 

Self-delusion is unfortunate but hypocrisy is inexcusable. The self-deluded doesn’t know, 

but thinks that he knows. The hypocrite knows that he does not know, but pretends that he does. 

Self has no sex, but when self treats itself as the body, the illusion of sex appears; and 

therefore, duality. The Self in each of us is sexless, but the self in a person thinks itself as a woman, 

and in another thinks itself as man. This is delusion. A very subtle difference. It all comes from 

thinking of ourselves as the body. 

Giving a simile, Baba said: 

The soul is to the body as the bald man is to his wig. The bald man puts on his toupee 

when he goes to work in the morning. When he comes home and goes to sleep at night, he takes it 

off. In conclusion, you must learn to use the body when you need it for work, and to free yourself 

when you no longer need it. 

February 10th was Delia’s birthday. It had become a permitted “tradition” that the 

Westerners were allowed ice cream on anyone’s birthday. They were about to enjoy this treat when 

Baba called Delia and Margaret to his room. Delia expected a birthday kiss or embrace, but when 

they went to Baba they saw he looked upset. He scolded them: “It pains me to hear that you two 

think that I am arranging my birthday celebrations on the 17th and 18th only to ‘impress’ the 

Westerners. Do you think I need to impress anyone? At least this much you should have realized 

by now!” 

Baba had been informed that Delia had remarked to one of the mandali about Baba wishing 

to impress “Countess Tolstoy.” Seeing Baba’s disappointment with them, both began crying. After 

a while, he forgave them and led them into the dining room to celebrate Delia’s birthday. It was 

one birthday she was never to forget. 

Later that day, Baba explained to the Westerners about his upcoming birthday: 

Until a few years ago, my birthdays used to be celebrated on the same scale as it has been 

planned to celebrate it this year. Then I stopped these grand celebrations. I allowed fewer and fewer 

people to meet me, and I would not let anyone take my darshan by laying their head on my feet. 

During my latter visits to the West, I also allowed few interviews. You must have noticed 

that I often seemed displeased when you had arranged for many people to meet me. The reason for 

this apparent avoiding of people is that I will draw the whole world to me when the time is right 

and when I want. 



This year, after a lapse of many years, it has been arranged to have my birthday 

celebrated again on a large scale, because it would give you the opportunity of meeting many of my 

Eastern devotees. Also, I want to distribute grain and cloth to about 10,000 people and touch their 

feet with my hand while doing it. 

But the working of maya often assumes ironic forms. The 17th and 18th of this month are 

election days for the new constitution. People throughout India will go to the polls to vote. Thus, 

half of the people who otherwise would have come might be unable to do so, although Rustom and 

others expect more than 10,000. 

Plans to celebrate Baba’s birthday on a tremendous scale were underway, and Baba, despite 

being on a fast, was as active as ever, supervising many things during his visits to Meherabad, 

Nasik and Rahuri. During every available hour, the Westerners were busy helping bundle individual 

packages of millet in five-yard pieces of cloth to be distributed to the 10,000 poor being rounded 

up. Ruano and Nadine’s wrists got very sore while tying bundle after bundle of cloth and grain. 

Nonny was the only Westerner exempt from this work because she had arthritis. In addition, there 

were plans for cooking a feast the same day for all who attended. 

Baba had stopped giving darshan to outsiders for a long time and was not meeting anyone 

other than those staying in the ashrams at Nasik, Rahuri and Meherabad. All others were informed 

that he was in seclusion. But he had agreed to give his darshan to the public during the two-day 

celebration of his birthday, and he directed Chanji to write the following letter to Mahatma Gandhi: 

February 4, 1937 

My dear Gandhiji, 

The 43rd birthday of Shri Meher Baba is to be celebrated on the 17th and 18th of this 

month on the grounds of the retreat here in Nasik. 

Among the principal functions on this occasion is the distribution of grain and cloth, as a 

special prasad personally given by Shri Meher Baba to over 10,000 poor and destitute and others to 

be invited and collected from the villages in the surrounding districts, irrespective of caste, color or 

creed. 

Shri Baba, who is in seclusion for a long time, will allow darshan to all on these two 

days. 

The occasion will incidentally provide an opportunity for a meeting of his Eastern and 

Western disciples and devotees, since it is for the first time that his Western devotees, who have 

recently arrived to stay here in this retreat, participate in a public function with their Indian 

brethren. 

It is Shri Baba Saheb’s wish that those who can, and especially those who have been in 

his contact for some time or other in the past, be near him on this particular occasion for the special 

spiritual significance and importance it has in the personal benefit every individual near him at the 

time will derive — materially as well as spiritually. 

It gives me great pleasure to have this opportunity to convey Shri Baba’s invitation, at his 

express wish, to yourself, your family and others who wish to accompany you here. We shall be 

glad to arrange board and lodging for your group arriving. 

With Shri Baba’s love and blessings as always. 

Declining the invitation, Mahatma Gandhi wrote back: 

11 February 1937 

Segaon, Wardha 

My dear Dadachanji, 

I have [received] your letter. I do not agree with the free distribution of grain and cloth to 

the poor. It is difficult to discriminate, and why should the poor be made to become beggars? 

I cannot understand Shri Baba Saheb agreeing to the free distribution of grain and cloth; 

whereas I could understand the distribution of work against full and honorable payment for the 

same. The former in my opinion makes poverty sinful, while the latter method gives it dignity. 

In reply to this, Chanji wrote to Gandhi: 

… We appreciate your very frank letter, but you seem to have missed the point. For there 

is no issue of “begging” or any “discrimination” between classes raised at all in the distribution of 

grain and cloth to the thousands by Shri Baba, whose only object in doing this is to give something 

from him as a special prasad to each, irrespective of class, creed, color or even status in life, 



whether rich or poor, with his own hands so that each recipient would not only have the benefit of 

his darshan after a long period of his seclusion, but also of his personal touch, and a prasad as a 

special gift of grace from him. 

Besides, these thousands who will receive this prasad at the hand of Shri Baba will 

constitute no particular class but all classes of people, rich as well as poor alike, and all of whom 

are invited are specially informed that there will be no discrimination or difference in classes, as 

will be seen from a copy of a Marathi handbill enclosed herewith, thousands of which have been 

distributed all over. And even though the material worth of the grain or cloth may not count much 

with the rich or the middle class, it will count much as a substantial help to the thousands of the 

poor and the destitute coming from the villages all around; while both will have the common 

benefit of having prasad from a Spiritual Master, the significance and importance of which need not 

be explained to you — a scholar of the Shastras. 

My object in specifically mentioning only the poor and the destitute was only to point out 

Baba’s love and consideration for this class whose interest he has always at heart and for whose 

upliftment he has always worked, along with all his activities for the general upliftment of 

humanity. 

Shri Baba does not merely teach, but practices spirituality himself and makes it practical 

for others with his personal example. The dignity of labor cannot, therefore, be too highly 

emphasized in his ashrams. As a practical example, in his new ashram at Rahuri spiritually dazed 

and God-intoxicated mad persons are collected and treated personally by him, and are also given a 

spiritual push by him as a Master. Not only does he himself give them a bath, food and drink with 

his own hands to give them all the benefit of his personal touch, but he makes a number of his 

intimate mandali and others work and cooperate with him in this and in various other capacities to 

render real and selfless service to these God-mad souls — who in the world are left uncared-for and 

are found wandering in streets, indifferent to their physical existence. 

As a Spiritual Master, to whom the rich and the poor all over the world are all alike, any 

allusion as to discrimination in class, creed or color, of encouraging begging or of making poverty 

sinful, is absolutely out of place. 

The mandali also sent the following cable to Narayan Maharaj at his ashram headquarters 

in Kedgaon: 

February 15, 1937 

We request your presence on the 17th and 18th for Sadguru Meher Baba’s birthday 

occasion at Meher Retreat, Trimbak Road, Nasik. 

— Meher Bhakti Mandali 

It is not recorded why, but Narayan Maharaj was unable to attend. 

 

As mentioned, day and night for six weeks, preparations had been in full swing to celebrate 

Meher Baba’s 43rd birthday at Meher Retreat. The celebration was to be on a grand scale, and a 

large tent was erected on the grounds to house the guests. Ramjoo, Adi Sr. and Rustom were 

occupied solely with this work; on the 15th of February, Pendu, Padri, Vishnu and Sidhu arrived 

from Meherabad to assist them.286 The excitement mounted each day, and the Westerners were 

particularly anxious to meet the Master’s Eastern lovers and witness the pageantry. 

“The world is in constant pursuit of peace and pleasure,” Age observed, “but that happiness 

does not contain Wine. Compared to this intoxicating Wine, worldly pleasure and happiness are 

nothing but shadows. Only the good fortune accrued from previous births procures this Wine. Even 

the entire treasure of the world cannot buy one drop of it; only the heart’s thirst can pay its price. 

When a desperate heart burning with thirst approaches the Tavern, only then do its doors swing 

open!” 

On such auspicious occasions as his birthday in Nasik that year, Meher Baba would open 

the doors of his Tavern and distribute divine love, and each person’s share was according to the 

intensity of their longing. Such thirsty souls from Bombay, Poona, Ahmednagar, Nagpur, Karachi 

and other distant places throughout India flocked to Nasik, and the city blossomed with the 

 
286 The women mandali living in seclusion on Meherabad Hill did not attend the function. 



fragrance of their devotion. Pappa Jessawala arrived from Nagpur with his family; from Bombay 

the Dadachanji family arrived with Nariman. Memo arrived from Poona on 16 February, and it was 

a day of especially great joy for her to see the thousands who had gathered from the East and the 

West to offer homage at the feet of her son. Sheriarji’s brother Khodadad Kaka also attended.287 

Needless to say, it was no small or easy task to arrange accommodations for the thousands 

who attended the two-day program, but Baba’s nazar made it possible. Besides managing housing 

for the guests, cooking for so many thousands of people was a tremendous undertaking. 

On Wednesday morning, 17 February 1937, the sun appeared over the horizon and was the 

first to take the Master’s darshan. Its light bathed the sea of humanity milling under the pavilion 

waiting to receive the Lord’s prasad. The first day was to be a day of public darshan. Baba wished 

to distribute the bundles of cloth and grain, along with laddoos (a sweet) to the poor and destitute. 

Near Baba’s seat under the canopy the bundles were stacked in huge piles. 

Baba walked over from the main house at eight o’clock. As the doors of the Wineshop 

were thrown open, tumultuous cheers of “SADGURU MEHER BABA MAHARAJ KI JAI!” rent 

the air with his every stride! The angels cursed their bliss and envied the joy experienced by Baba’s 

lovers. Age was overwhelmed by the sight of Baba’s beauty amidst such thunderous worship. “Had 

the God-Man ever received such homage in his lifetime in any previous advent?” it wondered. 

Baba took his seat on the raised platform and the distribution of prasad began. The crowd 

of thousands teemed with excitement as the poor persons who had been brought were formed into 

rows and were led to Baba one by one. Handing them a bundle of prasad with one hand, Baba 

would bow and touch their feet with his other hand and then touch his own forehead, thus saluting 

the God in them! 

As person after person filed by, the program went on continually from eight in the morning 

until six in the evening, and more than 10,000 people received Baba’s prasad in those ten hours. 

Twenty-five of the men mandali kept the crowd in line and some lovers also helped.288 After each 

poor man or woman had taken darshan, his or her hand was dipped in dye and stained red to prevent 

repetition. Sometimes in their enthusiasm, the mass of poor people would break out of their rows 

and the mandali were hard-pressed to maintain order. Surf was forming in the Ocean, stirring some 

of the drops to rise up in exaltation! 

At one point, a mad rush erupted and disorder was about to break out. But Baba's silent 

warning brought the crowd to their senses and calm was restored. This was the chance for the poor 

to receive the God-Man’s prasad and have his personal touch, and some waiting in line must have 

thought that Baba would stop the distribution and they would miss their turn. But he did not, and 

went on giving bundle after bundle to each, hour after tiring hour. 

As the darshan progressed into the middle of the afternoon, someone asked Baba if his back 

hurt from leaning over and touching the feet of so many people and handing out prasad. Baba 

indicated, “My back aches so much it doesn’t ache at all!” 

Smiling wearily, he added, “The whole evolutionary scheme is passing through my spine 

today. This is the first time I am touching the feet of those who come to pay me reverence. I salute 

the divinity in them, as they salute the divinity in me.” 

Later, Baba remarked to the Western group, “I give and I receive. As Baba, I gave; as those 

wretched, I received.” 

Thus, the emptying of the Tavern continued, as round after round was poured. The sight 

made even the thirstless parched! Eyes that seldom cried, filled with tears in an outburst of weeping. 

 
287 Khodadad Kaka died in Iran, circa 17 July 1949, in his late nineties.  
288 Satya Mang, the former thief, was in charge of security during the birthday program. 



Hearts that were hardened cold by the world rushed forward to bathe the Master’s feet with their 

tears! 

There was a continuous flow of love from Meher Baba, and the seekers longed to drown 

in his ocean. Forgetting their homes, jobs and families, the lovers were merged in a rapture of bliss. 

For days afterward, they wished for nothing more than to seclude themselves in a quiet place and 

enjoy that lingering feeling. Although thousands attended the function, one and all felt this wave 

of love and happiness. That feeling, is indescribable. It must be experienced. 

Although music was being performed and crowds were milling everywhere, Baba’s eyes 

missed nothing. How could eyes which swept the universe at a glance, miss something or someone 

so near? One old woman, after receiving prasad, queued up again. Seeing her red palm, Vishnu was 

about to remove her when Baba immediately stopped the line, called Vishnu and slapped him! 

This deeply moved the old woman and she burst out, “O God! Forgive my offense. It is not 

his fault, it is mine. I am coming to you for prasad for the second time!” At this, Baba embraced 

her and directed Vishnu to feed her two children, and also to call the woman and her children back 

the next day for food. 

When the distribution of prasad was over at six o’clock, Baba left the pavilion and went to 

inspect the arrangements for the next day’s feast and activities. It was near midnight when Baba 

called the Western lovers to the main house. Baba was lying prostrate on a couch, exhausted. When 

the Westerners gathered around him, he pulled himself up with obvious effort and then slumped 

back down on the couch with his eyes closed. The lovers’ hearts were full at seeing Baba give 

darshan for ten hours continuously (barely stopping for a fifteen-minute lunch break), and then 

knowing he labored for hours more, and they beseeched him to rest. But again, Baba pulled himself 

up, passed his hand over his eyes, inhaled deeply and then looked at each and spelled out, “I want 

to talk to you about today’s activity and what it signifies for my Universal work.” 

The Westerners pleaded with him to defer the explanation until the next day when he would 

be rested, but Baba insisted that now was the right time and began dictating: 

The universal mind and infinite consciousness have infinite ways of working universally. 

Whatever work One who has a universal mind or infinite consciousness does is reverberated 

through the universe and produces reflex actions. If he fasts, the result of fasting is felt throughout 

the universe spiritually. A Master’s working is always for the spiritual end. If he observes silence 

the same result is brought about. 

Now, the world is laboring under terrible economic chaos. To follow the spiritual path 

and to enable the mind to accept the spiritual, the material needs must, to some extent, be satisfied. 

Consequently, when I with my own hands give food and clothing to the poor, the result will be that 

the world will gain economic and material welfare. When I wash the mad and lepers, the effect will 

be that those of subnormal or abnormal consciousness will gain normal or supernatural 

consciousness, and the lepers will either get cured or their future births will be lessened. 

When I ask any one of you to bathe a leper, your doing so serves a dual purpose. In the 

first place you are trained to tackle difficult work which ultimately, from the spiritual standpoint, 

results in the gradual elimination of your ego; and secondly, the habit of obeying my orders 

implicitly and unquestioningly is developed. 

For example, if I ask you to observe silence and if your obedience is sufficiently 

grounded in that respect, I can then rely upon you to obey me in other similar difficult tasks. Also, 

since you are near to me and connected with me, your observance of the fast or silence, bathing of 

the lepers, et cetera, will affect the whole range of your work for me. 

After explaining this matter for half an hour, Baba went and took a bath. He then broke his 

40-day fast with tea and toast. At 1:00 A.M. he instructed the Westerners to go to bed and rest. In 

the depths of his infinity, Baba suffered for all those suffering and bore his pain with a smile and a 

loving glance. His compassionate smile was a source of joy to those in misery, and his lovers too 

forgot that he was exhausted. 

Thursday, 18 February 1937, was the day of Baba’s actual birthday celebration. When he 

rose at 5:00 A.M., Baba looked wonderfully refreshed and immediately became preoccupied with 



supervising and personally directing everything for the feast. Smiling, he greeted the Westerners 

and remarked, “I have that one bad Avataric habit of supervising every detail myself!” 

At eight o’clock Memo washed Baba’s feet with milk and honey. The women devotees 

followed and then the men. The Westerners too participated in this ceremony. Afterward, the milk 

was distributed as prasad. 

Then everyone lined up for darshan and most had brought garlands. Baba, dressed in a silk 

café-au-lait jacket, looked resplendent while meeting his lovers. Bhajans were sung as each 

individual went forward to take his darshan. This day’s festivities were for those already intoxicated 

in his love. The thousands who had come for prasad the day before had left after experiencing only 

the fragrance of Wine. When even that makes people go mad, what can be said about the 

intoxication of those who actually imbibe it? 

One of Baba’s Muslim lovers draped him with a sehera — a long veil of flowers 

traditionally placed on a Mohammedan groom. Baba looked beautiful in it and smiled broadly when 

it was put over his head. 

Splendid food was served during the two days, and both Easterners and Westerners sat 

together on the ground enjoying it. The Western men and women did not know how to eat with 

their hands the food served on banana leaves. Memo tried to show them, while Gulmai 

demonstrated squatting on the mats which had been spread for lunch. A newsreel was also taken of 

the event by the Imperial Film Company of Bombay. Music and song performances continued 

throughout the day by singers from Nasik, Ahmednagar, Dhulia, Bombay and Poona. 

A group of Arangaon villagers had been brought to Nasik in buses for the occasion and 

they performed several village dances. Malcolm, Will, Dhake, Soma Desai, and Angal Pleader 

delivered short speeches in praise of Meher Baba, pouring out their hearts to the gathering. This 

message dictated by the Master on Spiritual Birth was read out by Rustom: 

The incident of birth is common to all life on earth. Unlike other living creatures which 

are born insignificantly, live an involuntary life and die an uncertain death, the physical birth of 

human beings connotes an important and, if they are extra circumspect about it, perhaps a final 

stage of their evolutionary progress. Here onward, they no longer are automatons but masters of 

their destiny which they can shape and mold according to will. And this means that human beings, 

having passed through all the travails of lower evolutionary processes, should insist upon the 

reward thereof, which is “Spiritual Birth” in this very life, and not rest content with a promise in the 

hereafter. 

No sooner does one recoil on himself and is eager and anxious to elicit replies to 

interrogative introspection, “Whither and Whence?” [Where am I going; from where have I come?] 

surely such a one may be said to have had Spiritual Birth. 

This poise of mind once gained, automatically and unknowingly brings about a 

readjustment of material surroundings and the man finds himself in harmony and at peace with the 

world. Conservatism, intolerance, pride and selfishness will fall away. Everything will put on a new 

meaning and assume a purpose. Sinner and saint will appear to be waves differing in size and 

magnitude on the surface of the same ocean, a natural outcome of forces in the universe, governed 

by time, space and causation. The saint has neither the pride of place, nor the sinner the stigma of 

eternal degradation. Nobody is utterly lost and nobody need despair. 

My panacea to the worried world is the effort on its part to get an answer to the questions, 

“Whither and Whence?” 

The knowledge that all have the same beginning and the same end, with life on earth a 

happy interlude, will go a long way in making brotherhood of man a reality on earth and this in turn 

will strike at the root of narrow exploitation. I bless you all for the realization of this, the aim of 

life. 

Starting in the evening, Master Krishna, the bhajan singer from Poona who loved Baba, 

sang until 1:30 A.M. Baba was pleased and showed his appreciation for his singing. By this time, 

the Westerners were tired and Baba sent them to bed. As it was getting cool, Rano sent her blue-
and-white checkered shawl for Baba. He asked whose it was and when told, he sent it to one of his 

lovers who had been too ill to come for his darshan. 



The two-day celebration was the most grand of any of Baba’s birthdays to date, and for the 

Western lovers it was an experience they would never forget. For several years, Baba had stopped 

celebrating his birthday, but he allowed it in 1937 because of his Universal work. It was all his 

work to intoxicate the world with the echoes of his Song! A celestial happening, a red-letter day in 

the history of the world. Tears of joy cleansed his lovers’ hearts, erasing all differences of caste, 

creed and color from their minds. All bindings and distinctions were washed away in this flow of 

tears and those who had come felt the urge to merge in the unity of God at his feet. 

After the two days of celebration, Baba’s lovers left for their respective homes and took 

his love with them in their hearts. During the birthday celebrations the Westerners saw for the first 

time the Indian custom of washing the Master’s feet. Baba explained the purpose of this on a later 

occasion: 

The feet, which are physically the lowest part of the body, are spiritually the highest. 

Physically, the feet go through everything — good and bad, beautiful and ugly, clean and dirty — 

yet they are above everything. Spiritually, the feet of a Perfect Master are above everything in the 

universe, which is like dust to him. 

When people come to a Perfect Master and touch his feet with their heads, they lay the 

burden of their sanskaras on him. A Sadguru’s feet collect the sanskaras from all over the universe, 

just as an ordinary person when walking collects dust on his feet. This is the burden to which Jesus 

referred when he said, “Come unto me all you who labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you 

rest.” 

Those who love the Perfect Master deeply, and wish to lighten his burden as much as 

possible, wash his feet with honey, milk or water. Honey represents red sanskaras [mental]; milk 

represents white sanskaras [subtle]; and water represents yellow sanskaras [gross]. Some devotees 

place at his feet a coconut which represents the mind and symbolizes their complete surrenderance 

of their will to him. 

 

Curiously, no doubt related in some way to the Master’s work, while returning from the 

celebration, there were a number of accidents along the way. The Rahuri bus (with Minoo Kharas) 

and the luggage van (with Kalingad and Masaji) both met with accidents; five or six of the twenty 

buses going to Arangaon dashed into an unfinished culvert. But the most serious accident, perhaps, 

was at the same spot to the Pontiac driven by Padri, carrying Daulatmai, Freiny Masi, Gulmai and 

Piroja. The last two were thrown from the car, and Gulmai sustained a head injury. 

When Baba received news of the accident on the 20th from Padri, Baba and Adi Sr. 

immediately left for Ahmednagar. 

Adi, naturally, was frantic with worry about his mother. Considering that and the hectic 

two days of celebrations, at Rahuri on the way, Baba remarked to him, “Amidst intense activity, if 

there is absolute calmness of mind, that is the highest love!” 

He also revealed that the parties involved in the different accidents were saved from death 

by his dua (blessing). 

Baba met Gulmai at Khushru Quarters, before going to Meherabad. 

 

Before leaving Nasik on Saturday, 20 February 1937, Baba sent Garrett Fort on a tour of 

northern India for a month. Chanji accompanied him to Bombay by train, and Garrett left from 

there the next night. He was to spend one month visiting such places as Bhopal, Ujjain, Gwalior, 

Agra, Delhi, Benares and Allahabad. Being used to a glamorous Hollywood lifestyle, Fort had 

become restless after two months of the confining routine in Nasik, and so Baba allowed him to 

tour India, ostensibly to look at locations and collect background material for the film project. 

Although Baba laid down certain restrictions, Fort’s tour was not as strict as those that others had 

undergone, such as Pleader, who was sent begging. Before Garrett left, Baba gave him the 

following list of instructions: 



Don’t stay at first-class hotels because by leading a simple life you will be able to know 

and feel real Indian life. 

Don’t stay at very low-caliber hotels either; a mid-range type will do. 

Don’t eat flesh or fish. Eggs, vegetables, milk and fruit should be the diet. 

Don’t take intoxicating alcohol or liquor. 

Don’t engage in any lustful action. 

Don’t strike anyone under any circumstances except in self-defense. 

Don’t inquire of or inform anyone of Baba. 

Don’t enter into political discussions with anyone. 

There is no objection to querying about religious and spiritual subjects. 

There is no objection to discussing the film; you may come across people who would like 

to help. 

There is no objection to interviewing a local yogi or saint, but avoid giving them money. 

Travel by second class train throughout your journey. 

Drop a letter to Baba from every place of visit. Send a telegram in case of any dangerous 

happening. 

Garrett left Nasik with his mind full of thoughts of having an exotic adventure in spiritually 

romantic “Ind-ya” and encountering spiritually advanced souls who would show him wondrous 

things. His dreams, however, were not to be fulfilled. On 25 February, from Gwalior, he wrote to 

the other Westerners in Nasik: 

So far no dark, turbaned strangers have signaled to me from the shadows of a neem tree 

and led me off into dark corners to reveal secrets of the occult East, but I haven’t given up hope. 

This trip has been more or less prosaic — though half of the red dust of India has been absorbed 

into the Fort system! 

On 2 March, from Agra, Garrett wrote to Baba: 

Very little has happened during my trip so far that I can connect with spiritual experience. 

I am disappointed, in a way, because I had hoped to have a few experiences of the sort that a man, 

say like Paul Brunton, had in encountering men of spiritual gifts ... 

Baba wrote back through Chanji: 

Take that idea out of your mind that Baba sent you on the trip for some spiritual purpose, 

training or experience, and for once get that fixed in your mind! Do not brood over it. Make the 

most of the trip, keeping in mind the work of the film and trying your best to find helpful hints. 

For the rest of the Western group, the rules and regulations which had governed their lives 

since they had been living at Meher Retreat were relaxed somewhat. The men and women were 

now allowed to leave the ashram premises for shopping, for example, but certain conditions had to 

be strictly obeyed: 

No one should go to a dance, club or any other place of amusement, nor participate in any 

games or sports outside of our property. 

No one should speak with a stranger unless it is quite necessary, nor go to visit any 

acquaintance. 

No one should go out on foot or on bicycle between the hours of 10:00 A.M. and 4:00 P.M. 

[This was because of the strong sun.] 

Everyone should be in the house punctually at mealtimes. 

No one should eat or drink anything which has not been prepared in the house, with the 

exception of coffee. 

"This is freedom with clipped wings,” Baba remarked. Then he further stated: 

From March 16th, Urdu lessons recommence.289 I want you to take work very seriously 

without crises. Every Sunday will be a holiday from Urdu — also the three days during each month 

when you are free to go out all day for a picnic from 8:00 A.M. to 8:00 P.M. 

 

289 The Urdu lessons had been suspended due to the extensive preparations for Baba’s birthday. 



Garrett mentioned to me twice that it would be very good to have some form of physical 

exercise, like Ping-Pong and badminton. I will give you Rs.50 out of which you can buy Ping-

Pong, badminton, deck tennis equipment and anything else you like. 

All of you should study well the list of restrictions ordered by me in connection with your 

leaving the grounds of the ashram. Keep a copy and read it until you understand it perfectly, and 

don’t say afterwards, it was not clear. 

Owing to the heat that will be approaching, we will visit Meherabad only once in 20 

days, instead of once a week. After summer, we will go once a week or every ten days. On the 15th 

of March all of you will go to Meherabad with me. 

Baba had stated that they could go out on picnics once a month and gave them these further 

instructions about this: 

When you go out for a picnic, on this day there will be no duties and no meditation. You 

are free to leave at 8:00 A.M. and return at 8:00 P.M. Since no food may be bought, you may take all 

your meals with you. Norina will see to this for each separate outing. Sit in the shade and never in 

the sun between 10:00 A.M. and 4:00 P.M. 

To avoid being cramped in the cars, the outings can be spread over three days, only a 

certain number going on each trip. This means some will be always at the retreat and those not 

wishing to make use of their outings can remain quietly here. Elizabeth will have two picnics each 

month since she drives the Ford by herself. 

Invariably, Elizabeth, and usually Norina and Will and Mary Backett, preferred to remain 

behind at the retreat. Those who were eager to go to places such as Anand Valley were Rano, Kitty, 

Delia, Margaret, Adi Jr. and Kalingad. Baba had nicknamed Kitty, Margaret and Delia the 

Frivolous Three, for this reason. Rano recalled that on the picnics the Westerners used to corner 

Chanji, Adi Jr. and Rustom “and pump them for stories of their lives with Baba.” Because of this 

they were always so happy to go out on a picnic. 

Late one afternoon, Baba came over to the verandah of Sarzat bungalow and clapped his 

hands, and the group came running. He discussed certain matters with them and in the course of 

conversation turned to Kitty and spelled on the board, “You love me for love itself.” 

Turning to the others, Baba remarked, “Love not the many in the One, but love the One in 

the many. I am the only friend who will never let you down.” 

Baba, however, was miffed when he heard that Kitty had agreed to Rustom’s proposal to 

accompany him on a tiger shoot, which he felt was taking advantage of his leniency. On Thursday, 

4 March 1937, Baba observed: 

Very hard nuts to crack, all of you! Picnics are good, walking also. Games too are good, 

such as Ping-Pong and so forth for exercise. But this does not mean going daily for a swim or 

hunting and killing tigers! Have you come to want to do such things because Rustom shot a tiger? 

Take long or short walks, but don’t make new suggestions. Read through the restrictions 

carefully and do as you are told. It is because I love you that I am saying this. 

Turning to Margaret, Baba inquired, “You did not leave your ballet school to poor Mabel 

for killing tigers, did you?” 

Baba then continued: 

Picnics once a month are all right. I am happy about that, but don’t ask me for other 

privileges. This displeases me. If I did not like your going out for picnics, I would not have said to 

Elizabeth, “When will you go? Why don’t you go too?” And if every day you go out walking for 

miles or go to the bazaar for shopping, I do not mind. But you are not to go bathing [in the river] or 

go hunting. 

The main point is that you should not bring up new suggestions. Don’t ask for more than 

I give you. If I give you a finger, don’t try to reach for the whole arm. 

Now just because I have given certain freedom to one does not mean that I should give it 

to everybody. What is good for one might not be good for another. You must keep this in mind. 

As I have said, on picnic days, meditation and Urdu lessons will be forgone, but not for 

those who choose not to go. For them, meditation continues as before. This aversion to meditation 



and learning Urdu many have. Meditation — some of you love it, and some of you don’t like it. I 

hate it, but I like being meditated upon because then I help directly. 

Love is meditation in its highest form, but only that love which does not forget the 

Beloved for a single moment. Then meditation is not necessary. It is superfluous. Majnun thought 

of nothing but Laila. He saw Laila in everything.290 

Urdu is like castor oil. But if you really plan on staying here five years then you must 

learn it, and the sooner the better. 

Baba then quizzed the group on a few imperative Urdu verbs! 

Later in the day, Baba mentioned his silence: 

For nearly twelve years no word has passed my lips. Yet I am never silent. I speak 

eternally. The voice that is heard deep within the soul is my voice — the voice of inspiration, of 

intuition, of guidance. Through those who are receptive to this voice, I speak. 

My outward silence is no spiritual exercise. Once a devotee asked a Perfect Master why 

he fasted. The Perfect One replied, “I am not an aspirant; I am perfect. So I am not fasting to attain 

perfection. It is for others that I fast.” 

A spiritual aspirant cannot act like One who has attained perfection, but One who is 

perfect can, for the sake of others, act like an aspirant. A person who has received a master of arts 

degree can write the alphabet on a blackboard to teach children, but it does not mean he is no 

longer a master of arts. 

So my silence has been undertaken and maintained solely for the good of others. 

About spirituality Baba stated: 

It is better to study IT than to be ignorant of IT; better to feel IT than to study IT; better to 

experience IT than to feel IT; and best of all to become IT! 

Baba then explained about the third eye: 

When the eyes are turned inward in full consciousness, then this eye [pointing to the 

center of his forehead] opens, and then only the internal is seen. This is insight. Union is then 

sought. 

Now you long for union, but without seeing the One with whom you want to be united. 

When the eyes turn inward and this eye opens, you see the One you long for, and long still more 

ardently for union. 

Turning the eyes inward cannot be done mechanically. It is impossible to do so by 

exercise. However, it is done in less than a second by the Master. You see the Self. Everything 

turns — as different as anything! 

Mary asked, “You once said that everything was illusion until one reaches the seventh 

plane and attains full union with God. Why do we have to bother with the intermediate planes?” 

In reply, Baba dictated, “Union is real, but one has to pass through the planes, even if it is 

for a second. When a Sadguru or the Avatar wishes, he can raise you to the seventh plane in a 

second, but still in that second you have to pass through the whole six planes. 

“The soul thinks that each plane is the end as each is so alluring. There is no desire to go 

further. Garrett says he would like to stay forever near the Taj Mahal; it is so beautiful. The first 

plane is like that. And unless a Master helps you, you can go no further.” 

After further explanation, Baba’s dictation ended and he asked one of the group, “Is it 

clear?” 

The person answered, “No. I get all confused when you talk like this!” 

 
290 The story of Majnun and Laila is a famous Persian tale of the height of human love. Majnun and Laila 

loved each other profoundly, but they were from different tribes and were never united in love. Because of 

that pain of separation, Majnun nearly went mad with love. His love intensified to such heights that he 

came into contact with a Qutub who bestowed God-realization upon him. 



Baba smiled and said, “Love Baba! That is all you need to do. The fun of it all is you are 

already united. It is funny. But you have to go through it — you have to, everybody has to. You 

have to know, ‘I am already one with the Infinite, I have always been infinite.’ ” 

Malcolm asked, “How can we go beyond becoming and get to pure being?” 

Baba replied, “You want to know how to realize the Self. Very cute. He asks the only thing 

that matters! That is not knowing, it is Realization. Unless one is imprisoned, one cannot appreciate 

freedom. A fish born in water lives in water. It cannot realize water. When it comes out of water it 

goes back into water and knows the water.” 

Nadine said, “Then we should bless everything, even our difficulties, shouldn’t we?” 

Baba said, “Bless everything, even the sweets and lemon soufflé! Everything is a blessing.” 

On the following morning, Friday, 5 March 1937, the film of Baba’s birthday was received 

from Bombay, and it was shown early that day to Baba and the Western group at the Circle Cinema. 

Later that day, Sayyed Saheb came to see Baba. His twelve-year-old daughter had recently 

died and Sayyed was feeling very depressed, not because she had died but for the suffering she had 

undergone. In their ignorance, the family members had taken the girl to different psychic mediums 

to try to exorcise “the spirit” they believed was haunting her. 

Sayyed Saheb was in disagreement with the family and could not understand how a spirit 

could have bothered his child when he had so much contact with Baba over the years. Consoling 

him, Baba explained, “She was not suffering from any spirit possession, but from tuberculosis. No 

spirit, however powerful, can ever touch those in my group. They run miles away from the members 

of my circle!” 

On 6 March, Adi Sr. drove Baba from Nasik to Rahuri in the Pontiac On the way, they 

came upon a serious accident. A bus carrying a wedding party had overturned and sixteen persons 

were injured, including the groom. Baba had two of the injured placed in his car and they were 

taken to the closest medical facility at Kohlar for treatment. The others were brought to the Rahuri 

dispensary. Baba went to Meherabad the next morning. 

On the 8th, 9th and 10th, Baba spent all day at Rahuri and returned to Meherabad each 

evening. Dolly was still in a disturbed state and would often refuse to eat. In the evening of the 9th, 

Baba fed her milk and jalebis (brought by Sarosh to celebrate the birth of a son the previous day). 

Why Baba maintained such a schedule of being constantly on the move was puzzling even 

to those who observed it personally. Dhake recorded in his diary on 9 March 1937: 

Shree Baba came here [Rahuri] exactly at 8:00 A.M.; as soon as the clock strikes eight 

Baba’s Pontiac horn sends a booming ring on the road. It makes me think and think, and I never 

come to the end of it, [as to] why Baba is so much on wheels between Meherabad, Nasik and 

Rahuri. One cannot follow the sequence of his work. Mysterious is his way of doing good to the 

world. No doubt he is working day and night for the good of humanity. But his work externally 

falls not within any systematic working of any established institution. He is certainly not working 

for gain to his person. Whatever he does he does for the good of his followers and other people. 

That is why it is difficult to follow his working. Unless and until one is showered with his grace, 

one cannot appreciate his working. Let us try to obey him till we are graced by him by his touch. 

 

For his own reasons, Baba expressed his disappointment that Mahatma Gandhi did not 

come to his birthday celebration. It would have been good for Gandhi to see Westerners and 

Easterners gathered together for a spiritual purpose, he stated. At Baba’s urging, Chanji wrote the 

following letter to Gandhi: 

5 March 1937 

Nasik Retreat 

Dear Gandhiji, 

I have your letter of the 11th last [February]. 



Shri Baba’s birthday, publicly celebrated this time after years, marked an important 

epoch in many ways. I will mention two of its most significant features: his touching of the feet of 

thousands, and the meeting of the East and West in closer bond. 

Shri Baba as a Spiritual Master does not believe in halfway methods of indiscriminate 

charities which is a special feature of most of the upliftment programs. Such an occasion as this, 

which has evoked an inquiry from you, is deliberately created for bringing about mass contact, and 

the bhandaras [feasts] and such stereotyped charities (a feature of Indian life) are resorted to in the 

interest of the ultimate design — the imparting of the spiritual touch of the Master! 

During this distribution of grain and cloth and sweetmeat laddoos to thousands on the 

17th, Shri Baba touched the feet of each recipient of his prasad with his own hands, a procedure 

which we, in Gujarati, call pagay padvu [bowing down]. This prasad, it may be pointed out, was 

given to all who came to receive it — rich and poor alike of all creeds. The spiritual significance of 

this prasad, as could be gathered from your letter under reply, seems to have been lost sight of in its 

being misinterpreted as “help to beggars.” 

Another important feature of this gathering was the participation of Shri Baba’s Western 

devotees in such a public function for the first time, when they mixed freely with the Indian 

devotees and others, and had two common meals with all in the same “sitting” which included all 

classes and creeds — the Hindus (Brahmins as well as Untouchables), Muslims, Parsis, Iranis, 

Christians (Western as well as Indian), all on the same level with Shri Baba among them, which 

brought out love and brotherhood as never witnessed before. 

With loving regards, as ever. 

In reply, Mahatma Gandhi wrote Chanji: 

March 10, 1937 

Segaon, Wardha 

My dear Dadachanji, 

I am glad you told me something of what happened on the 17th. For the moment, 

however, I cannot see eye-to-eye with you. Let us hope that some day I shall understand the events 

described by you and what will happen hereafter in the same way as you say. Surely, all castes, 

classes, rich and poor and all nationalities have before now been represented at the same board and 

have eaten together in a spirit of love and brotherhood. This is not a new phenomenon. But it is 

useless to discuss a thing when angles of vision differ. 

On Thursday, 11 March, Baba gathered the men mandali and explained to them: 

To be frank and fair is a quality and characteristic of persons who are honest and have the 

courage to openly say out what they feel rather than to keep things in the heart or say things behind 

people’s backs. Some take pride in that quality of being “frightfully frank” and hate those who do 

not say out things as openly. 

Yet, there are times when one has to discriminate. Sometimes things spoken with the best 

of intentions totally spoil the case, if said when silence would serve the purpose for the time being. 

A person sensitive and of quick temperament would probably misunderstand words 

spoken with the best of intentions, if said when he is not in a mood to listen. Such a person might 

fly into a rage, become overexcited and be prejudiced against the best of friends or well-wishers. 

He thereby loses the benefit of the advice and words of wisdom that would have done him good if 

said in quieter moments when he would have understood their import and even appreciated it. So it 

is not always the words and things however frankly said that matter, but the right time and the way 

they are put. 

Silence, even though misunderstood for diplomacy or hypocrisy, would serve the purpose 

better ultimately than the best of the glorifying quality of being frightfully frank. Sometimes the 

best of qualities which mankind glorifies are the worst of defects, if not used discriminately at the 

proper moment. 

Baba returned to Nasik on Saturday, 13 March 1937. Malcolm had met a Catholic priest at 

a religious conference in Nasik and he urged the priest to meet Baba, but he declined. When 

Malcolm told Baba, he also seemed uninterested. However, due to Malcolm’s persuasion a meeting 

was arranged. 

When they met, Baba commented to him, “All the mullahjis [Muslim priests] are good; the 
Pope is good; the Aga Khan is good; the pandits [Hindu scholars] are good. But only the 

Shankaracharya [head Hindu priest] can speak for hours on end!” 



The priest, hearing Baba’s words, proudly refuted what had transpired at the conference, 

“It was not the Shankaracharya, but I who spoke during the whole conference. The Shankaracharya 

could not argue convincingly at all. He could not say a word to me and I rebuked him severely.” 

“Yes,” replied Baba, “these mullahjis, and the Shankaracharya, all need to be warned. They 

deserve lecturing and need to be taken to task.” 

“You just said they are good and now you say they need to be lectured?” the priest said. “I 

don’t follow what you mean.” 

Explaining, Baba spelled out, “The Shankaracharya and high priests have big heads — they 

are intellectuals — but they have small hearts. You, however, have a good heart.” 

Baba added, “There are many to teach in the world, but very few to learn.” 

“What do you mean?” asked the priest. 

“They all teach but none of them wants to learn — and those who teach do not know the 

Truth themselves!” 

Baba then recounted an incident concerning Baily: “A chap named Baily was my school 

friend and he just could not believe how a boy like me, who used to play marbles with him, could 

as a man attain such a high state, while he was still where he was. The difference between him and 

me was so phenomenal that he wanted to see some miracles as proof in order to gain conviction 

about me. One day, when Baily was writing something in my thatched hut in Poona, all of a sudden 

the inkwell began dancing up and down! He was flabbergasted. After a little while, the pen jumped 

from his hand and also started to dance. He started shouting, ‘BABA! BABA!’ and wept 

continuously for some days. From that day on, he was convinced of my powers and had faith in 

me. 

“I told him, ‘You fool, if this small phenomena could convince you of spirituality, why 

don’t you go follow Mohamed Chhel [a well-known tantric magician]?’ 

“All miracles are child’s play, whereas spirituality is far above them. Miracles in 

themselves have no spiritual value or significance. But they are necessary and, at times, performed 

by the Master as a means to convince people of Truth and spirituality. Jesus performed miracles 

not for his own gain, but to make people recognize the Truth and to create faith in them. Yet, when 

he was crucified, he who could raise the dead, did not stop it!” 

Changing the subject, the priest asked, “Why do you keep silence? Why don’t you speak?” 

“I always speak!” Baba replied, smiling. “I continually speak through you, through 

Malcolm, through all the high priests and through everyone.” 

Not following what Baba meant, the priest asked, “Then why do you use the alphabet 

board?” 

“I talk through you and all, and I answer questions through this board.” 

The priest looked more perplexed and asked, “How? I don’t understand.” 

Baba quipped, “Yes, you cannot follow because you have been to Rome, and I know 

because I have been to Home! This is the difference between you and me. You are in Rome and I 

am at Home!” 

The priest then left quite puzzled by his encounter with Baba. What Baba meant by “Home” 

was that he was one with God, and “Rome” was the church — rites, rituals, and religious orthodoxy. 

 

Meanwhile Garrett Fort was feeling quite sorry that he ever wished to leave Nasik to see 

the “real” India. During his travels, he became lonely and depressed by what he saw of the country, 

staying in run-down hotels and eating poor food. He also began to reflect on what exactly he was 

doing in India after all. On 5 March 1937, he wrote a long letter to Baba expressing his feelings. 



His letter is revealing as an example of the inner turmoil Baba was stirring up in each of the 

Westerners in Nasik, by whatever methods necessary. In fact, as things unfolded, Garrett Fort’s 

feelings were to lead to major changes in the ashram. The following is what he wrote to Baba. 

… So far I've had no experience that any ordinary tourist wouldn’t have, and aside from 

seeing the “surface” of contemporary Indian life, I am a little dubious about having gathered much 

in the way of impressions that will assist us in our film. I feel very pessimistic about filming what 

I've seen so far. There must be an India, Baba, that has the glamour and charm I've read about and 

heard about all my life. Where is it? Not along my line of march so far. What I've seen is an India I 

don’t know, which strikes me as slightly disconcerting, considering that I'm supposed to be digging 

into Indian life with both hands. And if you think I'm missing Indian life by not staying at those bad 

hotels, eating awful food, sleeping on hard beds, and listening to the prattle of some third-rate 

hotelkeeper who wants to know if I know Jean Harlow, then I'd better come right back to Nasik and 

settle down to studying Urdu.291 

I hate to sound so ungrateful but I must always be honest with you and there’s nothing to 

be gained by my cooing, “Marvelous!” when I don’t see anything to coo about. What I hoped to 

find was the India of olden glamour. I haven’t found it at all. I think that India is a dirty place, and I 

feel so far I've been an awful flop. 

Baba, do something about me! Free me from this horrible halfway state — that of being 

cut off from the life I knew and having the new life withheld for some reason or other. I know you 

didn’t bring me to India to flounder around like a fish out of water. I feel so sterile, so useless, so 

utterly devoid of inspiration, so dull! I know locked away within my mind, there is beauty and 

productiveness and the ability to create; and in my heart there is that great longing to be of use, of 

service to you and your cause. You have the key that will unlock all this and cause it to come 

flooding forth in a vast unlimited stream of energy which can be turned to such terrific advantage. 

Why do you hesitate to turn it, to make use of the inner forces I have laid at your feet in love and 

trust? I know you will one day, but meanwhile I'm going slowly nuts! 

All my life I've been active, used to having things happen, making them happen, glorying 

in accomplishment, however small and insignificant it may have been when compared with what I 

may do for you, if you will only let me — help me. I can’t just sit down and twiddle my thumbs 

and smile sweetly at the others in our group and talk about Urdu verbs and where did the strange 

bird come from that Ruano found in her cage. And even taking a trip of this sort isn’t enough, 

because no matter how many miles I go in quest of action (and I mean productive action), I really 

go nowhere, because it is all within me with the doors of my mind and soul still tightly shut. With 

you to help, I can sit at my desk in Nasik and turn out great plays, great film stories, deathless prose 

— anything — without stirring from my chair. I know all that. I want to do it. I want to have some 

knowledge, something, I can hand out to others in my world who need it, the things I came from 

America to receive. If I should suddenly return to the West at this moment, I would go back with 

empty hands, with nothing but the memory of a few blessed hours with you, and little else. 

When I look around at many of those who have come through the past few years with 

you, I am filled with wonder and perplexity. If you should suddenly cut yourself off completely 

from them, where would they be? What have they gained by these years of service and sacrifices; 

that is, that they can pass on to others? For themselves, perhaps a certain degree of spiritual 

liberation; but that’s taking a selfish attitude. What can they do to help? What do they know that 

they didn’t know before? 

And our Western disciples: what about them? What could Malcolm and Jean take back to 

America? How could Elizabeth carry on your work — not knowing exactly what it is herself? Tom, 

sent back to London with no more letters from Baba, no more contact with Baba, what would he 

do? Do you think that they have all absorbed the things you have told them to a practical degree? 

Those little talks, so carefully noted down in shorthand, so meticulously typed — do you think they 

have been made a part of these people? I don’t. 

In the first place, they don’t understand half of them. Neither do I. Ask Elizabeth what 

makes her wake up from sleep. She may say, ‘My sanskaras. They demand to be spent.’ Ask her 

what she means by this and watch her fumble. Ask Norina to explain the difference between 

illusion and delusion, and with examples. She has it all typewritten down and tucked away in a nice 

notebook, but can she make it clear to someone who hasn’t had you explain it to them? I'll bet she 

can’t, and I can’t either. 

And yet we all sit around at your feet and listen and look wise, and walk away with our 

brows furrowed with thoughts of the Eternal Verities, without having the faintest idea what they 

 
291 Garrett had started staying in better hotels as he was so uncomfortable in the cheaper ones. 



are! But they have all given up their lives to be in India with you, and write long letters home filled 

with minute accounts of everything they are doing, and feel that they are helping in your work; or 

someday will help in your work. And not one of them has the remotest conception of what that 

work is or how they're going to do it. 

If we were all going to be with you in Nasik for the rest of our lives, this would be very 

nice. Many of the Western group have passed middle life and find it comforting to feel that they are 

to be sheltered and looked after until they pass on. Dear old Will and Mary, saintly characters if I 

ever saw two. Ruano, although still filled with an apparently inexhaustible store of energy, with a 

colorful life behind her. Norina, an aging woman with a brilliant career in the past. Malcolm and 

Jean, buffeted about by life for years and glad of a haven. Elizabeth, seeking respite from marital 

maladjustments in union with you. All of these people, good-hearted, sincere, loyal, but looking 

back over their shoulders at life. I feel that my life hasn’t even begun. In my mind, I'm still 

seventeen, with the world before me to be encountered, enjoyed, conquered, learned lessons from. I 

have no sense of age. I'm not ready to sit down and tie up rice, although I'll do it as a matter of 

course and devotion to you. 

But I am ready − and as eager as a racehorse at the barrier — to win great funds of 

spiritual strength and Knowledge and spread forth into the world with a message and a practical 

application of that knowledge to help your children. With that goal in view, I can’t help chafing. I 

see so many who need so much and now that I am here in India, I feel even more helpless than 

before. At least in Hollywood, much as I hated the life, I was helping a few to survive, I felt that my 

money was being turned to advantage. I could talk, I could console, I could help people laugh, turn 

their minds to the lighter side of life. 

But now I do nothing. I have no money, and those who need me starve. I have no 

contacts, except by letter, and that is a poor substitute. I sit in a comfortable ashram and learn Urdu 

(badly) and toy with the idea of getting out a magazine (sometime) and doing a film (perhaps), or 

hop on trains and go dashing around the country, spending your money and still grumbling. A fine 

disciple I am! And with it all, there is that frightening thought that if you should send me back to 

America, what have I to take back to them there? 

Is it selfish for me to want enlightenment? Is it unreasonable to ask you to touch lightly 

my slumbering soul and arouse it to life? Is it too much to expect that, undeserving as I 

undoubtedly am, you will soon whisper that magic word in my inner ear that will vitalize my whole 

being, unlock those chambers of mental and spiritual energy, enable me to really live and serve? It 

isn’t enough to feel that Things Are Happening on the inner planes, unless they are going to burst 

through, like flame smoldering behind a curtain, and demolish the curtain. If I am ready, why can’t 

we start going places; and if I am not, what to do to make me? 

Please, Baba, give this your most serious thought. I feel even more strongly about it than 

I did two years ago, and have done everything I can to be worthy of it. 

I know this must seem a frightfully irreverent and grumbling letter, but you know how I 

mean it. I don’t want to be idle; there is too much to do. And above all else, right or wrong, I must 

always be honest with you and tell you what is in my heart, for I know that this time, in this life, we 

have met again and are going to travel a long road together. 

All my heart’s love, forever, 

— Garrett 

The result of Garrett Fort’s isolation was that within a week of writing this letter, he 

returned to Nasik from northern India. He arrived on Saturday, 13 March 1937, and Baba was 

displeased that he returned earlier than scheduled. Garrett explained that he was dejected, depressed 

and exhausted by his travel, claiming he found nothing but poverty, dirt and filth everywhere he 

visited. 

Reprimanding him, Baba spelled out: 

Faith never argues! Had you firm faith in me you would not have cared about dust, dirt, 

mosquitoes, cholera, illness and would not have changed the plan I had prepared for you. You came 

back before you were due. Had you lasted it out, you would have seen “something,” even at the last 

moment. 

If I am all-knowing, I knew what I wanted you to do and instructed accordingly. If I am 

all-powerful, I knew how I wanted you to go through all this — and laid out my plans accordingly. 

You do not know my plans and way of working, and hence think in terms of a waste of time and 

money, et cetera — all in good faith and with good intentions. 

India has two divisions: the towns and cities are India’s physical body. The scenic spots 

like the Himalayas and Mount Abu are India’s spiritual body. God is not to be found only in 



peaceful atmospheres and among stones [mountains]. If He is to be found at all, He can be found in 

every atom of dust and dirt of cities and towns. 

I tell you all this because I love you and want you to understand that only implicit faith 

will help you understand matters and see you through all thick and thin. 

Nevertheless, Garrett was now ready to return to the West. He said he wished to return to 

Hollywood and work hard to earn money to fund Baba’s ashrams and film projects. Because of his 

insistence, Baba agreed to send him, promising to help him in his endeavors. 

 

Discussions began about building another bungalow in Nasik to house additional 

Westerners who were to come there. On 13 March 1937, Baba gathered the Western group and 

stated: 

I am in everybody, with everybody, and near to some. Last time, we talked about building 

the new bungalow, and it all centered around the fact that we desperately needed money for it. I 

told you all to think about it, how to arrange it, but I feel sure none of you thought about it! 

Consequently, I had to do the thinking myself, as to how to have the money for my future work. 

And today, I solved the problem by ordering Garrett to go back to Hollywood and work and send 

me the money he earns. A most needed help, the only concrete help, because the Avatar is always 

poor! 

Men such as the Aga Khan and [Adolf] Hitler have lots of money, but the Avatar is 

always poor — always in need of money. Always the inner circle helps the Avatar, so we send 

Garrett to Hollywood for three purposes: to send money, to spread my message, for I will work 

spiritually through him, and to work toward the film. The film must and has to come out. Therefore, 

for these three purposes Garrett goes to Hollywood for fourteen months. Now he is first going to 

Panchgani for seven days and will stay in the cave in Tiger Valley where I was for months before. 

Baba ended by saying, “It is better to give than to receive — always in everything. In the 

long run, one finds it better to give.” 

The following day, the 14th, Baba further discussed the building plan: 

Let us finish the bungalow business today, because tomorrow there will be no time. The 

building will cost Rs.16,000 and the furniture will Rs.8,000: a total of Rs.24,000. 

How we need money! That is why Garrett goes to Hollywood. Not for the bungalow 

only; this we shall try somehow to manage. But later on, we will need lots of money for very great 

work. Only Garrett can make money quickly; I will push him. We cannot touch the Trust money for 

the bungalow, but whatever new building we build goes to the Trust. What greater service than to 

help with money when it is needed most! 

This discussion about money was just a ploy on Baba’s part. Fort thought money was 

important to Baba in his work, but it was not. At one point, Fort suggested sending $1,000 each 

month. After complaining about his mind being so sluggish and lacking in inspiration, Baba assured 

him, “I have an immense stock of inspiration and I will give some of it to you; after fourteen months 

you must come back to me here.” 

It was decided eventually to start building the bungalow in September 1937, after the 

monsoon rains had ceased and additional funds began arriving. Therefore, no new persons were to 

be allowed to come to India before December. Baba also wanted a bore-well dug so they no longer 

would need to boil their drinking water as they had been doing. 

After the building project was settled, Baba explained to the group about different mental 

states: 

Subconscious experiences, although on the same plane, vary. Some are mere dreams, 

some visions, some the foretelling of the spending of impressions — but even the subconscious can 

be hallucinated. This is very interesting. 

Now what is hallucination? Let us not play with mere terms. Let us see whether you 

really understand. It is not a dream; it is like delusion. The difference can be understood by 

examples. You sit relaxed and in your mind pictures of your home, your mother, family come to 

your mind, and you speak to the pictures that you can bring before your mind. This is imagination. 

You imagine yourself being in America — talking, eating, et cetera; that is imagination. Now, in 



this imagination you think that you actually see your home, your mother, family, et cetera, and feel 

their presence. This is hallucination. 

As another example, I once asked a man to fast for 40 days on water only. On the 14th 

day he saw strange things. He saw figures with ten heads and twelve hands speaking! He thought 

this was spiritual experience, but I assured him it was hallucination. 

Now what is the difference between hallucination and spiritual experience? In 

hallucination you see things — extraordinary things — but you never feel blissful or peaceful. This 

is the only sure sign of differentiating between hallucination and spiritual experience. When it is 

hallucination, bliss and peace are not possible. In the state of delusion too, bliss and peace are not 

possible, but this confusion as to whether it was hallucination or spiritual experience does not 

remain. In hallucination you see figures, giant figures, or pygmies, et cetera, yet you doubt as to 

whether they exist or not. But in delusion you take things as existing which really do not exist. 

Hallucination is like a conscious nightmare! 

Garrett asked, “How can you imagine things you have never seen?” 

Baba dictated, “You have seen things far back, ages back. You can never produce what 

you have not seen. Imagination is infinite. But sometimes you see in your dreams events that occur 

years after, and all of a sudden you remember having dreamed it. Sometimes you see such funny 

[strange] things, things having no meaning. Or you see persons you have never seen in this life, but 

you have either seen them in the past or will see them in the future.” 

Garrett asked, “When you have dreams of future events, have you seen that?” 

“You will see it later even if you have not seen it yet,” Baba replied. “Imagination is 

always something you have seen or will see in the future.” 

“What about astral journeys?” Garrett inquired. 

“Astral journeys are taken by persons consciously and unconsciously, but those that 

really matter are the ones done consciously. You actually experience being aloof from the gross 

body and having a subtle body, and seeing with the eyes of the subtle body, and smelling with the 

nose of the subtle body. 

“In a dream when you sleep, this physical body is not used, and yet you see, smell, hear, 

taste, et cetera. You do it all with the subtle body, but not consciously. When you do it consciously 

you actually experience being aloof from the body. You smell, you eat, you hear, you feel, doing it 

all as concretely as you do with the gross body, not vaguely as in dreams. You can then actually 

feel the body as a cloak — you take it off and put it on like a garment. Actually, not just 

imagination.” 

Garrett asked, “What happens when we establish a direct, mental contact with you, Baba, 

thinking of you?” 

“Now, this is very important,” Baba emphasized. “The difference is so subtle between 

imagination and contact, yet there is a world of difference. When you imagine, you have no 

purpose; when you contact you have purpose.” 

Malcolm then said, “It’s clear, but even in contact don’t you use the imagination?” 

“Yes, imagination is the background,” Baba replied. 

The topic turned to what happens after death, and Baba commented about heaven and hell: 

“Hell and heaven are mental states, not places. In these states the mind’s desires and the 

capacity to receive become extremely intense. For example: you die — you're dead. That means 

you leave the body, but you as soul continue. Your mind and your ego also continue and the 

impressions in your mind are there. 

“One of these impressions is of drinking [alcohol]. Now this impression has to be wiped 

out by drinking. But here in this state without the body, the drinking process is only by thought and 

desire. The mental enjoyment, however, is much more intense, and it lasts longer. There [in the 

body] the thought is to drink. Now you can enjoy drinking, just by thinking. But since the gross 

vehicle is not attached, you cannot get drunk, unless you drink gross wine. 

Garrett asked, “What is meant by a possession?” 

Baba spelled out, “There are certain cases where the gross body is compelled to drop 

before the person’s sanskaras are completely used up. Such is the case when a person commits 

suicide. The body is gone but the momentum of all the [gross] impressions goes on [and the person 

becomes a ghost]. 

The soul wants to drink, eat, et cetera, very, very badly; so much so that it takes to 

unnatural resources by entering someone else’s body. It awaits its opportunity. When it finds you 

drinking [pointing to one of the group], it satisfies its desire by drinking through you. When it has 

to experience anger, then, when you are angry it experiences it through you. This is a fact.” 



The Western group had to go to sleep early that night at eight, since they were going to 

Meherabad with Baba the next morning. 

To avoid driving in the heat of the day, Baba woke them at 1:00 A.M. on Monday, 15 March 

1937. After hot tea, they started out at 2:00 A.M. Baba assigned each person’s place in the three cars 

and, in good humor, posted a list with each one’s new nickname: 

In the Ford: Elizabeth, the Eternal, drives; Norina, the Mama; Rano, the Universal Mind; 

Ruano, the Heavens; Nonny, the Beloved; Kitty, the Love; Canute and Kippy, the Nuisances. 

In the Chevrolet: Pendu, the Great, to drive; Tom, the Lover; Malcolm, the Magazine; Jean, 

the Jewel; Mary, the Merry; Will, the Divine Will; Nadia, the Knower. 

In the Opel: Baba, the Infinite; Adi Sr., the Alphabet, drives; Margaret, the Holy Spirit; 

Delia, the Champak [a flower]; and a boy [either Jalil or Bhagirath]. 

After this day visit to Meherabad, the group returned to Nasik late at night, via Rahuri, 

where Baba got down. Earlier that morning, Raosaheb saw an old woman loudly moaning outside 

their compound. When he and Jalbhai went to offer her some bread and tea, they saw that she had 

a huge gaping head wound filled with maggots. Seeing her agonizing suffering, Raosaheb became 

distraught. Baba was not at Rahuri then and he wasn’t expected that day, but he suddenly arrived 

at seven o’clock in the evening. He asked Raosaheb why he looked so glum. Jalbhai told him about 

the old woman and Baba said to summon her. She had left, but was soon located and brought. Baba 

stood and embraced her tightly. He arranged for a bedding to be given her, told Nilu to give her a 

sleeping dose, and instructed Adi Sr. to take her to Ahmednagar the following day for further 

treatment. (She died shortly afterwards.) 

Baba stayed in Rahuri for a few days and, as Dhake recorded, “Whenever Baba is here 

every one of us is pleased and all the work is done up-to-the mark. The mad ashramites also feel a 

kind of joy when Baba is here.” 

 

On 18 March 1937, Baba sent Garrett Fort to the Tiger Valley Cave in Panchgani to stay 

secluded for two days. Chanji went with him and left him at the cave. But when Fort inspected the 

cave, he was horrified by the thousands of black ants inside and spread insecticide to kill them. He 

was distraught to see the ants return at night, and his whole attention was focused on them rather 

than on contemplation of God. But when he did think of Baba, he felt protected. 

Firmly set on leaving India, Garrett went from Panchgani to Meherabad to meet Baba on 

the 20th. At one point, Fort expressed his disappointment, saying, “I am returning empty-handed!” 

What Fort meant was that he had not had any spiritual experiences. But Baba explained, 

“You are not returning empty-handed; you are going with my orders in your hands. You do not 

know what your time in India means. You will realize it all later. It is like a pregnant woman feeling 

all the time uncomfortable, uneasy, and restless with the burden of the child. But once she gives 

birth, she feels light, happy and free. 

“You are returning now full of special experiences though you are unconscious of them. 

That is why you are so uneasy and even upset, and why you feel that you are going empty-handed. 

But once the veil is torn open there will be light, knowledge, understanding, illumination — and 

then you will know all.” 

Baba urged Garrett to follow all the orders he had been given, especially about refraining 

from lustful actions. Baba warned him, “One physical relationship and it’s all lost, so beware!” 

Garrett Fort left Nasik on 24 March 1937 by train with Chanji and, following Baba’s orders, 

set sail the next day at noon on the Conte Verde headed for California. He was never to see Meher 



Baba again. Fort’s departure was the beginning of the end of the Nasik ashram. It was also one of 

the reasons why the magazine Avatar never got started.292  

Garrett’s ideas were innocent but naïve. A successful Hollywood screenwriter, who had 

enjoyed lucrative sales of his writing, was returning from “occult” India having spent months with 

a God-conscious Master. He was enthusiastic about going back to work in the movie business and 

earn thousands of dollars to send to Baba. His only thought was of how proud Baba would be of 

him. Yet, things were not to turn out as Fort had planned. In fact, he would have been wiser had he 

stayed in India and let Baba decide his future, instead of formulating his own schemes of how to 

“help” Baba, though he was very sincere in them. Meher Baba would seldom say no to someone 

who was keen to do something, who came to him for his consent or permission. Baba would allow 

the person to use his mind to pursue his dreams, and then learn for himself the wisdom of leaving 

everything to the Master. 

As things tragically turned out, Garrett Fort returned to Hollywood to face years of 

unemployment and inactivity. He plunged deeply into debt and wrote long letters to Baba detailing 

his plight. Not finding work was sheer torture for him, and it was deeply frustrating not to be able 

to earn any money for Baba’s cause. The irony of the matter was that, during this period of contact, 

Meher Baba would actually send him money from time to time. Several months of communication 

passed between Baba and Fort. After one of Fort’s “whining” letters (as he himself described them) 

asking Baba to do something to help him, Baba sent the following letter (from Cannes, dated 3 

October 1937): 

Now you know that your earning power, like all your talents, is a grace from me, given or 

withheld as I deem best for your spiritual evolution. 

You said in your letter that you have surrendered your life to me, that you have no 

ambition but to serve me, that you are a soldier ready for the call. But apparently you do not like 

the call that has been given you. You want the war to be conducted according to your ideas, not 

mine. 

Try to remember, dear Garrett, that you are doing my work, which is as ancient as I am. 

In surrendering your life to me you must be prepared to follow my instructions implicitly, without 

caring for the results, which are in my hands and depend upon my will. My promises are always 

kept, but in my own way and at my own time. 

I am not a writer, so I do not always express myself as well as you might wish. I am not a 

pedagogue, so I do not tell you in advance what the lesson for tomorrow will be. I am God, the 

Supreme Liberator, and if you knew what strides you have been making toward liberation by the 

trials through which you have been going since you left me, you would be overcome with gratitude, 

instead of filled with discontent. 

It is true, I use the circumstances of everyday life to liberate my devotees, but I use them 

in a way that is beyond the comprehension of the intellect. So you must not expect me to provide 

you with blueprints of my plans, either individual or universal. Have faith in me, supreme faith. I 

am always with you, directing you as my own vehicle, my own son. Whatever is accomplished in 

all that you do or do not do is always my will! 

You are an instrument in my divine orchestra, an instrument which I need, but which 

must be perfected. I shall never fail you, nor will you fail me. You must continue to be brave as you 

have been. 

 

On Thursday morning, 25 March 1937, Baba took the Westerners for a picnic at Trimbak, 

the source of the Godavri River, sixteen miles from Nasik. The group left Nasik at 5:00 A.M. in 

three cars. At the base of the hill, they got out and began ascending 700 carved stone steps. Baba 

had Jean, Nonny and a few others, who were not well, carried up on seats swung between two 

 
292 Baba had stated that the magazine should continue for five years, but the other Westerners, too, only 

stayed in Nasik seven months, so the publication never materialized. Perhaps Baba had other reasons for 

issuing orders relating to the magazine, since it did bring out a number of conflicts between Malcolm and 

Fort, and Baba always worked through conflict. The planned publication, however, was not completely 

dropped and was to start up eighteen months later as the Meher Baba Journal. 



poles. At the top, Baba showed them the source of the river. He then directed them to a shady spot 

told them to unpack and eat the picnic lunches. Afterward Baba motioned for them to repack the 

uneaten food and be ready to move. Then he took them on a walk. 

After an hour’s walk, the group was noticeably tired. Baba then asked Delia to make tea 

and indicated that he was hungry. “Why don’t you all eat?” he asked. But Delia objected because 

there would be nothing left for supper. “Never mind, we will eat,” and he motioned everyone to be 

seated. The baskets were again unpacked, the food was distributed and tea was served. 

It was only 10:00 A.M. and they had already eaten their lunch, tea and dinner. Baba spelled 

out, “Since there is nothing else to do and the food is finished, we should go home.” The sun was 

high by then, but nevertheless they descended by a different route and returned to Meher Retreat 

by noon. 

Memo came to Meherabad alone on Sunday, 28 March, to see Baba, and stayed with 

Daulatmai at the Family Quarters. A meeting of the Trust was held at 8:30 A.M. in Rahuri on the 

30th. Ramjoo, Sarosh, Adi Sr., Padri, Pendu, Vishnu, Kaka, Norina and Elizabeth were in 

attendance. Chanji also came to Rahuri that day from Bombay. 

Malya Rudhyar, the astrologer Dane Rudhyar’s wife, was touring India and came to Nasik 

on the 31st. The Rudhyars had met Baba in Boston in 1931 and again in Hollywood in 1932. During 

Malya’s meeting, Baba told her, “Bravery and strength overcome all difficulties. Be firm, do not 

despair and keep longing. It is there in you. You are the infinite universe, but you must discover it 

and find that out. I will help you, always. 

“Places and physical conditions do not matter where longing and determination are deep 

and strong. It is not a question of patient, endless walking, for example. It matters how and where 

you walk — in which direction. You may walk and walk for years, but if it is in the wrong direction 

it is a waste of energy and time. If you go further away, of course you do come back when the time 

comes, but it is such a long process.” 

Malya was invited to stay in the Nasik ashram and she did for a few weeks before returning 

to America. 

 

On Thursday, 1 April 1937, Baba gave a very interesting discourse to the Westerners, 

explaining that they should always think of him in everything they did: 

I may want anything from you. I may instruct some of you to nurse and wash the lepers 

and look after them. I may order some to meditate on me, or wander about like sadhus, or dance 

and sing with joy, or become like skeletons, or grow big and fat. But whatever it may be, all should 

work for me. This new work will start in April. 

Meditation means all the time — always thinking of Baba, letting nothing distract you. 

It is your doing it for me that counts; otherwise, we have millions of hospitals and billions 

of nurses to call upon. But I want you to work for me, beg for me, write for me, mediate on me. 

When you think of these lepers as Baba, you will wash them with love. Baba is all in all, so wash 

them with the same love as you wash my hair. Then only do you express the St. Francis state. 

Turning to Margaret Craske, Baba continued: 

If you dance for me, you do as much good as one who meditates on me. Some like work, 

some like play. But when you do it for me, then it is the same. This is Vedanta and Christian 

philosophy in a nutshell; so very easy and yet so very difficult! 

Think of me in everything you do. Eat, dance, but forget yourself in the action and think 

of me instead. This is union through action. The less you think of yourself and the more you think 

of Baba, the sooner the ego goes and Baba remains. When you — ego — go entirely, I am one with 

you. So bit by bit, you have to go. Today your nose, tomorrow your ears, then your eyes, your 

hands, everything. 

Think of me when you eat, sleep, see and hear. Enjoy everything, but think it is all Baba. 

Baba enjoys it. Baba is eating it. Sleep soundly in Baba, and when you wake up remember it is 

Baba getting up. Keep this one thought constantly with you. If you do wrong, then think it is Baba 



doing wrong. If you get a pain, think it is Baba getting a pain. Then it will be all the time Baba … 

Try to forget yourself and do all for Baba. Let it be Baba all the time! 

On the 1st of April starts this new life. Try to forget yourself and do all as Baba and you 

will enjoy what you do. It is really all bliss — all love. It is we who have created misery. So let us 

be happy. How? By not being bound by anything. 

Can you picture me driving a car? Can you picture me dancing? When you dance, then it 

is Baba dancing. When you drive a car, then it is Baba driving. Baba does everything. When you 

blow your nose, it is Baba blowing his nose. … Think always of Baba. It is the easy and natural 

way. 

Baba had directed the Westerners to do an hour of meditation each morning. On 2 April, 

Baba urged them to take the meditation seriously: “Try to do it very, very seriously as if your very 

spiritual life depended on it, not merely as exercise, drill or a bore — or like taking castor oil. 

Clear?” 

He told them, “Once you experience a tiny bit of what I intend giving, it will be bliss just 

to sit and concentrate on me. Until then try to follow literally what I have told each separately.” 

 

Baba left Nasik early the next morning, accompanied by Chanji and the driver, reaching 

Meherabad at 7:15 A.M. Charles Purdom’s new book The Perfect Master had recently been 

published in England and some copies had arrived.293 In the car, Chanji discussed translating 

Purdom’s book into Gujarati. Chanji also suggested having the mandali and Westerners write of 

their experiences. Baba liked the idea and told him, “Remind me about it when I return to Nasik.” 

Shireenmai, Beheram, Perin and their children arrived at Meherabad on Sunday, 4 April 

1937 and saw Baba. 

Baba returned to Nasik on the 6th, and two days later took the Westerners to Anand Valley, 

eight miles away. They left Nasik at 7:30 A.M. in three cars, one driven by Freiny and one by 

Elizabeth. It was a beautiful spot for a picnic, on the banks of the Godavri River surrounded by 

mango trees, and Baba was in a very happy, playful mood. 

Even though Nonny was on a liquid fast of 40 days by Baba’s order, drinking only three 

glasses of orange juice per day, she accompanied them. Upon arriving, Baba asked her to relax in 

the shade while he and others played deck tennis and gilli-danda. 

At around 10:30 Norina returned to the retreat and brought back a hot lunch of rice and 

spinach. Baba ate with the group off grass-leaf plates, serving the food himself. After lunch, they 

rested and played more games. Norina had also packed drinks and Baba made himself a refreshing 

concoction of barley water, soda water, orange and watermelon juice. He distributed slices of 

watermelon for dessert. In the afternoon the Westerners sat around Baba and amused him by telling 

funny stories. 

After lunch Baba sent Freiny to bring Rustom, who had been ill with malaria. Rustom 

arrived and Baba asked him to lie in the shade and gave him barley water. Afterward, they left and 

reached the retreat by 3:30 in the afternoon. 

Baba presented copies of the book The Perfect Master to Norina, Nadine and Kitty. He 

also discussed Chanji and Malcolm’s idea of having the Westerners write of their experiences to 

be collected into a book. He gave all one month to complete the assignment. By 5:30 P.M. Baba left 

Nasik for Rahuri and then went on to Meherabad. 

In April, Nadine wrote of her experiences in a long letter to the Bengali poet, novelist and 

Nobel Laureate, Rabindranath Tagore, whom she had met in New York City many years before. 

An excerpt from her letter is as follows: 

 
293 Chanji had provided Purdom with details about Baba’s life, and Baba had approved the manuscript. 

(Ghani and others, however, were miffed not have warranted a mention.) 



… We Russians always read and adored your poetic writings. India always seemed to us 

a country of highest spiritual manifestations and also of many alluring mysteries that fascinated our 

imagination and encouraged our hopes in seeking greater perfection; but it took years of search and 

ardent investigations before experience began to uncover to me the real meaning of true 

spirituality. 

As so many Westerners, I went through certain yogi practice which I took wholeheartedly 

with the greatest inspiration of my life. But when I went as far as I could — I had to face 

insurmountable difficulties and had to stop, bewildered and helpless as there was no one who could 

assume the responsibilities of real guidance. One could have all books and doctrines, spiritual 

schools and different Eastern and Western preachers and leaders — but no actual help for higher 

true spiritual training…. 

All acquired experience only made it harder to lay trust on anyone. One thing was clear 

— the necessity of simple ways, the need of truth manifested as a perfect example. So you can 

imagine the greatest happiness when I have been brought in contact and actually was in the 

presence of a True Perfect Master. Immediate inner recognition and direct practical help, together 

with wonderful experiences, have given the long sought Peace. Since then my spiritual path became 

sure and clear, inner adjustments have removed former difficulties; old methods discarded and all-

increasing progress assured…. 

It is rare, very rare grace to find a True, Pure Guide who really is that Divine Love, for 

which we long all our lives and come to this earth … Shri Baba’s Divine Love has an irresistible 

power — it awakens Love and brings confidence and divine assurance in his Pure Spiritual 

Guidance. It brings comfort to the Soul and helps to fulfill our spiritual Ideal. 

 

The Westerners visited Meherabad on Saturday, 10 April 1937, starting at 2:00 A.M. and 

arriving early in the morning and returning the same evening at seven. Baba was driven to Rahuri 

the following day by Adi Sr., where Ali Akbar (Aloba), Tyebali and a few other visitors were 

waiting to meet him. Baba met each and sorted out their individual problems and worries, although 

he was annoyed and would have preferred spending all his time in Rahuri with the mad and masts 

there. Raosaheb and Ghani also seemed out of sorts, and this further irritated Baba. 

On the 12th, Baba clearly indicated that he no longer wished to maintain two 

establishments: “The whole affair should be at either Meherabad or Rahuri, but not both.” He 

instructed Dhake to see Laxminarayan, the landowner at Rahuri, and try to get more land; 

otherwise, the ashram should be moved to Meherabad. 

Also on the 12th, Rustom came to Rahuri with cameramen and a director from the Imperial 

Film Company. They took a few minutes of film of the Rahuri ashram and of Baba feeding the 

inmates to incorporate with the footage they had taken of Baba’s birthday celebration at Nasik. 

Baba came to Nasik unexpectedly that day, arriving after dinner at eight o’clock. The group 

was not expecting him until the following day. As was their usual habit, they stood outside the main 

building and watched Baba get out of the car. He motioned them not to come and embrace him, as 

they sometimes did, because he was working internally. He instructed them to be completely silent, 

but he did allow them to sit around him on the steps of the porch. 

Elizabeth’s dog Kippy was usually around Baba when he was in Nasik. The dog walked 

up to him and she licked his feet. Baba took her in his arms for a moment. 

After a short while, Baba asked where Kitty was. She had gone for a walk, but it was 

already dark and she had not yet returned. Baba led the group to sit in the garden and asked again, 

“Where is Kitty?” After a few moments, Baba left and retired to his room, directing one of them to 

give Kitty a message, “Tell Kitty she is wonderful in all ways, good and bad!” 

Despite the group having been together for four months now, differences and petty quarrels 

persisted in the Nasik ashram. On the afternoon of Tuesday, 13 April 1937, Baba mentioned this 

problem and explained the difference between needs and wants: 

As I said this morning, it is time we started dying. Dying not the ordinary death, but the 

“death” of low desires. It is all bliss everywhere, but all are miserable because of ignorance which 

forces one to fulfill desires. Yet the goal of each and everyone is to attain the state of 



desirelessness. Is it clear? It is all happiness, infinite unfathomable bliss when you desire nothing. 

Let desires die — but how? 

You want millions of things. You say, “I want this, I want that.” If you were to keep an 

account of your wants — my God! Needs are not wants. Everything beyond needs is wants. And 

wanting inevitably leads to suffering. 

So try your best, your very best to want less and less of that which is beyond your needs. 

Try loving and loving more and more, and then you will want less of that which is beyond your 

needs and want more love. Try seriously. It will all be bliss if you don’t want anything. But you 

must try consciously. The stone wants nothing, but wants nothing unconsciously. 

Let us begin by dying! The more you want, the more miserable you are. If you think 

seriously for just five minutes of all the things you have wanted during your life, of what you have 

gotten, and what you did not get and today ask yourself if you are satisfied with life. All that you 

enjoyed in the past, is today nil! All you have suffered, today is nil! It was all illusion. 

So, when it is our right to be happy, why try to be unhappy by wanting things? Don’t 

want, be happy. If you want, the wanting makes you restless. If you do not get it, you are 

disappointed. If you get it, after having it, you don’t want it — you don’t enjoy it. 

Therefore, long and be restless for one big thing. Long and want the one thing that will 

kill all the millions of other wants. Long for union. How clear and simple. Try with all your heart. 

Do not say yes and then not do it. Begin seriously now. 

You cannot love each other. All right, but try at least to give in to each other. But even 

this you do not do. Why? Because you are not honest. That is why I love the mad at the Rahuri 

ashram. They are honest in their insanity. You come from far away to love me and to realize me, 

but here you have turned into fighting cocks and hens! 

I think I will have to leave you all and go to Nepal or send you all to the Himalayas. So 

begin by wanting less. Try to love more. Try to have more tolerance. It is sublime happiness all 

around and yet everybody is sad, miserable and suffering. So, do you all promise to begin dying? 

Each in the group promised to try to live Baba’s words. Thereupon, Baba continued: 

If I find disharmony and find you not prepared to “die,” then it is better that you all pack 

up and go. You have not come here for name and fame. I have so many disciples from the West. I 

do not need anybody. I am always alone and always will be until eternity. It is you who need me 

until you become me. But if you do not try, what is the use? … 

So all begin to try now, or seriously I will tell you all to leave. Be honest in your trying. 

There must be harmony, love and peace. Real harmony, love and peace — not forced. Unless you 

are what I want you to be, I cannot give you what I want to. 

Do not keep the doors closed [pointing to the heart]. Keep them open so that when I want, 

I can enter. Every time I intend entering, I find the doors closed, all because of useless wants! 

Begin dying by loving. Promise me. If you cannot love one another, how could you love 

those who torture you? Look how Jesus loved! He saw himself in all. See Baba within. If I say, 

“No!” do you get angry? When Norina says no, think it is Baba who says no. It is all want, pride, 

ego-satisfaction — all wants. 

Someone asked, “How can we differentiate between needs and wants? Some claim, ‘I need 

all I want.’ What is the difference?” 

Baba explained: 

If you are dying of thirst in the desert, you need water — not lemonade. If you ask for 

water, it is your need. If you ask for barley water, it is a want. Is it clear? But if you can get good 

water, it is not necessary to drink muddy water to kill your desire for drinking. Drink good water. 

Neither lemonade nor muddy water, but pure, simple water. 

Meals were often a source of conflict in Nasik. Jean had to have spinach every day, cooked 

in a special way; another wanted beets. One of the group said they should eat only whole-wheat 

bread. Another requested buttermilk at a certain time each morning. Baba had instructed that Rano 

and Delia were to have cream every day; others wanted it also. During this meeting, Norina brought 

up the question of meals, and Baba commented: 

You have all promised to try your best to die, so let us begin with food. Let us have no 

more clashes about food. Let Norina go on giving the same as before. 

You [pointing to Norina] are much too blunt. And for the role of Mother, you ought to be 

more gentle. Be one without duality. Be gentle. Listen to all suggestions. If you can fall in with 



them, good; if not, kiss and say no gently. This is tact. It hurts if you are too frank sometimes, and 

this I do not want. 

So, I repeat: all begin to try now or, seriously, I will tell you to go back home. And be 

honest in your trying. There must be harmony, love and peace — real harmony, love and peace, not 

forced. 

Petty things take up all your energy, thoughts and time. No more of that. Love and forget. 

This is the only thing that matters. Love, always try to love. 

You do not like Norina being so blunt. Love her all the more. She needs it. If she finds 

you weak in your wants, then she too must love you. You need it. If a mother found her child sick 

or weak, she would fondle it more, love it more. So, if anyone of you is weak, the rest of you 

should love that one more. 

By weak I mean taken up with desires. Anger is weakness, pride is weakness, and so on. 

So all try. As Kaka says, “No discuss; just try!” 

After a brief pause, Baba continued: 

From today I want every one of you to sit silent and alone for five minutes and try to look 

within. This five minutes is not meditation, it is just a “looking within.” 

How to do this? Sit in a relaxed position — don’t think of anything, not even of Baba. 

Close the eyes and mentally look within and imagine yourself as infinite. Let the idea that you are 

infinite remain for five minutes. How do you imagine yourself infinite? You can imagine the 

infinite as sky, ocean or vast emptiness. And let this one thought be in your mind — that you are 

infinite within. 

Continue your one hour meditation as usual every day according to individual 

instructions. And when I am here, half an hour’s silence with me in the evening. Also from today, 

this extra five minutes [of looking within]. It is very, very important for me to help you and to give 

you what I want to give. 

That evening, Baba called all together to sit with him in silence outside on the lawn. He 

spelled on the board, “Tomorrow,” and then elaborated: “Tomorrow we will have silence in the 

evening, but under one condition that is very important — that you do not look around at one 

another, but only look at me and feel as if you are alone with me. You should do it naturally without 

strain. You must not feel conscious of your bodies. Let the head be the center of your body. When 

it is, then you forget your body and you can think of me.” 

Will Backett asked, “What should I do if I feel pressure in the head?” 

Baba replied, “Relax, as if going to sleep. Close your eyes. If you can look at me in such a 

concentrated manner that you forget your body, it is best. If you do not close your eyes, look at me, 

but be so immersed in me that you forget your body. 

“I leave it to you. What I mean is that I work internally for the world and if you, while 

meditating, forget your body and concentrate on me, you share in the work. 

“My work and I are inseparable, like the rose and its fragrance. Both are inseparable. But 

the rose is not the smell, and the smell is not the rose. The thorn and its pricking are inseparable, 

but the pricking is not the thorn, nor the thorn the pricking.” 

Baba expounded on creation and its ultimate purpose and ended by stating, “God has 

power, bliss, light and peace, but He wants to express Himself. But to express Himself, 

consciousness must be gained. Therefore, to gain consciousness, all this fun has started. I love the 

fun, yet in this fun I suffer infinitely.” 

Someone asked, “Why is there suffering?” 

Baba gave this succinct reply: “Suffering is essential for the elimination of the ego, just as 

it was necessary for you to scrub and scrub to wash the stain from my coat.” 

 

Pappa Jessawala’s heart had bowed at Baba’s feet upon witnessing the glorious spectacle 

of the Master’s birthday celebrations. He returned to Nagpur and sent his family to Nasik for two 

months during the summer — his wife Gaimai, eldest son Eruch, 20, daughters Manu, 19 and 



Meheru, 17, and a younger son Meherwan, 7. They arrived in Nasik around 15 April 1937 and 

resided at the Pichy Phipson Sanatorium near the retreat.294 

Eruch was studying in college and would visit Meher Retreat with his family. On one 

occasion, Baba introduced him to his Western lovers. Baba asked him, “What do you want to 

become?” Eruch replied that he wanted to study engineering at a college in Benares. 

“What will you do by becoming an engineer?” Baba asked. He sent for Kaka and spelled 

out to Eruch, “Kaka was quite a big engineer in the Tata Company. Ask him what he did after 

becoming an engineer.” 

The mandali were expert at catching Baba’s hints and would say anything to please him in 

a ruse. Taking the hint, Kaka said, “Engineering is totally useless! One may follow any vocation in 

the world, but to become an engineer is a sin! I was faced with so many difficulties in my job I 

wanted to die. There is no worse profession on earth than engineering!” 

Baba then asked Eruch, “Did you hear what Kaka says about engineering? Why don’t you 

become my engineer instead?” Eruch replied that he would see what happened. 

Eruch was very strong physically. One day in Nasik, Baba asked Eruch to massage his legs. 

While Eruch was rubbing the muscles, Baba asked, “Do you know everything?” 

Eruch answered proudly, “I have learned many things.” 

“Do you know how to swim?” Eruch said yes. 

“Will you swim in my ocean?” Eruch burst out laughing. 

Baba then directed him, “If you know everything, repair my chappals and bring them back 

within three minutes.” 

One of the leather straps had come loose and Eruch took the sandal, thinking: “If I don’t 

stitch it in time, Baba will claim I was only boasting.” He approached Freiny and asked if there was 

a sewing machine in the house. She pointed it out, and Eruch proceeded to begin repairing the 

leather strap. 

Freiny’s children Meheru and Naggu watched noisily as Eruch fixed the sandal. Eruch told 

them to be quiet. He sewed the sandal and went back to Baba in seven minutes. Baba examined it 

and gestured, “Good, but you took so long.” 

“The proper tools were not available,” Eruch replied. 

Baba congratulated him on doing a good job and then asked, “Do you know carpentry? 

Tailoring? Cobblery as well?” 

“Yes, I do,” said Eruch. “My parents have taught me many things.” Baba appeared pleased 

and praised Eruch’s abilities. 

While staying at Nasik, Baba called the Jessawalas to Rahuri on 26 April and showed them 

the ashram and explained his work there. When Baba bathed the masts, he kept Eruch by his side. 

 

In Rahuri, nearly 200 patients a day would come seeking treatment at the Meher Free 

Dispensary, run by Dr. Nilu with the help of Jalbhai. The patients, mostly poor and illiterate 

villagers, were treated well, and at times Baba would also help. He would keep a watchful eye on 

their treatment and come to the clinic to meet them. The patients would wait for Baba’s visits and 

his presence would give them joy and minimize their suffering. 

 
294 The sanatorium was a series of guest houses where people came to rest, as Nasik has a salubrious 

climate. 



One day a poor woman came to the dispensary with a maggot-infected head injury. The 

wound was deep and very painful. She shouted, “Meher Baba! I want Meher Baba’s darshan! I 

wish to see him before I die! Please call him.” 

Baba came that day from Meherabad, and when he arrived, he gently took the woman in 

his embrace. She became absolutely quiet, and a glow of relief spread over her face. She stared up 

at Baba, and sighed with a sweet smile. After half an hour, the woman was noticed to be in a deep 

sleep. But it was the sleep of death. Age was touched and noted, “What peaceful sleep following 

the joy of meeting her Lord. It was a sleep that freed her from her misery and, by God’s touch, 

gained her emancipation!” 

Faredoon Irani of Bombay came to Rahuri one day to see Baba. He was in a disturbed state 

for he had a quarrel with his business partner and demanded a certain sum to settle the matter. The 

partner wished to pay him only so much, but Faredoon wanted more. Faredoon told this to Baba 

who advised, “Accept whatever he offers.” Faredoon protested that it was unfair to accept partial 

payment, and he was set on going to court in order to recover the full amount owed. “Don’t get 

involved in such trouble,” Baba warned. “Otherwise, you will repent.” 

But after returning to Bombay, on the advice of his lawyers Faredoon filed a lawsuit in 

court with the result that he not only lost the case and did not receive what was first offered, but he 

was ordered by the judge to pay the other party’s expenses as well. Only then did he realize what 

the consequences were of going against Baba’s advice. He did indeed repent for his foolishness. 

Baidul was in charge of cooking in the Rahuri ashram and would daily prepare pumpkin, 

simply because it was inexpensive and easy to cook. Baidul was a very disciplined individual with 

a firm will. He would get up at 3:00 A.M., and by 5:00 A.M. the day’s food was ready. Afterwards, 

he would occupy himself with bathing the masts and mad and feeding them their food. The other 

men mandali were fed up with this same unappetizing diet of only pumpkin; yet despite their 

demands that he serve an assortment of other vegetables, Baidul would not listen. 

Ghani could not stand the food anymore. To taunt Baidul, Ghani composed a humorous 

ghazal titled “Baidulseth Cooks Pumpkin,” and gave it to Babu to sing. It had verses, such as: 

Baidulseth, an absolute bumpkin 

Every day cooks nothing but pumpkin! 

Babu had been hired by Baba to sing before the masts and mad to entertain them and keep 

them in a congenial mood. Most loved listening to music, and some of the more eccentric inmates 

liked Babu’s singing so much they would mimic his songs throughout the day. One evening Babu 

sang this new ghazal before Baba which made him laugh. Baba inquired who the illustrious 

composer was and how it had come to be penned. Thus the whole story of Baidul’s daily pumpkin 

menu and Ghani’s satirical attack on it came to light. But even this ribbing left Baidul unaffected, 

and he went on cooking pumpkin. Baba, however, soon intervened and advised him to cook 

different vegetables each day. Ghani’s ghazal had meanwhile earned such fame that it began being 

sung in Rahuri Village. 

One day in Rahuri, in an exceptionally good mood, Baba himself composed this rhyme, 

which he said described Raosaheb in its first couplet, and Ghani in the second: 

Lived ever there a man, who did nothing but grumble, 

Who always acted proud, although he appeared humble. 

Whose body sought all comforts, but whose mind was all a jumble, 

Who never saw a hole in which he did not tumble. 

On 12 March 1937, Baba found out that Ghani was studying a book to learn how to read 

people’s minds. In a teasing mood, Baba asked him, “What will you do when you learn this?” 

Ghani replied, “I will go to Japan and earn a lot of money.” 



Baba spelled out, “Your idea is splendid, but why are you so selfish? Did you ever think 

of helping me? I am in dire financial straits at the moment.” 

So Ghani said, “If you give me the power to read minds, I will give you 50 percent of 

whatever I earn!” 

“All right,” Baba agreed, “but for you to gain that power you will have to remain on milk 

for one year!” Thereupon, Ghani was christened Professor Ughansi — meaning the “Lazy One.” 

Ghani consented to the fast, and at the Meher Mandali Maintenance Trust meeting in the 

evening of 16 March at Rahuri an agreement was drawn up between Baba and Ghani. Its conditions 

were: 

For one year Dr. Ghani should take nothing but two glasses of milk — with or without 

sugar — one glass of tea and any amount of water every day. 

He should smoke not more than five cigarettes per day. 

He should not go out of the compound [at Rahuri] under any circumstances. 

He should not ask for money except for Baba’s work. 

This agreement begins from the 1st of April 1937 and ends on the 31st of March 1938. 

On 31 March, Baba promises to give Ghani the two things he wants, clairvoyance and 

clairaudience, and will send him to Japan as Professor Ughansi, and also make him so advanced 

spiritually as to do Baba’s work over there until Ghani is Realized. 

Jalbhai then mentioned this point, “We are all well aware of the good doctor’s penchant 

for fine food. Suppose he dies within this period. Who will pay his funeral expenses?” 

So Baba directed Ghani to beg one rupee from everyone, obtaining Rs.40. Baba handed the 

sum to Dhake with instructions, “If Ghani dies on 27 April, use this Rs.40 to pay for his last rites.” 

The odd agreement was signed the next day by both Baba and Ghani before the mandali. 

Ghani began fasting on milk from the 1st of April, but within two days he started 

complaining, “Baba, it is too hard to drink only milk. My sweat smells of milk, my breath smells 

of milk and I am even urinating milk!” 

“It’s only for a year!” Baba replied. “Think of how much you will earn after that — and 

that will help me also! Have a little patience and complete the fast.” 

Just two days after this, Ghani felt so weak he was unable to get out of bed. He entreated 

Baba, “This agreement will be the death of me! Forgive me and let me take food.” 

But Baba replied, “Remember your part of the bargain. You signed the agreement before 

witnesses. I promise to stick to my end. Exactly after one year I will give you the powers you want. 

But if you break your promise, don’t blame me!” 

“But I will die!” moaned Ghani. 

“I have a solution so you won’t,” proposed Baba. Calling Dhake, Baba sent him to 

Ahmednagar with instructions to have a funeral bier built and to bring it to Rahuri as soon as it was 

ready. Dhake did so, bringing the coffin platform after a week or so. 

At 3:00 P.M. on the afternoon of 20 April, Baba dressed Ghani in a kafni made of old gunny 

sacks and put a turban made of straw on his head. He then asked him to recite lines from the Fatiha 

— the Islamic oblation for the dead. Raising his hands toward the sky, Ghani recited the prayer in 

earnest and Baba, too, joined in. Thereafter, Baba laid Ghani on the bier which the mandali lifted 

on their shoulders. Baba urged Ghani to sing the song of the funeral procession very loudly. Ghani 

slowly chanted, “La ilaha illallah, Muhammad-e-Rasool Allah!” (There is no god but God, the all-

merciful, and Muhammad is His Prophet!) 

The bier was carried around the Rahuri ashram by the men and, when it was put down, 

Baba declared, “Now Ghani won’t die as foreordained [on the 27th].” 

Despite Baba’s pleas, Ghani had broken his fast within six days and Baba remarked, “What 

am I to do now? I promised to give you powers and also to keep you alive! But now that you have 



not adhered to your promise, what is to be done? Had you earned much money, I would have been 

happy for I would have gotten half! For that reason I was helping you.” 

“Enough of this!” cried Ghani. “Had you really wanted to help me, I would not have passed 

through such horrible times. In fact, I really was about to die.” 

Baba gestured incredulously: “What are you saying? I was helping you!” 

“I understand you now, Baba. You would never help in something like this. You are Perfect 

God and very, very shrewd! May God save one from a God like you!”295 

Baba broke into a smile and laughed silently. Embracing Ghani, he gestured, “Don’t worry, 

Professor Ughansi; I am always with you, and you are very dear to me.” Such was the Master’s 

humor. Baba then left for Nasik. 

 

Sam Cohen, of Oceano, California, arrived in Bombay aboard the Conte Verde on 20 April 

1937 and was met by Chanji and taken to Nasik the same evening. Malya Rudhyar returned from 

touring India the next day and began staying in room five of Sarzat. 

Other close lovers from Europe such as Quentin Tod, Christine McNaughton, Anita de 

Caro, Mabel Ryan, Alfredo and Consuelo Sides and Ganna Walska were also to come and join the 

group at Meher Retreat in Nasik, and it was for them that Baba had proposed that additional quarters 

be built.296 

The Westerners were still visiting Meherabad every two weeks, starting late at night to 

avoid traveling in the heat of the day. On one occasion, Rano, Margaret and one other person had 

sore throats. Norina sent a telegram to Baba that it would be better to cancel this trip since so many 

were ill. Baba cabled back in no uncertain terms: “Unless everyone comes, I will send all of you 

back to the West!” 

Rano had a rash and fever too. The doctor advised her not to go, but she said, “If Baba is 

calling me, I am going.” Only Nonny stayed behind as Baba had previously ordered her not to come 

because she was still on a 40-day fast. 

Baba gradually had the Eastern and Western women get to know one another. Mani even 

staged a skit for the Westerners during one visit. English words were taught to Tani and Bhagu, 

maid servants at Meherabad, and the Westerners were much amused to hear their attempts at 

conversation. 

Another Easterner learning English was Walu. She was the daughter of an upper-class 

village family with landed property, yet she had profound humility and did all types of lowly jobs 

wholeheartedly and was a wonderful example of selfless service. When Mehera first met her, Walu 

was wearing elaborate gold ornaments around her neck and wrists. But when Walu went to live 

with the women mandali she gave up all worldly riches to be near Baba and dedicate her life to 

serving him. 

 
295 Ghani would often remark to Baba, “Tum ghagh ho [You are shrewd].” 

 

296 This group from Europe was later informed not to come since Baba was intending to visit France in 

1937, and the additional building was canceled. Quentin Tod was working as a choreographer in London 

and gradually drifted away from Baba. During World War II, he had no communication with Baba and died 

in London in 1947. Margaret, however, met him a few weeks before he passed away, and he admitted to 

her, “I still love Baba. I made a mistake behaving as I did.” 



Baba wanted the Westerners to see what a simple life his Eastern women were leading. 

During one of their visits, he urged them, “I wish you to breathe in the atmosphere here and absorb 

as much as you can.” 

In Nasik on Friday, 23 April, Baba gave an explanation about the seven spiritual planes 

and also stated: 

I am in sahaj samadhi every second. [This state means: “I am everywhere; I am in 

everything; I am in everyone.”] That is why to know me you have to realize the Self. You see me 

ordinarily in the physical body — but I am in samadhi. When you see through, deep down into 

yourself, there you will see me as the Infinite One. Then you see me in everyone and everything. It 

is all Baba. God only IS. Samadhi is a bluff. God is real, and everyone and all else is God, too. 

You cannot limit God by saying God is this or that. God is just God. Illusion is God. God 

is not one or two, but just God. Nothing, everything, are so merged in each other that you cannot 

say, “This is nothing,” or “This is everything.” Nothing, too, exists — but it is illusion. 

What is it? It is God. Is it clear? God is God. When you realize me you know, and this 

knowing is permanent. The only sign of God-realization is that when one becomes united with God, 

one knows everything — everything as God. One can do anything. One does not know everything 

by the mind. One just knows. You are God now, but you do not know it. I am God. I know it. 

Someone asked if each one has to go through all the seven planes. In reply, Baba spelled 

out: 

A Perfect Master does not make you go through each plane. He takes you past them all, 

and the fun is you do not “go”. You just stay where you are; just as now you get up, go out and 

walk about. You think you go, but you are everywhere. Your mind takes this body. You are 

everywhere. 

Therefore, long for union with God. Do not bother about planes or samadhi’s powers. 

Long for union and be patient. 

Once a Master told a disciple that to attain to the highest, “You have to be bound hand 

and foot on a plank of wood and then be thrown into a river without getting your garments wet!” 

This poor man could not understand. 

He wandered around and around until he came to another saint and asked the meaning of 

this. The saint said, “It means you have to long for union intensely, as if you could not live another 

moment without it, and yet have the patience of billions of years!” 

So I say: Long for union and be patient. The longing is a gift of God, so also the grace. 

You do as I say. Have that longing, then I will help you in it because it is all me. I give from here 

[pointing to his heart] and I receive from there [pointing to their hearts]. 

Remember, love in its highest aspect is God. 

 

On Saturday, 1 May 1937, the Westerners visited Meherabad. Baba took them and the 

Eastern women on a picnic to a grove near Arangaon. Sidhu and Pandu (a driver) remained at a 

distance on watch. Rano was still unwell and had stayed behind with Nonny, Will, Delia and Malya. 

Before returning to Nasik, Baba took the Westerners to see the film Born To Dance at the 

Sarosh Cinema in Ahmednagar.297 In the middle of the film, Margaret suddenly got a terrible 

headache and felt nauseous. When she asked for an aspirin, Baba asked what was wrong. Margaret 

told him, but oddly enough, as soon as she said the words, “I have a headache and feel nauseous,” 

the pain left her and she felt completely all right. The group had tea and cakes at the Sarosh Canteen 

and left at nine, reaching Nasik at midnight. 

One group, however, consisting of Nadine, Malcolm, Ruano, Sam Cohen and the driver, 

did not make it back to Nasik that night. Their car broke down an hour from Rahuri and they had 

to spend the night under the stars. 

 
297 Born To Dance is a musical about a sailor who falls in love with a girl, played by Eleanor Powell, and 

features songs by Cole Porter such as I've Got You Under My Skin. When in Nasik, also, Baba would take 

the Westerners to watch a movie at the Circle Cinema. 



The next day, Norina cabled Baba about those who were ill, and he cabled back that he 

would be coming to Nasik that night. Baba had especially come to be near Rano during her illness, 

for her case was the most serious. Baba arrived at 8:00 P.M. and saw all those who were feeling 

sick. The doctor said Rano had typhoid and Baba immediately arranged for her to be alone in the 

room next to Nonny’s. The usual record playing sessions after lunch in the living room were 

stopped, since Rano needed rest and quiet. A diet was outlined for her and Baba put Ruano in 

charge of looking after her. Baba then walked over to Sarzat and visited Will Backett, who was 

also sick in bed. After sitting with him for a few minutes, Baba went out for a walk alone. 

The next morning, Baba appeared concerned about Rano. He informed the group that she 

was seriously ill and repeated that he wished them not to disturb her, to keep a quiet atmosphere 

and not to visit her. Baba then declared, “What is sickness, what is death, but maya’s glimpses. Die 

before death and you will live forever!” 

He also said: “Be bound by freedom. Be attached to detachment. That means have desires 

but be their master, not their slave. 

“Catch, but don’t be caught! Like putting on a coat when you feel cold but free to take it 

off when you feel hot. 

“Everything you do, put your mind to it and then forget it. Do not be attached to what you 

do.” 

That day, Monday, 3 May 1937, Baba gave each person a fifteen-minute interview. The 

following is Malcolm Schloss’ account: 

Baba asked Malcolm, “How is everything?” 

“That you know better than I,” said Malcolm. 

“Are you writing?” 

“Oh yes, only please don’t expect me to be permanently interested in anything but union 

with God.” 

“No. Only that is real. All else is illusion. Union is like the sun — it is permanent. All 

else is like the clouds that come and go. 

“I have had you much in mind since your letter. You are right when you say that ecstatic 

experience is not enough. The veil must be completely lifted. It is not enough to puncture it here 

and there with holes. 

“I have everything chalked out. First, Jean must have a complete overhaul here. Until that 

is over, she will need you. When that is over — and it will be by August — I will start cutting 

Malcolm’s ego to pieces!” 

“Good,” Malcolm answered. 

“You will have union, but at what a price!” 

“Is there any price too great to pay for union?” 

“No,” Baba replied and then asked if he would be willing to fast on water for three 

months. Malcolm agreed. 

At 4:30 p.m. Baba went to where the Jessawalas were staying (Dhaehak Bungalow at the 

sanatorium) and had tea with them. Later that evening a poor man from Malabar in South India 

came to see Baba. The following conversation took place: 

Baba asked, “Do you have a family?” 

“No, I only have my father. I am alone,” the man replied. 

“You mean to say that you are all alone?” 

“Yes, I am alone here.” 

“When are you not alone?” asked Baba. 

Thinking for a few moments, the man replied, “I am always alone.” 

“Then you are very fortunate.” 

“How?” 

“Only God is all alone. If you feel yourself to be alone, you are very lucky.” 

The man looked confused and Baba explained, “You are not alone. You have many 

‘friends’ like the mind, desires, thoughts, sexual urges, which are always with you. They are really 

your enemies. 



“Were you really alone, you would be like God! God is alone and I am alone. Now tell 

me, what do you really want?” 

The man answered, “I want to serve my country, but a disappointment in a sad love affair 

frustrated my plans. I want to fulfill my plans and have peace of mind.” 

“Plans and peace! These two can never go hand in hand. Where there is peace, there is no 

plan; and where there are plans, there is [turmoil]. Either give up plans and have peace, or have 

your ‘plans’ and give up thoughts of peace. You can’t have both. That is impossible. 

“People suffer because they want the impossible, the unattainable! You want to stand in 

the fire and at the same time do not want it to burn you. You want to build a house in a graveyard! 

“So you should give up your beloved and try to serve your country. That will gradually 

take you to the Goal.” 

“What’s the good of Self-Realization if we cannot serve our country and people?” 

Baba laughed, “You are sadly mistaken. Once Realized, then alone could you really serve 

your country and do good to others with the Knowledge, Power and Bliss.” 

“What you need is castor oil for one month! That will clean out your stomach and 

bowels, and your mind will be clearer. You will then be able to think clearly, calmly and coolly, 

and accordingly do the right thing. 

“Cleanse your insides, be peaceful and think good thoughts.” 

Those present smiled at Baba’s advice to the simple man, given with tongue in cheek. 

On Tuesday, 4 May 1937, in the living room before breakfast, Malcolm asked Baba, “What 

is the difference between destiny and fate or chance?” Baba answered: 

Destiny is the divine law or will which guides us through our numerous existences. Every 

soul must experience happiness and unhappiness, virtue and vice, from the very commencement of 

its evolution up to that goal which is the Realization of God. 

Fate is based on karma; that law of cause and effect which governs the events of our 

present life as well as those of our future lives. Through evolution the soul receives, by means of 

the spirit, the impressions or sanskaras. The processes which create the experiences and later the 

elimination of these impressions can be called fate, fortune, luck or chance. 

Destiny, or the goal that souls have to attain, is the Realization of God; but actually fate is 

different for every individual. If you can imagine, we can compare destiny to a load of 700 tons of 

happiness and unhappiness, vice or virtue, which every soul has to carry throughout its existence. 

One soul carries 700 tons of iron, another soul the same weight in steel, others lead or gold. The 

weight is always the same, only the kind of matter changes. The impressions of each individual 

vary and the acquired sanskaras form the structure and the condition of the future life of every 

individual. Hence, destiny is one, but fate is varied and different for each. 

The next day, Baba gathered the Westerners and explained more about the functioning of 

sanskaras. 

Rano had been suffering a very high temperature since the end of April. Her face was 

swollen, she had a rash on her chest and her skin itched. The doctor told Baba that there was little 

hope for her survival. Baba called Nilu from Rahuri, who properly diagnosed her illness as scarlet 

fever. Nilu began treating her according to Baba’s advice. 

When in Nasik, Baba would look in on Rano two or three times a day. When he entered 

her room, he would remove his sandals outside the door and enter barefooted so that he might not 

disturb her if she was asleep. Once Baba came when Rano was asleep. When she awoke, Nonny 

informed her that Baba had come but that she was sleeping. Rano’s prompt response was: “Well, 

I'm awake now!” 

Baba would hand Rano medicine and sometimes spoonfeed her orange juice. Once, during 

her recuperation period, someone’s birthday was celebrated and ice cream was served. Rano asked 

Baba to let her have a little. “No,” he gestured. “Ice cream will be bad for your throat.” 

“But they give ice cream for tonsillitis,” she pleaded. “Besides, my throat is all right.” Baba 

again said no. But later, he came to Rano’s room and gave her a smidgen of ice cream he had put 

on his pinkie. 

Nilu had been ordered to take Rano’s temperature seven times a day. When away, Baba 

was cabled about her condition every day. Baba had ordered Rano not to set foot out of bed. Finally, 



her fever came down and by the 6th of May, after six weeks of illness, she showed every sign of 

recovering. Rano once recollected, “I was so pampered, I didn’t miss not being with the others. 

Perhaps Baba needed someone immobile for 21 days — like spending 40 days in a circle.” 

After Rano recovered, Baba remarked to her, “I have saved you for my work. Had I not 

been here when you were sick, you would have died.” 

On Wednesday, 5 May 1937, Baba gathered the Western men and women and narrated this 

short tale illustrating obedience: 

Once a Master asked his disciple to wake him at 5:00 A.M. by knocking on his door. The 

disciple kept vigilantly awake all night until 4:55 A.M. He then dozed for ten minutes and awoke at 

5:05 A.M. 
Meanwhile the milkman who used to come every day at five o’clock, arrived at his usual 

time and knocked on the door. The Master said, “Open,” and the universe was opened to the 

milkman! But this was ordained, not just chance. 

Realization is never a matter of chance. It is such a big thing. It is all chalked out, all 

planned beforehand. 

Before leaving that afternoon, Baba called the Westerners into the living room and asked 

Tom to play some phonograph records. After listening to a few, Baba indicated he would like to 

hear a certain Paul Robeson song. Baba then instructed the group, “As you listen to the music, try 

to picture me hanging on the cross. Try to visualize it. Don’t force it; just try to see it in your mind’s 

eye.” 

The group tried and most of them ended up in tears. Afterward, Baba asked each what they 

had felt. Elizabeth said, “Just before you asked us to meditate on this image, I was looking at you 

lying on the sofa and imagined you with nails through your feet.” Baba repeated again that they 

should meditate on this image as the music continued. 

Baba left at four o’clock with Adi Sr. for Rahuri, where there was much work for him to 

supervise connected with shifting all the inmates of the ashram, masts and mad, to Meherabad. 

 

The Rahuri ashram had been established on land taken on a five-year lease from a Marwari 

named Laxminarayan. Baba wished to have more land for his use and sent Dhake and Kalemama 

to arrange this. They went to Laxminarayan’s home on 14 April 1937, but he refused to lease more 

of his property or sell the entire property outright for any amount. He was not in need of money, he 

said, and the mango orchards had been in his family for generations. (The owner already thought 

he was being paid less than a fair rental price and was generally uncooperative towards the needs 

of the ashram.) 

Laxminarayan was living on his farm next to the ashram. He irrigated it with well water 

drawn in a large leather-skin bag pulled by a pair of bullocks. One of the bullocks had a wound on 

its back, which had become septic and was not healing. Baba noticed the injury to the animal and 

suggested to the Marwari several times not to work the beast so hard and to take it to the veterinary 

hospital for treatment. The Marwari promised to do this, but did nothing. 

Baba instructed Kalemama and Dhake, when they met Laxminarayan, to prevail upon him 

and remind him that mercy was the fundamental principle of the Hindu religion. He should have 

mercy on the animal and get it treated, or purchase another bullock. Dhake and Kalemama tried to 

persuade him at length, but the man would not agree and countered, “I simply cannot afford to 

spend Rs.200 to buy another bullock just to satisfy your humanitarian instincts!” and he asked the 

mandali not to meddle in his affairs. 

Some days later, the Marwari came to Baba. He had no children and requested Baba to 

grant him the boon of a son. Baba promised, “You will surely get a strong and handsome son.” The 

mandali now thought, since Baba blessed him, that the Marwari would give the bullock a rest, but 

they found out that he did not. 



As stated, Baba wished to extend the Rahuri ashram and needed more land for the purpose. 

Because the Marwari had refused to lease or sell more land, Baba ordered the Rahuri ashram 

dismantled. All the furnishings and material from the temporary structures began being moved to 

Meherabad from 19 April, and even the brick Rahuri Cabin was also taken apart and reassembled 

at Meherabad. (Curiously, it began raining unseasonably on the 18th as Pendu began the 

disassembly of the structures, and the mandali recalled that it had also rained at Meherabad and 

Toka on the days those ashrams were disassembled.) 

On Sunday, 2 May 1937, Baba sent two buses packed full of materials to Meherabad and 

enclosed this note to Pendu: 

Two buses are herewith sent. Both of them contain material of my dismantled room, plus 

tattas and vasas [bamboo curtains]. Use the tattas and vasas and keep the material of my cabin 

separate and untouched by anybody. No more trips today. 

On the 6th, I come with the mandali and mad. Arrange for meals and milk for the 

additional five mandali from the 6th. I will arrange for the mad and their guardians. All structures 

must be ready by the evening of the 5th. 

Some of the mad were returned to their homes or local villages. The rest, including the 

masts, numbering thirteen persons, were then brought to Meherabad from Rahuri by Baba on 6 

May. They were housed in lower Meherabad in an improvised structure which Baba had instructed 

be built in an open area south of his Jhopdi. A separate fenced compound was erected around the 

structures. 

The Rahuri land had been leased for five years and the full amount had been paid in 

advance. But because of the landlord’s unaccommodating attitude, Baba demolished and closed the 

ashram within nine months, and he did not ask for a refund of the amount when he shifted to 

Meherabad. The entire populace of Rahuri, as well as the local government officials, expressed 

their regret at the prospect of Baba’s departure and offered to put pressure on Laxminarayan. But 

Baba advised against it. 

Baba had assured the Marwari that he would have a son and, accordingly, his wife soon 

became pregnant. The man was full of happiness because of this, but he was never to see the face 

of his child. On 14 July 1937, he went on horseback to a nearby village. On the way back while 

crossing the river at Rahuri sudden monsoon flood waters overwhelmed him and carried him away. 

He was drowned. His body was found two miles away. Months later, his wife gave birth to a son. 

 

Sampath Aiyangar’s cousin, C. V. Ramanujacharlu, 65, had been in the Master’s contact 

since Baba visited Madras for his birthday celebration in 1930. He had an ardent desire to join Baba 

and requested an interview. Baba allowed him to see him at Rahuri on 11 April, and when he told 

Baba how much he would like to stay with him, Baba remarked, “You have come at a very good 

time. Come and join me at once. You will see and know who I am.” He returned to Madras, and, 

after settling his affairs, came to stay at Meherabad on 5 May, Baba nicknamed him Swamiji and 

assigned him duties in the mad ashram helping Pleader and Baidul. Maneck Ranji also assisted 

Baba in bathing the mad and masts when he visited on the 9th. 

After Baba moved from Rahuri to Meherabad, there were discussions about shifting the 

Westerners there from Nasik so that they could participate in his work. From the middle of May, 

Baba began holding a series of meetings with the group to decide their future plans. For one thing, 

the monsoons were approaching and Baba seemed to want a change. Baba arrived in Nasik at 8:30 

P.M. on Monday, 10 May 1937 with Adi Sr. and Bhagirath. At a meeting the next day, Baba stated: 

There is always a struggle between the spirit and the flesh, and the soul witnesses the 

struggle. If the spirit succumbs to the flesh easily, without protesting, then there is no hope. If the 

spirit gives in after struggling, there is hope. But if the spirit wins over the flesh, victory is eternal. 

Yet it is the struggle itself that gives perfection. So let us struggle now. 



I want you all to be honest and sincere to the highest degree in what you say now. 

Absolutely honest. Do not say yes just to please me. There is a problem to be faced — one big 

problem. During the monsoon rains, conditions are almost impossible for traveling back and forth 

between here and Meherabad. The river at Rahuri overflows. Once Rustom was almost swept away. 

As Indians cannot stand England, so you all cannot stand India. In Devonshire, I 

remember Dr. Ghani sleeping under seven blankets, with boots on and a hot water bag under his 

arm. He looked like an Egyptian mummy! I could not exact any work from the boys [mandali] 

there. They wanted to help, but they could not stand it. In the same way, you will all want to help 

me at Ahmednagar, but might not be able to stand it there. 

At Meherabad, no running water, no flush system — it is like Bhandardara. But at 

Bhandardara, Kaka was there to look after you and see to details. The climate is good and also the 

drinking water. You will all love it but the question is whether you will be able to stand it in the 

monsoon. 

Ideal for the East and West is Portofino. I could start a type of ashram like Rahuri there, 

if we had the money. But Ahmednagar is also good, though comforts you will not have. I must be 

free to work and not have to continually see to your comforts and discomforts. 

Some came here with the understanding of staying six months, some one year, some five; 

so if those of you want to go and come back, now is the best time to go. If you do not want to go, 

Baba does not want to force you to leave. You will help me and my work by being quite honest 

with yourselves and with me. Think very carefully because if it is Ahmednagar, then I will have to 

see to [the move] quickly before the monsoon starts, which should be in a month. I do not find fault 

with any of you. As I said, England for Westerners and India for Easterners. They cannot live in 

England. You have stood India very well; so far excellently. 

I begin my work in one place. When my work in one place is finished, I start building 

another; and so the work goes on. It is all the same wherever I am. The work never suffers or stops. 

Pendu is always prepared to pull down the ashram at Meherabad. 

Work I can do anywhere, but whether it is to be in the East or West, the circle must be 

with me wherever I am. Portofino or Meherabad, we have to see where it is easier for me. The boys 

like Italy. I think of my work. At present there is too much traveling [between places] — almost 

every five days. 

I work universally. If you think of me, if you love me, you are sharing my work. It is the 

link that matters. The engine pulls and the carriages go with it because they are linked with the 

engine. 

I do my work whether there is freedom or not, but it goes easier if there are no 

hindrances. Therefore, be honest in your answers. At Ahmednagar the food will be the same as it is 

here and there will also be servants. There will be more scorpions, but fewer snakes. The most 

difficult part will be the bathing restrictions and conditions. Dr. Nilu will look after your health. 

There must be harmony; if there is no harmony, then better that all of you pack off. 

Discomforts and harmony must go together. I like Garrett for one thing: He was always honest and 

very direct in his answers. 

There is nothing like struggling; it results in perfection. Fall down and rise up again. 

Keep on struggling. 

Now think before you reply. Do not be swept away by emotions. 

The majority voted for Meherabad, and Baba continued: 

So it is to be Ahmednagar until we see if it is more practical than Portofino. If Garrett 

sends money we go to Portofino — charter a boat all to ourselves! 

Now those who really want to go and come back, do it now. Leave in June and return in 

October. Who wants to go now? [No one raised their hand.] 

Meherabad is ideal for me. I should have you quite near me. But I think the discomforts 

will be too much for you to bear. If we had all strong people here, we could manage it. All are 

strong in love, very strong. Not one of you wants to leave. 

Later that day, Baba commented about habits: 

Anything that forms itself into a habit loses its freshness, sincerity and enthusiasm — 

even repentance. If you every day become weak and repent for having been weak, in the end you 

find your only weakness has been repenting. Only love remains ever fresh. 

The habit of questioning and doubting in the end reacts on the questioner himself. 

Vivekananda used to always ask questions: “Why? Why this? Why that?” Ramakrishna loved him 

very much so he used to answer. But one day he got fed up and did not reply. Vivekananda asked 

again and again, but got no answer. 



Then one night at midnight, Ramakrishna said, “Bring me food,” and he named certain 

kinds of dishes. Vivekananda could not find the food in the house at that hour. Ramakrishna asked 

him, “Why? Why is it not available?” and Vivekananda said, “Because it’s twelve o’clock at night! 

It’s not the time for eating!” At that moment, Vivekananda got his answer. From that day, he never 

asked another question. 

Now I, who have formed the habit of answering, will now ask questions and you all 

answer honestly. Is there real harmony here? 

The previous year, King Edward VIII had abdicated the British throne to marry Wallis 

Simpson.298 His younger brother, George VI, was being crowned king in Westminster Abbey on 

Wednesday, 12 May 1937, and the Westerners listened to the coronation ceremony on B.B.C. radio. 

Baba also listened for some time and remarked, “It’s all illusion — bound by time and space.” 

However, he appreciated the king giving up his crown for the sake of love. 

They asked if Edward was listening to the broadcast of the coronation and Baba said, “Yes, 

but he does not feel regret about it.” 

During the Archbishop of Canterbury’s address, Baba commented, “They [those in the 

church] all speak of Christ our Lord, but do not follow him.” 

After the ceremony he explained to the group, “Edward is free now to follow love and to 

draw toward me. To follow divine love, impersonal or personal, is to come to me.” 

Remarking on the new King George and his wife, Queen Elizabeth, Baba stated, “At least 

it is some solace to the people that they both have good hearts.” 

Baba had lunch that day at the guest house where the Jessawalas were staying, and had a 

heart-to-heart talk with each of the family. 

Baba left Nasik early in the morning of 13 May 1937, with Adi Sr. and arrived at 

Meherabad at seven o’clock. The Jessawalas came to Meherabad at 10:00 A.M. and Baba spoke 

with Gaimai and her sister Shirin Damania about the engagement of their children. Two days later, 

he met with all the Jessawalas and Sathas at Meherabad, and the engagements were fixed. 

Baba had further conversations with the Jessawalas in Nasik on the 27th and 28th, settling 

their differences and disagreements. At their bungalow on 28 May, Baba told each individually not 

to worry about anything in the world; he would see to everything. To Gaimai he remarked, “I never 

make plans, never change plans. It is all one endless plan of making people know that there is no 

plan.” 

Sometime later (most likely in June 1937), the engagement ceremony was held at Akbar 

Press in Ahmednagar. Baba attended and betrothed Eruch to his first cousin, Khorshed Jehangir 

Damania, and at the same time, he engaged Eruch’s sister Meheru to Khorshed’s brother, Savak. A 

few of the Westerners were present at the small ceremony. Baba garlanded the couples and applied 

kumkum to their foreheads, and they exchanged rings before him. At that time, Eruch had no 

intention of marrying, but it was an arranged marriage according to the wishes of both families. To 

free Eruch from bondage, Baba made him enter this bond, but as Baba guided him and events 

unfolded, the marriage never did “bind” him. 

Eruch and his family left Ahmednagar for Nasik and then Nagpur, where Eruch continued 

his education. 

 

 
298 Edward the VIII (1894–1972) was extremely popular until his announced intention of marrying Wallis 

Simpson precipitated a government crisis. Edward insisted he had the right to marry the woman of his 

choice, but was forced to abdicate as Simpson was a divorcee. He and Simpson married and remained 

together until his death. (In 1936, Sir Akbar Hyderi had been appointed as one of Edward’s privy 

counselors.) 



Meetings discussing the future of the ashram continued throughout the next week whenever 

Baba was with the Westerners in Nasik. One morning Jean Adriel went to Baba and asked that 

Norina be relieved of her duties as manager. Baba called Norina and made Jean repeat all her 

complaints before her. He explained that he wanted Norina to be the manager, but Jean kept 

insisting Ruano would be better. 

Norina asked Baba to ask everyone’s opinion after lunch. A meeting was called in 

Elizabeth and Norina’s room. All were asked to give their honest opinion. Different opinions and 

other complaints were voiced, except by Will, Mary and Elizabeth who seemed always satisfied. 

Thus, everyone’s feelings were expressed and the air was cleared, and in the end Baba gave in to 

Jean’s request and rearranged the household affairs. Ruano became the manager and Norina 

handled the budget. 

But Jean had forgotten that Baba had once emphasized to them, “No new suggestions.” 

These changes seemed to foretell the imminent breaking up and closing of the entire ashram. On a 

previous occasion, Baba had explained to them: 

Do not get disheartened or alarmed when adversity, calamity or misfortunes pour upon 

you. Thank God, for thereby He has given you the opportunity of acquiring forbearance and 

fortitude. One who has acquired the power of bearing with adversity can easily enter upon the 

spiritual path. 

Do not get angry, but be pleased with him who backbites you, for he thereby renders 

service to you by diminishing the load of your sanskaras. Also, pity him for thereby he makes his 

load of sanskaras more burdensome. 

Do not criticize. The habit of criticizing our fellow beings is a bad one. At the back of it 

often lies self-righteousness, conceit and a false sense of superiority. Sometimes it indicates envy or 

a desire for retaliation. 

At the end of one of their meetings, all were asked to cast their vote. Afterward Baba 

humorously remarked, “The reactions are satisfactory. But Elizabeth is either dead or has attained 

Perfection, since she does not seem to have reacted in any way!” 

One day, when all were seated around Baba, he turned to Malcolm and directed him to give 

each a sheet of paper and a pen. Baba then instructed, “Write down anything that comes to your 

mind.” Some wrote humorous things and some serious thoughts. A few samples are as follows: 

“I spend my entire time wondering what it is all about. I feel like a neatly tied up package 

to be sent off at a moment’s notice!” — (unsigned) 

“One most important thing is that I am having a very happy day. Baba is here and my 

world is complete.” — Nonny 

“Love, so they say, makes the world go round. Loving Baba makes it spin all the faster!” 

— Rano 

Again, the advantages and disadvantages of staying in India were discussed, and the final 

meeting on future plans was held on Tuesday, 18 May 1937. Baba emphasized that to stay at 

Meherabad was not practical for the Westerners. Italy, particularly Portofino, was thought the most 

ideal for both the Easterners and Westerners. 

Later that evening, Baba called all together outside on the lawn. Regarding the discussions 

about the new plan to set up an ashram in Italy, someone asked whether it should be kept private, 

or whether or not they could write about it to others. Thereupon, Baba narrated the following story, 

implying that the “secret” was already out: 

There is a saying that women can never keep secrets. A man in ancient Persia loved his 

wife very much and confided everything to her. His friend advised him not to tell her everything, to 

which he replied, “My wife is most trustworthy.” 

The friend said, “All right, you do as I tell you and see if she stands the test.” 

The man went home and pretended being very afraid of something. His wife immediately 

asked what it was. He said, “I cannot tell you. It is a matter of life and death.” She insisted. The 

more he refused, the more curious she became. Finally, he said, “I'll tell you, but keep it a secret. If 

the king knows, he will have me beheaded!” 



She assured him, “I love you more than my own life. How could I tell this to anyone and 

have you beheaded?” 

“All right,” he said. “Today, when I passed by the king’s palace, I saw a crow come out 

of the king’s shoulder. Don’t tell this to anyone!” She assured him she would not. 

The man went to work the next day and when he returned in the evening some women 

were gossiping. As soon as they saw him, they said, “Here comes the one who saw 40 crows come 

out of the king’s shoulder!” 

The man went home and told his wife, “I said only one, but now it is 40!” 

“So our poor Portofino secret is probably already out to the world,” Baba concluded, 

meaning some had written about it. 

After lunch on 19 May in Nasik, Baba offered mangoes to some of the group. Some 

declined, saying their stomachs were too upset to eat a mango. Baba did not like this and spelled 

out: 

What does not come spontaneously never comes! How many of you refused, how many 

of you hesitated, when I offered you the mangoes? In truth, there are many ways of testing faith and 

love. Love always seeks the will, happiness, pleasure and [to obey the] commands of the Beloved 

— always. Love never thinks of itself; that is love and that is God. God gives eternally. Love also 

gives; the lover never expects. 

I had first intended to give you the rotten mangoes! But I knew that not one of you would 

have willingly taken them. And yet you all talk of dying for God! Be honest. When you say you 

love me — do love me. 

Don’t you remember the story I told you of Ramdas and Kalyan; how Kalyan sucked the 

mango tied to Ramdas’ knee thinking it to be poison? This is love: to be ready to die for the love of 

the Beloved — for the happiness of the Beloved. 

Changing the subject, Baba explained about Jesus and his apostles Peter and Judas: 

Now, who is Christ? The individual soul. Who is Jesus? The Avatar of Nazareth. What is 

Christ? The Son of God state.299 

Judas helped Jesus Christ in his Universal work. If Christ had not undergone the 

crucifixion, he could not have taken the burden of the universe upon himself. Jesus brought about 

his own crucifixion. 

Peter loved Jesus the most. Jesus loved him most, although the love of Jesus for all was 

the same. Can you explain this? Loving all the same and yet some more than others? It is like the 

different parts of the body: they all belong to you, but you love some parts more than others. The 

eyes are more dear than your fingers. Is this clear? 

Jesus loved Peter most in this respect. Peter was his eyes. When Jesus said to Peter, “You 

will betray me,” Peter knew he would betray his Master, the one whom he loved most, and yet he 

bore it bravely. It was the most difficult thing to do: to know that he would betray and yet not to 

become weak. Jesus made Peter know that he would betray him for his work. 

Judas was also made to betray. Peter betrayed willingly. It is most difficult when you love 

the one you betray. For example, suppose you [pointing to one] love me most. You are Peter. You 

[pointing to another] are Judas. I want you both to kill me. Now you, Peter, are made to kill me. 

You would not willingly do so. You are asked by me to kill me, and you love me more than your 

life. But you will lovingly kill me for my work. 

Even Arjuna could not be like Peter. Krishna had to show him his Universal Body before 

he would kill his brothers and relatives in battle. 

You, Judas, [pointing to that one] love me very much. I turn the key and you go against 

me for my work. You do not go against me of your own accord. I make you go against me in order 

to tell people all about me. You do it willingly, knowing that people hearing you would beat me 

and crucify me. 

All this means love, faith and sacrifice. If you do what I ask willingly, you really love me. 

If you are made to do it, you love me a little less. But if you do not do it, it all turns out like today’s 

mango business when you all hesitated to accept when I offered you the mangoes. 

Baba concluded, “God’s grace makes you love me. My grace makes you one with me.” 

 
299 For an explanation of the states of God – The Father, Son and Holy Ghost – refer to The Nothing and 

The Everything, pp. 139–143. 



The next day, Baba left Nasik at 4:00 P.M. for Meherabad. Six days later, on Wednesday 

evening, 26 May, he arrived back in Nasik unexpectedly. Delia, Jean, Will and Malya were feeling 

ill and Baba went to Sarzat to see them. Delia’s temperature, which had been quite high all day, 

suddenly fell to normal. Baba, snapping his fingers, dictated, “Quick, march!” which they took to 

mean they would soon be leaving Nasik for somewhere else. 

Baba stayed in Nasik for a few days, and on the morning of 28 May before breakfast, he 

delivered this discourse on love (which Nadine wrote down): 

What is love? To give and never to ask. What leads to this love? Grace. What leads to 

this grace? Grace is not cheaply bought. It is gained by being always ready to serve and reluctant to 

be served. 

There are many points which lead to this grace: 

Wishing well for others at the cost of one’s self; 

Never backbiting; 

Tolerance supreme; 

Trying not to worry (which is almost impossible, but try anyway); 

Thinking more of the good points in others and less of their bad points. 

When Christ said, “Love your neighbor,” he did not mean fall in love with your neighbor. 

If you do one of the above perfectly the rest must follow. Then grace descends. Have love; and 

when you have love, union with the Beloved is certain. When you love, you give. When you fall in 

love, you want. Love me in any way you like, but love me. It is all the same. 

Love me. I am pure, the source of purity, so I consume all weaknesses in my fire of love. 

Give your sins, weaknesses, virtues all to me — but give. I would not mind even one 

falling in love with me; I can purify. But when you fall in love with anybody else you cannot call it 

love. 

Love is pure as God. It gives and never asks; that needs grace. 

Yogis in the Himalayas, with their long eyelashes and beards meditating for years, sitting 

in samadhi, they have not this love. It is so precious. The mother dies for her child — a supreme 

sacrifice — yet it is not love. Heroes die for their country, but that is not love. 

You can only know love when you have love. You cannot understand it theoretically, you 

have to experience it. 

Majnun loved Laila. This was pure love, not physical, not intellectual, but spiritual love. 

He saw Laila in everything and everywhere. He never thought of eating, drinking, sleeping without 

thinking of her. All the time he wanted her happiness. He would have gladly seen her married to 

another if he knew that would make her happy. 

At last, it led him to me. When you love there is no thought of self, but of the Beloved 

every second continually. 

You would not be able to have this love even if you tried. It requires grace. But trying 

leads to grace. 

What is God? Love. Infinite love. 

Later that day, Baba called the group to meditate for fifteen minutes. He then sent them off 

to let them prepare their costumes for the costume party that evening before dinner. Norina and 

Elizabeth came dressed as Siamese twins — both wrapped in one sari. They won first prize. Second 

prize went to Margaret who was dressed as a witch. Delia won third as a Spanish flamenco dancer. 

After ice cream and cake, Baba called them into the living room and discussed his upcoming plans 

for another journey to Europe. 

A decision was taken to proceed to Cannes in the south of France, and Baba instructed 

Kitty, Margaret, Delia, Will, Mary and Tom to return to England in June. In addition, Kitty was 

told to go on ahead to Cannes and rent three houses — one for Baba and the women mandali, the 

second for the men mandali, and a third for the Westerners. Thus, the stage was set for another 

journey to Europe and the days of the Nasik ashram drew to a close. 

The next morning at four o’clock, Baba left Nasik for Meherabad in the Opel with Adi Sr., 

Nilu and Bhagirath. Chanji was sent to Bombay to book the Westerners’ passage and hotel rooms. 

Baba stopped at Khushru Quarters, where he met Gulmai, Piroja, Indu Subnis, Sarosh and his 

brother Dinshaw’s families. He then went to a film at Sarosh Cinema (To Mary — with Love) before 

returning to Meherabad. 



 

Baba regularly came to the Mad Ashram at lower Meherabad, where he bathed, shaved and 

fed the approximately 23 inmates. The water and other arrangements here proved much more 

convenient than they had been in Rahuri. And shopping for and delivering supplies also proved 

easier. Once, while bathing or feeding Mohammed Mast, Baba asked rhetorically, “Who is the 

mother of Mohammed?” He gestured, “Baba is the mother of Mohammed.” 

A teacher from Sholapur named Bhagavat had heard of Baba from Gadekar, and on 31 

May 1937 he brought his son to meet Baba. The son did not speak and the father narrated some 

incidents about him, which led him to believe the child was spiritually advanced. Baba liked the 

boy and the boy liked Baba also, but the father did not agree for him to remain at Meherabad. 

At Meherabad, the Meher Free Dispensary began operating again under Dr. Nilu’s 

supervision from the 1st of June 1937. It was located in a separate structure of tatta and bamboo 

walls, erected at the front of lower Meherabad, next to the men mandali’s quarters at the old 

dharamshala building. Ghani stopped his fast that day and began eating normally. Raosaheb went 

into the Ahmednagar market almost every day for Meherabad’s supplies, and Baidul and Pleader 

continued to oversee the mad ashram. 

Another structure of temporary rooms was erected to the west of the dharamshala building, 

where Nilu and a few others stayed. Most of the mandali continued to sleep on the floor of the long 

hall of their quarters, the possessions of each one in a small trunk at the head of each one's bedding 

roll. 

On 3 June, the Westerners visited Meherabad and spent the night. They returned to Nasik 

the next day late at night, except Sam Cohen, who was allowed to stay behind and help the mandali 

in the mad ashram for about ten days. Manekar from Dhulia had also come. 

On Sunday, 6 June, Baba’s childhood friend Baily visited Meherabad. For his own reasons, 

Baba kept Baily aloof externally, but all knew that Baba loved him dearly. Baba was bathing 

Mohammed, assisted by Sam and Swamiji, when Baily arrived. Mohammed was standing nude, 

refusing to wear his kafni. Baba commented, “Among the entire group of inmates here, only four 

are on the Path, and Mohammed is one of them.” 

Later that day, Baba was driven to Nasik with Chanji and Sarosh. Rustom followed in his 

car with two of his sons. 

On 8 June, Baba explained to the Western group: 

All that smells good is not good. When you direct the mind then there is no worry. But 

this is very difficult. After all, what does it matter? 

When the mind stops consciously, there is unfathomable bliss. One cannot describe that 

bliss. [That state] is not Realization, but one step before it.300 

The human mind works fast. An uncontrolled mind plays havoc with one’s soul. But 

[teasing Delia] your uncontrolled mind plays havoc with my hair.301 

My mind is like the ocean, bad and good, and all the filth and good of the universe is 

absorbed in it. You think good thoughts, I absorb it. You think bad thoughts, I absorb it. Like water 

in a small pool, if the filth seeps into it, it pollutes the water. But if these good and bad thoughts 

become absorbed in the ocean, they are just washed away because the ocean is so tremendous. 

 

300 Baba was referring to the state of nirvana; in Sufism this divine state of annihilation or vacuum is called 

fana-fillah. 

301 As previously noted, Delia and Margaret would, at times, comb Baba’s hair and massage his scalp as he 

dictated from the alphabet board to the group.  



Your limited mind becomes stagnant with a few bad thoughts, but even universal bad thoughts 

cannot affect my ocean-like mind. 

Baba had decided to start sending certain persons back to Europe during the first week of 

June 1937. Will and Mary Backett were sent to Bombay first. At 4:00 P.M. on 8 or 9 June, Adi Sr. 

drove Baba, Kitty, Delia and Margaret there in his Chevrolet. Norina and Elizabeth followed in the 

Ford. All stayed at Kaka’s residence. Baba took them to a movie one night to help them stop 

thinking of their upcoming separation. 

On 10 June, Ezra Mir, a director who had met Baba in Hollywood in 1932, came to see 

him. Mir had just returned from Europe, where Gabriel Pascal had encouraged him to contact 

Baba.302 Baba told him to come to Nasik, where he would speak with him at length. 

Baba left Bombay on the 11th for Nasik and then Meherabad, and the first Western group 

of five Britishers sailed for London on the 12th aboard the Rawalpindi, the same ship that had 

brought them to India six months before.303 About 50 Bombay lovers gathered to see them off, as 

well as press photographers and reporters. 

The next day, the group sent this cable to Baba: “We depart under orders, but leave our 

hearts with you, Beloved.” 

Although Baba had detailed plans for visiting Cannes, the lovers could never be certain 

whether or not this plan was a ruse, and dreaded receiving a telegram from India saying, “Plans 

changed,” or (less dreadful) “Postponed.” This thought was uppermost in their minds as they 

departed. 

 

Toward the end of June, Baba instructed Sam Cohen to stay in the Tiger Valley Cave at 

Panchgani, but he was afraid to be there alone by himself, and so Baba directed him to go to Europe 

via Colombo. Sam left on 23 June. Chanji met him in Bombay where he boarded a train for Madras. 

On Saturday, 26 June 1937, a Trust meeting was held at Meherabad from 9:00 to 11:30 

A.M. Norina and Elizabeth drove there from Nasik with Ramjoo and Kaka, and returned the same 

night, after going to a film with Baba. 

Baba intended taking the Eastern women with him to France. On 5 July, he informed Adi 

Sr., Adi Jr., Pendu, Padri and Vishnu about the forthcoming trip and warned them to keep it secret. 

Baba directed Nadine to go to Venice, Italy for some work and she sailed from Bombay on 

8 July on the Conte Rosso. Baba went to Bombay to see her off. With Nadine’s departure, there 

were only eight Westerners remaining in Nasik: Jean and Malcolm, Norina, Elizabeth, Ruano, Tom, 

Rano and Nonny. Thereafter, all the necessary preparations for traveling to Cannes began. 

While sailing aboard the Rawalpindi, Kitty, on behalf of the English group, wrote a 

farewell letter for publication in Meher Gazette, summarizing their Nasik stay. 

This sudden change of plan [the departure of the Westerners] will astound the outside 

world, but not Meher Baba’s close disciples who know his way of working. Just as soon as the 

work has been done in one particular spot — bang goes the hammer and the building is dissolved. 

The work and planning of previous months all go to the wind and a fresh plan is started in fresh 

surroundings. Baba does not say this in so many words. But we in the midst of it feel it is so. It is 

an illusion anyway, so why become attached to it? What does it all matter? What matters is the 

change it has worked on those participating in it while it lasted. 

 
302 In 1935, Gabriel Pascal had enlisted Ezra Mir to work on the continuity of Baba’s film script. 

303 Since the English group’s departure at the beginning of June, Baba only went to Nasik three other times 

before leaving for Cannes. 



And what has that change been in us who were called from the West to share in the life of 

the East? It is not too near to the experience to speak of it. We all feel we have learned a great deal 

of tolerance and understanding of one another, of the real inner meaning of love and service, and 

the need of adapting oneself to the new and restricted surroundings. 

Most of all, what has it revealed to us of the Master, Meher Baba himself? Can one 

truthfully say one understands his ways more? No, I personally feel that these six months of close 

contact leaves one with greater amazement, awe and wonder at his unfathomable ways. They are 

beyond the finite human understanding. But one’s love and trust in him have grown far deeper, and 

with this deeper faith has come a more complete surrenderance. His orders we may still disobey 

because we are humanly weak, but this does not mean our love is any the less. In fact, it is through 

our very weaknesses that Baba each time draws us closer to him. His forgiveness, tinged though it 

may be with sternness or gentleness, but always with justice and kindness, leaves an unforgettable 

impression in the heart and mind. And it is just this opportunity of living in close contact with a 

Master like Meher Baba, as we have been privileged to do during these past months, that has taught 

us so much. 

It was Baba’s love that brought us to India, and it is his love again that now sends us back 

to the West to make preparation for the next phase of his activity there. So it is “goodbye” to India 

for the present. We have loved meeting so many of Baba’s devotees and close disciples, and feel a 

very close tie with all who love Baba, and we hope one day to renew that friendship if Baba calls us 

again to India. 

We were greatly touched to welcome so many at the docks who came to see us off and 

who gave us a hearty farewell. 

 

The twelfth anniversary of Baba’s silence was observed privately in Meherabad by the 

mandali and certain close ones on Saturday, 10 July 1937. For the occasion, only Norina, Elizabeth 

and Nonny were called from Nasik. Baba permitted a large expenditure of Rs.50 for the mandali’s 

food that day. After a meeting of the Trust’s members in the Rahuri Cabin and a brief discussion 

with the Westerners, the Silence Day program began. Ghani delivered the following speech: 

Most Beloved Master Shri Baba, let me at the outset thank you on behalf of the mandali 

for granting our request to celebrate the twelfth anniversary of your silence which comes today. Let 

me also thank the representatives of the Western mandali for participating in the function at the cost 

of such great comfort and convenience. 

Today, the 10th of July, we find the mandali in a very happy but reflective mood, if I may 

say so. The twelfth year of your silence has been very hopeful and full of promise; and more color 

was added to it by the presence in India of our brothers and sisters in faith from the Western 

hemisphere. As things stand today, though the promised and longed for millennium is not in sight, 

all the same, it has left us undismayed. Your divine wisdom, it seems, has planned it otherwise. We 

most humbly and willingly abide by your omniscient decision, as you know all too well what is 

best for every one of us. 

The occasion has induced, to an extent, an introspective attitude of mind in me. I should 

therefore be excused for having the temerity to philosophize on the significance of your silence in 

your presence and the lessons we unwittingly learned and unlearned as time went on. My 

interpretation of your silence, as compared and contrasted with similar ordeals by others on the 

divine path is as follows: 

Ordeals of this nature by others, instances of which are many in the mythological lore of 

different religions, are usually self-imposed and disciplinary. Your silence is divinely and 

spiritually dictated. 

With others, it is usually prior and preparatory to Perfection; with you, it is undertaken 

after Realization. 

With others, an ordeal like this is undertaken for self-purification and self-glorification; 

with you, for the spiritual purification of your disciples and the salvation of mankind. 

With others it is penance; with you, it is crucifixion. 

With others, it is invariably a vow; with you, it is a divine duty. 

In others, it gains strength for themselves; with you, it is meant to impart spiritual 

authority to others, and I suppose the mandali have been explained what that means. 

With others, it is mental struggle for progress; with you, it is a labor of love, purely 

spiritual and divine. 

In the case of others, a round period of time like 12 years, 24 years or 36 has only 

astrological or at best psychic importance. The spiritual importance of your ordeal evidently belies 



this position. You first gave out your silence as only for one year and since the period of twelve 

years is ruled out today, you are likely to end it as abruptly and unexpectedly as begun. With you, 

our beloved Master, the mandali must have observed, everything is unlimited and infinite. The 

question of developing libido by such means, I leave for a much more leisurely and serious 

occasion to discuss. 

I have now indulged in a bit of loud thinking in the presence of all. My aforesaid 

deductions are perhaps entertaining, but not infallible. I, therefore, invite from all the mandali 

present here candid corroboration and healthy criticism. 

Will it be too much to request you, Shri Meher Baba, in commemoration of this twelfth 

anniversary of your silence, to give us, your loving disciples and servants, some unique spiritual 

and divine discourse that will feed our minds for some days or years to come? 

Subscribing myself to the beautiful and hopeful words of a Sufi saint when he said, 

Blessed is he whose lips are dumb; 

Through whom shall be given the words of life. 

I remain forever at your feet. 

Baba consented to Ghani’s request and stated: 

I have not taken a vow of silence, nor am I observing silence on the basis of a tapas 

[penance]. Had it been so, I would have ended the silence today which is the beginning of its 13th 

year. However, it does not necessarily mean that I am not going to speak very soon. I might speak 

during this 13th year as I like the number 13. 

And there are favorable signs, too. Ahmednagar, which is proverbially dry and had no 

rain this year, has begun to have a steady and continuous downpour since twelve o’clock last night, 

the expiry of twelve years of my silence. But it is only drizzling, hence it is also a sign of danger. 

That is why I have today put on a new red coat. One of you may die, maybe “X,” maybe “Y,” but 

the one who dies will realize God before giving up the gross body. 

Also take note of the speech delivered by Ghani today which is the best regarding my 

silence and its explanation. I would only want a line from this speech to be dropped and that is 

about his request for a “discourse”. 

Baba then motioned for Ghani and Chanji to embrace each other. He remarked, “I 

embraced my own Self in you through Chanji. I embraced my own self in Chanji through you. My 

ways are as infinite as my existence.” Baba then walked up Meherabad Hill to see the women 

mandali. 

 

During the latter part of July 1937, prior to departing for France, Meher Baba was chiefly 

occupied in serving the masts and mad who had been brought to stay at Meherabad. He continued 

to bathe and feed them each day and generally oversee their welfare. Some of the mad were sent 

away in July. Baidul and Pleader were put in charge of the twelve masts and mad that remained, 

and were given detailed instructions about their care while Baba was in France. 

Baba also assigned duties to each of the other men mandali. Pendu was appointed the 

manager at Meherabad, and Padri was to treat the sick with homeopathic medicine, as was Nilu 

with allopathic medicine. Padri was to run the dispensary, in Nilu’s absence, with Ghani’s help. 

Murli was the compounder. Vishnu was to do the marketing; Kalemama was to look after the 

mechanical works; Sidhu was to help with the care and supervision of the masts; and similarly other 

individual duties were given to the rest of the mandali. Raosaheb had moved back to Bombay and 

would come to Meherabad occasionally.304 

Baba had gone to Nasik on 12 July. Three days later, he left by car for Bombay to acquire 

the necessary travel documents — a new passport, visas, and ship tickets. Adi Sr., Norina, Rano, 

Elizabeth and Rustom’s second son Falu, who was going to England for his studies, went with 

him.305 They reached Bombay at noon and Baba ate at Kaka’s and stayed there with Adi and Falu. 

 
304 Raosaheb later married and had several children.  
305 Adi Jr. came to Bombay a few days later for his passport and visa work, so that when Baba called him to France, 

he would be ready to go. 



(The meal and Baba’s room had not been kept ready as the telegraph office had mistakenly written 

that Baba would be arriving that night.) Chanji had booked a double room at the Regent Hotel for 

Elizabeth and Norina, and a single for Rano. 

During Baba’s trip to London in November 1936, Rano and her mother Nonny had 

purchased a three-piece pinstripe suit for Baba. They had found a clerk Baba’s height and guessed 

the size. It fit perfectly. On this occasion in Bombay, Rano was told to buy a pair of shoes for Baba 

as a gift from Nonny. She went to a shop with Norina and Elizabeth. They had to guess Baba’s foot 

size and take them on approval. The shoes fit and Baba wore them in France. 

Although Baba’s visit to Bombay was kept private and only a few were informed of his 

presence in the city, he agreed to meet his lovers at Kaka’s (the Confectioners’) apartment on 

Saturday and Sunday mornings, 17 and 18 July. Many took advantage of the opportunity, as Chanji 

reported: 

“NO TALK” was the strict warning given to all, yet it went on, as usual. Baba had to 

either ask [about an individual] or reply to questions asked. To some, he himself gave advice for 

certain things. 

To see Baba work on a variety of things in rapid sequence one after the other for hours is 

to see Infinity and Wisdom at work. From important topics on business of immediate importance 

(for which he specially came down to Bombay) to be diverted to a thousand-and-one questions of 

visitors with all kinds of tales of their miseries and sufferings without end − to pacify and reply to 

almost each detail − is a task that requires indeed infinite patience and infinite wisdom to tackle. 

Masters alone could do that. One is tired [from] even watching this for hours! There are many 

workers by his side who take turns as and when required − yet he alone works throughout. This is 

true Mastery in Servitude! 

After a few days in Bombay, Baba left for Nasik on the 18th in Elizabeth’s car, with her, 

Norina, Rano and Falu. This was the last time Baba visited his Western lovers at Meher Retreat. 

He stayed two days and left for Meherabad on the 20th. 

Ruano left Nasik on 23 July by train for Bombay, where she was met by Chanji and Kaka 

who assisted her in changing trains. Like Sam Cohen, Ruano was traveling to Europe via Ceylon 

(a cheaper passage though it would take longer), and she was to meet Baba and the group in Cannes. 

Later that day, Sampath Aiyangar, the editor of Meher Gazette, came from Madras to see 

Baba, but when he arrived in Nasik, Baba had already left. Sampath went on to Meherabad to meet 

Baba and was informed about Baba’s upcoming trip to France. 

Baba left Meherabad with Mehera, Mani, Naja, Khorshed, Soonamasi and Walu at 2:50 

p.m. on Thursday, 29 July 1937 to begin their journey to France. They traveled first in Sarosh’s 

Chevrolet up to Vilad railway station (16 km north of Ahmednagar) from where they boarded a 

train for Bombay. (Vishnu accompanied them to Bombay.) Chanji, Kaka and Nilu were to join 

Baba for the journey. From Nasik, Norina, Elizabeth, Nonny, Rano, Malcolm, Jean and Tom drove 

to Bombay the same day with Falu. When Baba and the women arrived in Bombay early the next 

morning, Baba did not wish any of his lovers to see him at the train station, so none in Bombay 

were informed. 

After spending a day at the Regent Hotel, Baba and the group boarded the Strathnaver on 

Saturday, 31 July 1937 and sailed for Marseilles at 1:00 P.M. The two dogs, Kippy and Canute, 

went with them (as did Elizabeth’s Ford). 

For the first few days the sea was very rough and all remained in their cabins. But even 

when the weather improved, the women mandali had to remain in seclusion in their cabins. They 

would only be taken out on deck in the wee hours of the morning when all the other passengers 

were sleeping, so that no one would see them. When Baba brought them up, Kaka and Chanji were 

 
 



posted as sentries, often crouching in the pitch dark passageways “like beggars on the street,” 

Chanji wrote glumly. 

The Westerners, however, were unrestricted in their movements and could move about the 

ship at any time, except for Rano who was kept aloof like the Eastern women. Once Baba found 

Rano on deck and asked her why she was there. Rano explained that the cabin was stuffy and she 

needed fresh air. Baba scolded her, “Unless I direct you otherwise, do not step out of your cabin.” 

Rano returned, but after that incident Baba permitted her to walk on the deck for two hours each 

day, but she had to be accompanied by Norina. 

Traveling on the same ship was Ramchandra Gadekar, the son of the humble cobbler who 

was deeply connected with the Master. Gadekar had won a government scholarship to study 

education at the University of Edinburgh in Scotland. Actually, Baba had informed Gadekar in 

advance that he would be traveling to France on the Strathnaver, but he had instructed Gadekar not 

to tell anyone. So when Gadekar’s wife Gunatai and their two children saw him off in Bombay, 

they were delighted to see Baba and the mandali on board. To Gunatai, Baba remarked, “Do not 

worry. I am with your husband.” 

Another fortunate fellow traveler was the young dancer Audrey Williams, an acquaintance 

of Margaret Craske’s, who had not seen Baba since 1933 in India. Audrey had joined the dance 

company called De Basil Ballets Russes de Monte Carlo and was returning there from Australia. 

Being in Baba’s presence again, she recalled, “one still had this feeling of eternal happiness.” But 

this was to be Audrey’s last meeting with Baba. 

 

The ship docked at Aden at three in the afternoon on Wednesday, 4 August 1937. At one 

point, Baba observed, “Suffering is the keynote to spiritual life. Sadgurus and the Avatar never 

avoid suffering, either their own or their mandali, by doing miracles. They suffer themselves and 

let their mandali suffer too!” He used the example of the women mandali who had been cooped up 

in their cabins for so many days. Just when Baba had arranged to bring them out to a secluded area 

of the deck and they were enjoying a few moments of the cool sea breeze, a sandstorm began 

blowing making remaining on deck impossible. 

During the voyage, on Saturday, 7 August 1937, Baba explained to the Westerners about 

performing selfless service: 

God as God alone is not consciously man, and man as man alone is not consciously God. 

Only the God-Man is consciously both God and man; so the God-Man is both Lord and the servant 

of the universe. Lord, in the state of helping all souls progress toward Reality. Servant, as 

consciously bearing the burden of all. To serve Him who serves all is serving the universe. 

Selfless service and love are twin divine qualities. Only the one who loves can serve. 

Serve your beloved God-Man and you are serving your own Self in every other self. This service 

which the Master exacts is for your own spiritual benefit. However, your service must be 

spontaneous, willing, wholehearted, unconditional and not expecting any reward. 

Service to the Master is an ordeal which tries the body, mind and spirit. The body suffers, 

the mind is tormented, but the spirit of the selfless servant of the Master experiences the bliss of 

true satisfaction. 

The ship’s news service reported that Mussolini was on his way to Messina, Sicily, after 

fourteen years, to witness military maneuvers there on 11 August. The Strathnaver was due to pass 

Messina that day, and Baba commented about this and world conditions on the 10th. He indicated 

that his arrival and crossing at the same time and at the same spot as Mussolini was significant: “I 

go from here and he comes from there!” Baba brought his fists together in a gesture which meant 

fighting to indicate there would be a conflagration resulting in a war. 

Spaniards were already fighting amongst themselves. “Spain is an interesting country,” 

Baba continued. “I liked it. But they are now fighting like cocks! Have you ever seen a cock fight? 

Its special feature is that both cocks fight until the end and neither gives in until both are killed. In 



all other fights, however severe, one is killed and the other remains as conqueror. But the typical 

characteristic of these cocks is that they fight till both die! In Spain they’ve been doing the same 

thing — fighting like cocks! None gives in, and the fight has been going on for months now. Both 

parties will fight until both die and are finished!” 

In July of 1937, the Japanese had launched a campaign to conquer China. Baba then spoke 

about Japan and China’s long-standing mutual animosity, commenting: “They are like squirrels 

that come out to fight, have a squabble, and run back to the safety of their homes. Then both come 

out, and again have a scuffle and again go back! Japan is powerful, but China has more men, plenty 

of them, so that it can make a stand. 

Baba also mentioned Russia: “Russia is waiting its chance. And if Russia enters the arena, 

all other large nations in the world will stand against one another, and there will be a great war 

again. Then I will enter the arena with my magic wand!” 

A week later, war was officially declared between Japan and China. Thus it was observed 

that Baba’s travel seemed to have worldwide ramifications. 

 

Baba and the group reached Marseilles at six o’clock on the morning of Friday, 13 August 

1937 and were met by Kitty and Delia. Baba and the women stayed at the Hotel Terminus for a few 

hours (where Baba had stayed before), while the men dealt with the luggage. They then traveled by 

train to Cannes, reaching there about four in the afternoon. Prior to Baba’s arrival, Kitty had gone 

to Cannes at the end of June and rented villas with the help of Delia and Norina’s sister, Margherita 

“Ghita” Gilli Bloum, who was also devoted to Baba. 

The arrangements were quite pleasant, but for some reason Baba was dissatisfied with 

Shelly House, his and the Eastern women’s villa, and Norina was ordered to rent another. Norina, 

Elizabeth, Rano and Kitty were staying with them. For the men mandali a second villa was rented, 

and a third for the other Western men and women who had come: Delia, Ruano, Ghita, Jean, 

Malcolm, Nonny, Sam, Christine McNaughton, Anita de Caro and Andrée Aron. As at Nasik, 

Ruano was appointed head of the household to manage the living arrangements in the Westerners’ 

villa. 

When Baba arrived in Cannes, there were four Indian princes of Mysore, Kapurthala, 

Indore and Nepal who were also trying to find suitable accommodations. It was very difficult to 

hire a villa, but Norina used her influence (with Baba’s help in the background, no doubt) and 

another villa was acquired which was approved by Baba. They moved into it on Sunday, 15 August. 

Baba’s villa, situated on a hill, was called Villa Caldana, at Montfleury, and the mandali’s was 

Capo di Monte located on Avenue du Roi Albert. 

Baba had asked Kitty to arrange for two maids, but she had only been able to bring one 

from London. Baba did not want local women to do the housework as he thought they would gossip 

about him and the group. Thereupon, he asked if there was a daughter of one of his European 

disciples who could come and help with the household chores at Villa Caldana. 

Hedi Mertens was cabled in Zurich, but since her own daughter Annakatharina was not 

used to housekeeping, she turned instead to their family friend, 20-year-old Irene Ruth Billo. Irene 

was interested in Baba through the influence of her parents, who had met Baba. She accepted Hedi’s 

offer and left soon after, arriving in Cannes at 5:00 A.M. on the 15th. Irene recalled the sequence of 

events that led to her first meeting with Meher Baba: 

I remember it was one afternoon in 1936 that I sneaked into my father’s office and 

opened his secret cupboard to steal chocolates and saw for the first time a photograph of Baba taken 

at Feldmeilen [the Mertenses’ house]. It was a beautiful picture and had a profound effect on me. I 

asked my mother about Baba and she gave me the booklet, Questions and Answers, but I was not 

intellectually interested in spiritual things. 



During the Nasik period, Norina would write to my father and I also began attending 

meetings in Zurich, though I had not gone to meet Baba when he came in November 1936, as I felt 

shy. I felt Baba would be able to see all my secrets. 

When I arrived at Cannes, Elizabeth picked me up at the station. As soon as I arrived at 

the villa she brought me before Baba. Somehow I felt that I had come back, I had come home. It 

was something so great which I had never experienced before or since. 

The next evening Baba told me to sit next to him on one side; Mehera was on the other 

side. It was very stirring to be with Baba all the time. Meeting Baba was an upheaval which turned 

me upside down. His was a love much greater than anything else I had ever experienced. 

Irene would meticulously clean Baba’s room and keep things tidy. She also cleaned a small 

adjoining room where Kaka would sit while on night duty.306 In the course of her cleaning duties, 

Irene would collect Baba’s hair from his pillows and carefully preserve it. 

An amusing story involves Irene’s trying to be so careful in saving Baba’s hair. At times, 

Kaka would take a pillow from the bed and keep it behind his head while sitting on the chair during 

nightwatch. Thinking that this hair was also Baba’s, Irene would collect it, too, but wondered why 

Baba slept in two places. This went on for a number of days, after which she discovered she had 

been carefully collecting Kaka’s hair. 

Many other Europeans came to Cannes to see Baba and spend two or three days in his 

company. On Tuesday, 17 August 1937, Alfredo and Consuelo Sides arrived from Paris for a brief 

stay. That day, Kaka again gave a brief but memorable speech — in English, which he barely spoke. 

He exhorted those gathered:  

Now I want to talk general for East and West. Lesson for everybody. I want to talk about 

our Master order. When Master passes order it must be obeyed. Never mind if you like it or not. 

There should be no discuss. When you follow the Master every desire must be left — because 

somebody wanted good food, somebody wanted good bed, somebody wanted to go swimming, 

somebody wanted to go shopping. Then what use living with Master? Go holiday! 

If you want Master you must listen him without discuss. You never knows [how] Master 

work. All desire must be left. Never demand anything except Master order … That’s why I always 

request Baba circle disciples, when you contact with Shri Meher Baba, should be left all desire and 

be content. This is my last lecture. 

 

On the night of 19 August, Hedi and Walter Mertens arrived, along with their daughter 

Annakatharina.307 Baba welcomed them, stating, “Remain here for three weeks. Banish all thoughts 

of the outside and breathe in my atmosphere. Think of me alone and leave everything to me, for I 

am the source of everything.” 

The next day, a Parisian named Roger Vieillard, 30, came to see Baba, and took Baba out 

for a drive along the seacoast. Vieillard was an artist and an international tennis champion, and 

about one of his upcoming matches, Baba remarked to him on 22 August,, “Whether you win or 

lose, it is immaterial, because you are winning my love!” He wished to marry Anita de Caro (also 

an artist) and Baba approved of their engagement. Roger became devoted to the Master, and he and 

Anita were married a year and a half later. 

Unlike in Nasik, Baba gave few spiritual explanations or discourses to the group in Cannes. 

Those women living at Villa Caldana — Mehera, Mani, Naja, Khorshed, Soonamasi, Walu, Norina, 

Elizabeth, Rano and Kitty — spent the day taking walks and playing games in the garden. Kitty 

 

306 From the beginning a disciple would be on watch by Meher Baba’s side at night, and no one was 

allowed to enter Baba’s room unless called. 

307 A week later the Mertenses’ adopted son Arend Fuhrmann arrived from Zurich. 



was giving Mani shorthand and typing lessons; Mehera was practicing the piano; Andrée Aron gave 

dressmaking lessons to the Eastern women; and Elizabeth and Irene did the grocery shopping.308 

From ten in the morning until noon Baba would go to Capo di Monte to meet visitors for 

interviews. Sometimes he would walk there, and at times Elizabeth drove him and Irene would ride 

along. He would return to Villa Caldana for lunch and go back to Capo di Monte at three to meet 

with the mandali or more visitors, and then return for supper at 5:30. In the evenings, Baba would 

play Ping-Pong or charades, and several times he took the women out for drives in the countryside. 

One day Baba called Roger and Alfredo and instructed them to go to Nice and find a 

particular Englishman who was a vegetarian and bring him back to Cannes. Baba, however, gave 

no name or description. They left but, being new to Baba, did not take the order seriously and 

thought it rather strange. When they arrived in Nice, they walked into a small grocery store and, 

though they felt like fools, casually asked the owner whether he knew of any vegetarian Englishman 

living in the vicinity. To their surprise, the man said there was one gentleman from England in the 

neighborhood who supposedly ate only figs! Roger and Alfredo wrote down his address and went 

to his residence. When they told the man about Baba, he agreed to drive back with them to Cannes 

to meet Baba. When they met, Baba seemed pleased with the contact, having some work he wished 

to complete with this unusual soul. Roger and Alfredo also learned a memorable lesson in carrying 

out the Master’s tasks, however odd. 

One day a Swiss man, whom Anita had told of Baba, came to meet him. He had gone on a 

fast to prepare himself for the meeting, and he told Baba that he had not eaten for three days. Baba 

looked at him innocently, gesturing, “You must be hungry.” The man was taken aback. Then Baba 

commented, “Spirituality is as normal and natural as that chair you are sitting on. You need not 

fast. Only love is important. Love me.” 

Anita was an artist of some talent; she did a drawing in Cannes and showed it to Baba, who 

commented that it was remarkably good. Baba then asked Rano’s opinion and she said she honestly 

did not care for it. Baba reproached her, “How can you say you don’t like it? It is so beautiful! You 

will never be able to draw as well as her!” Baba continued to praise Anita’s talents just to annoy 

Rano. 

For some months, Rano had been working in secret under Baba’s direction on a large 

painting. It was later called the Ten Circles. Baba had instructed Rano to bring all her painting 

materials to Cannes to continue with the work on the painting which had been taken off its stretcher, 

rolled and packed, and brought from India. One day, when she was painting a section of it, Baba 

came and made some criticism of her work. Rano said in a huff, “If you like Anita’s drawing so 

much, why don’t you ask her to do this work?” 

Baba did not like her remark, reprimanding her, “You are useless! You have no sense! 

Your duty is to fulfill my orders!” Baba was teaching Rano to dance to his every tune — with a 

buttoned lip. At times, Baba would tease her, saying, “Why aren’t you as good as your mother? 

Nonny is so sweet, why can’t you be more like her?” — all as part of his work to crush her ego. 

On Saturday, 21 August 1937, William Henry Warner, a well-known American novelist, 

came to see Baba. He said, “It is an honor and privilege to meet you.” Baba indicated that he, too, 

was happy to see him. 

Warner asked Baba, “For a long time, I have been trying to find out the actual definition 

of love. Can you tell me what it is?” 

Baba responded, “Love means a life of giving without expectation of receiving any 

reward.” 

 
308 Andrée was later briefly married to Roger Vivier, who became the most famous shoe designer in the 

world. 



Warner was impressed with this pithy epigram, and Baba continued, “People must give 

and then receive. First give and then you will have all. But instead, people want to first have all and 

then think of giving. This is not the right way.” 

While in Cannes, one person whom Norina had been particularly anxious to bring to see 

Baba was the Russian ballet dancer Vaslav Nijinsky. Nijinsky had been the leading dancer of the 

Russian ballet impresario Sergei Diaghilev (with whom Margaret Craske had also worked). 

Although considered the greatest European male dancer of the 20th century, Nijinsky’s career was 

tragically cut short at the height of his career. At 29, severely troubled by schizophrenia, Nijinsky 

retired, and spent the next 31 years in and out of mental institutions. Norina had spoken with Baba 

about Nijinsky during the voyage to France. Baba had indicated that he could cure Nijinsky of his 

insanity, if he was able to stay with him for a few months. But when Norina asked if she could 

pursue the matter to expedite his release and bring him to Baba, Baba’s reply had been, “Let me do 

it.” 

On the 21st of August 1937, Norina read in the newspaper that Nijinsky’s wife was 

planning to take him out of the asylum. Nijinsky, however, never did meet Meher Baba. 

Later that afternoon, 21 August, Christine left for London by the 5:20 train. It was the last 

time she would ever see Baba. (She was killed during a German air raid on London in 1941.) 

That night, Baba went to Monte Carlo with the mandali, Norina, and Elizabeth to see the 

casinos. Dressed incognito, he looked stunning; wearing a cape of Norina’s and a French beret of 

Mercedes'. 

On Sunday, 22 August, Alfredo discussed with Baba his idea of producing film shorts on 

the spiritual themes explained by Baba. Baba encouraged him stating, “The unique experiences and 

efforts of a sinner becoming a saint can be dramatically demonstrated in short but interesting story 

forms that will not only excite the fancy but also, in a thrilling way, teach the only truth — that 

man has to become God!” 

Roger left for Paris the next evening, and before departing told Baba, “At first I loved you 

because of Anita, but now I love Anita because of you.” 

Rano was staying in Baba’s villa on the third floor, as were Norina and Elizabeth. Baba’s 

room was at the end of the corridor. Although Rano did not realize it at the time, Baba began 

training her at Cannes for her permanent stay with him in India. At night, Baba would often send 

Kaka to Rano’s room to wake her up. Kaka would knock on her door and, when Rano would come 

out and ask what the matter was, Kaka would reply, “Baba wants you.” So Rano would accompany 

him to Baba’s room where Baba would matter-of-factly spell out to her, “I want you to remind me 

about ordering soda water tomorrow. That’s all. Now go and rest.” 

Returning to her room, Rano wondered why on earth Baba would call her in the middle of 

the night for such a petty thing. Again after a short time, there was a knock on the door and Rano 

would be called to Baba. Baba would spell out, “Don’t forget to remind me about the soda water. 

Now go sleep; you look tired.” Rano could not understand why, for such a mundane matter, she 

was disturbed again from her slumbers. Yet, throughout the night, the seemingly insignificant 

subject of soda water kept being raised, and Baba did not allow either Rano or himself to sleep. 

Years later, Rano realized that one must be ever alert and ready to comply with any of the Master’s 

wishes at any moment in order to carry out his orders and fulfill his apparently whimsical pleasures. 

Another night, Kaka again knocked on Rano’s door and when she came out he told her, 

“Smoke is coming from somewhere and Baba wishes you to go find out what is burning.” Rano 

went downstairs to the kitchen and, with Irene’s help, found the stove (which used wood and coal) 

had not been properly banked. Baba also went to the kitchen with Kaka and then returned to his 

room after all the windows were opened and things put right. 



Rano retired for the night but was soon awakened again by Kaka’s knock on the door. 

When she opened it, Kaka said, “Baba wants you to have another look through the house to make 

sure everything is safe and secure.” Rano did accordingly and sent word through Kaka that 

everything was fine. 

Soon after, Kaka again knocked on Rano’s door with the same message. This went on the 

whole night and Rano learned to do as Baba ordered, without any question of why or wherefore, 

thus ignoring her mental reactions and letting her wish to obey and please Baba’s wish remain 

foremost. 

Keeping nightwatch by Baba was truly an arduous task. The slightest movement or sound 

was forbidden. One could not cough or sneeze or even go to the toilet to relieve oneself. In India 

mosquitoes would bite, but they could not be waved away for fear of making noise which would 

disturb Baba. Nightwatch was especially difficult for an older man like Kaka who would not be 

able to relieve himself at night. It was extremely trying to be on watch by Baba, although certain 

men were able to do it by Baba’s training. It is difficult to imagine the hardships involved with 

serving the Master until one has attempted it. 

Margaret and Mabel arrived from London on the morning of Thursday, 26 August 1937. 

Mabel stayed in Cannes, but Margaret had to leave within a few days. 

The Master would accept monetary gifts from time to time only from his closest or proven 

disciples. New people would offer him money, but he would usually refuse it.309 Someone sent a 

check to Cannes made out to “Meher Baba.” Baba endorsed it on the back as M. S. Irani, but the 

branch of the Bank of Marseilles refused to cash it until it was endorsed by “Meher Baba.” 

Therefore, on 26 August at Capo di Monte, Baba had Chanji hold the fountain pen and Baba then 

held Chanji’s hand and guided it to write his signature as Meher Baba in blue ink. Accompanied 

by Norina and Chanji, Baba was driven by Hedi to the Thomas Cook office and the check was 

given. This was the first time he ever signed his name as Meher Baba.310 

Chanji wondered about its significance: 

The first time Baba signed as M. S. Irani at Karachi [for his passport] in August 1931 

[since Baba gave up writing in 1927] brought about his first tour to the West and a turning point in 

the political history of India, when the famous Gandhi-Irwin pact was formed and Baba took 

Gandhi with him to the West on the same boat (considered at the time an impossibility due to the 

tension between the British government and the Gandhi movement). 

What this new move and gesture at this moment in France means can be guessed from the 

critical situation of chaos all over the world, with China and Japan flying at each other’s throats 

around Shanghai. And Franco (in Spain) making a bold bid for [left blank]. The European political 

situation is in a cauldron. [We will have to] watch the developments. 

On 27 August 1937, the painter Helen Dahm arrived from Switzerland with a friend named 

Alice. They met Baba that evening and again the following day.  

On the 27th, Baba remarked to Delia and others, “I want to be out among crowds for some 

time as I did in Madrid. Be on the lookout for such places and find out the time when crowds 

gather.” 

Delia said in a joking manner, “You mingled with the crowds in Madrid and the result was 

a revolution!” 

 

309 Baba once explained to Adi Sr. that he did not take money from certain persons because the sanskaras 

that went into obtaining the money would come along with the money when given. 

310 Baba had to sign the bank receipt as well four days later, when the funds were realized. 



Regarding Spain, Baba remarked, “I destroy to rebuild. I moved freely there for hours 

among the crowds and worked to bring about a new regeneration and reconstruction of men and 

things. This required the destruction and devastation of all existing things there which you are now 

witnessing.”311 

Dorothy Norris, who had first met Baba at Harmon in 1931, arrived in Cannes on 28 August 

and stayed for a few days. 

One day in Cannes, Baba disclosed, “For my work I need a healthy, handsome, intelligent 

and innocent boy. These qualities are essential for the work I wish to do for the world involving the 

minimizing of lust, especially of homosexuals, which is now prevalent to an alarming extent all 

over the world. If the boy is not innocent, he would at once misunderstand my intention, which 

would hinder instead of help my work.” 

On another occasion, when Kitty questioned Baba about his work with the boys, he 

remarked, “I am working with the youth of the future.” 

William Donkin, who was also staying with the group in Cannes, was apprised of Baba’s 

wish to find a boy, and he left for England to look for such a youth. Donkin returned to Cannes on 

the morning of the 28th with a young Spanish refugee named José Luis. Baba, however, did not 

completely approve of him but kept him at the villa anyway. 

Soon after, Kitty was asked to go to Paris to look for another boy and Baba indicated, if it 

was necessary, that he would fly there along with Donkin to choose a boy himself. Kitty left the 

following evening with Margaret to look once again for a suitable candidate for Baba’s work. They 

went to the Spanish refugee camp in Paris where Baba had repeatedly indicated there was one such 

boy. 

Kitty telephoned and telegraphed on 30 August to convey that she had found one boy, and 

Baba simply cabled back: “Bring.” On 31 August, Kitty brought a Spanish boy named Bellarmino 

to Baba. But after meeting the boy, Baba did not approve of him either and decided that José Luis 

should stay instead. Baba remarked, “Perhaps, if Luis begins to love me, I may take him with me 

to India.” 

Meanwhile, day by day, it seemed that the change in environment was having a positive 

effect on Luis, as he became healthier and showed a livelier attitude and was becoming more aware 

of who Baba was. The boy would wait for Baba’s arrival every morning and refer to him as the 

“King of Kings!” He took delight in spelling on Baba’s alphabet board, “Baba Luis amore [Baba 

loves Luis].” 

Baba would walk from his villa with Rano to the men mandali’s quarters in the morning, 

where he would meet visitors. Luis wanted to sit by Baba’s side but, after permitting him to do so 

for a while, Baba would send him to another room, since most persons who came to see Baba 

preferred to talk with him in private. One day Luis confided in Alfredo, saying, “I like the man with 

the long hair. He is so kind and gentle. What a pity he is dumb and cannot speak.” 

After a few days, Baba met with Donkin in private and revealed, “I would prefer for you 

to remain here for some days more and be in my close contact. I love you very much. I want to give 

you something special. But considering the circumstances here, I cannot give you the intimate 

contact I wish at this time as so many people are coming and going.” 

 

311 The Spanish revolution was led by General Franco in 1936. Franco won the Spanish Civil War in 1939 

and dealt ruthlessly with his opponents which caused people to flee Spain and end up as political refugees 

throughout Europe. 



So on 31 August 1937, Donkin was sent back to London. Baba urged him to continue his 

medical studies and to come back to Cannes later for 25 days. Baba also instructed Donkin to take 

Bellarmino back to Paris and the English maid (whom Kitty had brought to Cannes) back to 

England, because Baba had found her unsuitable. Donkin was to return to Cannes, and the 

experiences he had then of being with the Master would bring him within two years to live with 

Meher Baba in India. 

Alfredo and Consuelo Sides also left the next day, returning to their home in Paris. 

Beatrice Wanger, an American expatriate modern dancer (and the older sister of a famous 

Hollywood producer, Walter Wanger) came to meet Baba on the 29th. Another visitor that day was 

Marie Clews, the wife of the American sculptor Henry Clews, who had died the previous month. 

Marie was more understanding and responsive to Baba. She expressed her concern about the 

“tremendous forces of evil” at work in the world. Baba reassured her, “This in itself is a sign of the 

good that is to come. Good souls [Realized beings], although very few, are always working and do 

a great deal to help humanity through their good thoughts, words and acts. The time is fast 

approaching when they will be victorious.” 

Later Marie told Chanji, “I always wondered what the smile of Buddha was. When I saw 

Meher Baba’s expression, I understood what it meant.” 

Marie invited Baba to visit her home, the Château de la Napoule, near Cannes, and Baba 

was driven there a week later by Elizabeth in the afternoon of 6 September, accompanied by Chanji, 

Jean and Norina. Marie and her husband had spent eighteen years restoring and renovating the 

enormous and imposing medieval fortress. Part of the castle had been converted into her husband’s 

studio. All were highly impressed by the beauty of the place and by Clews’ work. Clews’ pieces, 

depicting evil, greed, and cunning, among other human traits, represented, as Baba put it in a 

nutshell, “philosophized art.”312 

Baba went with the group to see several films while in Cannes. On the evening of 30 August 

1937, they went out to dinner at the Miramar restaurant and then to a double-feature (Bing Crosby 

in Going Hollywood and Clark Gable in Men in White). But as it was getting late, they left at 10:15, 

during the intermission of the first film. 

The screenwriter, Alexander Markey arrived in Cannes on 2 September 1937 to see Baba 

about the possible film projects. After Markey’s long discussion with Baba about the films, the 

“Universal Filmmaker” pretended it was essential to his purposes. Age knew that the real reason 

Baba showed so much interest in producing a movie was to draw Markey and others, such as 

Gabriel Pascal and Garrett Fort, to him and to give them his contact. The actual movie was not 

essential to the Master’s work. 

Markey had not been in touch with Baba or any of his lovers since their first meeting in 

London during November 1936. He had intended to start writing a play and had simply decided on 

going to Cannes to begin work on it. When he arrived in Cannes, he received a telegram that had 

been forwarded from London, saying that Meher Baba was on his way to Cannes and would like 

to meet Markey there. Such amazing “coincidences” only further strengthened his love for and faith 

in Baba. 

 
312 One description of the home states: “Fountains and topiary embellish the formal gardens laid out by 

Marie Clews. It is Henry Clews’ sculptural decor, combining wit and turn-of-the-century sensibility, that 

makes the Château de La Napoule, registered as a national monument, such a fascinating excursion into 

architectural history.” (A few sculptures by Henry Clews are featured at Brookgreen Gardens, Myrtle 

Beach, which Baba later visited.) 



Markey had another meeting with Baba a week later. On one occasion, Baba disclosed to 

Markey, “Someday the themes we are discussing now will form the basis of an entirely new trend 

in motion pictures.”313 

Will and Mary Backett arrived in Cannes on the night of 2 September. The next morning 

Walter and Hedi Mertens and their daughter and son left for Zurich. Baba had permitted Walter, 

Hedi, Elizabeth and Rano to photograph him and the women mandali on various occasions in 

Cannes. 

That day, 3 September, Baba urged the Westerners, “Harmony is the basis of life, living in 

a group, working for and living with me and helping in my work. By following your personal 

feelings of likes and dislikes, the atmosphere essential for my work is disturbed.” 

Baba would frequently permit a few of the Western women to join him and his Eastern 

women in Villa Caldana for an evening of charades and other games. Birthdays were celebrated 

and all were joyous to be in the Master’s lively company again. 

Baba, the mandali, Luis, Delia, Elizabeth and Anita went for a drive to the town of Grasse 

at 2:00 P.M. on Sunday, 5 September 1937, in Elizabeth’s Ford. They saw a French film there but 

left halfway through it as the theater was too hot. 

The next day, a young man named Joffre, associated with the English group, came to see 

Baba. He asked Baba how he could be happy, and Baba replied, “By living a life of peace, 

contentment, and bliss without wanting anything.” 

On 7 September, Baba explained to the Western group about individual natures: 

For me all are equal. Universally, I love everyone equally. However, individually it is a 

different story. I do not love the cook as deeply as I love you all. Why? Not because she is a cook 

and you are above her, but because you love me more than others. You are prepared to do anything 

for me. Delia gave up everything for me! Her brothers and parents did not like or approve of her 

idea of going to India, yet she did it for me. 

This is all very good, but when it comes to individual natures there are big differences. 

There are some who like a quiet ashram life of solitude, silence and meditation, and there are others 

who prefer a life of action and gaiety. Personally, I like the second type — but for my work, the 

first type! So, I have to tolerate both kinds. I expect cooperation and help from you, but at all times 

every one of you is so obstinate that it spoils my work! 

Try to adjust to all circumstances and conditions. Be natural! Don’t change your nature of 

gaiety, but don’t show displeasure or criticize others who are different in nature. You can keep only 

one Beloved in your hearts, although you can and may keep many in your mind. 

So [pointing to himself], keep this one Beloved in your hearts and find me in every other 

heart! You cannot hate this one or that one if you try to see me in every heart. Then automatically 

unity and harmony will be established. 

By Baba’s order, the English maid who had been hired had been sent away with Donkin, 

so on 10 September another friend of the Mertens family, an eighteen-year-old girl named Ilsa from 

Czechoslovakia, arrived in Cannes to help Irene Billo with the housework. 

On the 11th, the renowned French sculptor Victor Tuby and his wife visited Baba. Tuby, 

49, was a nice man with a long white beard, who was living in Cannes. Baba liked him. Tuby and 

his wife returned for a second visit four days later, with the niece of the famous French poet Frédéric 

Mistral, whom Tuby greatly admired.314 

Norina’s sister, Ghita, left on the morning of 12 September 1937 for Italy, where she was 

employed, but she returned to Cannes a few weeks later. Baba instructed her to establish new 

 
313 Two years later, in 1939, the first Cannes Films Festival was established. Its aim was “to encourage the 

development of all forms of cinematographic art and foster a spirit of collaboration between film-producing 

countries.” It became the most prestigious film festival in the world, and draws thousands of visitors to 

Cannes every year. 
314 Victor Tuby died in 1945 and an avenue in Cannes is named after him. 



contacts in Italy and renew old ones. “Try to draw people to me through articles in influential 

newspapers,” he said, “to make them smell spirituality and arouse their curiosity to seek God − thus 

bringing them to me.” This was an unusual order, Chanji observed, “as Baba always preferred 

seclusion and privacy. But he may be wanting to work up something in Italy,” Chanji speculated. 

That same day, Adi Jr. arrived at 5:30 p.m. from Genoa. Adi had not been eager to come 

to Europe. He knew well the stresses and strains of accompanying Baba from his previous travels, 

but Baba had sent him a telegram ordering him to come to France. 

On 15 September, Alice Trau-Fisher of Vienna, along with her husband Victor, and her 

mother and father came to Cannes to see Baba. They were staying in Monte Carlo and came again 

twelve days later and one other time. Alice was a soprano in an opera company and loved Baba 

deeply. Despite having not seen Baba since Portofino, she had told many in Vienna about him. 

Alice invited Baba to visit Vienna, and surprisingly, Baba said he would visit there with a party of 

eleven and stay for ten days, from 7–17 January 1938. The Trau-Fishers were thrilled to hear this. 

Her parents did not speak a word of English, yet they wept when they met Baba.315 

On the 16th, Baba came to Capo di Monte at 2:00 P.M. and stayed until 9:00 P.M. That day, 

he instructed Malcolm to stay in his room in solitude for six months, leaving only to use the 

bathroom. Malcolm was also put on silence and after ten days was told to fast. 

On the 17th, the Western women were invited to Villa Caldana for supper and 

entertainments. 

On 18 September, Baba was at Capo di Monte the whole day, from eight in the morning 

until eight in the evening, to celebrate the occasion of Ruano Bogislav’s and Adi Jr.’s birthdays.316 

Someone pointed out that it was also Greta Garbo’s birthday. 

Special food had been cooked for dinner, including a large birthday cake. Just as the cake 

was brought out, the telephone rang. It was Hedi Mertens calling from Zurich. Baba went to talk 

with her through Norina, and some began eating their pieces of cake before he returned. Baba 

showed his disappointment about their mistake in etiquette; they should have waited until the 

Master gave permission to eat. To clear the air of their depressed feeling, Baba called all to his 

room and instructed them to keep silence with him for five minutes with their eyes closed. Presents 

were then given to Ruano and Adi Jr., the first one by Baba himself — a hearty embrace to both. 

Kitty put on an amusing skit when she came out dressed as Hitler and delivered a speech. 

 

Meanwhile Consuelo and Alfredo Sides had invited Baba to Paris, along with the women 

mandali. On Sunday morning, Sunday, 19 September 1937, he left at five o’clock by car with 

Mehera, Mani, Khorshed, Naja, Kitty and Elizabeth. With instructions to meet them in Paris, Rano 

and Anita accompanied Soonamasi and Walu by train. Baba and the women spent one night at the 

town of Lyons and then drove on to Paris, stopping for a picnic on the way. 

Mehera, Mani, Khorshed and Naja had orders that if they happened to see any man, they 

should look down immediately. Baba put Mani in Rano’s care during the two days they spent in 

Paris, and Baba instructed her to be mindful not to let even Mani’s clothes brush against any man’s. 

Mani was only nineteen and, being lively by nature, would move quickly whenever they went out. 

It was a difficult duty for Rano, and her whole attention was focused on seeing that Mani did not 

inadvertently touch any man. 

 
315 The proposed visit to Vienna never took place. 

316 Adi Jr. was actually born on 10 July. 



On the afternoon of the 21st, Gabriel Pascal, his companion Pauline and Roger Vieillard 

came to see Baba, at the Sideses’ apartment at 1 rue Gît-le-Cœur where Baba and the women were 

staying. Consuelo’s mother also met Baba that day.317 

While in Paris, Baba took the women sightseeing, taking a boat ride down the Seine, 

visiting the Art and Technical Exhibition which was being held at the time, and also the Cathedral 

of Notre Dame. But wherever they went, there were always so many men about that the Eastern 

women had to pass by these places with their heads bowed and did not view any of the sights of 

interest. 

The life of the women in the ashram was always secluded, especially for Mehera. Under 

Baba’s orders, Mehera never spoke to or looked at any man during Baba’s lifetime (except on a 

few very rare occasions). She was kept secluded and for many years was ordered not to read or 

write. 

To the women mandali, one place was almost like another because they could not freely 

look or move about. Baba took them up the Eiffel Tower at nine o’clock at night on 21 September, 

but the women again kept their glances down and could not enjoy the expansive view. “Yet,” Age 

pointed out, “there was nothing they cared to see except their Beloved, in whom everything resides! 

For them, there was nothing outside of him. He was their Reality; without him, life held no interest.” 

Baba disclosed that, while at the top, he held a meeting with his agents and other Spiritual 

Masters, similar to the meetings he had held in Assisi and Fallenfluh. 

On 22 September, after two days, Baba and the women left Paris. They broke the return 

journey at Roanne, and arrived back in Cannes the following night at eleven o’clock. 

While they were away, Delia took Kaka, Nilu and Chanji on a sightseeing excursion on the 

23rd to Nice and Monte Carlo. 

 

On Friday, 24 September 1937, the day after Baba’s return, William Donkin returned to 

Cannes from London with another Englishman, the taciturn Tom Sharpley. The spiritual work Baba 

had done in Paris had taken its toll on his physical body. Baba was to come to Capo di Monte in 

the morning to see the men and women mandali. But he sent a message that he would not be coming 

until the afternoon. Kaka delivered it and said that Baba was unwell. When Baba did come to see 

them, he looked worn-out and weak, but he explained, “I am not tired. But due to the work I did 

during the last five days, I find it very difficult to come down.” He then recounted his trip to Paris, 

and after dinner went back to his villa. 

A German gentleman named Seiber had been in contact with Baba through Walter Mertens. 

Baba had even indicated that he might visit Germany.318 Later that night, Norina arrived with 

Seiber. On Sunday, 26 September, Baba had a long interview with Seiber, who seemed eager to 

work for his country and people. Under Adolf Hitler the Nazis were coming to power and war in 

Europe appeared inevitable. Baba asked Seiber about present conditions in Germany, which he 

related. Seiber then asked Baba why conditions in his country were so terrible. 

Baba smiled and explained: 

Chaos and destruction are essential for reconstruction. It is the spiritual law — create and 

destroy. Create chaos, confusion and misery, and then destroy it so that it may all be rebuilt anew. 

How can an old house be rebuilt unless it is demolished? 

 
317 The street where Alfredo and Consuelo Sides lived, rue rue Gît-le-Cœur, in French, means the resting 

place of the heart, or there lies the heart. 

318 Coincidentally, Colonel Irani was on a world tour and visited the Far East, America and Europe, 

including Germany in October 1937. 

 



Your coming to me today is no coincidence, but a deliberate plan. Mussolini has specially 

gone to Germany to meet Hitler and very important talks between them are being held at a meeting 

at this very moment! Your being here and my asking you to talk of Germany has a significant 

purpose. It was I who purposely brought you here today for this reason. 

Hitler and Mussolini can never find a solution to the chaotic conditions all around them. 

They add to the misery. Only a Christ can — and the time for that is very near. 

Perhaps you could be my sole working agent in Germany if you stick to my instructions 

and do as I say. 

But Seiber was too intellectual and continued pestering Baba with questions concerning 

how he worked, which Baba was disinclined to answer. For example, after staying in Cannes for a 

few weeks, on 7 October, Seiber questioned Baba repeatedly about dreams he was having. Baba 

became fed up and told him emphatically: 

You have been thinking and worrying about things, and asking me about your dreams, 

when I told you to leave it all to me and did not explain for certain reasons. But now that you are 

impatient and worrying so much, I have to tell you clearly that I know all! I was working it all out 

in my own ways. I do not work “superficially,” on the surface. I work deep down, from the very 

bottom of things, and touch the root to eradicate things not wanted and implant things desired. 

The cause of all your worries and dreams at night is your past sanskaras, not only of the 

life before this one but from several hundred lives! They are all reacting with full force. I want 

them all to come out and rise to the surface, and be spent naturally, as much as possible. Then, at 

the proper moment, I will root them all out, destroying the very seed that is the cause of all your 

questioning, so that it stops entirely! 

Baba tried to give Seiber the opportunity of being with his group, (which, as Chanji noted, 

“is a special privilege granted to very, very few select ones”), but Seiber never did fit in. Baba had 

long talks with him, but it all had little effect on Seiber’s mind. Baba remarked about him, “He is 

like an empty vessel which keeps throwing out whatever is placed in it!” Even after leaving Cannes, 

Seiber continued to question Baba’s ways of working in subsequent letter after letter. 

On 3 October 1937, another German came quite unexpectedly. His name was Joseph 

Sommerer of Munich. Sommerer held a doctorate in philosophy and had only heard of Baba three 

or four weeks before. He contacted Walter Mertens in Zurich and, when Sommerer learned that 

Baba was at Cannes, he immediately went there. Baba received him lovingly and permitted him to 

remain with the others for three days. Sommerer was deeply touched and felt that Baba had 

internally called him to Cannes. 

Padri’s mother Freiny Masi formerly lived in Poona and was closely associated with 

Babajan and would visit her daily. After Babajan passed away in 1931, Freiny Masi moved to 

Meherabad and lived a semi-cloistered life with her sister, Daulatmai, who was observing silence. 

Both were residing together in the Family Quarters.319 On 28 September, a telegram from Padri was 

received: “Mother lingering hopelessly. Release her.” 

Baba cabled back, “Tell Daulatmai that Freiny Masi not suffering but coming to me.” The 

following day, another telegram was received from Padri, conveying that Freiny Masi had died. 

Baba commented, “She is freed!” In accordance with Zoroastrian tradition, her body was taken to 

the Tower of Silence in Ahmednagar. She was 62 years old. 

 

Baba held a meeting on Wednesday, 29 September 1937 with Norina, Elizabeth, Nonny, 

Ruano and Kitty to discuss their stay in Cannes, the expenditure thus far incurred, and generally to 

review the accounts. Baba commented, “My stay here depends on financial adjustments; otherwise, 

 

319 Besides Padri, Freiny Masi had three other sons. Her eldest son Rustom, by Baba’s suggestion, had 

moved to America during the 1920s and worked as an engineer in Arizona.  



it is better for me to return to India. I would like to stay longer, but it is not good if our finances do 

not permit it.” Money that was expected from Garrett Fort had not been received, and Fort was 

unable to come to Cannes himself due to lack of funds. 

From the end of August 1937, correspondence had been exchanged with certain men 

mandali in India about bringing Mohammed Mast from Meherabad to Cannes. Adi Sr. and Baidul 

had been cabled to bring him, and their imminent arrival gave Baba’s Western lovers the impression 

that Baba would definitely be staying in Cannes for a considerable length of time. Baba himself 

placed great importance on the mast’s arrival and remarked, “If Mohammed does not come, I will 

send everyone back and return to India.” 

Gabriel Pascal came to Cannes to see Baba on 30 September. Pascal said, “I was 

surrounded by difficulties on all sides, but since meeting you, I have experienced your inner help 

and found that my difficulties are slowly disappearing. I feel things have adjusted themselves so 

that I am now in a position to produce great motion pictures, and it is all due to your inner help.” 

Pascal and Alexander Markey (who also visited the same day) loved Baba and, though they never 

did produce a film about him as planned, they remained steadfast in their love. 

On 7 October 1937, during Donkin's interview with Baba, Baba told him, “Try to be happy 

— under all conditions. There is nothing but bliss. It is everywhere. Love Divine. Misery exists in 

the minds of priests who preach heaven and hell. In reality, there is no hell. No God ever created 

hell. And to hell with the God who creates hell!” 

Baba added, “I love all. Love the heart but damned be the mind! It is this mind that creates 

heaven and hell.” 

Ghita returned to Cannes on the 7th, and Kitty’s younger sister Angela Lambert (who had 

first met Baba in Harmon in 1931) arrived from London the next day. Ghita had a long talk with 

Baba on the 8th about the work she had done for him in Italy. Despite trying her best to publicize 

Baba’s name there, as he had instructed, a ban was in force against publishing anything about God, 

religion or spirituality. Ghita felt bad about this, but Baba explained, “I like Italy, which has always 

been a spiritual place, full of spirituality. The present phase is also necessary and indicative of a 

great spiritual upheaval to come. The burning desire of people to find the Truth, although currently 

being kept in check, is there all the while, becoming deeper and more intensified with the 

restrictions on any outer expression. And once it breaks the barriers, the reaction will be 

tremendous! It will react with all the force that has been pent up!” 

 

Baba’s plans were never fixed. As soon as his work was complete, he would leave the place 

on one pretext or another. Baba had originally gone to Cannes with plans to stay a full year, but on 

7 October 1937, Baba shocked the group by announcing that he would be leaving Cannes to return 

to India within three weeks. No one expected him to leave so soon, and Mohammed Mast had not 

yet even arrived, though he was already on the way by ship. 

To bring a God-intoxicated mast on an international journey from India to France was no 

small undertaking. But it was Baba’s wish and he once again made the seemingly impossible 

possible. 

In the first place, to get a person like Mohammed a passport was in itself a minor miracle, 

since it could not be procured without his signature. How would the authorities issue a passport to 

a man whom ordinary people would consider mad? The Ahmednagar city magistrate insisted 

Mohammed be brought to his office, so that he could see him in person. Before their appointment, 

Sarosh took a tailor to Meherabad and had a suit made for the mast. On 14 September, dressed in 

his new suit and wearing a pair of shoes and socks, Sarosh, Adi Sr., Pendu and Baidul presented 

the mast to the magistrate at the Collector’s office. The magistrate was unimpressed. “You’ve 

brought me a mad person,” he said. Sarosh tried to explain that Mohammed was not mad, but God-

intoxicated. The magistrate asked Mohammed a series of questions, such as “What is your name? 



… Where do you want to go?” Mohammed answered for a while, but then said, “Why have I come 

here?”  

The magistrate refused to sign the forms without a guarantee that Mohammed would not 

endanger anyone. Sarosh gave the guarantee and the necessary documents for Mohammed’s 

passport were completed and a passport issued.320 

 

Eleven days later, Sarosh drove Adi Sr., Baidul and Mohammed to Bombay, where they 

faced yet more hurdles. Mohammed’s mood was cross and cantankerous that day. As they went to 

board their ship, the customs’ officer refused to allow Mohammed to pass. Adi and Sarosh begged 

the officer, explaining that Mohammed was “a mental patient who is going to France for treatment.” 

Finally, after prolonged arguments back and forth, the officer relented. Mohammed was cleared 

and they boarded the ship, while Sarosh waited on the gangway. 

The two mandali and Mohammed were booked in one cabin. Before the ship sailed, Adi 

told Baidul to look after Mohammed while he went to check on their luggage. Baidul, in all the 

excitement of departure, thought there would be no harm if he went on deck for a moment to watch 

the proceedings. He left, but when he returned, he found that Mohammed too had left the cabin. 

Where had he gone? Mohammed had wanted to urinate and needed Baidul’s help with the Western 

toilet, so he went in search of him. 

Frantic with worry, Adi Sr. and Baidul ran looking for the mast. They found him on the top 

main deck. A crowd had formed around Mohammed after he created a commotion by relieving 

himself in the open on the deck! Women and children were present, and the Captain was 

summoned. “Remove this man from my ship,” he bellowed at Adi Sr. “Otherwise, I will call the 

police and make sure he is removed!”  

While Baidul escorted Mohammed back to their cabin, Adi conferred privately with the 

Captain in his office, apologizing profusely and again begging to permit Mohammed to travel. The 

Captain agreed only after Adi promised to keep a close watch over the mast at all times. 

And so, their ship, the Strathaird — with Mohammed aboard — sailed from Bombay for 

France on 25 September 1937. 

The first few days, Mohammed was quiet and well-behaved; but then for the remainder of 

the two-week voyage, Mohammed proved a terrible nuisance. He would abuse or curse the other 

passengers to their face, fling lighted cigarettes at them and spend much of his time hunched over 

collecting litter off the deck of the ship. Shocked, if not frightened, the other passengers complained 

to the captain about him. Adi and Baidul were much harassed and embarrassed on account of his 

behavior. Finally, the only way Adi could keep control of Mohammed was to threaten that the 

police would come if he did not act properly. Responding like a child, Mohammed seemed afraid 

of the idea of the police coming after him. At other times, Mohammed would lock himself in the 

cabin and Adi would threaten to call the police if he did not come out. Again, Mohammed would 

comply. 

Norina and Elizabeth met Adi Sr., Baidul, and Mohammed at Marseilles and drove them 

directly to Cannes, reaching there at 5:00 P.M. on 8 October. The mast shed tears when he saw 

Norina and Elizabeth waiting on the quay. Baba was very happy that the mast had come. He told 

Adi Sr., “You have accomplished a great work of mine by bringing Mohammed to Cannes.” 

Adi Sr. stayed with Nilu and José Luis in a detached cottage at the back of the mandali’s 

villa; Mohammed and Baidul occupied a room over the garage of the villa. From the next day, Baba 

began sitting with him alone from 8:00 A.M. to 1:00 P.M. and again from 4:00 P.M. to 8:00 P.M. each 

 
320 Adi also had a great deal of difficulty in obtaining a French visa in Baidul’s Persian passport, running 

pillar-to-post between the two consulates in Bombay just prior to their departure. 



day. He would bathe Mohammed, bring his food from the kitchen, feed him and do his “inner work” 

with him. As soon as Mohammed arrived, Baba stopped most visitors coming to Cannes for 

interviews and spent the remaining weeks absorbed in his work with the mast. 

Baidul was on call night and day to serve Mohammed and the slightest oversight brought 

Baba’s stern rebuke. Once, witnessing Baba’s harsh treatment toward Baidul, the Westerners were 

taken aback at Baba’s severity toward one of his closest disciples. Baba explained, “My work is 

uppermost. Mohammed represents Germany, so you can imagine the significance of his coming 

here to France and the importance of my work with him at this point in time.” 

Baba added, “I have to be cruel to be kind.” Baba also commented that Germany was 

experiencing “mass psychosis” under Hitler’s leadership. As mentioned, Adolf Hitler was coming 

into full power, as was his ally Benito Mussolini in Italy, during the time that Baba was nearby in 

France. 

One visitor whom Baba did permit to stay in Cannes was Mercedes de Acosta from 

Hollywood, who arrived on 21 October 1937. One afternoon Baba went for a drive with her and he 

decided to take Mohammed along. They drove in a convertible, and just as the chauffeur slowed 

down for the traffic in Nice, Mohammed began shouting at the top of his lungs. A policeman 

stopped the car and looked at Baba, asking what the trouble was. Baba put his hand to his mouth to 

indicate that he did not speak. Mohammed started shouting louder and then began to sing at the top 

of his voice. 

At this point, Mercedes took it upon herself to explain the situation to the policeman, 

saying, “These gentlemen are from India. This gentleman [Baba] has taken a vow of silence and 

the other is a mentally ill Hindu undergoing treatment here, but he is harmless.” The policeman 

was wonderstruck at the “odd” characters. Shrugging his shoulders, he waved his hand and told 

them to be on their way. 

For the week that Mercedes was in Cannes, she found Baba in a playful mood. One day he 

came into her room and noticed her black cape hanging in the closet and a Spanish hat. Baba put 

the hat on, draped himself in the cape and started stepping in rhythm to a Spanish dance. He 

gracefully danced around the room from one side to the other, snapping his fingers in rhythm, and 

Mercedes marked time by clapping her hands. She began to laugh and Baba beckoned her to dance 

with him. “I was delighted to see Baba so gay and full of fun,” Mercedes recalled, “but I hoped 

none of the women disciples would come in and catch us. This is what I loved about Baba. He was 

always unpredictable.” 

 

Ever since leaving India, Jean Adriel felt estranged. In India she had been ill and depressed, 

and on board the ship to France, she was again ill and feeling unkind toward everyone. The cabin 

she shared with her husband Malcolm was far away from Baba and the other women, and she hardly 

saw anyone during the voyage. Jean did not know, however, that Baba would visit her cabin at 3:00 

A.M. to see how she was and to watch over her as she slept. 

In Cannes, Jean became more and more depressed until, on the night of 9 October 1937, 

she left the house, determined to die. Baba, being ever vigilant of his “birds,” noticed she was 

missing and sent a search party to bring her back. 

The next day, Baba took her head in his hands and looked into her eyes, asking, “You think 

I am cruel?” 

She could not prevent herself from saying what she felt, “You are cruel!” 

Baba repeated what he had said earlier, “I must be temporarily cruel in order to be 

permanently kind.” 

Looking at her with compassion he added, “The day will come when even the memory of 

this pain will be completely obliterated by the all-consuming joy which will flood your soul.” 



Jean wept and said, “But Baba, the night is so long!” 

Baba smiled and spelled out, “But when dawn comes, you will see that everything you are 

bearing now would have been worth bearing a thousand times!” 

Baba explained, “I push you away, then I draw you close. Again I push you off and draw 

you even closer. Now, I push you far away, and the next time I draw you back to me, it will be to 

remain one with my Universal Self forever!” 

Baba had said something similar to Ghita two days before. A few of the Westerners were 

to return to India with Baba, but Ghita was not one of them. About the apparent “cruelty” of 

separation for those being asked to remain behind, Baba explained, “I have to give you the 

experience of separation and its pinch and pain to intensify your love and bring you closer. It is 

necessary to be separate and to suffer after having the first experience of [my] love.” 

 

As the time for Baba’s departure from France was fast approaching, on Friday, 15 October 

1937, he permitted Kaka, Nilu, Adi Sr. and Adi Jr. to leave by the morning train to spend a few 

days in Paris, where they could see some of the same sights he had shown the women mandali. 

During this period, Chanji’s nephew, Nariman Dadachanji, was studying chemistry in 

Manchester, England, and he arrived in Cannes to see Baba on the afternoon of the 17th. Nariman, 

24, was not the type of person given to much talking or asking questions. From his first contact 

with the Master, he had been sipping the nectar of Baba’s silence in silence. Baba inquired how his 

studies were progressing, and after a four-day stay Nariman left for England via Paris. Chanji 

traveled to Paris with him and returned to Cannes on the 25th. 

Baba sent Donkin to Paris with José Luis on the 17th (where Luis was probably handed 

over to the Spanish refugee camp there). Later it was observed that after Luis was sent away, the 

political situation in Spain stabilized and eventually most of the refugee children were returned 

home. 

Mabel Ryan was very ill with cancer and spent most of her time in bed while in Cannes 

being nursed by Mary Backett. Baba would come to see her daily, knowing this was their last 

meeting. Margaret had returned to Cannes, and she, Mabel and Tom Sharpley also left on the 17th 

for London. Donkin was instructed to return to London with them. Mabel expired five months later. 

On 25 October, Sam Cohen was sent to Mexico by Baba, and Nadine left for Zurich. Three 

days later, Jean and Malcolm Schloss left for Paris by the morning bus. Alfredo and Consuelo 

Sides, who had come to Cannes the previous day to say goodbye to Baba, left the same afternoon. 

While leaving, Jean wept and said to Baba, “Thank you for all the joy and pain in my life 

I have had while with you.” 

Baba replied, “Thank me only for the pain.” Jean understood what Baba meant. Only while 

suffering do we grow in love and through pain overcome our weaknesses and ego. 

Having come back from Paris, Adi Sr., Adi Jr. and Nilu left on 28 October for Marseilles, 

where they boarded the Strathnaver for India.321 

The next day, Mercedes de Acosta bid farewell to return to America. For some, this 

farewell to Baba in Cannes would be their last intimate contact. Baba would not make another trip 

to the West for fifteen years, until 1952. Some of the Westerners would never see him again. 

After Baba had announced that he would soon be returning to India, Rano began wondering 

if she would ever see him again. She knew Norina and Kitty were going back with him, but there 

was not a hint about anyone else. On one of the last days, Baba called her into his room and asked, 

“How would you like to come back to India with me?” 

 
321 Their ship arrived in Bombay on 8 November 1937. 



“Would I!” she cried out. 

“But what will Nonny say?” 

“This time Nonny has no say!” Rano declared. 

“Will she pay your passage?” 

“I know she won’t refuse.” 

“Don’t worry,” Baba assured her, “If Nonny won’t pay, then I'll pay your fare.” 

When Baba had asked Rano in Nasik how she liked Meherabad, she had replied honestly, 

”Very nice, but not for me.” Now, she was only too willing to return to India with her Beloved!322 

 

With the onset of cool, damp, autumn weather in Cannes, Baba’s health noticeably 

suffered. On Sunday, 31 October 1937, one of the remaining Westerners asked Baba, “Why does a 

Master fall ill and make use of medicine?” 

Baba explained: 

The West differs from the East in its ideal of spiritual perfection. The West believes 

perfection to signify the possession and use of psychic powers. 

A yogi can do all the jugglery by using psychic powers. He can abstain from food, go 

without sleep, leave the body at will, or stop his breathing, et cetera. Spiritually considered, a 

simple, [ordinary] human, good man who works in the world selflessly for others is much better 

and stands higher than many yogis with all their occult powers of performing miracles, which are 

nothing but jugglery without any spiritual importance at all; because whatever a yogi does is for his 

own individual self, and hence he is not selfless. He overcomes one illusion by creating another, 

which differs fundamentally from the teaching and work of a Perfect Master. 

A Perfect Master, who has to take upon himself the burdens of the world in order to 

absorb them, must necessarily have physical reactions and, consequently, must suffer physically 

like an ordinary human being. 

Krishna, Muhammad and Jesus were Perfect. By submitting themselves to the law of 

action and reaction they established that law of karma, and were selflessly and willingly subject to 

it. But, in spite of subjecting themselves to this law, they stand above the law. They could, in a 

second, have cured themselves or rid themselves from actions and reactions. What then would be 

the meaning and purpose of action and reaction? 

Perfect Masters absorb the dual effect of the universal illusion by taking humanity out of 

the illusion through liberating mankind from the bonds of action and reaction. The Perfect Master 

absorbs duality in his true Existence in order to sublimate it. 

Ramakrishna had cancer and he could, in an instant, have cured it with his infinite 

powers. Jesus fainted on the cross several times which he could have avoided, but it was a 

necessary demonstration for the good of humanity. 

I have abstained from fish, eggs and meat not for my benefit but to create and impress 

upon humanity an example which later, when I speak, will become an established law. 

 

After final instructions for Nonny and Elizabeth to come to India after four months, and 

directing Irene Billo to return to Switzerland with the dogs, Kippy and Canute, Baba left Cannes 

for Marseilles early on Tuesday, 2 November 1937. Elizabeth drove him, the women mandali and 

Kitty. Chanji, Kaka, Baidul and Mohammed followed by train with Rano and Norina. In Marseilles, 

they met up and stayed overnight at the Hotel Continental. 

In Marseilles, Baba sent Norina out to a pharmacy to buy him some mineral water. The 

label on the bottle was in French and when Norina returned with it, Baba asked Rano, who spoke 

French, to translate it. Baba indicated that this was the wrong kind of mineral water and sent Norina 

 

322 Rano was the only one from this original group of Western women who was to remain physically near 

Meher Baba in India until Baba dropped his body in 1969.  



back to exchange it. She returned with a different bottle and again, after listening to Rano translate 

the name and contents, Baba sent Norina back with it and asked her to bring something else. This 

happened five or six times. 

The pharmacist became annoyed and asked Norina, “Why don’t you ask your party for the 

correct name in French? Surely, Madame, if someone can read the label, he should be able to give 

you the correct name.” Norina kept her poise. The man had no idea that this was a lesson for Norina 

in swallowing her pride and anger, and maintaining her self-control. 

Back at the hotel, Baba even remarked to Rano, “You don’t really think I’m doing this for 

myself, do you?” 

A few of the Western lovers left behind in Cannes had come to Marseilles to see Baba off 

as he boarded the TMS Circassia for Bombay on the afternoon of the 3rd at 4:30. Age noted, “This 

separation from Baba, after staying with him for ten weeks, was most painful. Their hearts cried 

out when they recalled the different scenes and incidents in Baba’s intimate company in Cannes. 

His humor, his seriousness, his taunts, his endearing ways, his jokes and profound explanations 

were bittersweet recollections. 

“The birds remembered how Baba played Ping-Pong and charades with them in the 

evenings, and one particular occasion he had portrayed Moses so well that all were amazed by his 

acting ability. They remembered how well Baba blended in European society and dressed so 

handsomely in Western clothes. Remembering all this, they felt as if their hearts were breaking and 

leaving for some distant land! Every act Baba did had made their hearts open and imbibe great 

quantities of the wine of his love. His games, skits, jokes were all mediums of his work to attract 

them forever with his beauty!” 

The voyage on the Circassia proved most comfortable as Baba’s cabin had an attached 

toilet and bath, and the ship’s crew was very respectful and saw to it that the women mandali’s 

privacy was undisturbed. It was the Circassia’s maiden voyage and the crew was especially 

courteous. 

During the voyage, Baba spent most of his time bathing and feeding Mohammed the mast, 

and being with the women mandali, with whom he would eat his meals. 

On the 12th, Baba allowed a Christian minister on board to meet him. The minister was 

reading Rom Landau’s book, God Is My Adventure, and pointed out a chapter about Baba in it. The 

following exchange then took place: 

The minister began by stating, “Mohammedans say that Jesus was wrong in what he said 

[about being the Son of God].” 

Baba replied, “Do you believe Muhammad could ever speak like that about Jesus?” 

“So they say?” 

“Who?” 

“Books.” 

“Ah, books! Did Muhammad write these?” 

“I don’t know. But in Mohammedan literature it is written like that, and there are many 

other allegations against Christianity.” 

“But people may say or write anything. How can you blame Muhammad for that?” 

“Because they are his followers.” 

“You are a follower of Jesus. Suppose, God forbid, you make some serious mistake or do 

something wrong. Would people hold Jesus responsible for that, because you are his follower and a 

minister? 

“It is thus that Masters and Prophets are always misunderstood through misrepresentation 

of their teachings by their over-enthusiastic followers. Such statements about Jesus being in the 

wrong can never have been made by Muhammad. If he did, he wouldn’t be a Prophet. It is the 

disciples and followers who, after the death of the Prophet, present their teachings to the world 

according to their own impressions and understanding. These interpretations of the followers 

invariably vary, sometimes quite contrary to the spirit of their Master’s teachings. 
“If a lecturer speaks today before a gathering of 500, and the same subject is repeated by 

the 500 listeners to others, there would be 500 different interpretations — some never dreamed of 



by the speaker! So what about the teachings of Masters like Jesus interpreted after him perhaps a 

thousand times through different interpreters in the past. The original thought is sometimes lost 

sight of — or made irrelevant — but yet each clings to his own different interpretation as the 

original. 

“That is why so many today hesitate to believe in the Bible and other such books, whose 

interpretations do not appeal to them. There is more of the writers in the Bible than of Christ! 

“Thus it is that there are always quarrels between fanatic followers of different religions 

over words and explanations that the Prophets never uttered, but were written in the holy scriptures 

by over-enthusiastic disciples and priests, which quite naturally creates a revolt in the minds of 

others.” 

The priest asked, “Do you, as a Master, impose any penance as a penalty for sins 

committed, as is done in our religion when people go to church and the priest and ask forgiveness 

for their sins?” 

Baba answered, “The mere thought and act of admission of one’s own sins, if sincerely 

done and a promise to try never to do it again, is enough, even if no penance is made. Besides, the 

Masters have their own ways of exacting penances!” 

“But is an actual act of penance considered necessary as required by Christianity?” 

Baba explained, “It depends on the Master’s will and instructions. Sometimes he does 

impose very strict penance, say of a fast or of an act of humility or of service to others in a lower 

position, or sometimes he might ‘forgive’ it outright and ask the accused to forget all about it, after 

he has made an honest confession and clean breast of it.” 

 

When Baba had boarded the Circassia, he had glanced at the other passengers and 

remarked to Norina, “One sincere soul will be found among the many.” But he also cautioned her 

not to reveal his identity to anyone on board. On 18 November, however, Baba gave Norina 

permission to give an interview about him to a group of interested passengers whose curiosity she 

could not suppress. (Chanji attended also to answer questions.) More than a dozen persons gathered 

in a quiet corner of the deck to hear of Baba. 

Baba gave this message for that small group of passengers (which he had dictated two days 

before): 

Truth is infinitely simple. So is its realization naturally simple too. Complications are not 

natural to Unity because duality is based on complications. Books, philosophies and [different] 

terms all lead to confusion and contradiction if not applicable to one’s spiritual tendency. God-

realization means living in and with God in every thought and action with such oneness as to render 

it automatic — divinely and consciously automatic. 

When you are asleep or awake, conscious or unconscious, eating or not eating, with 

people or alone, amidst activities or in seclusion, your breathing is automatically in and with you. 

So must God be in and with you, automatically but consciously so, in every phase of your life. It is 

to be simple, practical and livable in the ordinary run of life. 

Belief, trust and faith are all illusory phenomena if not based on conviction through 

personal experience. Ignorant souls seek [to point out] faults and weaknesses in others without first 

finding their own defects, and for some it is a lifelong job to ridicule Knowledge when 

unattainable. 

So don’t trouble to believe in ignorance and do not also bother about believing in me. Be 

prepared to believe in your Self, of being able to long for Truth. Then will you know Truth in its 

pure, infinite simplicity.  

Afterward, one woman came up to Norina and pleaded with her for an interview with Baba, 

which he granted the same day. The woman, Isabella Paul of Transvaal, South Africa, was the wife 

of a gold mine supervisor. She was on her way from England, determined to find God in Tibet. For 

years she had longed to come to India and was headed for the Himalayas. Upon hearing Norina 

speak Meher Baba’s name, Isabella instinctively knew she had found what she had been looking 

for all those years. She was the one to whom Baba was referring when he had boarded the ship. 

Baba told her, “Not in Tibet, but in yourself will you find God.” Isabella saw Baba almost 

daily for the rest of the voyage, and remarked, “He has told me so much in a practical way that will 

last for the rest of my life. In meeting one like Baba, all questing ceases.” 



Baba also met a few of the other passengers on board who expressed their desire to meet 

him. 

 

After leaving Marseilles, Baba had begun giving baths to Mohammed in his cabin’s 

bathroom. This was no simple or easy task. It would take hours to bathe the mast. It usually took 

one hour just to take off his sandals: Every time Baba would try, Mohammed would kick his feet. 

Protesting the entire time, Mohammed would allow his sandals to be taken off only very, very 

hesitatingly. Likewise, while undressing him and again putting his clothes back on after the bath, 

and again making him put on his sandals — it was a battle all the way! Although Baba’s health was 

suffering, he nevertheless would pamper Mohammed’s whims and moods for hours on end. Baba 

explained once that he was like the masts’ mother, so to serve a mast in this way was a profound 

joy for Baba. He was always happiest among the God-intoxicated. 

There was some engine trouble which caused the ship to lose speed one day, and Baba sent 

Norina to Captain W. Gemmell, of Glasgow, to inquire when they would reach Bombay. Norina 

first talked with him about general topics and then casually asked, “By the way, when will we be 

reaching Bombay?” The captain told her, and she returned to tell Baba. He sent her back to ask the 

same question again. Upon her return, Baba sent her to the captain once more. Finally, the captain’s 

frustration erupted, “Madam, what is wrong with you? You keep coming to me with the same 

question! Can’t you remember what I have told you?” 

When Norina informed Baba about it, he sent her once again with the same inquiry. This 

time it was too much for the captain and Norina retreated in embarrassed silence. What could she 

say? Even if the captain had swore at her, she knew it was nothing compared to the importance of 

obeying the Master’s order. 

Again Baba directed Norina, “For my work, I must reach Bombay as soon as possible. Go 

ask the captain if there is any way the ship can reach Bombay earlier than scheduled.” 

To avoid this confrontation, Norina said, “Baba, the poor man is already so exasperated 

with me ...” 

But Baba replied, “You have no idea! I have very important work waiting for me in 

Meherabad, so do your part to help me in this. Request the captain to speed up the ship’s engines 

so that we will arrive in Bombay ahead of time.” 

Reluctantly, Norina strode to the captain’s quarters. Seeing her, the captain became quite 

irritated. Norina stood absolutely quiet, her heart beating in trepidation and, after a while she asked 

what she had been sent to ask. The captain was furious! To arrive earlier? Out of the question! 

Norina returned in turmoil. 

Observing Norina’s exchanges with Baba, Chanji was most sympathetic, as during 

previous voyages, he had been made to pass through similar ordeals. Now it was Norina’s turn. 

 

Early Saturday morning, 20 November 1937, the Circassia docked in Bombay, very much 

on schedule. Padri (in Sarosh’s Chevrolet), Tukaram (with Kalingad in the Pontiac) and Adi Sr. 

met Baba and the group in Bombay. Padri was instructed to drive Norina, Kitty and Rano to Poona, 

where he was to take them around the city and then bring them to Meherabad. (Soonamasi and 

Walu went in their car also.) Baba, along with the other women mandali, promptly proceeded to 

Meherabad, only staying in Bombay a brief time to refresh themselves. Adi took delivery of 

Elizabeth’s Ford, which she had brought back from France, and he drove it to Meherabad (after 

dropping Goher in Poona). A truck was hired for the luggage, and Chanji accompanied it to 

Meherabad (after a great deal of difficulty clearing all 75 pieces of luggage through customs). 

At Baba House in Poona, Padri reintroduced Norina, Kitty and Rano to Memo. He then 

drove them along Fergusson Road where the Jhopdi had been and where Baba gathered his first 



disciples of Kasba Peth. After giving them a tour of other significant places connected with Baba, 

Padri brought them to Meherabad that night. 

Baba was awaiting their arrival on the hill. As soon as they came up, he took them to their 

living quarters. Their sparsely furnished room, called the west room of the Water Tank building, 

contained nothing more than three beds, three chairs and one cracked mirror. It was an austere 

change from what they had been used to at the Meher Retreat in Nasik. Baba had warned them in 

Nasik, “I will gradually take away all your comforts,” and his words were now coming true. 

Baba assigned duties to Kitty in the kitchen, to Rano in preparing charts and working on 

the Ten Circles painting, and to Norina in writing. Kitty was also to teach English to Naja and 

Khorshed. 

Rano was in the habit of getting up late, as she would often go to bed late. But in 

Meherabad, the others were awake by 5:00 A.M., and tea was served at 5:30 A.M. One day soon 

after arriving, Baba asked Naja to call Rano to the kitchen. Rano was sleeping at the time and Naja 

woke her up. Rano rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, put on a robe, and accompanied Naja to the 

kitchen. A kettle of water was boiling on the stove and, pointing to it, Baba gestured to her, “Listen 

to how sweetly the kettle is singing.” 

Rano stood quietly but thought: “What is this? I've been called to listen to a kettle boil?” 

Seeing her expression, Baba spelled out, “It is not the fact of the kettle’s singing that is of 

importance, but that I thought of you — that I thought to call you.” 

When Norina, Kitty and Rano began staying at Meherabad, Baba ordered them again not 

to mention the name of any man in front of the Eastern women mandali and, similarly, not to 

mention any of their names in front of the men. The same instructions had been given them earlier 

when they would visit Meherabad from the Nasik ashram. One day, while Baba, Rano and Vishnu 

were discussing a matter, Rano mentioned Mani’s name by mistake. Baba became upset and 

scolded her, “Never commit such a fault again! Don’t you remember what I tell you? Don’t you 

listen to me when I give you certain instructions? Or don’t you take it seriously?” 

As Age noted, “Baba kept the women mandali completely secluded, most of all for 

Mehera’s sake. It was necessary to keep Mehera secluded for Baba’s inner work with creation. 

Mehera was the Queen of the Garden and her example of service to the Beloved nourished the other 

saplings in the Garden.” 

 

After Baba’s return from France, he was occupied in his mast and mad work in lower 

Meherabad. Ramjoo and Kaka Baria arrived for a meeting of the Trust at Meherabad on Monday, 

29 November 1937, which Norina also attended. 

Baba had given Kitty duties in the kitchen. While she tried to teach Naja English, Naja was 

teaching her cooking. The work was difficult for Kitty, as Indian meals vary greatly from Western 

fare and much is involved in preparing them. Kitty had to sit for hours by the smoking kerosene 

stove learning to make chapatis. One day Kitty was thinking sadly: “I haven’t come to India for 

this! I can do such work at home. I've come to be with Baba, but I hardly see him.” 

That very evening, while conversing with the women, Baba remarked, as if for Kitty, 

“Whatever work I ask you to do is my work, and she who does it according to my wish is performing 

the greatest penance! Compared to it, meditation, seclusion, fasts and austerities are nothing!” 

Kitty took Baba’s words to heart and proved most useful for his work. The strenuous work 

she did for him, while remaining with him in India for years, and then at a distance in America for 

many years, is an example of her unflinching sense of duty and obedience. 

Meanwhile Baba maintained a constant stream of correspondence with those lovers in 

Europe and America who had not returned to India. Baba’s sweet words seemed to lift their spirits 



and bridge the distance between themselves and their Beloved. In one letter, on 15 December 1937 

to the group in England, Baba wrote: 

Talking of Europe the other evening I said there were three things there I liked — Kimco, 

Assisi and Portofino; so you need never fear that Kimco will slip from its very precious place in my 

heart. 

In a letter to Donkin on 8 December, Kitty wrote: 

Baba told this interesting fact the other day — that all four aspects of four great Avatars 

were embodied in the present Avataric period. The Buddha — with his poise, peace, calm exterior, 

and renunciation — is present in all Avatars, whether it shows externally or not. Today, however, 

the work of the Avatar has to be active. He is Muhammad in his strict discipline with the boys 

[mandali]; Krishna in his life up here with the group [women], and Jesus in his work with the mad-

men [masts], washing them, feeding them, healing, et cetera, at the dispensary. 

During 1927, Kalingad had come from Persia to India for his high school education in the 

Meher Ashram. He became one of Baba’s favorite boys and was very conscientious with his duties 
at Meherabad. Baba allowed him to join the men mandali and Kalingad carried out his duties with 

love and full faith in the Master. He did not wish to leave Baba and return to Persia, but being a 

Persian citizen, he was drafted in the army and was forced to obey the country’s law or be arrested. 

Kalingad wept profusely before Baba, who comforted him, “I am always with you; keep 

me always with you.” 

After staying with Meher Baba for ten years, Kalingad departed for Persia with tears in his 

eyes. The men mandali also regretted his departure. Kalingad never saw Baba again, as he died a 

few years later in Persia. 

On Sunday, 19 December, Dhake came to see Baba at Meherabad. Baba came down the 

hill and, after discussing certain matters with Pendu and Dhake, he stood and walked hurriedly to 

the mast ashram. Masaji handed him a broom. Baba rolled up his sleeves and pajamas and went 

directly to the inmates’ toilets.323 He removed the pan from inside, carried it a distance, emptied it 

in a pit, scoured it with a broom and poured disinfectant in it. Baba then put the pan back, saw that 

the toilet area was sanitary, and left for the bathing room, where Mohammed Mast was being 

coaxed into taking a bath. Mohammed only relented after he was promised another voyage to 

Europe in one month! 

Dr. Ghani, who was witnessing all this with the others, quipped, “Baba is so energetic — I 

feel tired just watching him!” 

Baba replied, “I enjoy being active in this way. I like to clean the toilets of the [God-]mad 

and bathe and feed them, much more than when I am bowed down to by my disciples, or have the 

arti done before me. 

“Are not these souls helpless? To serve them is real service. To feed them is real 

philanthropy. To look after them is real humanity, and to keep them pleased is really pleasing God!” 

 

Invited to Navsari and Nagpur in December, Baba left Meherabad at six in the morning for 

Talegaon on Monday, 20 December 1937, driven by Adi Sr. in Sarosh’s Chevrolet. Norina, 

Gustadji and a new boy named Gajanand (whom Jalbhai had found at the Ahmednagar railway 

station) accompanied them.324 In Cannes, Baba had informed Norina, “We shall return to India, and 

 
323 There were no flush toilets or septic tanks, only a tin pan at the bottom of a hole, inside a makeshift stall. 

Normally, the servants would clean them for the men and women mandali, but Baba himself would often 

clean them for the masts and mad. 

324 Chanji had been sent to Navsari as soon as they landed in India, to make arrangements. 



there I want you to join me on a trip through certain cities. I want you to see me at work there as 

you have seen me at work here.” 

On the way they stopped in Poona at Baba’s family’s house, where they were met by 

Memo, Adi Jr., Beheram and his wife Perin. Baba showed Norina the room upstairs at Bhopla 

House where he used to seclude himself and the room at Baba House where he used to bang his 

head on the stone flooring. He remarked, “One day men from all parts of the world will come here 

on pilgrimage.” 

In Talegaon, Baba met Ramjoo’s and Ghani’s families, and Amina and Abdulla Jaffer. 

Ghani had arranged a bhajan program by a local singer, which many attended. It went on the whole 

night and Baba did not have much rest. 

Leaving Talegaon at 7:00 A.M. the next morning, the group arrived in Bombay at 9:30, 

where preparations for giving darshan were being made at Naoroji Dadachanji’s house. Baba also 

allowed “free darshan” at Kaka Baria’s sister’s home, where he was staying. After eating lunch at 

Alamai Katrak’s (who lived downstairs in the same building), Baba went to Naoroji’s and met his 

Bombay lovers, who were very close in his love. “From the very early days,” Age said in 

admiration, “Wine had entered their souls, and the Song was being sung in their hearts!” 

Naval Talati saw Baba at this time and informed Baba that Pleader was suffering internally 

from being away from him. Baba sent this message to Pleader, who was staying in another area of 

Bombay: “I suffer every second of my life untold tortures; you have to share. It is now the last 

phase. When you see me again, you will see me in my true form!” Pleader was given orders to 

leave on a begging tour, and then to stay in the Panchgani Cave. 

In the afternoon Baba ordered Chanji not to allow anyone inside the house, as he wanted 

to rest. Homi Mama Satha and his wife Pilla (who lived in Bombay) came to see Baba with their 

children Alu, Dhun, Naval and Roshan. As instructed, Chanji stopped them. Baba saw this from 

his room. He came out, and, taking Chanji to task, scolded, “Why do you prevent them from coming 

inside? Don’t you know who they are? They are part of the Sathas of Ahmednagar. Let them come 

in.” Baba visited with them in his room. Roshan was just a baby, and Baba held her on his lap. He 

assured Homi that he would look after the children and not to worry about them. Baba handed 

Roshan to Homi Mama’s sister Banumasi Kerawala, who was also present. No one then could 

understand the significance lying behind this seemingly simple gesture of Baba’s. But years later, 

when Roshan married Banumasi’s son, Sam, they recalled this incident and understood its meaning. 

Alu, Dhun and Naval had all been struck with muscular dystrophy, and Homi was afraid 

that Roshan too would be afflicted with it. But before he could mention this, Baba comforted him, 

indicating Roshan would be spared. Baba gave Dhun and Naval each a rose to eat, and the family 

left happily. 

During the darshan program in Bombay on 21 December 1937, a finely dressed young man 

was standing in line weeping. When he approached Baba, he embraced him forcefully and fell at 

his feet sobbing. Baba stopped the darshan queue, looked into the youth’s eyes and asked, “Did you 

carry out all my orders?” The young man could not say a word. Baba repeated the question, looking 

displeased. He spelled out, “An order is much more important than any amount of spiritual longing 

or gifts of thousands of rupees.” Asking two women present to leave the room, Baba explained to 

him about sex: 

There are seven kinds and colors of sanskaras. Red is the worst and the deepest; it is the 

most lasting impression and takes the longest to be wiped out. These red sanskaras are caused by 

the sex act, hence they are a great check on the progress and advancement. The sex act is 

considered a grave sin on the Path and prohibited to spiritual aspirants. 

Thoughts [of sexual desire] may come, and even a rush of impulses, but one should not 

commit any action with another person. Even self-pollution [masturbation] is better, though it is 

bad in a physical way. Sexual intercourse has the worst consequences. It attracts to oneself the 



worst sanskaras of ages past of one’s partner; hence it is most difficult to wipe out. It incurs 

incredible damage to one’s spiritual progress. 

The young man knew what Baba meant and moved on. The darshan continued until the 

late afternoon. In the evening Baba went to see a film, a comedy titled Topper at the Palace Theater. 

Meanwhile Minoo Desai arrived in Bombay to escort Baba to Navsari. He and Baba 

boarded the Flying Rani train at six in the evening on the 22nd, accompanied by eight persons: 

Kaka Baria, Homi Bhatena, Raosaheb, Adi Sr., Gustadji, Chanji, Gajanand and Norina.325 In the 

train, when Norina was discussing some spiritual topic with the others, Baba interrupted and 

expounded on sanskaras: 

Today, I will give you some very new facts concerning sanskaras; truly, no philosophical 

books explain the term properly. Sanskaras are impressions of duality which make the soul go 

through the process of duality to attain unity with God. The soul cannot attain unity consciously 

unless it goes through conscious experiences of duality, and these experiences of duality cannot be 

had but by impressions of duality. 

Sanskaras in general are called prarabdha sanskaras. Prarabdha literally means of destiny. 

These are applied to the whole universe in evolution from the state of a minute atom to the state of 

God-realization. Prarabdha sanskaras are those that help the soul [gain consciousness in order to] 

go through evolution — from the very beginning to the very end — to attain unity. 

For the Realized soul who does not return to normal consciousness, there are no 

sanskaras. But the soul who, after God-realization, returns to normal consciousness automatically 

gets a Universal mind and, to be able to work through duality, gets superfluous unbinding sanskaras 

that are called yogayoga sanskaras. The literal meaning of yogayoga is automatic. Very few 

perfected souls have these yogayoga sanskaras because very few of the God-realized return to 

normal consciousness — to phenomenal consciousness.326 

Now, the Avatar, being one always and having his circle of 120 always — the same each 

time — this Avatar gives to his circle the vidnyani sanskaras. Vidnyani literally means the 

threshold to unity. The Avatar, when taking form for himself and the circle, gives himself and the 

circle the vidnyani sanskaras beforehand [before birth]. It is similar to a veil being drawn, and 

exactly at the time appointed by himself, the Avatar experiences his original divinity and then 

works with the vidnyani sanskaras. 

The circle, until they are Realized, are under this veil of vidnyani sanskaras, having all 

the ordinary signs of the ordinary sanskaras of duality. When the time comes, the Avatar gives the 

circle Realization. However, until then the vidnyani sanskaras, though they remain with the person, 

are only an instrument for Universal work, just as his have been. 

Much of Christ’s teaching in the New Testament is symbolic, if rightly understood. Christ 

talked of evolution, impressions, reincarnation, exactly as in Vedanta. 

The prarabdha impressions which govern the whole universe of duality are of greed and 

its opposite; of anger and its opposite; of all bad and of all good thoughts, words and deeds. Good 

sanskaras, bad sanskaras — both are prarabdha. 

To be free from prarabdha sanskaras, either the good sanskaras must overlap the bad 

sanskaras, the individual ego must be annihilated by service, or the limited self must merge in love. 

Good sanskaras and bad sanskaras are impressions and both bind. Due to the evolutionary process, 

the soul gathers all sanskaras throughout, up to the human form — “animal sanskaras,” as they are 

called. Therefore in human form, where the soul is fully conscious, the bad sanskaras already 

overlap the good ones. If now the good sanskaras were to overlap the bad ones, what would happen 

is that both would disappear. Like the dream example I once gave. 

Suppose you see yourself in a dream in which you enjoy becoming a queen, and it 

continues for a long time. If all of a sudden, you see a dream of a snake attacking you, you wake up 

— both the good and bad dreams disappear. Here it was good at first — of enjoying becoming a 

queen, and then the bad — of a snake attacking you. This is bad overlapping good. Both disappear 

on waking; so either the bad must overlap the good, or the good overlap the bad. But if already the 

 
325 Raosaheb had met Baba at Meherabad at the end of November 1937. He had taken a teaching job in 

Bombay. Baba wished him to return to Meherabad, but Raosaheb was disinclined.  

326 In Chanji’s original transcription, the term written was yogayog, but Baba later corrected it to yogayoga 

sanskaras. 



soul has gathered impressions of greed, of anger, of lust — now they must be overlapped by their 

opposites — generosity, love, peace. 

In the second instance, of service: when you think not of yourself, but of others, the 

thought about your own ego is replaced by thinking of others and gradually you forget yourself in 

serving others. 

In the third instance, love: when the lover loves the Beloved to the extent of losing the 

self in the Beloved, then only the Beloved remains. So, naturally impressions then disappear. 

It is so easy to do bad and so difficult to do good. Why? Because bad is already there. 

Returning to the first point, I will give you two examples: of good overlapping the bad, of 

bad overlapping the good, and how both disappear. A dish is dirty. You take soap and water and 

overlap the dirt with soap; then in washing it — both disappear. Here the water is you. You are 

always present in the process of overlapping. The Indian way of cleaning a dish full of grease is 

with mud. Without water it will come clean. Both grease and mud disappear. In the overlapping of 

opposites — mud is the most greaseless thing, therefore opposite. The object is for both to 

disappear and attain a clean dish. 

When good sanskaras overlap the bad, and bad sanskaras overlap the good, then both 

disappear and your mind is a clean slate with nothing written on it. All is wiped off. 

Nothing is ever written on you — but on your mind. You, the soul, remain untarnished. 

Good and bad, everything is written on your mind. When the impressions go, then all is wiped out. 

Mind sees the soul — this is illumination. When good and bad are written off the mind, mind sees 

the soul. Mind then tries to become one with the soul — this is Realization. 

Mind seeing the soul means you seeing God. But mind does not become you, you being 

God; mind must merge in the soul. When mind merges in soul, then you are God-realized. 

 

The train approached Navsari very late at night. Before it entered the station, Baba suddenly 

recalled on his alphabet board all the names of the different members of the Desai family. It was as 

if he were greeting them ahead in some unfathomable way, before entering the outer details of their 

lives and personal problems. 

A small group of the Desai family met them at the train station and Baba embraced each 

one. He was taken to the Desai residence, where the rest of the family stood in line to meet him. 

Baba asked about Sohrabji, the famous elderly writer Soma Desai, who was critically ill. Baba was 

taken to his room before doing anything else. Baba comforted the old man and embraced him. 

Standing before Sohrabji, it was as if Baba had dropped a veil over the closing act of that life. Baba 

then snapped his fingers and signaled it was time to go. 

A darshan program was to be held the next day. Sohrabji was intent on offering sashtang 

namaskar — lying prone before the Master’s feet at the time of the darshan. Baba acquiesced to 

his prayer on condition that he should only come when called. 

Everyone was up at 5:30 A.M. the next morning, Thursday, 23 December 1937. Baba visited 

Sohrabji and asked how he had rested. The marriage between Sohrabji’s nephew Minoo and his 

niece Bapai, whose betrothal Baba had performed in Nasik, was about to take place. But all in the 

family were worried by Sohrabji’s deteriorating condition. Baba ordered them to call off the 

wedding feast, to which 300 guests had been invited, and directed them to perform the wedding 

ceremony soon. Minoo’s father wanted the marriage to be celebrated with great pomp, which would 

have necessitated many days to arrange. But Baba advised him to invite only a few to a simple 

ceremony held as soon as possible. 

A public darshan program was held in Navsari that day, and many came for the occasion. 

Sohrabji’s niece Mansari was deeply affected by Baba’s love and was literally “drowned” in it. 

Baba’s visit at this time was chiefly concerned with Mansari, for her time to join his ashram had 

come. During the darshan, Sohrabji was brought into Baba’s presence. He offered his wholehearted 

obeisance to the Master by stretching himself full-length face down on the floor at Baba’s feet. 

Age was touched. “Who had any idea that this was Sohrabji’s final farewell and last 

namaskar to the Beloved?” Baba had fulfilled his promise given years before when Sohrabji had 

asked Baba to give him his darshan just before he breathed his last, to which Baba had agreed. 



After the darshan, Baba ordered Sohrabji to rest in bed and not to move. Baba left Navsari 

at seven o’clock the next morning. Before leaving, Mansari told Norina to tell Baba to call her 

soon! “For good?” Norina asked. 

Mansari nodded, “Yes, for good!” 

Raosaheb was ordered to get down from the train at the town of Gholvad and visit a family 

of lepers. Raosaheb was to rejoin the group in Bombay that evening. Baba felt hungry on the train 

and they purchased some snacks. They arrived in Bombay at 11:00 A.M. and went to Kaka’s sister’s 

apartment. Jalbhai had come from Ahmednagar, bringing the Christmas mail and telegrams. Baba 

went to Naoroji’s for lunch and stopped at the telegraph office to send cables to Europe and 

America. Baba remarked to Naoroji, “I won’t be coming back to Bombay for a long time.” 

In the afternoon Baba returned to Kaka’s before going to visit Dina Talati’s sister at Santa 

Cruz. He then visited Gustadji’s cousin, and also Pudumjee’s daughter Silla. 

Seemingly to relax, at three o’clock Christmas afternoon Baba went to see a film, The Life 
of Emile Zola starring Paul Muni at the Pathe Theater, but he seemed totally “absent” during it. 

Norina noticed Baba working and saw flashes of light visible in his eyes in the darkness. They left 

Bombay at 6:30 that evening for Nagpur, traveling third class in the train. Jalbhai had joined the 

group from Bombay. 

They reached Nagpur at 9:30 on the morning of 26 December 1937 and were met at the 

station by Pappa Jessawala and his son Eruch, Jal Kerawalla and Dr. Deshmukh. Baba rode in the 

Jessawalas’ car with some of the mandali; the rest followed in another car to the Jessawalas’ grand 

residence, called Mary Lodge. Gaimai and her two daughters were waiting for Baba, standing in 

the doorway. Immediately as Baba entered, they embraced him and prostrated, touching their 

foreheads to his feet. They then performed arti, breaking coconuts at Baba’s feet and tossing flowers 

and sprinkling scented water everywhere. 

Baba retired to the main bedroom. After a quick bath and breakfast, interviews began. 

Deshmukh and his wife Indumati were also staying at the Jessawalas’ during Baba’s three-day visit. 

He had brought his fellow professors and students for Baba’s darshan. Deshmukh delivered a short 

speech and Indumati sang Baba’s arti. Baba granted an interview to two of Deshmukh’s students, 

Sushila and Vimala. Another student named Dinesh Nandini Chordia was particularly drawn to 

Baba; her father was also a professor and she wrote poetry. 

Shortly thereafter, Baba gave a bath to a very poor Hindu boy who was mad. After being 

dressed in new clothes, the boy became excited and jumped around, and threw his arms around 

Baba. Baba held him for a good while, and then ordered that the boy be kept in the house night and 

day during his visit. He also instructed Pappa Jessawala to bring the boy to Meherabad in April. 

Later, a professor of philosophy and comparative religion came and asked many questions, 

which Baba answered. Baba remarked after he left, “His mind has made a simple thing difficult — 

through ignorance! This is philosophy!” 

At 11:30 Baba ate lunch in his room with the boy Gajanand, as he would always do during 

the trip. In the afternoon he sat surrounded by the Jessawala children and threw sweets to them — 

looking in one direction and throwing in another. At 1:30 he drove to Deshmukh’s house. After an 

hour there, Pappa took Baba on a tour of Nagpur. They returned home at four o’clock and another 

darshan was held at seven that evening. 

On 27 December, Baba again bathed the mad boy, who despite his mental affliction 

responded with happiness to Baba. After playing with the boy, Baba answered his mail and granted 

interviews. 

In the afternoon Pappa drove Baba, Jal Kerawalla, Jalbhai and Norina to Dinesh Chordia’s 

for tea. On the way, while passing a swimming pool, Baba humorously asked Jal Kerawalla, “Do 



you know how to swim?” Jal replied affirmatively. Baba continued, “Well, one day you will swim 

in the infinite ocean of love. I am that ocean of love.” 

Later, while passing the mansion of a foreign magnate, Baba remarked regarding the 

obvious ostentation, “Lust wants possessions. Love gives possessions.” 

A large public darshan was held in the evening at the Jessawalas’ bungalow. Eruch had 

previously been connected with the Ramakrishna Ashram in Nagpur. The head swami of the ashram 

was Bhaskareshwar Ananda and he attended the darshan. A renowned saint with a large following 

named Tukdoji Maharaj also attended. Tukdoji sang heartfelt bhajans before Baba, and was 

gratified at having his darshan. 

Swami Bhaskareshwar Ananda had come full of questions, but, being in Meher Baba’s 

presence, he completely forgot what he had wanted to ask. He quietly sat by Baba, and tears began 

flowing from his eyes. He internally received the answers to his questions and his heart became full 

with divine love. Before leaving he remarked, “I have had Ramakrishna’s darshan today!” 

Hundreds came for Baba’s darshan that evening, among whom was the wife of a prominent 

judge. Her guru had advised her, “Go to Nagpur for the darshan of the Kalanki Avatar!”327 When 

she approached Baba, the woman cried out, “Kalanki Avatar! Kalanki Avatar!” Those who saw her 

were taken aback, wondering if she was a mastani — female mast. She threw herself at Baba’s feet 

and exclaimed, “The object of my life is fulfilled today! I have had the darshan of the Kalanki 

Avatar!” The woman went away in tears, but they were tears of joy. 

During his stay in Nagpur, Baba frequently sent Kaka to the railway station to bring any 

telegrams that might have been received for him, presumably expecting one from Navsari regarding 

Sohrabji. Baba was thus remembering the dear old man in his dying moments, and thereby enabling 

him to drink Wine. Minoo and Bapai’s wedding was performed in Navsari on the 27th. The couple 

then went to Sohrabji for his blessings, which he gave. Twenty minutes later, he had a vision and 

saw Baba in a glorious form standing before him; then he merged with his vision! Baba had kept 

Sohrabji alive for this wedding, and as soon as it was over, he drowned him in his ocean of love 

and infinitude! 

Baba received news of Sohrabji’s passing the next day. As the telegram was being read 

out, Baba happily remarked, “Isn’t that good? Well done!” as if congratulating himself. He had this 

message sent to the family: “Sohrabji has come to me and is happy.” 

As mentioned, Soma Desai was an eminent figure in Gujarati literature. He was the author 

of 100 books and a noteworthy contributor of articles and essays on spirituality to journals, 

newspapers and periodicals. 

Later that day, Baba visited the Theosophical Society and also an institute for blind boys. 

To the Theosophists gathered, Baba stated, “I give my blessings to you so that you may long more 

and more to finally realize the Truth through experience.” 

Baba granted more interviews later that morning and at three o’clock went to the home of 

a wealthy merchant. The reception there was unusually solemn and restrained. Baba sat next to the 

host for just a few minutes and then left. Afterward, Norina questioned him as to why he had gone 

there. Baba answered in a matter-of-fact manner, “The man is seriously ill. I went there to help 

him.” 

Jal Kerawalla and Eruch both received much personal attention in Nagpur, which kept them 

always drawn toward Baba. Jal was intoxicated with the Wine of Baba’s love, and he dedicated 

 
327 Kalanki, another name for the White Horse Avatar, means the Divine Incarnation belonging to the 

present Kali Yuga, which is the last of the four yugas or ages, and the longest. Each yuga comprises 

millions of years and hundreds of Avataric incarnations. 



himself fully to the Master. His drunkenness made him work hard in the Beloved’s cause, and he 

was to prove most useful for Baba’s work in times to come. 

Eruch’s plans were to study engineering in Benares, but the Master had his own plans for 

him. The entire Jessawala family was drenched in Baba’s love, and Gaimai longed to stay with him 

permanently. The garments of their lives were soaked in the Beloved’s Wine. Wearing such 

“heavy” clothing, how could they go anywhere — except along the Way which leads to his feet, 

which only those drenched in his love can tread! 

Baba left Nagpur for Meherabad on Tuesday, 28 December 1937, at 8:40 P.M. On the train 

he stretched out on a bench, completely concealing himself under a blanket all through the evening, 

withdrawing internally to do his inner work. At 5:00 A.M. he was up, and at 7:00 A.M. they reached 

Manmad, where Adi Sr. arrived in his Chevrolet to drive them to Meherabad. Chanji, Raosaheb 

and Kaka continued on the same train to Bombay, and Baba, Adi Sr., Jalbhai, Gustadji, Gajanand 

and Norina proceeded to Meherabad. 

Along the way, Baba suddenly felt hungry and ordered the car stopped. A packed lunch 

given to them in Nagpur was eaten under the shade of an ancient banyan tree by the side of the 

road. After resting for a while, Baba enjoyed a game of dice with the men. A very poor man was 

walking on the road, and Baba noticed him and stopped the game, ordering Adi to give the poor 

man the remainder of the food. It was given to him with these words: “Shri Sadguru Meher Baba 

is the giver.” 

The man humbly replied, “It is my good fortune to be fed by him.” 

After driving on, along the way Baba pointed to a house and remarked, “Upasni Maharaj 

is currently visiting there.” Later, Baba pointed out Kedgaon village to Norina, where Narayan 

Maharaj lived. They arrived back at Meherabad at noon on the 29th. 

 

On his return, Baba discussed with Pendu the building of a few new buildings at Upper 

Meherabad — his future tomb, meditation cells, a second story on the Water Tank, a maternity 

home, and a wall around the compound. Preparations for the celebration of Baba’s 44th birthday 

began in January 1938, and Pendu was also fully occupied in making lodging and boarding 

arrangements for the hundreds of devotees who had been invited for the occasion. This time, the 

out-of-town women were to be given separate accommodations on Meherabad Hill and the men in 

lower Meherabad. 

On Wednesday, 12 January 1938, Baba took the Eastern women, Norina, Rano and Kitty 

to Happy Valley for a picnic. Vishnu accompanied them. On the 13th, Adi’s sister Piroja had an 

interview with Baba. Goma Ganesh Pathak, a former teacher of the Meher Ashram, saw Baba the 

same day with Kaka Chinchorkar. Pathak sought Baba’s financial help to proceed to England for 

further studies, but Baba later told Vishnu to tactfully refuse him. Two days later, Tyebali also 

requested Baba’s monetary assistance, and Baba agreed to help to a limited extent. 

Ramjoo met Baba on 14 January, and the next day, Freiny and her children, who had been 

visiting, returned to Nasik. Freiny’s husband, Rustom, met Baba at Khushru Quarters a week later, 

at 5:00 P.M. on 22 January, and at Meherabad the following day. Rustom was staying in Bombay, 

where he was working on his film project. Baba was very pleased with the successful progress of 

Rustom’s film, which Ramjoo had seen and praised to Baba. Baba assured Rustom of his financial 

help in two of his further ventures (through a gift from Elizabeth), and agreed to come to Bombay 

to support Rustom’s distribution efforts.328 

 
328 The title of the film Rustom produced and directed (using the pseudonym of Rukesh) was Nigah-e-

Kamil (The Perfect Man). It was shot near Gangapur Falls, Nasik. The story revolves around the court 

intrigue of a poisoned king, a villainous prime minister and a heroic, spiritual prince. “The message and 



Kaka Chinchorkar had Baba’s darshan again on 27 January 1938 and thanked him for his 

blessing. Chinchorkar had been elected the President of the Ahmednagar Municipality in an 

election held the previous day. 

Baba came down the hill on Sunday, 30 January with Norina, Kitty and Rano, and took 

them to the Mad Ashram. Memo and Adi Jr. were visiting and they went along, as well. 

 

Baba had sent Kalemama to Panchgani to lease a bungalow for himself and the women 

mandali, as he intended shifting there for the upcoming hot summer months. (Panchgani has a much 

cooler climate than Meherabad during March, April, and May.) 

Baba himself went to Panchgani along with Adi Sr. and Gajanand on Wednesday, 2 

February 1938. They arrived in Poona at 9:00 A.M. and, joined by Chanji, proceeded to Panchgani, 

arriving at noon. There, Kalemama showed Baba the different bungalows he had inspected. Baba 

chose one and made all arrangements for shifting there in March with the women. Baba also visited 

his cave in Tiger Valley where Pleader was staying. Baba ordered Pleader to go on pilgrimage to 

Benares and remain there for eight months, begging for his food along his way, and to fast for a 

certain period.329 

Baba then visited the Hindu High School where he met with the boys of the school and 

spent the night. He returned to Meherabad the following day. Margaret Craske’s cable arrived 

saying that Mabel Ryan had died in England. Baba held the cable in his hand after it was read out 

and commented, “She has come to me. She is still here; where else can she go? Only you do not 

see her, for being without her coat and hat on, you do not recognize her.”  

Baba used to call Mabel his “counselor,” for he would often consult her while in Europe 

about his plans.330 “Mabel was a lovely person,” Delia once related, “full of warmth of character 

and gaiety.” Baba later wrote to the English group: 

Be happy in the thought that Mabel is happy. She sees me all the time. She is near me 

and, in a very short time, she will be physically near me too. This has to be, for she is of my circle. 

None can realize how much I need those whom I have chosen for future work. You may feel you 

are struggling through maya alone, but is this really so? Are you ever separated from me? Love 

knows no separation. I am nearer to you in the spot to which I have sent you than I would be if you 

were here and I had not asked you to be here. But struggle is good. Without it, how would maya 

and illusion be defeated? 

 

Ramjoo, Naval, Feram Workingboxwala and Minoo Bharucha arrived from Nasik on 5 

February 1938 to help with the birthday arrangements. The next day, Baba went to Khushru 

Quarters to visit Gulmai and Piroja’s daughter Tehmi, who had chicken pox. 

Working tirelessly, Pendu supervised everything for the birthday celebration, assisted by 

Vishnu, Kalemama and Padri. Sarosh and Adi Sr. brought rented cooking utensils and vessels to 

Meherabad. Chhagan was put in charge of the cooking, and Masaji was his main assistant. A tent 

was to be erected for the festivities, but due to heavy winds at the time, the work had come to a 

standstill. The cold weather was bitter, and the mandali were hard-pressed to have everything ready 

 
mysticism of the East with an appeal to the heart … A saint’s message of plain living and high thinking 

woven round the court intrigue of a state. Thrills and excitement of a tiger hunt in thick jungles.” 
329 Baba further ordered Pleader to sit on a particular bridge in Benares where Upasni Maharaj had once sat, 

and not to move from the spot, even if he were ordered to do so by the police; if he were physically moved, 

he should not resist, but later return quietly to the spot. 
330 Mabel Ryan was such a well respected and loved ballet instructor that after her death an award was 

established in her memory for students of the Cecchetti method.  



on time. Frustrated, Pendu went to Baba and asked, “Baba, the wind is blowing furiously and the 

work cannot be carried out on schedule. What should we do?” 

Baba replied, “There is a way. If you stop smoking for a few days, the wind will also stop 

and the cold will lessen.” Therefore, those among the men who were accustomed to smoking 

cigarettes stopped during this period. Sure enough, within a short time, the winds died down and 

the weather turned mild. The work was completed, and everyone appreciated Baba’s novel solution. 

Elizabeth Patterson arrived from America in Bombay on 15 February, on the Conte Verde. 

Her dog Kippy, who had stayed with Irene Billo in Switzerland while Elizabeth was in America, 

accompanied her to India. Adi Sr., Chanji, Goher and Arnavaz met her, and Adi drove her to 

Meherabad. Nonny arrived two days later on the SS Reliance and was also met by Chanji. She too 

was brought to Meherabad in time for the birthday celebrations, and both began living on the hill 

with the other women mandali. 

It was not always easy for these Westerners to leave their friends and family to join Baba 

in India, especially when their families did not follow Baba. Elizabeth’s mother Bess (who had met 

Baba in 1932) wrote her a wonderful, encouraging note, stating: 

If it were not your happiness and your complete conviction that takes you so far, but 

instead some stern duty — or sacrifice we should really mourn — but since you are following the 

light of your spirit, my spirit will keep its little candle burning bright until I see you again. But I 

want you to know that your months with us have been a joy and comfort. You have been so 

thoughtful and kind — gentle and sweet, I cannot but see the lovely results of your association with 

Baba and his ministry of illuminating love.331 

 

The joyous feeling that permeated the atmosphere at Meherabad on Saturday, 19 February 

1938, as the lovers began arriving for the three-day celebration, cannot even be compared with 

what heaven has to offer! In heaven there is only happiness, but in Meherabad during these three 

days, there was spiritual joy! Wine was flowing freely once again, and almost 500 lovers from 

Bombay, Poona, Ahmednagar, Nasik, Navsari, Nagpur and other towns and cities, gathered to 

quench their thirst. 

More than 200 came from Bombay, including Naoroji and Bachamai Dadachanji, and their 

children Arnavaz, Nargis, Homa, Dara and Roda, and Goher (who was living with them); Alamai 

Katrak, Kharmen Masi, Bachamai’s sister Soonamasi Engineer, with her six-year-old daughter 

Dolly (Dastoor); Dina Talati with her two daughters Jeroo and Perviz; Amina Jaffer, Khatija 

Abdulla, Meherbai Merchant and Alu Khambatta. Memo, of course, never missed such occasions, 

and Gulmai was a constant visitor to Meherabad from her home in Ahmednagar. Pilamai and her 

daughter Silla came, as did Vishnu’s mother Kakubai. 

Pappa, Gaimai, Meheru, Manu, Meherwan and Eruch Jessawala arrived from Nagpur, and 

Baba issued instructions to Naja to look after this family particularly well, serving them good food 

and providing every comfort. The Jessawalas were about to be included in Baba’s intimate mandali, 

and this was a prelude to it. 

Baba’s birthday was celebrated at two places separately — on Meherabad Hill by the 

women and in lower Meherabad by the men.332 Only a few of the Western women were allowed to 

come down the hill and observe the celebrations there. 

Baba’s feet were washed with milk and saffron on the early morning of his 44th birthday 

according to the Zoroastrian calendar, Sunday, 20 February 1938. Afterward, at eight o’clock, the 

darshan program at lower Meherabad started and went on continually until evening. Baba handed 

 
331 22 January 1938; An Informal History of the Simeon B. Chapin Family. 
332 Elizabeth took a short film on the hill. 



out prasad with both hands to the hordes of people who had come, amidst the singing of bhajans, 

praising God in all His mercy for allowing them to participate in this momentous day. 

As Age described, “The atmosphere in Meherabad was redolent with the fragrance of 

Wine, and people looked intoxicated. The Wine of Meherabad is quite distinct; the deserving taste 

only a cupful after ages! The Tavern Keeper makes sure that its fragrance spreads throughout the 

world, bringing in its wake a transformation of consciousness, which makes the Avataric age quite 

unlike any other!” 

Speeches were delivered by Angal Pleader and others, and a qawaal from Navsari 

entertained the men from 2:00 to 4:00 p.m., while a female singer from Poona sang for the women. 

Baba was intensely occupied from 3:00 A.M. to midnight. When he went to his cabin for rest late 

that night, a woman approached him, saying, “Baba, my child is crying; it is hungry, it needs milk.” 

Baba, despite being exhausted, took the watchman Jamadar with him to lower Meherabad, found 

some milk, brought it back up the hill and gave it to the woman himself. 

On Monday, 21 February, a free feast was given to 5,000 poor villagers from the 

surrounding areas. Baba personally distributed laddoos to the multitude. Afterward, the guests 

departed with longing in their hearts. But they carried the bliss of Meherabad back to their homes, 

where the joyous feeling of being in Baba’s presence stayed with them for days to come. 

During this occasion, Buasaheb and Sadashiv Patil had come from Poona to attend the 

birthday celebration, and Baba met with each privately. He again reminded Buasaheb, “Your 

connection with me is very old, and I wish that you now permanently come and stay in Meherabad. 

You have been with me from the beginning; I no longer wish you to continue to reside in Poona. 

You won’t have such an opportunity again in this life!” Buasaheb declined Baba’s offer, 

mentioning his business (toddy plantations, several toddyshops, a restaurant) that he had started 

since leaving Baba. Baba also wanted Sadashiv to move to Meherabad but he, too, pointed out 

some household difficulties that prevented his moving. Baba again emphasized to both men, “I am 

giving you the chance of a lifetime! Return to Poona and, after thinking it over, write me your 

decision.” Both left, but sadly neither wrote back to Baba and they never did come and live with 

him again as he wished. 

After the celebrations were over, Baba asked the men mandali, “Which birthday did you 

like better, this year’s or last year’s?” Most said the 1937 celebration, because a lot of money had 

been spent on the affair and it had gone off more smoothly as they were able to hire more servants, 

buy decorations, et cetera. But Baba remarked, “I like this year’s better as you all worked so hard 

alone, with so much love. This is what is important, this is what matters to me — not how grand 

the pandal was!” 

The Jessawalas had been allowed to stay at Akbar Press for a few days after the birthday 

celebrations. A wealthy Mohammedan lady, named Maimuna, who was a friend of the family, had 

accompanied them from Nagpur. Before starting on the journey she had said, “You are going for 

Meher Baba’s darshan on a full stomach, but I will eat only after having his darshan.” She fasted 

the entire way to Ahmednagar and ate after taking Baba’s darshan. 

Baba would treat her kindly, and once he sent for her. When Gaimai went to bring the 

woman, Maimuna told her, “It is my prayer time. Tell Baba I will come to him after offering 

namaz.” 

Gaimai informed Baba, and he remarked, “See what firm determination is! She has come 

to the One to whom she is offering namaz, but when he sends for her, she is too busy praying! Had 

she come, she would have been lucky. But she is a slave to her fancies, and that prevents her from 

being a slave to me!” 

On 23 February 1938, explaining about alcohol, drugs and other such habits, Baba stated: 



Drinks in ordinary moderate doses act as stimulants and are harmless. If taken in excess, 

they are harmful. Drugs, whether in small or large doses, are injurious. They have a characteristic 

of making the users addicts. Starting from small doses and very subtly, they tempt the partakers to 

increase the quantity indiscriminately, until they cannot do without them and become addicted. 

Smoking has only the slight advantage of deriving superficial pleasure, which is 

temporary. But there are three distinct disadvantages: physical, mental and habitual. Physically it 

spoils the system and mentally it tortures one when unavailable. 

Remarking on the recent phenomena witnessed by the mandali that when they stopped 

smoking cigarettes the weather turned congenial, Baba stated, “If the mandali could control the 

elements of nature through their abstention from small habits for seven days, they could bring the 

entire universe under control if they abstain from these habits for seven months!” 

 

During the latter part of February 1938, Baba again issued detailed instructions to Pendu, 

Naoroji and Kalemama about erecting certain structures on Meherabad Hill while he was away. 

Nilu was conducting a free dispensary in Meherabad since moving from Rahuri, and Padri was 

treating patients with homeopathic medicine. Padri had some rudimentary engineering experience 

and was to assist in the construction work on the hill. Adi Sr. was handling some of the 

correspondence. Baidul was in charge of the mad and mast ashram. Baily (who had come to stay 

in Ahmednagar on 16 January with his wife) and Swamiji were also caretakers of the mad inmates 

at Meherabad at this time. 

Norina’s birthday was celebrated on 2 March. On the 4th, Baba, Pendu, Gustadji, Adi Sr. 

and Beheram went for dinner in the Pontiac to Nusserwan Satha’s at Akbar Press and then visited 

Baily’s home. 

Baba left Meherabad for Bombay to support Rustom’s efforts on 6 March 1938. Adi Sr. 

was with him, driving the Opel, along with Adi Jr. They halted at Poona for lunch with Memo and 

Beheram’s family at Baba House, and Ramjoo, Abdulla Jaffer and Nooru (Ramjoo’s brother-in-

law) joined them at the Poona railway station. They reached Bombay in the evening and stayed at 

Banubai Confectioner’s, with Kaka Baria. Rustom came there and spoke with Baba. 

On the 8th, Freiny (who was eight months pregnant) came to Kaka Baria’s and caused a 

scene. Baba calmed her. During the two days that Baba spent in Bombay, Raosaheb brought a poor 

Pathan boy named Amir Khan to Baba. Baba took him with him to Nasik on the 9th, where Baba 

met Daulatmai. He had lunch there and spent the night, before returning to Meherabad the following 

evening at 8:00 P.M. On the way, at Sangamner, Baba met Babu Cyclewalla, one of the early Kasba 

Peth and Manzil-e-Meem members, who had gotten married. 

On the 11th, Amir Khan arrived at Meherabad by the night train. Adi Sr. took him to 

purchase clothes and Bhagirath was ordered to teach him driving in a Morris car specially hired for 

that purpose. 

 

After assigning duties to each of the mandali, Baba left for Panchgani on Monday, 14 

March 1938, in three cars. Baba traveled in Elizabeth’s Ford with Mehera, Mani, Naja and 

Khorshed. Tukaram drove most of the others (Soonamasi, Walu, Kitty, Rano, Elizabeth, Norina 

and Nonny) in Sarosh’s Pontiac. In Adi Sr.’s Opel rode Gulmai, Shireenmai and the boy Amir 

Khan. On the way, Elizabeth’s car had a puncture. They stopped at Vishnu’s paternal aunt’s home 

in Budhwar Peth for lunch and Adi saw to the repairs of the Ford. 

Among the mandali in Panchgani were Chanji, Gustadji, Vishnu, Chhagan and Bhagirath. 

Mohammed Mast was to be brought there later by Masaji, who was to look after him. Jalbhai was 

also to come. 

Baba’s bungalow in Panchgani was called Dilkhusha and was located near Tiger Valley. 

The women occupied the main house, while Baba stayed in a storeroom next to the kitchen and 



worked with Mohammed in a small attached annex. Tatta screens were erected in the compound to 

ensure the women’s privacy. The mandali were first accommodated comfortably in rooms at the 

Hindu High School, but after a week moved to the small, cramped Bella Vista cottage, a short 

distance from Dilkhusha. 

As Chanji noted in his diary (16 March 1938): “The mandali always have to put up with 

inconveniences and discomforts of uncouth lodgings and unpleasant surroundings wherever they 

move with Baba.” But Chanji also pointed out: The room Baba chose for himself was “not only the 

smallest and simplest, but also the shabbiest — being left untouched after it was last used by the 

servants. It had no windows, but only a door, and was being used as a storeroom. What a place for 

the Master of the three worlds to stay in!?” 

Baba visited the mandali’s cottage for the first time on 25 March, and also met a few 

individuals who had been repeatedly requesting to meet him. All others were informed that Baba’s 

darshan would be available every Thursday from 4:00 to 5:00 P.M. 

In Panchgani each of the women was ordered to meditate for a certain period each day. 

Baba took the women on several outings to Mahabaleshwar, and he showed them Shivaji’s fortress 

at Pratapgarh, as well, on the 28th. Since there had been unseasonable rain and thunderstorms 

recently, the day before the outing Baba discussed in detail contingency plans with the mandali. In 

too much detail, it appears, from what Chanji wrote: 

Although the weather is all the time cloudy and it rained heavily, Baba didn’t give up the 

idea [of going to Pratapgarh] but rather tenaciously stuck to it. He devised means and alternatives, 

in case it rained tomorrow, before or even after they leave here for Pratapgarh, adjusting the days’ 

program according to the whims of the sultry weather. The minute details about all these 

arrangements that he bothered about the whole day would drive anyone crazy! 

But on the 28th, the weather tuned out to be clear, and Baba went to the ancient fort with 

the women, leaving at 5:00 A.M. and returning at six in the evening. Kaka had been sent with Pleader 

to Benares, and he returned alone to Panchgani the same afternoon and reported to Baba. Adi Sr. 

also arrived that day from Nasik, where he had been urgently called to help deal with Freiny’s 

troubled state of mind. 

After Kaka informed Baba at length that Pleader had stuck to Baba’s orders, despite facing 

terrible, severe mental and physical anguish, Baba commented, “More is still to come. This is not 

all he will have to undergo.” To the mandali, Pleader had proved his mettle, and they could only 

admire his fortitude and courage in withstanding all the hardships Kaka described.333 

On the 28th, a five-foot-long snake was seen outside the women’s kitchen with a sparrow 

in its mouth. Baba was called, and he came with a few of the men. One man struck the snake on its 

back, and it released the sparrow which flew away. Baba gave the final killing blow, crushing its 

head. Later in the evening after dinner, he remarked about snakes, “Unless a snake is killed by a 

human being, it remains always a snake. Never leave a snake wounded, as it takes a long time for 

it to die. Once wounded, a snake will always remain near you to be killed outright.” 

On another occasion, when the men wounded a snake at lower Meherabad, Padri brought 

it to Baba who crushed its head. Baba had explained, “In evolution, the snake form is like an 

entangled rope which you cannot undo or unwind. However, if it is killed by a human being the 

‘knot’ untangles itself and the soul is free to continue on its way through evolution.” 

On 29 March 1938, Baba explained to the Westerners about his work of creating a circle 

of true workers around him whose renunciation of worldly possessions and whose selfless service 

 

333 Pleader stayed in Benares, obeying Baba’s orders to beg, and returned to Meherabad in late May 1938.  



under his guidance in various spheres of his activities were remarkable, though it was quiet, 

unpublicized and unknown: 

Public figures, who in spite of all their loud cries and sermons of “service” on public 

platforms, at eulogies and at tributes paid to them by the press and public, all or most all of them 

have their weaknesses and vices which are buried underneath their public name and image. 

Compared to these loud-speakers, my mandali are jewels, many of them suffering not only 

physically, but mentally all the time. And mental torture is worse. 

They are human, after all. They have a mind and with it, so long as they are human and 

imperfect, all its weaknesses. They too have many thoughts of lust, for these always react with 

vengeance when checked. And not being independently free to act as they please, being under 

orders not to put these into action, it is a regular torture. Yet they all try to do so — to obey me — 

even during the prime of life when these are at full force and when life is truly to be enjoyed. 

And having spent previous years of life in my service and sahavas under strict orders of 

abstinence and austerities, they still have nothing but a blank wall to face for their future, which 

they have left entirely in the Master’s hands for years and know nothing except his word and 

assurance that it is all for their good. And there is nothing but abject disappointment as far as 

material or worldly gains are concerned. Yet they still hold on to the bargain and promise made by 

me since the beginning, for some great spiritual benefit of which they at the moment have not the 

slightest glimpse. 

 

Since Baidul was at Meherabad in charge of the mad ashram, Masaji had been appointed 

as Mohammed Mast’s personal caretaker in Panchgani. It was a duty that tried Masaji’s patience. 

At his advanced age and with a cantankerous nature to begin with, Masaji’s moods were difficult 

to control. To make matters worse, when Baba was in a good mood, for his own purposes, he would 

humor Mohammed by teasing Masaji. At one point, Masaji became so annoyed that he disobeyed 

Baba and uttered regrettable things, and was ready to go away. Baba, typically in such situations, 

showed indifference. “Who cares if you go?” he gestured. “Who needs you? If you leave, a hundred 

of your fathers [better than you] will come prostrating to serve in your place!” 

But then Baba would lovingly forgive Masaji, and tell him, “If someone taunts you and 

you sulk, it is understandable; but this one [Mohammed] is like a child. Why pay attention to his 

words and take them seriously? You should disregard them. You require great good fortune to 

deserve the opportunity of doing such a duty [of looking after him]. But it is unfortunate that you 

cannot digest what I am giving you.” And Masaji would weep and lay his head on Baba’s feet. 

Sometimes, in an ill-tempered mood, Masaji would deliberately threaten Mohammed, 

making the mast afraid of him. This Baba did not like, nor would he tolerate. His work with 

Mohammed was something very special and beyond our understanding. He would always humor 

Mohammed, bearing some of the mast’s obstinacies with unimaginable patience. He wanted the 

mandali to deal with the mast in the same way, but that was extremely difficult for Masaji. 

Finally, on 1 April 1938, Baba instructed Vishnu to write Baidul to send the servant Talya 

to look after Mohammed in Masaji’s place. 

In Panchgani on the previous morning (31 March), Baba sat in seclusion in his room from 

ten to eleven o’clock. Later that day, Norina and Elizabeth suggested to Baba that if he established 

a “Universal Center” somewhere his messages could be conveyed to other centers throughout the 

world. And if he were more publicly known, enthusiastic workers would have a chance to actively 

spread his messages among the masses. In reply, Baba stated: 

It is a good idea indeed, but by attaching to it great significance or giving it too much 

importance, it develops into a regular organization or system, and I do not wish to limit myself or 

bind myself with any such thing. I create things on a firm foundation and then pull them down. The 

more I make changes, the more changeless I am! 

Neither do I want an organization, nor any society. That is exactly what I am afraid could 

happen. If such centers are allowed to prosper, they form themselves into organizations or societies. 

For that reason, I build structures and then demolish them. The more changes I make, the more 



unchangeable I become! Organizations are like the foam which brings unwanted things up to the 

surface of the sea, letting the real substance lie beneath, submerged in the depths. 

Vishnu’s relatives met Baba at noon that day, on their way to Satara. Padri also arrived 

from Meherabad and had a private meeting with Baba. In the afternoon from four to five o’clock, 

Baba gave darshan to the public at the men mandali’s cottage for the first time during his stay in 

Panchgani. 

The next day, 1 April, while discussing future plans and ideas for a center, Baba revealed 

some of his own characteristics in working, as well as those of other past Avatars: 

Vagueness, building plans in the air, regular shifts from one place to another, and changes 

from one plan to another are the principal traits and characteristics of all the Avatars. If one reads 

the lives of Avatars like Ram, Krishna, Buddha, Jesus and Muhammad, and if one minutely marks 

the trend of events throughout their lives, it will be found that they had no definite program or any 

scheme or organization, except a purpose to spread their teachings and impress upon humanity the 

worthlessness of the world and worldly life, through the very vagueness of their own plans and 

schemes. 

For ordinary people involved in organizations, definite plans are necessary to maintain 

the organizations according to the funds available. For this, plans are to be made in advance, all 

arranged ahead, to establish the organization and conduct it; otherwise, the whole scheme would 

fail. 

But in the case of the Avatar, quite the contrary is true. His methods are strange, peculiar 

and quite the opposite of the world’s. First of all, Avatars do not plan anything, and if at all they do, 

it is all an outward show, a bluff — all without any sound basis or firm foundation (such as 

provision of funds, et cetera). All is in the air with the risk of apparent failure at any moment. 

Yet, they do take the risk and indulge in the game, but their schemes hang in the air! And 

even if their schemes are going well and are on a sound basis, they may destroy them any moment. 

Such plans and schemes are created for some definite purpose as a means to a certain end. No 

sooner the end is achieved, the Avatars and Sadgurus will not continue running them, however 

flourishing they might be. Once their purpose is served, they are dropped. If the Avatars and 

Sadgurus prepared their schemes on a safe, firm, sound, permanent basis, what would the 

difference be between them and ordinary human beings? 

None of the past Avatars like Krishna, Jesus or Muhammad ever did this. Their lives and 

work are all full of hectic movements and gestures that were entirely vague, with no sound basis 

behind them in the material sense, except a great purpose which every Sadguru and Avatar has, 

which is their mission in life; that is, to depict and prove the transitoriness and falseness of the 

world and all its things, through the very vagueness of their own moves and schemes. Thereby they 

turn to sound, solid causes of the Life Eternal and its attainment through a spiritual life. By the 

capricious plans and vacillating ways of the Masters, they prove that this changing world and 

everything in it is illusion! They then lead the aspirants toward the stable and lasting values of the 

spiritual life and guide them toward Realization. 

Krishna was either occupied with playing with the gopis or thinking of war. Jesus too had 

no definite plan — reread the Sermon on the Mount. Muhammad was absolutely vague, always on 

the run, to the extent of one marriage here and one there, and so on. All vague, but all the same with 

a definite precise purpose behind it. 

I, too, am like them! I build on sand or in the air, planning schemes without at times a 

penny in my pocket or without any definite arrangement for future maintenance if started at all. 

And even when established, I break it up, or abandon it. Plans were laid for Meherabad, the school, 

ashram, hospital, the Nasik Retreat — all were well planned, but all were broken up and pulled 

down the instant the purpose was served, as I alone know. 

But people cannot grasp it and misunderstand. That is how the Avatar’s work is always 

misunderstood and misjudged by the world. The work of the Avatar always goes unappreciated in 

his lifetime. So it is with mine. 

If a Nehru or Nariman shaves or cuts a poor Untouchable’s hair, the press and the public 

hail them as saviors of mankind.334 But a [Meher] Baba or Upasni Maharaj doing the same work 

 
334 Khurshed F. Nariman was a legendary leader of the Congress party and the mayor of Bombay from 

1935–36. During his term, he espoused the cause of the common man, visited slums and markets, and 

strove to remove mass illiteracy. “Nariman Point” in Bombay is named after him. 



silently in secluded spots would neither be noticed nor appreciated — rather ridiculed and 

overlooked. On the contrary, they would be criticized! Such is the world, going after glamour and 

outward show, and giving undue importance to ordinary things because they are being done by 

individuals who in the public’s eyes are great. 

Norina and Elizabeth further discussed the idea of establishing a center and told Baba, “For 

ourselves, it is not necessary; but it will be necessary for the other Western women who will be 

coming.” 

Baba replied at length: 

Yes, I know. You are not thinking of yourselves. You are supremely happy as you are. 

Kitty cooks, Norina types, Rano paints and does other work, Elizabeth writes and is engaged in 

various chores. I also know that you will go on living like this willingly in whatever circumstances 

I keep you. You do not like the show and regular routine of ceremonies, et cetera, as in other 

ashrams, and only wish to be near and with me. 

It is also true that many women in the West want to come to stay with me and share in 

my work, and for them a center is necessary for the purpose of their work and as a means to my 

work. There is no center for the women who are going to come here to stay. Although we have 

Meherabad, there is no arrangement for anyone wishing to come and stay there. Besides, for other 

reasons also, Meherabad is unsuitable and inconvenient. It is dry due to lack of rain. It is desolate 

and the heat makes living there difficult throughout the year. No one, especially the Westerners, 

will be able to stay and work there during the summer. Too much heat saps the energy, so much so 

that even my old mandali are now tired, dull and not as enthusiastic as before — rather I find them 

void of any feelings at all! Moreover, scarcity of water is a constant problem and serious handicap 

there. Even if I wish, I cannot spend on development at Meherabad as there is no guarantee of 

finding water. And without water we cannot do anything. 

So the selection of a better place seems essential. A change of place will be good for the 

physical and mental well-being of all. It is hard to leave Meherabad after all these years of having 

stayed there, but once we are accustomed to a new place, we will find it easy and better. But where 

should we go? Considering all viewpoints, Mysore seems the best. The climate is good, the water is 

plentiful and the state sympathetic. For me distance does not count. I can come back this way after 

six months to see my lovers here so that they will not feel cut off, and then return. 

But how to arrange all this? The problem of [meeting] expenses and finance, though 

difficult, is not impossible for a trial period of six months. Launching big schemes and putting them 

into execution, after arranging the finance and other things first, is the way of the world. Seeing to 

first things first would be the ordinary process. But to launch such big projects, undertaking them 

without funds in hand or expectation of any — thus taking great risks — is the way of the Avatar! I 

prefer doing it that way. I like it and do it. So we should endeavor to tackle this problem [of shifting 

headquarters] also in this way. If the plan materializes and is a success, good. Even if it is not, what 

harm is there? Let’s wait and see. 

When Meher Baba was in Mysore in 1936, he had come into contact with Sir Mirza Ismail, 

55, the Dewan (Chief Minister) of the princely state of Mysore and Subrahmanya Iyer, another 

influential individual.335 They were now asked by letter to find a suitable spot where Baba could 

establish a center or ashram. Their reply was received in Panchgani assuring Baba of their 

cooperation, and a few weeks later Chanji and Pendu were sent to Bangalore, where Chanji met Sir 

Mirza (on 17 April 1938). 

Upon receiving the Dewan’s letter that a site had been selected, Baba expressed a desire to 

visit the place, which surprised Norina and Elizabeth as they never expected Baba to establish a 

center so far from Meherabad. They hoped Baba would change his mind, as he so often did. 

Mentioning this very trait of his, Baba observed, “It is one of the great wonders of the world 

that those who apparently make the most changes, are the most unchanged or unchangeable! This 

also proves another fact — what is apparent is not real!” 

 
335 Mirza Ismail, although a Muslim, was a childhood friend of the Hindu Maharaja of Mysore, who was a 

generous and saintly person. Ismail was a strong, extremely capable prime minister and was responsible for 

much of the development and beautification of Mysore and Bangalore in the 1930s. At the time, Mysore 

was considered “the best run native state in India.” 



Norina, Elizabeth and the mandali suggested various places for creating a center, including 

the Himalayas, Mount Abu, Nilgiris Hills and other scenic locations. In reply, Baba remarked: 

The Himalayas are no longer spiritual. Spiritually they are no more than masses of stone! 

In the great universal game of the spiritual evolution of mankind, worked out personally 

by the hierarchy of great spiritual Sadgurus and the Avatar, the Himalayas or Mount Abu or the 

Nilgiris were once so highly spoken of, and recognized and revered by the world as the homes of 

great rishis and saints. It was called the land of the rishis [the abode of sages and saints]! But now, 

they have no greater part to play in the work nor have any greater importance than huge heaps of 

rocks! 

Man wants God but is given stone in the form of churches, temples, idols and images! 

They are now all corrupt! Considered once as places of worship, but they have turned into pitiable 

centers of business for their caretakers. The places of God’s prayer, worship and love have changed 

into places of business! 

Thus are the names of God and religion besmeared, bringing ultimately to humanity 

natural calamities such as plagues, pestilence, famines and other curses of nature with untold 

miseries on humanity in their wake. So, it is for this that the teaching of the Avatars and Sadgurus 

caution one not to give importance to such places and forms of worship. Their work is to diminish 

and destroy all these piles of stone which keep humanity away from God rather than draw it closer. 

Vithal Bhokre came from Poona to meet Baba on 2 April 1938. The same day, Baba 

announced that he would be sitting alone in seclusion during certain hours every morning, and none 

of the men were to enter a proscribed area while he was doing his work. 

While in Panchgani, Baba would give darshan once a week on Thursdays to his lovers in 

nearby towns. In addition, at times other lovers would come from distant cities. On Friday, 8 April, 

a fourteen-year-old boy named Suloo Ram Meshram arrived from Nagpur. He had found out about 

the Master by reading a newspaper account of Baba’s visit to Nagpur in 1937 and contacted the 

Jessawalas for more information. Suloo had written to Baba in January 1938, and Baba had invited 

him to Panchgani in April. 

Along the way, the boy lost his luggage, except for two baskets of oranges he was bringing 

to Baba. He reached Panchgani with the help of a sympathetic bus driver. When Suloo met Baba 

he told him he had lost all his money and clothes, Baba quipped, “Lose everything, but don’t lose 

me! Yet to lose everything is almost impossible, and when you totally lose all — I am found!” 

The next morning Baba came while Suloo was taking a bath. Gustadji called Suloo, and he 

innocently went to Baba as he was — naked except for his underpants. Baba asked how he had 

slept and what thoughts were on his mind. After he told Baba, Baba looked at him closely and 

remarked, “Fit for this path!” After three days in Baba’s intimate company, Baba gave Suloo certain 

instructions (“not to tell a lie, not to do any lustful action, not to eat fish, meat or eggs, not to smoke 

or drink alcohol, to meditate for one hour daily,” etc.) and then sent him back to Nagpur. Although 

he was young, Suloo loved Baba with all his heart and became devoted to him the rest of his life. 

Baba continued to work in seclusion at Panchgani for certain hours each morning. Dr. 

Deshmukh and his wife Indumati also arrived on 8 April to see Baba, and spent all morning with 

him. Prior to coming, Deshmukh had been so absorbed in thoughts of Baba that he had become 

half-mad. He had been on the verge of losing his teaching job, but his wife managed to avert his 

dismissal prior to his two-month summer vacation. She had brought him to Panchgani with great 

difficulty in hopes that Baba could help him regain his mental stability. 

The next day Deshmukh met with Baba alone and voiced a complaint against Indumati, 

“My wife has no love for you, Baba. Shower your grace and make her love you!” This led to an 

explanation from Baba on the four ways in which he works: 

There are four types or ways in which I work: 

With my Universal mind for the universe; 

With my individual mind for individuals; 

Direct working; 

Indirect working when I send and receive messages to and from my agents. 



Indirect working for individuals means when I am always present near my disciples and 

devotees and help them indirectly. Direct working means when I give definite orders to a person. 

When the disciple is carrying them out, I am present to help them directly. When I give definite 

orders, I definitely help. 

For example, suppose I told you to go and sit in a cave and repeat my name. Following 

my order, you go sit in the cave. Meanwhile a tiger comes by the cave; you see it, it sees you, but it 

does not kill you. This is direct help because I had told you to go and sit in the cave. 

Indumati was called. Baba gave certain instructions to her and Deshmukh. Deshmukh was 

ordered to spend some hours in the Tiger Valley Cave and not to step out of it “even if a tiger 

comes.” He was also instructed to remain in one room of his house for two months and not to meet 

any of his close relatives or friends. Baba further stated: 

Now I have given you definite instructions. These orders you must obey at all costs. That 

is why I asked you both, “Will you do it?” And you have both promised. I then gave you the orders 

and now you must follow them. Don’t think that you have come from such a long distance to stay 

with me and I am telling you to go back. Why think that? I am definitely coming with you. Keep 

this very clear in your mind. I will now be present with you to help you directly. I have also told 

you it would be according to your wish. But the fact is that it will also be according to my wish! 

Not only you [Deshmukh] but she too must experience my infinite, formless state. 

Although she might not have the same intense longing as you, still both of you have past 

connections with me and you both must experience my real state. How do you know that in the past 

she did not have this longing? She did have it, I know it! It is I who have arranged all this. Now you 

must carry out my instructions literally. 

Baba concluded, “Don’t meditate, but have this longing — ‘I want to be one with Baba’s 

Infinite Existence!’ ” 

Deshmukh and his wife left Panchgani the following day, Sunday, 10 April 1938. The same 

day many persons came for Baba’s darshan, including Adi Jr. who stayed some time with the 

mandali. Memo and Jalbhai had been staying with Baba in Panchgani and returned to Poona on the 

11th. Kaka and Adi Sr. came on the 15th, and Sarosh, Padri, Ramjoo, and Dattu Mehendarge arrived 

the same day for a board meeting of the Meher Mandali Maintenance Trust from 10:00 A.M. to 

noon. Dattu was a former Meher Ashram student. At Baba’s request, Sarosh had given him a job, 

working at Sarosh Cinema. Baba now wished Dattu to remain with him in Panchgani, to help with 

typing and correspondence. Later Dattu worked at Khushru Quarters as Adi Sr.’s clerk. 

 

In England, Kitty would go to church each year on Easter Sunday. Easter in 1938 fell on 

17 April, and Kitty wished to attend services in a church in Panchgani. She told Rano, and Rano 

said that she did not care whether or not she went to church, but she would accompany Kitty if she 

liked. Both set out walking to the church that evening, but they found it difficult to locate. When 

they finally arrived, they found it empty, and as soon as they stepped inside, heavy rain began 

falling. They waited inside the deserted church for the rain to stop. It ceased after some time, and 

they walked back to their bungalow, disappointed. 

Meanwhile, not finding them in the house, Baba sent Elizabeth in her car to look for them. 

Her car got stuck in a muddy pothole, necessitating her to hire some men to push it out. When Kitty 

and Rano returned, Baba asked where they had been. “To church,” Kitty replied. Rano added, “I 

had no intention of going, but I went to give Kitty company.” 

Baba spelled out to Kitty, “Since you are so fond of going to church, go every Sunday!” 

“I've learned my lesson today,” she said. “I'll never set foot in another church again!” 

“No, no,” Baba emphatically told her, “You must go every Sunday! Everything you need 

is there! You have nothing to gain by staying here and being with me.” 

“Forgive me, Baba. I will never do it again.” 

“Is it proper to go without my permission?” Baba asked. 



Crying now, Kitty answered, “It was a mistake on my part. I'm sorry. Please forgive me.” 

Baba pardoned her and gave her a kiss, taking away the pain of his scolding. 

On another occasion, Rano and Kitty were feeling quite depressed. Baba was so 

preoccupied in Panchgani with mast and other work, they hardly saw him they felt. One day Baba 

came and asked the women to tell him what was on their minds. Rano and Kitty expressed their 

feelings. To console them, Baba said, “If I do not withdraw myself physically from you from time 

to time, you will not feel me here [pointing to the heart], and it is there that I want you to feel my 

presence.” 

Baba went to Satara with Elizabeth on 19 April, to look at possible locations for the new 

ashram. Arnavaz and Nargis arrived from Bombay on the 21st and began staying with the other 

women at Dilkhusha. Arnavaz was not well and returned to Bombay after a week or so. 

 

Previously, in 1930 while traveling by train from Lahore to Amritsar, Baba and the mandali 

had struck up a conversation with a fellow passenger who appeared to be in despair. After their 

talk, however, the man was much heartened and grateful to Baba for his advice. The person turned 

out to be none other than Muhammad Iqbal, the celebrated Indian poet and philosopher. Iqbal was 

a towering figure among pre-independence Muslim intellectuals, and it was therefore with much 

sadness that Ramjoo and Ghani heard the news of Iqbal’s passing on 21 April 1938 at the age of 

61. 

The next day, they were to visit Baba in Panchgani, but they were so preoccupied with 

other matters to be discussed that when they arrived they completely forgot about Iqbal’s demise. 

But, pointing to one of the hairs on his head, the first thing Baba dictated on the board to them were 

the Urdu words, “Mera ek baal gaya,” meaning, “I have lost one of my hairs.” For some moments 

Ramjoo and Ghani looked blank, and it was only when Baba repeated what he had dictated and 

added, “Don’t you fellows understand?” that they caught Baba’s use of the words ek baal (one hair) 

rhyming with Iqbal. Baba had expressed his sense of loss, but also the insignificance of it by 

comparing it to the loss of a hair. 

As mentioned, Chanji and Pendu had been sent by Baba to Bangalore, Mysore and Madras 

on 15 April to discuss with the Dewan, Sir Mirza Ismail, the possibility of opening a center in 

Bangalore. After meeting with Sir Mirza, they returned to Panchgani on the 22nd. Hearing their 

report, Baba expressed his desire to personally confer with Ismail and inspect the possible sites. He 

left Panchgani the following afternoon in Elizabeth’s car with Norina, Chanji and Pendu. They 

drove to the Poona railway station and boarded the 6:30 p.m. train for Bangalore.336 They arrived 

on the evening of 24 April 1938, and just as they stepped off the train, Age observed that nature 

greeted Baba with a heavy shower of rain. 

Baba and the group stayed at Sampath Aiyangar’s house in Shankarapuram, and the 

following day Norina and Chanji were sent to talk with Sir Mirza, who received them cordially. He 

was most interested in Norina’s experiences with Baba. After they returned, Baba went to Cubbon 

House (a palatial royal residence) to visit for half an hour with Sir and Lady Akbar Hyderi and her 

sister.337 Sir Akbar asked about Gandhi and Baba remarked: 

Gandhi and Jinnah are both great souls, but they worry because they want results. One 

must try sincerely to do his duties, but results must always be left to God. Worrying about the 

results is not good; it’s of no use. If one wishes to do anything for others, one must do it sincerely, 

and having done it, should not worry about the results. For results are not in human hands. It is for 

humans to do, but for God to ordain. 

 
336 Elizabeth returned to Panchgani. 
337 Cubbon House later became the governor of Mysore’s residence and a state guesthouse, and is now 

called Raj Bhavan. 



It is not difficult, but men don’t try. Just because it is human nature to think about the 

results doesn’t mean one should worry about them. One may think, but must not worry. 

Try to dedicate all your acts to God. Let the results be His. Gandhi says he does 

everything for God, but still he worries because he cares about [getting] results. 

On 27 April, Chanji was sent south to Madras, while Baba, Norina and Pendu left 

Bangalore the same day, arriving in Panchgani the following evening. Chanji arrived on the 29th, 

and Baba immediately sent him back to Mysore and Bangalore for the third time! Baba had decided 

to postpone his planned move until March of the following year, and wished Chanji to inform Sir 

Mirza of this in person. 

 

In Bangalore, Baba had sent a telegram to Nagpur instructing Eruch Jessawala to meet him 

in Panchgani. Eruch’s father Pappa Jessawala was on tour when Baba’s telegram arrived and 

Eruch’s mother Gaimai told him to leave immediately. Eruch was working in the garden at the time 

and casually replied that he would start the next morning. It would take time to wash and get ready. 
But Gaimai urged, “Baba wants you immediately! Does immediately mean tomorrow?” While this 

exchange was occurring, a second, identical telegram from Baba arrived instructing Eruch to start 

for Panchgani at once! 

Gaimai said, “I was telling you to go, but you would not listen. Now leave immediately!” 

Eruch did not wish to upset his mother, so he promptly left for the train station and arrived 

in Panchgani the next day, 29 April 1938, along with Jal Kerawalla. Baba was waiting for them. 

He was pleased to see Eruch and remarked, “You came at once!” 

Eruch said, “You asked me to leave immediately, so I did.” 

Baba asked about his family and then motioned to the mandali to leave and spoke privately 

with Eruch using his alphabet board. Eruch could read the board without difficulty, which was 

surprising for someone without practice. Baba said, “The world and its affairs are all illusory. Only 

God is real. Only God exists and everything else is transient!” 

Baba continued, “Conditions in the world are going from bad to worse, and the outbreak 

of war is definite. Everything will be chaotic and millions will die. It will not be due to hate and 

hostility between mankind, but will be due to ‘I-ness.’ It is all a divine game!” 

Baba then asked, “What are your plans?” 

Eruch said that he had sent his application to Benares University to study engineering. 

Suddenly, Baba posed this question, “If I were to ask you to leave everything behind — your 

studies, your friends, your property, your family — and come and stay with me, what would your 

answer be?” 

Eruch replied, “By your grace, anything is possible.” 

Baba smiled broadly and said, “Fine. Come on 1st August.” Eruch nodded his consent and 

Baba told him to go. After bowing down, Eruch was just leaving the room when Baba clapped and 

called him back. “Would it be possible for your whole family to leave everything and come to me?” 

Baba asked. 

Eruch gave the same reply: “By your grace, anything is possible.” 

Baba said, “Ask your father whether it will be possible and write me a letter. If he agrees, 

leave everything, and bring your father, mother, sisters and brother to Meherabad on August 1st of 

this year.” 

At the time, Eruch had no idea why he had committed himself, or how he would be able to 

fulfill his promise and dispose of the family’s possessions in such a short time. There was the 

question of their house, their property, his sisters’ marriages, his younger brother Meherwan’s 

schooling — and, most important of all, his father’s permission. 



Baba said, “I am the Ancient One. Your decision pleases me more than you can know. You 

should stick to it at all costs!” 

Baba then asked, “If I tell you to lead a tiger by its ears, would you be afraid?” 

“If you tell me to, and if I meet a tiger, of course I will do as you say,” Eruch replied. 

Baba beamed, and said, “Instead of that, have your supper and spend the night in my cave 

in Tiger Valley. If a tiger comes to the cave, do not be frightened. In the morning, leave straight for 

Nagpur without seeing me, and come with all your family to Meherabad on August 1st.” 

After spending the night in the cave, Eruch departed for Nagpur. When he told the family 

what had transpired, they were overjoyed. Gaimai was especially pleased, as she had longed to stay 

with Baba for years. She said, “How lucky we are that Baba himself — the Avatar! — is sending 

for us!” 

Pappa Jessawala had a fiery temperament (in fact, Baba’s hand sign for him was shooting 

a gun, and he would refer to him as the “Pistol"), and Eruch was doubtful of his consent. But when 

Pappa was told what Baba had ordered, he spread his arms and told his family, “I have worked hard 

and built up this property for your sakes. It is for your comfort and happiness. If you find happiness 

in staying with Baba, I have no objection. But do not throw the responsibility of selling all this 

upon me. You all attend to it, if you really want to go.” According to Baba’s instructions, Eruch 

and his mother and sisters then spent an intense few months selling all their possessions except 

their car. (Far fewer proceeds were realized due to the haste required). Society ridiculed them and 

opposed their decision, but they were firm in their resolve. 

Meanwhile Savak Kotwal’s family of his wife Nergiz and their children Najoo, Adi and 

Hilla, along with Tehmi (Adi Sr.’s sister Piroja’s daughter) were called to spend their summer 

holidays with Baba at Panchgani. They arrived on 28 April 1938. Baba made a quick visit to 

Meherabad with Elizabeth in her car on the 30th, returning to Panchgani on 3 May, after discussing 

the Bangalore plans with Adi Sr. and Ramjoo. Naoroji came and left for Bombay on the 3rd; Chanji 

returned to Panchgani on the 5th, and he too was then sent to Bombay. 

 

Eruch was not the only person to spend a night in the Tiger Valley Cave at Panchgani. 

Some months before, Elizabeth earnestly asked Baba if she could spend one night in his cave. Baba 

replied, “You may, but I will tell you when.” Weeks later, Elizabeth reminded Baba, who smiled 

and asked, “Do you wish to go now, or wait until the time is right?” 

As it came to pass, on Friday, 6 May 1938, Baba and the women mandali accompanied 

Elizabeth to the cave, where she was instructed to remain for twelve hours. The following is her 

account: 

At 6:00 P.M. exactly, Baba locked me in, giving me the key inside. The last thing I 

remembered, before everyone left me shut in alone for the night, was Baba’s hand extended 

through the iron bars, resting upon my head as if in blessing. The moment all had disappeared 

around the bend of the path, there was profound stillness. Fleeting thoughts passed through my 

mind, but these I controlled as Baba had instructed me that I should concentrate throughout the 

night and not sleep, unless I could not keep my eyes open any longer. According to Baba’s 

instructions, I lit a lantern exactly at ten minutes before seven and then lay down. 

Once I heard heavy thuds, like steps approaching on the path, and I waited anxiously for 

someone to appear. But the sound, although close, passed away, and probably was a cow or a 

buffalo which had been grazing on the mountain side. Four stars in the shape of a kite, which 

resembled the Southern Cross, stood out in the sky more vividly than the rest. I remembered 

looking at my watch to find it was not far from midnight. Determined to remain awake, I continued 

to think of Baba. 

Unexpectedly, a shock-like electricity passed through my body from head to foot, 

particularly along the spine. It continued in waves of varying currents, and became so strong two or 

three times that it seemed to lift me, as would a rush of wind. Soon I felt myself swinging into 

space, the bedding unevenly swaying beneath me. I felt that if only I could remain on it, as on a 



magic carpet, I would be carried safely. But it rocked so much that I remembered to call out Baba’s 

name, and immediately the “troubled waters” were stilled. Coming out of a daze, I found my arms 

folded across me, as they cross the arms of the dead. They were so numb that it took a while before 

I could move them. Whatever the state was which I passed through, I was consciously unconscious 

during it … 

A seeming sense of time had passed, when I was aroused by the cheery sound of voices, 

which I recognized to be those of my friends. They appeared inside the cavern, and called to me 

that it was five o’clock, and that they had been sent to summon me. I remembered Baba telling me 

not to leave the cave until 6:00 A.M. sharp. This seemed conflicting. As I was wondering what to do, 

the thought came to me that I had better do what Baba himself had told me. At that moment, Baba 

glimmeringly appeared in the entrance, and light flooded the cave with unusual brightness. He 

smilingly answered my mental inquiry by saying, “Do as I said; leave only at six.” Some time later, 

opening my eyes and looking at my watch, I found it was nearing six o’clock, and I rose to leave 

the cave. I felt fresh and invigorated; daylight was faintly penetrating the cave. 

After returning home to the bungalow, I asked Baba, “Was I dreaming?” Baba replied, 

“No, it was more like a daze. You were neither awake nor asleep. You actually experienced these 

things physically.” Then I inquired, “Was it symbolic?” “Yes,” answered Baba. “In the future you 

will know in detail its full meaning.” 

Since Naja was not well in Panchgani, Kitty was doing the cooking. She had Baba’s strict 

instructions to see that no food was left over or wasted. But at times, something did remain, as she 

was not used to cooking for so many. When there was leftover dal, Kitty would drink it down, and 

if there happened to be too much vegetable that day, this too she would consume. Age was amazed 

that a well-off British woman was disposing of food in this manner. It was a testament to her intense 

desire to fulfill her Master’s order. 

Baba had also given the women the order that, on Sundays, they were to keep silence and 

eat only one meal, at 3:00 P.M., of bread, butter and tea. No cooking was to be done. Kitty provided 

this simple food. While Baba was traveling to Bangalore to look at sites for the ashram, some of 

the group approached Kitty and asked for toast instead of bread. She agreed and by the following 

Sunday, a few more wanted the same. 

When Baba returned, he did not mention this breach of his order. It was only a month later 

in Meherabad, when Baba called all together early one morning and distributed oranges, that he 

remarked, “Kitty thinks more of pleasing others than she does of pleasing me!” Baba then brought 

up the incident in Panchgani, and Kitty tried vainly to defend herself. Baba said he would relieve 

her of her household duties and give them to someone else. Kitty got so upset she threw her orange 

across the room — and it landed at Baba’s feet.  

Baba then made a strange remark: “Now your slate is clean.” At the time, Kitty wondered 

what Baba meant, but years later she understood Baba’s remark to indicate that her “slate” of both 

good and so-called bad deeds must be balanced. 

Baba pointed out to her, “To please others, you broke my order! But by your pleasing all, 

and displeasing me, you will gain nothing. Try only to please me, and in doing so, even if you 

displease the whole world, you will gain everything! 

“You are attentive to the pleasure of all, but ignore my instructions! Try only to keep me 

pleased, and if, by doing so, all others are displeased, have no care for it.” 

Baba would often warn Rano not to argue. Even if she tried to explain something, Baba 

would snap, “Don’t argue!” One day, when some mishap occurred, Baba looked at her sharply and 

repeated, “Don’t argue!” gesturing for her to button her lip. 

Rano replied, “But I'm not arguing, Baba. I'm simply explaining it to you.” 

This upset Baba even more. Frustrated, Rano bitterly complained, “There is no use in my 

staying with you since you are always displeased with me.” 



Baba replied, “I won’t let you go, and will never let you go!” Baba never did let Rano 

leave, and of all the Western women who were to come, she was the only one whom Baba kept in 

India, and who stayed with him until the last — but it was never easy. 

 

Discussions continued in Panchgani about establishing a center for Baba. Norina, who had 

been to Mysore and Bangalore, wished an elaborate Universal Spiritual Center to be established. 

One day she was talking with Elizabeth about the possibility of relocating in either Mysore, 

Bangalore, Hyderabad or Panchgani. Norina’s grand visions did not appeal to Elizabeth’s more 

practical nature. Elizabeth tried to point out the difficulties involved and flaws in Norina’s plans, 

but Norina was not to be dissuaded. 

Once, when they were discussing the issue, Baba called them. He allowed them to continue 

their argument in his presence, and then said, “You are both in the right, but Norina has got to go a 

little slower, and Elizabeth has got to try to move a little faster.” Looking at both with a smile, he 

added, “Now both embrace.” 

On another occasion, when there was a quarrel between two women, Baba intervened and 

stated: 

Love and forget. This is the only thing that matters, and it pays. Almost all of you are 

weak. By weak, I mean taken up with desires. Anger is weakness, pride is weakness, and so on. If a 

mother found her child weak, she would love it all the more. So all love more. 

Don’t you remember what I told you in Nasik? Learn to say, “Janay-doe [Let it go].” 

Give up wanting the last word. Give up all wants and be happy. But you must try consciously. 

Now be happy. I forgive you all, but continue trying. 

Meals always seemed to be a sharp point of contention, especially now that there were both 

Easterners and Westerners living together, sharing the same fare. Indian food was too spicy for the 

Westerners, and Western cooking too insipid for the Indian palate. In the beginning Baba was 

particularly attentive to the Westerners, lest the spicy food make them ill. But gradually he stopped 

taking an interest in such matters and stopped catering to their tastes. One day in Panchgani, when 

discussing the menu, Baba remarked: 

Dislikes are as much “wants” as likes. Both are desires of the ego and hence both have to 

go. Some like one thing and some do not like another. You like one thing but not another. Both are 

opposite desires and should be left. 

As far as desires go, you should consciously try to be like a stone. A stone never says, “I 

want this, I don’t want that!” It is oblivious to likes and dislikes. When you go beyond your limited 

wants — your likes and dislikes — and turn into stones, then you will experience infinite 

consciousness! 

On 13 May 1938, Rustom’s children Meheru, Naggu and Beheram were sent to Panchgani, 

along with Tehmi. On the 17th, Chanji arrived for a few weeks, bringing Naoroji’s daughter Arnavaz 

and Goher Irani. But Goher fell ill with fever and tonsillitis and was sent back to Bombay the next 

day. Chanji also brought Mansari for a short visit at this time. 

Baba made another visit to Meherabad on 19 May with Norina and Elizabeth, and 

instructed Adi Sr. (who had been staying in Nasik) to find a suitable rented bungalow somewhere 

in Ahmednagar for the women, until the top portion of the water tank building was ready. 

Nusserwan Satha and Maneck Ranji were asked to lend their assistance. They suggested the P.W.D. 

(Public Works Department) bungalow and Baba, Kaka, Nusserwan and Padri went to have a look 

at it on the 22nd. Baba liked it and it was rented from the 15th of June. 

Baba stopped in Poona on his way back to Panchgani, where he met Ramjoo, Sarosh and 

Rustom at Baba House. The opening day box-office receipts of Rustom’s film had been 

disappointing, but Baba consoled and encouraged him.338 

 
338 Rustom’s film ran for two weeks in Bombay at the Minerva Talkies, from 21 May 1938. 



On Sunday, 29 May, Pappa Jessawala and Eruch arrived from Nagpur to see Baba and 

informed him that everything was arranged for their coming. Adi Sr. arrived from Nasik, Baba 

spoke with him about sending Daulatmai to Persia, which Baba stated would be “spiritually 

beneficial for her.” The separate parties left the following day. Adi Jr., Tehmi and Rustom’s 

children left with Adi Sr. 

According to Baba’s order, Delia and Margaret were to stay in England until the war broke 

out in Europe. Both missed Baba desperately, and on the 29th, Baba sent Delia this letter to cheer 

her up: 

You have grown much in your understanding, and realize that all I do and all I make each 

of you suffer is only to draw you closer in love to me, your Beloved. Could I bear to see you all 

suffer if it were not that the goal to which suffering is leading you is the pearl of great price? The 

love that passeth all understanding. 

Why are you one of my circle? Because you have within you the very thing you now so 

earnestly desire — the capacity to love and to love to the very end. And when this power to love 

has reached its perfected state — i.e., when you are without any thought of self — then you will 

experience a happiness beyond anything you have as yet experienced. This is Union. Love for the 

Beloved free from self. It is the effort you are making to control your moods and emotions, and to 

get above dark periods that has made you feel me so near. 

You are right when you say I haunt you so that your longing and desire for me have 

become increasingly intensified. Why? Is it not I who am this desire and longing? You are mine, 

and it is myself in you I love. Is not the struggle worthwhile? 

In June 1938, Sidhu was called from Meherabad to Panchgani and told to bring Chhagan’s 

wife Shanta. When he arrived, Baba told Sidhu to take Bhagirath sightseeing in Mahabaleshwar 

and then have their food when they returned to Panchgani. Sidhu took Bhagirath and showed him 

all the sights. On their way back, they felt hungry and ate in a restaurant. Only afterward did they 

remember Baba’s injunction to have their meals at Panchgani upon their return. 

Filled with trepidation, they entered the mandali’s house. Baba was waiting for them. As 

soon as he saw them, he asked them to go have their supper. Their hearts fearful for disobeying, 

they confessed that they had already eaten. Baba asked, “What was my order?” 

Both men acknowledged their mistake. Slapping them soundly, Baba chided, “Always 

remember my instructions!” There was more to the incident than they knew at the time, for soon 

after this they were saved from a serious car accident while out on an errand for Baba — which 

they attributed to Baba’s slap! 

Once in Panchgani, Memo lost her temper, stormed out of the bungalow and hid behind 

some bushes. Baba himself went to search for her but could not find her. He sent a servant named 

Nana Koli to look for her.339 When Nana found her, he requested that she return to the house. But 

Shireenmai’s indignation had not yet cooled, and she flatly refused to comply. When Baba was 

informed, he went to her. Shireenmai was still fuming and would not listen. Baba seemingly got 

fed up with her and went back inside. After a while, he again sent Nana. When Nana explained to 

Shireenmai how upset Baba was, she went back and the incident was forgotten. 

On Thursday, 2 June 1938, Vishnu’s cousin Indu and her husband Vishwanath S. 

Haldankar came to see Baba at Panchgani. Vishwanath was a goldsmith by profession and a happy-

go-lucky sort of fellow. Baba asked them about Belgaum, as Vishwanath hailed from that city. As 

Baba listened to his description, he expressed interest in viewing the area as a possible site for the 

 
 

339 Nana Koli and his wife Tani were old servants and had been working at Meherabad since its 

establishment in the 1920s. Unlike most of the employees, they worked out of love for Baba, and continued 

to do so for many years. 



proposed ashram and went there for a day on the 4th, accompanied by Vishnu. (Chanji had taken 

Arnavaz and Nargis to Poona and met Baba and Vishnu in Belgaum.) Baba was given a tour of 

Belgaum and liked it very much. It was affordable; the climate was mild, so it would be suitable 

for the Westerners; it wasn’t far from Poona and Ahmednagar; and the site shown him was full of 

shady mango trees. 

Naval Talati had had a heart attack in Nasik on 25 May and was being treated. On 10 June, 

however, he died suddenly at the age of 45. News of his unexpected demise brought the recollection 

of the Master’s words uttered the previous Silence Day at Meherabad, when he had stated: “One of 

my closest mandali will die during the year.” 

 

Baba returned to Ahmednagar from Panchgani on Wednesday, 15 June 1938, with 

Mohammed Mast and the men and women mandali. Sarosh had arranged for Baba and the women 

to stay at the P.W.D. Irrigation bungalow in the town, as the construction work on Meherabad Hill 

was not yet completed. Mohammed was sent back to Meherabad. Baba would be driven practically 

daily by Adi Sr. from Ahmednagar to Meherabad to inspect the progress of the building work — 

the dome over his underground crypt, the upper story on the tank, the maternity home, et cetera. 

Occasionally, he would go twice a day and exhort Pendu, Kalemama and Naoroji to complete the 

work as soon as possible. 

Rustom brought Freiny to see Baba at Meherabad on 22 June. She had refused to eat or 

drink anything in Nasik. She was kept at the Family Quarters, with Nilu and Masaji attending to 

her. Baba personally spent a few hours a day with her for two days. Rustom returned to Nasik. 

On the 26th, Adi Sr. arrived with Dinesh Chordia of Nagpur, her brother and the 

Deshmukhs. Deshmukh was much improved after his two-month seclusion in a room of his house, 

and had used the time to write a biography of Baba in Marathi. Dinesh was taken on a tour of 

Meherabad, and on 1 July Baba took her to meet the women mandali at the P.W.D. bungalow in 

Ahmednagar. 

For many years Sohrabji Desai’s niece, Mani, had desired to stay permanently with Baba. 

During Baba’s recent stay at Panchgani, the earnest young woman had come twice about this 

matter. Baba had made her go back home each time, but he instructed her to be prepared to move 

to Ahmednagar whenever he happened to call her. In June 1938, Baba fulfilled his promise, and 

accordingly, Mansari (as she was later known) became a permanent member of the women 

mandali, joining them at the Ahmednagar bungalow on the 15th of June, at the age of 28. Mansari 

was put in charge of cooking, which she did during the next two months of their stay in 

Ahmednagar. Naja was still ill and Kitty had been shouldering all the responsibilities in the kitchen 

single-handedly. 

Mansari’s connection with Meher Baba was very deep, and she had not been neglected by 

him all these years. Since the age of five, she had suffered from an incurable skin disease. The best 

doctors had been called, and she was sent to the finest hospitals in Bombay, but no medicine or 

treatment worked. When she was eighteen, Kaikobad Dastur, a family friend, had visited 

Meherabad and taken her with him to meet Baba. Mansari had agreed, even though at the time she 

was skeptical of her family’s faith in Baba. Meeting Baba, however, changed her heart, and she 

bowed to him weeping. Kaikobad narrated her sufferings to Baba who remarked to her, “And only 

because of this you weep so much?” 

Mansari replied, “I am not weeping because of my disease, but because of your love!” 

Baba consoled her with these instructions, “Don’t worry; you will be permanently cured. 

Take some ash from my dhuni, and every morning before tea, say my name and swallow a pinch 

of it.” 



Returning home to Navsari, Mansari followed Baba’s exact instructions and in a month she 

was completely cured. Soon after her recovery, Mansari’s uncle Sohrabji Desai went to Baba. 

Returning to Navsari he told the family, “Baba sends his love and blessings to you all.” Turning to 

Mansari he remarked, “Baba seems to have developed a skin disease exactly like yours.” 

Mansari grew frantic with worry, believing Baba had taken on her affliction and was 

suffering on her behalf. Her disease returned. When she next met Baba in Bombay, she prayed to 

him not to take on her suffering again. 

Baba replied, “Let it be as it is. Neither you nor I will have to suffer. This was all my game 

to draw you to me. It was I who created this ‘incurable’ disease, and now that you are mine, you 

will never suffer from it again.” As Baba had promised, the disease left Mansari forever. 

Mansari was not the only new addition to the women mandali. On 28 June, four Westerners 

arrived in Bombay on the Conte Verde and were then driven to Ahmednagar by Elizabeth and 

Norina to join Baba’s burgeoning ashram. They were Nadine Tolstoy from America, and Hedi 

Mertens, Helen Dahm and Irene Billo from Switzerland.340 Irene contracted jaundice shortly after 

she arrived, so by Baba’s orders, Rano began nursing her. Baba supervised her treatment and she 

gradually recovered. 

One person who did not recover from his malady was a mental patient staying at the Mad 

Ashram in Meherabad. He died on 6 July 1938 and was buried the next day. Baba came to 

Meherabad on the 7th and severely scolded Ghani, whom he blamed for being negligent in his care 

of this person. 

On the 9th, most of the women (except for Mehera, Naja and Khorshed) came to Meherabad 

to attend a fair and watch a procession held by the Arangaon Villagers. While Baba was there, two 

British army officers from the Small Arms School came. They had an interview with Baba at 

Meherabad the following day and Kitty spoke with them. 

Chanji arrived at Meherabad for the 13th anniversary of Baba’s silence on Sunday, 10 July 

1938. Dr. Alu Khambatta and Dr. Paramanand (a fellow female doctor helping Alu run her Bombay 

clinic) accompanied Chanji. Alu wished to go to Ireland for a medical course, and Baba told her, 

“Go fearlessly. Leave everything to me. I will see to all, here and there. Write me a letter every 21 

days.” Alu was afraid she would not be able to restart her clinic if she left. But following Baba’s 

instructions, she went to Ireland and returned to India nine months later. 

No special function was observed to honor that Silence Day. The previous year Baba had 

remarked, “I like the year thirteen and so I might speak during the coming year.” But another year 

had passed without a sound escaping his lips. 

Baba had been hinting at some new change to come and on this day remarked, “No more 

pampering after the 18th of October!” 

Pleader had a discussion with Baba on the 10th wherein he voiced his concern about the 

“timetable” for the spiritual awakening Baba had promised him. (The mandali had heard that he 

was allowing people to offer him flowers and pay homage to him as Baba’s advanced disciple.) 

Baba presided at a meeting in his Rahuri Cabin at lower Meherabad at 10:00 A.M. on 11 

July, with Ramjoo, Chanji, Ghani, Nonny, Sampath Aiyangar, Adi Sr., Norina and Elizabeth. The 

purpose of the meeting was to reorganize the Meher Gazette and begin a new magazine. Baba 

appointed the editors: Elizabeth as managing editor, Norina as literary editor, Chanji as news editor, 

and Nonny as secretary. Dattu Mehendarge, who was working in Adi Sr.’s office, was to serve as 

their clerk. Other contributing editors, such as Deshmukh and Ghani, were to write about 

 
340 Two other women from Switzerland, Alice Sheitlin and Frieda Oberholzer, had been invited to India by 

Baba but were unable to come. (The details of their personal contact with Baba in Europe are not known.) 



Vedantism and Sufism. Another meeting was held on the 14th to decide on a name for the new 

publication. Chanji suggested simply the name Meher Baba, and all, including Baba, approved. 

Baba, however, later decided on Meher Baba Journal. 

Garrett Fort had been trying to earn money to contribute to Baba’s cause, but so far he had 

been unsuccessful. Baba wrote to him on 14 July 1938: 

I know all — every detail of what you have already passed through and have to pass 

through in future, and I have chalked out my plans and marked the lines … I guide and direct the 

destinies of all who belong to me, and have the reins in my hands. I want you to stand and face it 

all, and, however confused or bewildered, pass through it all yourself to get rid of these once and 

for all. Suffering is the price you have to pay for those experiences that lift you higher on the way 

to Truth. 

All the help, internal as well as external, that at times amazes you and others, comes to 

you through Baba’s inner working and guidance. Of this help you must always rest assured. I won’t 

let you down spiritually, whatever happens, even if you, in your moments of desperation, leave me 

or turn against me. (You won’t, I know, but I just mention it for the sake of explanation.) My love 

for you will never fail. 

 

Throughout July 1938, Baba continued going to Meherabad to make sure the construction 

work there was progressing and also to attend to the masts and mad who were still being kept at 

lower Meherabad near the Mess Quarters behind the main building. 

Once Pendu, Vishnu and Sidhu were sitting together when Baba and Adi Sr. arrived. “What 

are you people doing here?” Baba asked, irritated. “Have you joined me only to enjoy life?” 

“Not to enjoy life,” Adi said, adding fuel to the fire, “but to gossip!” 

The fact was that Vishnu, Pendu and Sidhu were discussing the daily market requirements 

and not chitchatting idly. Vishnu grew livid at Adi’s remark, but checked himself. Baba took all 

three of the Meherabad mandali to task and Vishnu’s temper rose. 

When Baba was about to leave for his room, Adi said something else and Vishnu slapped 

him hard. This displeased Baba and he ordered Vishnu to bow at Adi’s feet. Vishnu obeyed and 

both men had to embrace. Baba directed Adi to drive Vishnu to Ahmednagar that day to go to the 

bazaar (ordinarily Vishnu would cycle). By evening when they returned, they were friends again. 

Amina Jaffer was permitted to visit the women mandali on 16 July. On the 22nd, Chanji 

took Amir Khan to Manmad, from where the boy left for his hometown. 

In the P.W.D. bungalow, Baba explained to the women about maya, sanskaras and yoga. 

On Sunday, 24 July 1938, he spoke about happiness: 

Everything that people do in the world is done to obtain happiness. Seeking power is to 

derive happiness. People strive after money wishing to find happiness through possessions. That is 

all right when money is used rightly, but it leads to misery and unhappiness when bad use is made 

of it. 

Science also seeks [to promote] happiness — inventions are made for the happiness of 

others, and can be so, if used rightly. But when used for the wrong purposes, they lead only to 

greater unhappiness and misery. Take for example airplanes: If they are put to use for war, they 

bring death and destruction. 

So what matters is happiness, since everybody seeks to be happy. When we gain God, 

permanent happiness is gained. Happiness based on self-forgetfulness alone leads to permanent 

happiness — to God. When one loses the self in making others happy, one attains real happiness, 

which is God. All other forms of happiness are fleeting and changeable. 

This real happiness must be very strong to enable one to support all the suffering that 

comes to one, or like that which I have to bear! 

Baba and the women had been to see the Walt Disney movie Snow White and the Seven 

Dwarfs that day and the conversation turned to the subject of animals. Baba indicated it would be 

a good idea if one of the group conducted an animal hospital at Meherabad. They discussed this 



back and forth, and Baba then joked, “When you are all working in the hospital for the poor, I will 

see how strong you are — smells, blood, awful wounds, fainting, agonies of the dying ...” 

After more teasing Baba concluded, “While you have all been listening and talking I was 

doing Universal work, and yet I was with you.” 

On 25 July, while working with the masts at Meherabad, Baba remarked, “I don’t feel like 

leaving here. I feel so happy to work with them.” Four days later, Baba brought Kitty, Rano and 

Nonny to watch him working at the Meherabad mast ashram. Baba bathed over 20 of the inmates 

in 40 minutes and looked supremely happy, which made a deep impression on the Westerners. 

Amina Jaffer and Ramjoo’s wife Khatija had also accompanied Baba from the Irrigation Bungalow. 

Borker came to see Baba on the 25th at Meherabad and Baba gave him certain instructions 

regarding his spiritual practices, which Borker was keen to do. 

 

Fulfilling his promise, Eruch brought his family from Nagpur to Ahmednagar on Monday, 

1 August 1938 to join Baba’s ashram. Pappa Jessawala had come with them also and, after 

discussing all the arrangements with Baba, Baba sent him back to Nagpur on the 5th. He still had 

another year of service before he retired with a pension, and Baba advised him to complete his 

obligation and join him after one year. 

Before he left for Nagpur, Baba joked with him, “Pappa, I wanted Eruch to be with me 

from his childhood, but you would not part with him. But had you turned him over to me at the 

time, I would have had to look after his upbringing and studies. So, I thank you for giving him to 

me now and saving me all the trouble. It has lightened my burden considerably.” 

After settling in, Baba instructed Eruch to help Chanji with his correspondence work. He 

was also to hold the umbrella over Baba when Baba walked up and down the hill. Eruch’s brother 

Meherwan and his cousin Dadi, who were both small boys, stayed at lower Meherabad with the 

men. Eruch’s mother Gaimai stayed with the women mandali in the P.W.D. bungalow along with 

her daughters Meheru and Manu. Baba gave nicknames to Mani Desai and Mani Jessawala to 

distinguish them from his sister Mani. Mani Desai was to be known as Mansari for she came from 

Navsari, and Mani Jessawala as Manpur or Manu for she was from Nagpur. 

The only “thorn” in the whole affair was that Baba had told Eruch to bring his automobile 

along with them when they came. Since Pappa Jessawala also needed the car in Nagpur, Eruch 

explained to Baba that his father had insisted on keeping the car for at least another six months. 

Baba was not happy about this and remarked, “This will always be a blemish on my heart.” 

At the time, Eruch did not understand Baba’s comment. But eighteen years later, after the 

automobile accident in 1956 in Satara in which Eruch was driving, Eruch recalled Baba’s words 

and thought that the accident related in some way to his not obeying Baba in 1938. 

Shortly before coming to Baba, Eruch had two significant dreams. One night he dreamed 

that Baba had come to his house and began moving about freely. He told Eruch, “Stop everything 

and come!” Baba made Pappa and Gaimai stand before him. He gave two children into their custody 

and started to leave. Eruch said quickly, “There is a lot of milk in the house; it will spoil.” 

Baba spoke in the dream, “Throw it away in the gutter and after cleaning the pot, come to 

me!” 

Sometime later, Eruch had another dream. He was driving a car with Baba by his side. 

Baba was elbowing him, urging him to drive faster. He accelerated, but still Baba wanted him to 

drive faster. A sea loomed large in front of them and Baba told him to drive into it! In the water, 

Baba still insisted that Eruch drive faster, which he did. Eruch was sweating profusely and, after 

driving very, very far, he saw a white building before him. Baba signaled to park by the side of the 

building, and with much difficulty he did. But the car got trapped in the sand. Here his dream ended. 



The strange dreams stayed with Eruch for many days and helped him maintain his resolve 

that since he had come, he would stay with Baba permanently. 

 

On 3 August 1938, Sampath Aiyangar came again from Madras to see Baba. He left the 

following evening. Rustom had brought Freiny from Nasik and kept her in Upasni Maharaj’s room 

at Khushru Quarters. Baba saw her on the 3rd on his way back to the P.W.D. and told Rustom to 

take her back to Nasik, at least for a month. 

On the 6th, Baba went on a picnic with the women. The next day, Sarosh arranged a special 

showing at 10:00 A.M. at Sarosh Cinema of Mad About Music, a light musical comedy, which Baba 

liked very much. 

About weaknesses, Baba explained to women: 

Those devotees who have similar weaknesses, similar self-seeking, apparently love each 

other and apparently do not love the others. But what results is bad. The slavish tendency of 

depending on moods creeps in. 

How? Take Norina for example who loves me as her Beloved, and has given up 

everything to stay near me. However, Norina’s moods and weaknesses are similar, say, to Hedi’s 

and not to Kitty’s. What happens? Norina and Hedi pass impressions back and forth to one another. 

Hedi says Baba is so lovely, so beautiful, et cetera, and Norina reciprocates. But, because of 

weaknesses, Hedi might some day fail in my test of love and give me up. The same Hedi who used 

to say Baba is this and that might now say Baba is the devil! 

What happens to Norina? She who had leaned on Hedi’s impressions now stands alone, 

stranded. So devotees must always lean on Baba, not on each other. This does not mean you should 

not talk to one another, love one another, pass impressions to each other, be together or share 

experiences — but you must not lean. You must love, serve and help one another and make each 

other love me more. Love, don’t lean. 

It is very difficult for all to love each other equally, but it is not difficult not to lean. One 

remedy: the faith and love must be made so strong that even if all fail and leave me, you do not! 

Rano and Kitty have similar attitudes. Norina and Hedi have similar attitudes, as do 

Elizabeth and Norina. So love each other; but if you cannot do this, at least do not hate each other. 

Pointing to Nadine Tolstoy, Baba concluded: 

Nadine is most fortunate — she wants to lean but has no one to lean on! Her nature does 

not agree with anyone’s! She is most loving and wants to do everything for me. She would speak 

for me even on the top of Mount Everest with only the snow to hear her! 

 

As the days went by, problems in completing the construction work on Meherabad Hill on 

schedule loomed over Pendu’s head like an ominous cloud. For one thing, Baba and the women 

mandali were informed they would have to move out of the P.W.D. bungalow by the third week in 

August. It was solely because of Sarosh’s influence that they had been able to stay in the 

government accommodation since June, much longer than the normal few weeks. For another, the 

monsoon rains were upon them, slowing the work considerably. 

Kalemama was working with Pendu and Padri, but he was so meticulous he would tell the 

workers to tear down a section of a wall they had been erecting all day if it did not meet his 

standards. Frustrated with Kalemama, Padri finally quit in disgust and said he was so fed up he was 

having nothing further to do with the work. The huge steel girders for the second story of the Water 

Tank building had to be ordered from Bombay, and this had caused a delay of a month and a half. 

But the biggest cause of lost time was Baba himself. On his daily visits (usually driven by 

Adi Sr. in his Opel), not only would work-time be lost by the laborers leaving their jobs to pay their 

respects to him but, moreover, Baba kept adding to the work. He inevitably noticed things and, for 

example, would tell Pendu, “There should be a compound wall around the hospital ... Why not add 

a section here? ... Don’t you think it would be better to have the roof like this? You’d better change 

it,” and so forth. 



By the first part of August, the dome over the old crypt-room and walls were for the most 

part complete. The old rough stone walls had been torn down and replaced by black stones from 

the former Post Office building. This was to become Meher Baba’s tomb. 

Five small, four-foot-high meditation cells (similar to the ones of the old Sadhak Ashram) 

were rebuilt out of tin, adjoining the eastern wall of the crypt.341 But the maternity home to the 

north of the Tomb was far from ready, and so also the upper story of the Water Tank. In addition, 

Baba had wished something distinctive built on top of the tank that could be seen from far away, 

and Pendu had suggested a tower. But the tower and steps leading up to the second story were still 

to be built. Pendu asked Baba for more time, but Baba refused. 

On Saturday, 6 August 1938, Baba arrived at Meherabad with Sarosh and a group of three 

men. Pendu did not know who they were and assumed them to be new devotees. In fact, they were 

engineers coming to inspect the work and give an estimate as to how much time they would need 

to complete it. After looking around, they informed Baba that it would take at least two more weeks. 

Baba decided it was better to let Pendu continue, and save money by giving him the two extra 

weeks he had originally requested. 

The next morning, Baba called Pendu and said in a very serious tone, “I am giving you two 

more weeks to complete the work. It must be finished by August 25. I will have no place to stay. I 

am being evicted from the P.W.D.! So we have to come to Meherabad. I am coming on the 25th 

whether you have finished or not!” 

Pendu looked somewhat worried and Baba urged him, “Be brave! Don’t feel dejected or 

despondent with difficulties and inconveniences. Face it all — that’s manliness, that’s heroism. 

“I don’t like things to go smoothly or easily,” Baba continued. “There is no credit in doing 

things easily. One must experience resistance, difficulties, and pass through awkward situations. 

These are real tests and bring out the best and worst in men. The more opposition you have from 

maya, the more you should resist and face it with fierce determination. Don’t feel anxious. Do your 

best.” 

Pendu accepted Baba’s terms and thought: “If I work wholeheartedly, Baba will surely help 

me.” He agreed to do his best, but added, “Baba, I will finish everything by the date you wish, but 

you must also agree to one condition: Don’t come here before that date! Each time you come you 

add to my work!” Baba smiled and extended his hand in promise, saying he would come at eight 

o’clock on the morning of the 25th. 

The work on Meherabad Hill now had a definite deadline. Pendu arranged a day and a night 

shift, and had a tea stall opened to keep the workers (mostly from Arangaon Village) fortified. 

Pendu himself brought his clothes and bedding up the hill and never came down, even once, during 

the ensuing two weeks. He stopped taking baths and his meals were sent up to him. Everything was 

done at a breakneck pace.342 

On 10 August, Kaka Baria and Naoroji Dadachanji arrived from Bombay, bringing doors, 

windows, timber and four concrete models: a Christian cross, a Hindu temple, a Mohammedan 

mosque and a Zoroastrian fire. They were fitted onto the corners on top of the Tomb. An iron gate 

for the main entrance had also been fabricated in Bombay and was brought by them. 

Jal Kerawalla arrived the next day to see Baba. Raosaheb, who was living in Bombay, also 

came after a few days to meet Baba. 

On the 11th, an elderly villager was brought to Meherabad by Dada Patil. The man had a 

bullock cart, which Pendu had hired to bring materials to Meherabad, but the villager had been 

stealthily stealing wooden planks from the stockpile on the hill. Baba had come to lower Meherabad 

 
341 As far as is known, these meditation cells were never used.  
342 One of the reasons that the steps to the second story of the Water Tank are so big is that there was not 

time to do the work well and build them smaller. 



that day, and the man was brought before him. Baba was to punish him. Padri or Pendu would have 

whipped any thief! But what was Baba’s justice? Baba sentenced him to go to every house in the 

village with the stolen planks on his head, and to tell all that he had stolen this property from Meher 

Baba! Dada Patil was to follow him and make sure he did it at every house, and then report back to 

Baba. The old man asked forgiveness and said he would do as Baba ordered, but begged not to 

have to carry the heavy planks on his head, and Baba relented. 

Eruch’s cousins, the Satha boys, had come that day, and Baba met them and asked about 

their school. When they said they had a holiday that day because of Shravan (Hindu month of 

festivals), Baba quoted the Buddha, who said, “I am eternally free and eternally bound.” 

Gaimai’s brother Nusserwan Satha came with Kaka Chinchorkar on the 17th and were 

shown the mad ashram and the new buildings on the hill. Baba arrived that morning with Adi’s 

father Khansaheb, who was also given a tour. Khansaheb was impressed when he saw Baba serving 

the masts − cutting their hair, cleaning their latrines, bathing and feeding them. 

Murli was staying in Bombay at this time studying homeopathy, and Baba sent Adi Sr. 

there on the 19th to persuade him to return to Meherabad. Adi returned on the 22nd, but without 

Murli which greatly displeased Baba. 

At the women’s quarters in Ahmednagar, a mangy dog had wandered into their compound 

and Baba had it kept. It was ill and Baba called Mansari and asked her to look after it. Mansari, 

who at that time had a strong aversion to dogs, said, “But I haven’t come here to serve a dog. I've 

come to serve you!” Baba looked at her as if to say, “Oh, really? I never thought of that.” 

He then called Gaimai and asked her the same thing in front of Mansari. “Of course,” 

Gaimai said, “I will gladly look after it.” 

“But it is a mangy, diseased animal; you'll have to bathe it,” Baba spelled out. “You haven’t 

left your fine home and everything else to come and serve a dog!” 

“But it is now your dog, Baba!” Gaimai answered correctly. 

Gesturing to Mansari, Baba pointed to his ear, conveying, “Did you hear what she said? 

Learn from this!” 

The Hindu festival of Rang Panchmi was celebrated in the P.W.D. bungalow. The women 

dressed Baba as Krishna and they, including the Westerners, dressed as gopis. Baba took part in 

the celebration, urging them to dance and spraying them with the traditional colored water. It was 

as if Lord Krishna had descended and was playing with his beloved gopis once again! Age marveled 

at the enchanting sight. “The Beloved was imparting Wine to the thirsty world by entertaining his 

gopis!” 

Friday, 19 August 1938 was celebrated as Lord Krishna’s birthday and Baba narrated the 

story of Krishna and the Pandavas to the Westerners. He ended with these remarks: “The fun of it 

all is that you who stay with me, who are with me all day, feel I am one of you, so the importance 

of reverence is naturally nullified, and in its place comes either love or ordinary familiarity. Now, 

if it is love, you are unconsciously trying to become like me, but if it is only familiarity, then you 

are trying to make me like you. So love, and then you will become like me.” 

During this period, Padri once brought a qawaal to the P.W.D. bungalow to meet Baba. 

Baba met with him for a while and the man said, “How great is my luck that I have met you today. 

I wish someday to compose ghazals and sing them before you, Hazrat.” 

Baba replied, “If you want to sing, sing now as I am in the mood to listen to music.” 

But the man said, “Hazrat, forgive me; now is the time for my namaz. I must leave or I'll 

be late.” 

Baba motioned, “Then go and offer your prayers.” 



The qawaal left to go to the mosque and Baba caustically remarked, “People don’t want 

God, they want namaz! What can poor God do? God wants to give them God, but they want to 

pray!” 

Age too lamented, “Formless God had taken form, but not everyone who prayed to God 

recognized Him in form!” 

The days went by quickly, and the work on the hill was nearly completed. The only thing 

remaining was to finish putting Mangalore tiles on some sections of the roof. The very last night, a 

small section over the southern room of the Water Tank was still to be tiled. Kalemama came to 

Pendu and said, “We've run out of tiles. The only ones left are broken.” Pendu had an idea and 

called Sailor’s son Dinshaw, who was staying at Meherabad to help by driving a pickup truck up 

and down the hill hauling materials. Pendu told Dinshaw to go down to lower Meherabad and direct 

the workers to remove tiles from the roof of the mandali’s quarters to cover the Water Tank roof. 

This they did, and the work was finished by 4:30 A.M. Pendu went down to lower 

Meherabad and handed over the keys of the new buildings to Padri, telling him to give Baba the 

keys when he came. Pendu had not slept for days and was exhausted. He went to his room and tried 

to sleep, but thoughts kept him awake as he reviewed each building, trying to remember anything 

left undone. 

Accompanied by all the Eastern and Western women, Baba shifted everyone to Meherabad 

Hill, arriving promptly at 8:00 A.M. on Thursday, 25 August 1938. He took the keys from Padri and 

went up the hill to see the new buildings.343 Baba was so pleased that, before assigning the Western 

women their quarters, he came back down to congratulate Pendu. Standing on the verandah outside 

Pendu’s room, Baba conversed with Padri. Pendu overheard Padri, got out of bed and came out. 

Smiling, Baba embraced and kissed him, indicating to him how immensely happy he was, how 

pleased with the work. “I came again specially to see you. The Westerners are still standing outside 

with their luggage waiting for me, but first I had to see you.” 

Baba also praised Kalemama and Naoroji for their help in completing the work on time. 

As an expression of his appreciation, on Sunday the 28th, Baba held a celebration in their honor at 

3:00 P.M. Sitting outside his Tomb, Baba garlanded the three main workers. A feast was arranged 

in the village, and Baba was taken there in a grand procession. The Arangaon villagers had his 

darshan, and Baba handed out prasad to all. Congratulating Pendu, Sarosh expressed everyone’s 

feelings at the time, saying, “Pendu, my hat’s off to you. You did it!” 

But in spite of Pendu’s hard labor, he could be difficult to deal with. Adi Sr. raised this 

issue on the 27th, stating that Pendu was partial to Vishnu and Padri, and all three excluded him 

from different decisions. Everything was brought out into the open, in front of Baba, and their 

differences sorted out. Baba agreed with Adi to some extent, and commented that those who had 

become estranged and left (Raosaheb and Karim) had not done so because of Baba, but because of 

differences with the other mandali. 

 

Baba had been discussing plans with the women about starting a maternity home on 

Meherabad Hill when they shifted there, and about reviving a magazine dedicated to him. On 29 

August 1938, Baba convened a meeting with the women on Meherabad Hill from 7:30 to 9:10 A.M., 

and assigned duties to all, stating: 

There are to be four departments for you women to oversee: the kitchen, the servants, the 

hospital and the magazine. 

 

343 After the second floor and tower were added to the Water Tank building it was renamed the Meher 

Retreat.  



The kitchen: Gaimai should manage it. She should order all requisite items and 

ingredients from the market through Vishnu, and cook for all the women with the help of Manu. 

Every day, Kitty will tell Gaimai what is to be cooked for the Westerners. The two maid servants 

Tani and Bhami should work only in the kitchen, and another servant, Sev, should work in Baba’s 

kitchen [where Mehera was to cook]. 

The servants: Kitty should supervise the seven servants and the [toilet] sweeper Zohra. 

She should see that the servants come and go on time. Every room should be cleaned daily, and 

each maid should carry out her duty as instructed by Baba. Rahi and the new servant should keep 

the bathrooms clean and work in the garden. For household work, laundry and for cleaning the corn 

and grains, the other servants — Chander, Lakshi, Soni, Shanta and Sunder — should divide the 

work among themselves. 

The hospital: [Located behind the Tomb and Cabin on the hill], it will house ten [female] 

patients. Nadine should be the chief matron. The dates of arrival and departure of every patient 

should be registered, and for every patient a detailed report should be kept. Irene, Mansari and 

Meheru [Jessawala] should care for the patients by bathing, clothing and feeding them. Mansari is 

to supervise cooking for the patients. A woman doctor will come once a day and a qualified, 

experienced nurse will be on duty. Six separate women servants will be employed for the hospital. 

The magazine and other duties: The magazine, to be called Meher Baba Journal, is 

entrusted to Elizabeth, Norina and Nonny. They will be given offices in the hospital quarters. 

[Soona]Masi is to keep watch at the main gate. She is the Gatekeeper to Heaven! She 

should wake Lakshi up at 5:00 A.M. and have the toilets cleaned by Zohra. Kitty should see that 

Zohra cleans the Western women’s toilets. When purchases of food from the bazaar arrive, Masi is 

to notify Gaimai, and Gaimai should send Bhami to carry them inside. When heavy sacks of coal or 

grain are brought, Masi should ask Kitty for servants to help. 

Rano is to look after anyone who is ill among the group. All medicines to be dispensed 

by her at the proper intervals. If an Eastern woman becomes ill, Gaimai should look after her diet, 

and if it is a Westerner, Irene should see to her food. Rano is also to serve as house carpenter.344 

The following rules were laid down at this time: 

Concerning water here: There is always a scarcity of rain. Every year the wells get low. 

There is only one well for the mast ashram, here and the hospital. There must be no waste, so use 

water only as Baba orders: 

When washing, turn on the tap, take water and turn it off. Do not leave the tap on. 

Baths are to be taken every other day. Gaimai every day. Each is allowed half a pail of 

very hot water. For washing hair, one and a half bucketfuls of very hot water are permitted. 

No one should enter Baba’s compound without him or without his permission. Only 

Walu should clean Baba’s cabin on the hill. 

Helen is to paint the inside of Baba’s future tomb, but she should not work after 7:00 P.M. 

No one should climb the Water Tank tower without Baba. 

No one should step out of the compound without Baba’s permission or without being 

accompanied by him. (Compound means outside of the wall.) Those working in the hospital and 

Meher Baba Journal office are exempt from this. 

All should sleep under mosquito nets. 

No one is to call a servant without first asking Kitty. 

Anyone taking medicine, tonic, milk, orange juice, et cetera, at odd hours, must wash her 

own cup, glass or spoon and replace where they belong. 

List for buying things to be given to Gaimai marked “to pay” or “not to pay.” Letters and 

telegrams are to be given only to Baba — once a day, when Baba goes down the hill in the 

morning. 

No one is to place anything on the Ping-Pong table. 

Meals are at the following times: 

Breakfast — 6:45 A.M.; 

Lunch — 11:30 A.M.; 

Tea — 2:30 P.M.; 
Supper — 6:00 p.m. 

 
344 Rano had also drawn an illustration of a Banyan tree (“The Tree of Knowledge”), which was to be used 

as the cover for the Meher Baba Journal. 



Later that same day, Adi Sr. brought an army major named Gulshar and his wife to 

Meherabad for Baba’s darshan. The wife openly asked Baba to bless her with a son, and he handed 

her a flower petal and asked her to eat it, which she did. But Baba told her, “You have all kinds of 

desires and they bring you unhappiness. I have no desire, and I am always happy and never get 

upset. I experience Baba in you all and in everything. If you think I know everything, there is no 

need to express any want. If you think I know nothing, no amount of pleading for any ambition is 

of avail.”345 

On 30 August 1938, Baba went for dinner at Akbar Press with Gulmai. Adi Sr. drove them. 

That day, Ghani arrived from Poona, where he had been on holiday for twelve days since 

completing his job of supervising the building of the compound wall. He, along with Dhake, Chanji 

and Adi Sr., worked on producing the Journal in an office on the hill. The Journal was to be printed 

at Mohan Press in Ahmednagar (run by Nusserwan Satha and R. B. Hiray) and Adi and Ghani went 

there on 13 September to check on the binding of the Journals. Adi was late in returning, and forgot 

he was supposed to pick Baba up at 4:30 as he was to go to Akbar Press again for dinner that day. 

Baba was furious and berated them both. “He almost beat Ghani!” Adi wrote in his diary. 

But Baba also liked to tease Ghani and other close ones. He would call Soonamasi a 

“barber!” (An insult in India, meaning someone barbaric.) One day she retorted, “It would have 

been nice had I really been a barber! Then at least I would have been able to hold your face in my 

hands once in a while!” 

Memo would visit Baba and the women at Meherabad for a few days every month and then 

return to Poona. She arrived with Jalbhai on 5 September and returned on 11 October with Beheram 

and Perin. 

Once she told the women, “Don’t address Merog as God, and don’t garland him for 

heaven’s sake! He will have pride, his ego will become inflated and he will fall into the pit of 

arrogance!” 

Overhearing her counsel, Baba declared, “But I really am God!” 

“You may be God,” she conceded, “but you are still my child! After all, I have given you 

birth!” 

“Have you given me birth?” he inquired rhetorically. “It was I who first gave you birth, and 

then you bore me! I was your mother in the beginning of creation, and now you are my mother!” 

“How could you ever have been my mother when you harass me so much?” Memo 

lamented. “Because of you I cannot show my face anywhere in Poona. Society ridicules me and I 

have to sit back and put up with it all!” 

Baba replied, “But to put up with it all is very good for you!” 

Memo scowled and then, referring to the Jessawala family, said, “Merog, do you have any 

sense? Why did you send for such a happy family? They are from a wealthy background. What will 

these poor dears’ condition be here?” 

“Here they will learn what is happiness and what is sorrow!” Baba replied. 

During this period, before retiring for the night, Baba would embrace each of the women 

mandali at nine o’clock. No sooner would Baba begin doing this than Memo would walk off and 

go to her room. Baba would then have to go there to embrace her. He would ask, “Why do you 

leave? I have to come all the way here to say goodnight to you.” 

Memo replied, “You aren’t troubled to embrace others and complain only about coming to 

embrace me.” 

 
345 The Gulshars returned to Meherabad and saw Baba again on 21 September 1938. 



As Baba was about to leave after embracing her, Memo would call him back on some 

pretext. This happened four or five times. Finally, stepping out, Baba declared to the others, “See 

how, even though I am God, I serve my mother!” 

Memo loved Baba with all her heart and if anyone in Poona said anything derogatory 

against him in her presence, she would boldly chastise them. Most of the Parsis and Iranis were 

dead set against Meher Baba, but Memo would tell them, “Merog is my God! Remember you will 

be destroyed if you speak against him. Bow down at his feet if you have any sense. He is Zoroaster!” 

Gulmai was staying at Upper Meherabad at this time and when Memo visited there would 

inevitably be strife between these two women — Shireenmai the material mother and Gulmai the 

spiritual mother. On one occasion (19 October 1938), Adi Sr. noted in his diary: “Shireenmai as 

usual becomes jealous of Gulmai, and Baba is so much troubled by the situation. He suffers.” 

But oftentimes, among the men and women mandali, Baba would create rivalries so that 

the “rubbish” in their minds would come out in the open and be swept away. Such conflicts were a 

part of Baba’s work to eliminate the ego and lead his followers along the path toward Truth. 

On one occasion in September 1938, Baba explained to the women about detachment, 

stating: 

I am in all — in both big and petty things. All are nothing, so why give importance to 

anything? I take as much enjoyment in looking after the mad, being with the mandali, ordering my 

agents, looking after the great Universal work, as in bringing eggs to Hedi and mail for you all. You 

cannot escape petty things, because everything except God is petty. What you can do is to be 

detached. Use the petty things, but know they are petty and so remain unattached to them. 

For example, false teeth are for eating; they are attached in your mouth. You know they 

are false and you can take them out; attached and detached, you make use of them. 

The dirty body, which I call the walking latrine, is used for the soul to realize itself. Can 

you escape from it? You cannot escape its perspiration, so what you do is wash away the sweat. But 

if all day you go on brooding, “Why do I perspire? I must not perspire,” it is of no use. You cannot 

escape, but you can become detached. 

On 2 September, when explaining to the women about love, Baba narrated this story about 

the ancient Persian king Gaznavi: 

Muhammad Gaznavi had a slave named Ayaz, who loved him very much. He obeyed the 

king in every detail and carried out all his behests. Ayaz had no care for his own life and, to keep 

Gaznavi happy, would do anything. 

But, because the king loved Ayaz more, the other courtiers were jealous and could not 

tolerate the king’s expression of love for his slave. The king knew all about this. He once gathered 

his courtiers around him and, placing before them a valuable pearl, ordered them to break it into 

pieces with a stone! They were bewildered and thought the king had gone mad to order the 

destruction of such a valuable gem! Not one of them was willing to obey the king. 

Gaznavi then called Ayaz and ordered him to destroy the pearl. Ayaz immediately carried 

out the order, shattering the pearl to pieces! Gaznavi said, “Ayaz values my word more than the 

pearl! What value has a gem before my words? He does anything I tell him and respects my 

commands. He knows nothing other than to treasure and fulfill my orders and keep my pleasure. 

Because he loves me so much, I love him most of all! In your eyes, the pearl is valuable, but in the 

eyes of Ayaz, the worth of my words and my pleasure is more!” 

After the story, Baba concluded with these remarks: 

If you want to be worthy of my love, be like Ayaz! But, at the moment, you are not like 

Ayaz, but like piyaz [onions]! Because every time I “handle” you, I weep! 

Starting in August 1938, the Swiss artist Helen Dahm was painting colorful murals on the 

inside walls of Meher Baba’s crypt. She was absorbed in her work from morning to evening. 

Although Helen was not a young woman, (she was 60 at the time) out of love, she worked on her 
back on top of scaffolding to paint the dome’s ceiling. Hedi Mertens, also a painter, would assist 

Helen by mixing her paints; but Helen did the actual painting of the figures. 



It was only when Baba ordered Pendu to build a dome over this crypt that everyone came 

to know this was to be the site of his future tomb. This was the room where Baba had secluded 

himself in 1927 and where he had the Prem Ashram boys drink from the Cup of his love. It was 

also where he would spend the night until the Tin Cabin was built on the hill in 1935. All became 

aware that the “underground pit” was to house his last physical remains, and they regarded this 

humble structure with added sacredness. 

Hedi had left her children behind in Switzerland in her husband Walter’s care. Her 

relatives, perhaps in an effort to get her to come home, once wrote that two of Hedi’s young children 

had a serious case of pneumonia. Norina came into the room as Hedi was reading the letter and 

took her to Baba, who was informed of the situation. Hedi told Baba that she was not concerned as 

Baba had taken responsibility for her family.  

Baba was pleased by her attitude. He laughed as he told her, “I can see your children now. 

They are sitting in lawnchairs underneath a sun umbrella. Their grandmother is with them, and 

Walter is taking their picture. The youngest one has his finger in his nose.” 

Three weeks later, Hedi received another letter and in it was a photograph, exactly as Baba 

had described — the children under a sun umbrella and the youngest with his finger up his nose! 

During this period, Baba called Homi Mama Satha, his wife Pilla, and their two daughters, 

Alu and Dhun, to Meherabad. They had another daughter, Roshan, but she was only a year old and 

was left at Akbar Press. Baba informed Pilla, Alu and Dhun that he would permit them a stay in 

Meherabad turn by turn for one day. Dhun was only nine years old but she boldly spoke up, saying, 

“You have let Gaimai Auntie stay here with you. Why not me?” Gaimai pinched her to keep quiet, 

which Dhun unabashedly reported to Baba. To console her, Baba allowed Dhun to stay for eight 

days. 

During that week, as the time approached for her departure, Dhun kept begging Baba to 

extend her stay by one day more, to which he agreed. That day, a boil appeared on her foot, and 

Nilu said he would need to incise it. Baba told Dhun, “Now tomorrow Nilu will have to cut off 

your foot.” Dhun got frightened and said she wanted to go home. As soon as she was back at Akbar 

Press, the boil went away by itself. Later, she realized how Baba had tricked her into leaving 

Meherabad. 

On Tuesday, 19 September 1938, one of the Western women questioned, “Why do we 

suffer?” Baba dictated this reply: 

Why should we be born? To take birth means to suffer. When suffering leads to real 

eternal happiness we should not attach importance to this suffering. It is to eliminate suffering that 

suffering has to be. Most of this suffering is unnecessary and self-inflicted. Ninety-nine percent of 

the world’s suffering is self-inflicted. Yet, they ask, “Why must we suffer?” Great suffering means 

great liberation. 

What is ignorance if not suffering? War is no special suffering. Don’t people suffer all 

the time? It is universal suffering which leads to war. People suffer because they are not satisfied; 

they want more and more. Ignorance gives rise to greed and vanity. If you were to want nothing, 

would you then suffer? But you do want. If you did not want anything you would not suffer even in 

the jaws of a lion! Even without war everyone suffers physically. 

Mental suffering is worse than physical suffering. What the people of the world with 

limited vision think of suffering is only physical. They draw pictures of a bomb-stricken person, 

nose off, arm off, leg off, et cetera. Sometimes physical suffering tends to ease mental suffering. 

The world’s idea of suffering and of happiness is entirely limited. 

Happiness — you have no idea of that real happiness — is worth all the physical and 

mental suffering of the universe! Then all suffering becomes as if it were not. It was due to 

ignorance. Ignorance makes you jump at the sight of a cockroach; real happiness does not make 

you feel the teeth of a tiger in your body! 

Even those who are not God-realized and have not Knowledge, they too can control their 

minds to such an extent that nothing makes them feel pain and suffering — even being buried alive. 

One yogi, who had not even the smell of Knowledge, had himself thrown into a tub of boiling oil. 



[Through his yogic power] not only did he not feel the pain, but his skin was not even a little 

burned. This is not the spirit’s [mind’s] control over matter, it is even lower — it is breath control. 

When I talk of Knowledge, it is not ordinary knowledge: it is experience of Godhood. 

Knowledge of God means becoming God — then all else is zero. When the Master comes down 

from Godhood to normal consciousness, the Master brings down God. He is not aloof from God for 

one second, but he has to be on the same level of all, so he eats, drinks and suffers. All this does not 

affect him personally but universally. 

Since the Westerners were from a Christian background, there would often be questions 

about Jesus. Baba had already explained that Jesus did not die on the cross, and one of them asked, 

“Did Christ suffer physically on the cross?” 

Baba answered: 

If not, why the body? What need for Jesus if he was not affected? Christ suffered. If not, 

what would be the meaning of his taking form? Through his Universal mind — which the 

knowledge of Godhood continually gives — Jesus experienced that all is nothing and was sustained 

by the Godhood’s bliss. He suffered, but was not affected by his suffering. Knowledge means 

perfect Union with God. The Master’s suffering is universal suffering. But his universal suffering 

has no effect on the Master’s Godhood. 

How to explain what happens when you become God-realized? No more body, mind, 

ego; no more universe, only you as God experiencing bliss. You then experience Knowledge too, 

power too, but you do not use power. You are one with this power, this Knowledge, this bliss. 

When you come down for the world, you take on a Universal mind. Now, as God, you 

see all souls as your own; you see yourself in everything and your Universal mind has all minds in 

it — as one mind. What every mind suffers comes into your mind. Your mind suffers the suffering 

of all minds and experiences the happiness of all minds. But as ignorance exists in all minds, the 

suffering is infinitely more than the happiness of those minds; therefore, you suffer infinitely. 

However, your soul — which is fully conscious and enjoys God’s bliss continually, and which is 

also enjoying its infinite state — is not affected by this suffering. Now you, as soul [in your present 

state], are unconscious of God and God’s bliss. Your mind now suffers or is happy according to 

your impressions. Soul, as it were, is not affected because through ignorance your soul is identified 

with your mind. 

After attaining Knowledge, your soul consciously experiences God’s bliss. [If you come 

down], your mind then experiences suffering or happiness but soul is not affected. You are soul. 

When your mission is complete the Universal mind goes and with it universal suffering goes; then 

soul enjoys God’s bliss eternally. By knowing, I mean you must experience to know. 

This war is necessary — necessary suffering — but most of the world’s suffering is 

unnecessary and self-inflicted. 

One of those who was “unnecessarily” suffering was Raosaheb. He had written recently 

complaining about Baba’s harsh, indifferent attitude toward him. On the 16th, Baba sent him this 

reply: 

May Lilly [Rao’s name for Baba] have mercy on you because Lilly loves you in spite of 

your certain weaknesses. 

Firdausi could not have written what you in your Shahnameh of complaints have written 

about imaginary cruelty and illusionary injustice.346 What you call tyranny is nothing but my 

expression of love. Must I not take interest in you and warn you to keep away from doing acts of 

weakness? And because I warn you, you think it is persecution. 

What you suffered was for the betterment of your inner life. Your vision is limited and 

my control over things is unlimited. You attach importance to what you have sacrificed for me. I 

ask for what you have not sacrificed for me! 

You want to attach a price to the priceless and I bring to you what is unattainable. You 

naturally, from your low human level, magnify the petty grievances, while I await your 

preparedness to ask for real suffering. Your outlook is barren — mine fertile. So, dear boy, know 

that what I do is for your good and because I love you. 

 

346 Firdausi (AD 1010) was a Persian poet whose great epic Shahnameh relates the history of Persia. 



You will not become blind. Do not worry. I will never punish you in that way; in fact, I 

never punish anyone. You will not have to suffer again in that way, like your last physical 

suffering. I guarantee you that. 

So, cheer up and be brave, and send me a good boy immediately!347 

A week later on 22 September 1938, Baba further wrote to Raosaheb: 

I love strong men. Strong in mind, strong in heart, and strong in spirit. (Body does not 

matter.) So those whom I love, I want them to be strong. I love you, so I want you to become 

strong. So I always warn you, threaten you, to keep away from weaknesses. 

Why don’t you like my taking interest in you? Does it mean that because you are 

physically away, you are no longer mine? 

You always childishly say, “Baba is all-knowing, all-powerful and whatever bad or good 

we do is by his will ...” Well, if that is so, then all the suffering and happiness is also by Baba’s 

will. Why then are you not satisfied with your lot? I want you to know once and for all I love you, 

and that whatever I do is for your ultimate spiritual good. 

As I said in my last letter, I definitely guarantee that you won’t suffer physically as you 

did last. Also, you won’t become blind! But if you break my order the suffering will come on me! 

So be brave and try not to break the order. Try to be here on the 24th and 25th. If not, at least on the 

25th. 

And positively bring the udley [ideal boy] with you! The boy required should be alert, 

bright, intelligent, quick-moving, and above all pleasing in appearance. But don’t bring any 

Chinese or Japanese ones like you did the last time. 

Raosaheb later wrote to Baba that he was feeling very depressed. He claimed he had lost 

his blind faith in Baba. Soon after, Baba sent him this brief message: 

I am glad your blind faith has been shattered, because now a “full-eyed” faith will take its 

place! 

 

Thirty-six masts and mad were staying at lower Meherabad at this time, and Baba was 

occupied in serving them. Pleader had been summoned from Benares in late May (a few months 

ahead of schedule). He and Baidul were the supervisors of the mast and mad ashram, carrying out 

their duties according to Baba’s instructions. 

Baba would cut the hair of the masts and mad, and bathe, shave and feed them himself. 

Most of the mandali, such as Pendu, Padri, Sidhu and Vishnu, were also engaged in work related 

to the mast ashram. Dr. Nilu had a medical dispensary and was treating the poor free of charge; 

Chhagan was the Master’s night watchman; Masaji was the cook; and Kalemama was in charge of 

construction work. Officially without any duties, Gustadji was seemingly happily unoccupied in 

the joy of his silence. 

On 21 August, Baba had instructed Pleader to rehearse the masts and mad to perform a 

play about King Gopichand.348 Baba had given them one month. It was a strange order and 

extremely difficult to carry out. How could the masts and mad be made to act in a play? But 

according to Baba’s wish, Pleader devoted himself wholeheartedly to the task. With great 

exhortation he began rehearsing these unconventional actors, painstakingly teaching them their 

lines. Eruch and Homi helped Pleader produce the play. Pleader rented costumes from Poona, and 

a stage with floodlights and backdrop was erected at lower Meherabad for the production. 

 
347 Baba was referring to the ideal or perfect boy that he was still in search of and that different mandali, 

such as Raosaheb, Chhagan and Jalbhai, were to find and bring to him. 

348 Gopichand was a Hindu king who had an overpowering experience of God and renounced his kingdom. 

The play depicted his pure character. 



On Sunday, 25 September 1938, Raja Gopichand was enacted, and lovers from Bombay, 

Poona, Nasik and Ahmednagar came for the unique performance, including Rustom, Goher and the 

Dadachanji girls. The women mandali from Upper Meherabad also attended. None had ever seen 

anything quite like this. The masts and mad played their parts so well, the audience was amazed at 

how good they were. The “God-Mad Ashram Special Program” was: 

Baba’s arti, then the song Graceful Nazar sung by the God-mad men 

Singing and music by Hanuman Sangit group of girls 

Special song This is the Divine Court of Shri Meher Baba by Babu the singer 

Drama Raja Gopichand performed by the God-mad men 

Poems by “Shamlu the Shayer,” the Crack Poet of the Mad Ashram349 

Plain talks with Baba by Lal Saheb, the leader of the ashram, and Shamlu the Shayer 

Bhajan program 

Song: I Dedicated My Heart at the Feet of Baba by Babu 

The full program was performed by the inmates of the mad and mast ashram. It was a 

marvelous event in this Avataric advent, never to be seen again. How could masts be made to act 

when they are unconscious of their physical bodies? How could mad persons be controlled to 

participate in a play? Yet, both groups did so to near perfection as if professional actors! It was an 

unequaled spectacle — the result of nothing but the Master’s leela! His own divine play! 

Baba was very pleased and embraced Pleader, saying, “Today my work is done, and on 

this stage of the universe I give you my embrace.” 

Two days after the play, on 27 September, eighteen of the 36 inmates were sent away to 

their respective towns or villages. Although this left eighteen in the mast and mad ashram, 

Mohammed Mast was the main occupant at this time and he received most of Baba’s attention. 

Mohammed would take hours in everything he did — to eat, bathe, dress; every physical function 

was torturous for those who cared for him — and all the caretakers had been ordered to comply 

with his every whim and wish. 

As with every Avataric action, Baba explained that the play and the departure of the 

inmates were connected with world conditions. War in Europe seemed inevitable. Baba had said 

that he would make a definite decision about it after the masts’ play. A few days before, he had 

remarked, “Hitler is a coward.” 

The day Baba sent away the first inmates, he remarked to the women, “All Europe is 

preparing for [war]. But they don't know what we [the Avatar & the Perfect Masters] have decided. 

It means war. Russia, France and England against Germany, Italy and others.” 

The following afternoon, Baba again mentioned the war: 

India will help — all [countries] will help — Germany, Italy, France, Russia; many 

others will join. Everywhere people are worried. All imagine how it will be when bombs fall on top 

of them. How my agents are now working — very busy! China and Japan are both fighting. All 

speculating. The Negus [Haile Selassie, Emperor of Abyssinia] now planning to get his country 

back [from Italy].  

The time is near — the world is in chaos. That is why I declared publicly in the magazine 

article, “I am the Avatar.” It is a good article; you must remember what I said in that article. There 

are always 56 [God-realized souls]. Now out of these 56, 5 Sadgurus are put into the world. But in 

every Avataric period, these five become one in demonstrating the cycle [when the Avatar appears 

in form]. 

So the Avatar exists in the heart of these five as one. These five are God-realized like the 

Avatar. All are one; but, in short, in the Avataric period the Avatar is equal to five Sadgurus. Thus, 

five Sadgurus make one Avatar — that is the long and short of it. So if the Sadgurus were to show 

their hearts you would find me in them. The five are always alive. Babajan left her body; the one in 

her place need not necessarily be in Poona, but there must be five in the world. So Poona might 

give place [way] to Madras. 

 
349 A shayer is a reciter of Urdu couplets or shers. 



When we tour India you will see many saints and also the five Sadgurus. Many saints will 

come when we tour. In each place mostly a different type of saint. We shall go to Benares and stop 

there for four days. The saints will come to me. This will be a public reception before I speak, and 

it will take place while the war is in full swing. 

Baba ended enigmatically, “Now be ready for a big surprise on October 7!” 

The next day he added, “My surprise has nothing to do directly with war or peace. This 

would be no surprise. War there will be,” he declared. “This is as certain as anything.” 

On 29 September 1938, the British Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain, signed what was 

known as the Munich Agreement with Adolf Hitler and Benito Mussolini in an attempt to make 

peace with Germany and Italy to avoid war, in effect turning over Czechoslovakia to Germany. 

Baba commented on Chamberlain’s action, “It won’t work. There will definitely be war.” 

During the First World War the British Army had come to Arangaon and turned it into a 

military camp — which later became Meherabad. In the course of conversation on the morning of 

the 30th, Pendu informed Baba, “Rumors of impending war are rampant. If war breaks out, we will 

have to vacate Meherabad at 24-hours’ notice and hand over all these new structures.” 

Baba smiled and replied calmly, “We will see. No one is going to occupy it just now.” 

“You mean there won’t be a war?” Pendu asked. 

“How can you grasp what I mean? What connection does war have with the structures 

here?” 

“There is a connection, since in the eventuality of war we will have to hand over everything 

to the army at 24-hours’ notice. And then where will you keep the women who have been in strict 

seclusion all the time according to your order?” 

Baba again smiled and commented, “You seem to be very clever. Let’s drop the subject for 

now; attend to the work I've given you.” 

However, later the same day, to the women Baba stated: 

There will be war, whether it starts in February or in November or December. It is no 

concern of ours. Something will happen which will make them forget all their promises and that too 

from quite a fresh point — Poland — Russia? So five months’ preparation for war and for my 

manifestation. When war is in full progress I will speak in the middle of its climax. It will not last 

more than one year, so if it begins in February, then by July, I might speak. 

There will now be talk of world peace. Spiritually, everything but God is zero. Therefore, 

spiritually war and peace are nothing. But externally war is the most dreadful thing. Unless war 

were absolutely necessary for the spiritual upheaval, I would never allow a war to be — never! But 

it is absolutely necessary for spiritual reasons. 

So from October to February any day, war will start. Even if there is an agreement, and 

peace is accepted and guaranteed, February will still be the latest date for the starting of the war. So 

we won’t talk of war now until it begins, maybe in a month or in four months. 

But on October 7th [I have] a more important plan than war. This plan has indirectly to 

do with war and directly with you and me. Guess the surprise! 

They all had to guess, but it was only revealed to them a week later. 

 

The Hindu festival of Dassera was celebrated on Meherabad Hill on 3 October. As per the 

custom of the day, the women dressed the dogs Chum and Kippy in clothes and flowers. A pet 

rabbit on the hill was also dressed in an outfit to amuse Baba, and Helen dressed herself like a 

rabbit. The women paraded in their compound before Baba, and Walu beat on an empty oil tin as 

if it were a drum. All had lighthearted fun and Baba happily watched the amusing antics. 

On Friday, 7 October 1938, the “surprise” was revealed when Baba spoke separately to the 

men and women mandali about journeying all over India by bus. Baba’s plan had unparalleled 

significance, as he was to travel by this bus with his Eastern and Western women over the length 

and breadth of the country, contacting masts at many different places. 



The following day was a day of importance and significance for Baba’s mandali. According 

to Baba’s explanations, given some while ago to Pleader, “All of the sanskaras of my circle 

members will be wiped off as of that day — 8 October 1938. All will be free of sanskaras.” What 

Baba meant, he alone knew. The mandali could only go about their assigned duties and tasks, 

devoting little more than a passing thought to the Master’s unusual remark. 

During this period, Jalbhai had been ordered to visit surrounding villages and bring women 

who were pregnant to the Maternity Hospital on Meherabad Hill. On 12 October, at 4:00 A.M., a 

mentally unbalanced woman was the first to deliver a child there. It was a girl. That morning before 

dawn, Baba was the first to hear the baby’s cry and he summoned the others. He ordered special 

care be given to the child since the mother was not normal. 

A stout female physician named Dr. Kalavker had been hired for three months, but if a 

patient in labor happened to arrive from the village at night, the doctor refused to get up and attend 

the patient. Once a village woman in labor showed up at 3:00 A.M. Baba awakened Mansari, but 

she did not have any experience in these matters and did not know how to deliver a baby. 

Fortunately, Memo was there at the time and came with Mansari to the hospital. Baba himself 

boiled hot water in another room, lit lanterns and made the necessary preparations. Memo delivered 

the baby with Mansari’s assistance and when the child was born and washed, several times Baba 

went in to see it and kissed it . 

Mansari was of short stature. Baba had given her a large floppy hat to wear when walking 

in the sun. She wore it between the hospital compound and the kitchen. When she would carry the 

tea on a tray to the hospital patients, the hat would gradually fall down over her eyes, as it was too 

big for her. Baba would point her out to the other women, and all would have a hearty laugh over 

it. 

Nadine was the matron of the maternity home. On one occasion, Baba explained to her, 

“There are thousands of hospitals in the world. I could have thousands of nurses to work here. If I 

have given this work in the hospital to you, it is because I want you to learn the real spirit of serving 

— selflessness.” 

At one point, Nadine wrote: 

To the hospital came mostly the poorest elements of the country, wrapped in their rags 

and worn-out saris — the real destitute. When the medicines and injections given by the 

professional doctors could not bring its due relief, Baba’s appearance and loving embrace acted as 

the “holy wine,” reviving their hopes and giving them the lasting impetus of recovery. The joy of 

seeing Baba and the faith that he alone can really help acted within their hearts as a sure remedy. 

Meanwhile in England, Will and Mary Backett were spreading Meher Baba’s name there, 

telling many about the Master’s mission. On 13 October 1938, Baba wrote to Will: 

I note what you say in your letters about the different ones you are helping, and how, 

through your love for me, they too are drawing closer to me, and also finding they can lean on me 

and feel my help, even though they may not have seen me in the flesh. To some, it is a greater help 

to know me through my disciples. Not all can understand the human side of God. It is more 

difficult for some to follow and obey God in human form, due to preconceived ideas of God. 

Ghani’s brother Abdur Rehman saw Baba on 13 October and requested Baba’s help in a 

court case. His landlord and his wife had been murdered in Lonavla, and the police were 

questioning him and his father about it, due to a dispute between the landlord and Ghani’s family, 

who were owed money. Khak Saheb also saw Baba that day. 

From the 15th, Baba began spending alternate nights in the Tin Cabin and in the Jhopdi in 

lower Meherabad. He began working in seclusion after seven or seven-thirty every evening until 

the morning. 

On 2 October 1938, Baba had written Delia DeLeon in England: 



The world is in a state of fear and perplexity. No one knows what is going to happen. But 

wait and see. I know all, the present and the future, and nothing can stop the work that I am here to 

do. Am I not the Avatar? The world will know it soon and accept me as such. Be patient. Be calm. 

Be steady and firm as a rock in your faith and love for me. I can then use you as a channel for my 

work — the work of divine love for the upliftment of humanity. 

As you know, I need none of you. I can work my will independently, but I have chosen, 

for my own reasons, a few to help me in that work. But these few need a love and faith as rare as 

that of Saint Francis [of Assisi]. Let that same love of his for Christ be your goal, and love me as he 

loved his Master. 

Delia wrote many questions about this letter, and on Sunday, 5 November 1938, Baba 

answered them in another letter to her: 

Have you not misunderstood my words? It is true that I need no disciples here or 

elsewhere. I can do my work alone through the heart of man without choosing a few selected ones. 

But in this Avataric period, as in the time of Jesus, I chose to live in close contact with me — either 

here or elsewhere, it does not matter — those who have been with me from ages past, and who love 

me deeply, and whom I have loved since eternity. 

Still, this does not prevent me from saying I can carry on my work without you. All could 

leave me, but the work would go on. It would make it harder for me, it would be a crucifixion; but, 

nevertheless, the work of love would not suffer. Nothing can stop God’s work. If my own refuse or 

disappoint me, I must get the work done through some other medium. 

You know, in spite of what you say in your letter, that nothing can separate you or all 

mankind from me because I am in all. And God cannot be separated from Himself, can He? But, as 

I have so often explained, just as the eye or the ear may be more useful and necessary to man than, 

say, the sense of smell or touch, so some are more necessary to me for my present work than others. 

I say now, as always, Kimco is my heart and will ever remain my heart, wherever they are, and you 

know the value of the heart to the body! 

Your third point: Are you as I made you? The sanskaras you have, I gave you to work 

through for my work, so it is true to say you are as I made you. But the goal still remains for you, 

and all, to attain Perfection through duality. Remember, maya is my shadow, so indirectly it is me 

too. It is the means by which the soul, divine though it is but unconscious as yet of its divinity, must 

become conscious of its oneness with God. 

Herein lies the riddle of the universe and my game too. And how can you help in this 

game of mine? By love and service. By control of your mind and moods and yes, weaknesses, 

which are there for the purpose of exercising control over them. 

Often, the greater one’s love, the greater is the [tendency] to moods, because the pangs of 

separation are more acute. But I do not like moods, and therefore, to please me, which is one of the 

best ways of showing your love for me, try your best to overcome them. 

 

Goher Irani was now studying medicine in Bombay and staying with the Dadachanji 

family. During school vacations, Goher would come to Meherabad to see Baba, and as Katie was 

living in Ahmednagar with her family, she too was allowed to come to Meherabad occasionally. 

The sisters came to stay with Baba at Meherabad for a week during their Diwali holidays of 1938, 

with Arnavaz and Nargis Dadachanji. 

One day Goher’s mother Khorshed came to Meherabad with her sister, Soona. After their 

initial meeting, Baba directed the two women to embrace all the women mandali. But when they 

saw Gaimai and Manu Jessawala emerge from the kitchen covered with sweat, instead of embracing 

them, they folded their hands in greeting from a distance and walked away. 

But nothing ever remained hidden from Baba. When they came back to him, he asked, “Did 

you embrace everyone?” 

They spoke the truth and said they hadn’t, explaining that Gaimai and Manu were covered 

with so much perspiration that they just said hello. The two women did not wish to have their nice 

saris stained with perspiration. Consequently, Baba took them before Gaimai and remarked to 

Khorshed and Soona Irani, “Your luck will flourish by their sweat because they are working for 

me! Embrace them heartily!” Both embraced Gaimai and Manu, as Baba watched, smiling. 



Khorshed and her husband Rusi Pop were debating whether or not to turn over all the 

property to Baba and remain dependent on him. Several meetings were held about this with Baba 

and the different members of Adi Sr. and Sarosh’s extended family. In the end, the couple decided 

to dedicate everything to Baba and he agreed to assume responsibility for the family’s maintenance 

and for Goher’s continued education. 

As mentioned, Baba wished a bus to be built in which he could tour in India. He dictated 

details to Adi Sr. on 14 October. These were sent to Sarosh by telegram on the 21st, with the 

dimensions of the bus’ body and the amount to be spent to have it built (Rs.1800) in Bombay. 

Pappa Jessawala came on the 21st and saw Baba. A three-hour meeting was held, in which 

Pappa agreed to allow his family to remain at Meherabad and to leave their responsibility to Baba’s 

care. 

On 23 October Deshmukh and his wife arrived at Meherabad and stayed for two days. Baba 

dictated points to him and Adi Sr. about sanskaras for an upcoming Meher Baba Journal article. 

On the 30th Ramjoo and Kharmen Masi, who had also been visiting, left for Nasik. 

 

Chanji had been traveling back and forth between Bombay, southern India and Meherabad 

on work for Baba since the first week of October 1938. He had been sent to Hyderabad on 2 October 

to contact Sir Hyderi, and he was sent back a month later, on 6 November, to view possible 

bungalows to rent. 

Meanwhile Mercedes de Acosta and Consuelo Sides had come to India in November with 

the intention of meeting other Spiritual Masters and yogis. They seemed to have “drifted away” 

from Baba (chiefly because of listening to Paul Brunton). Nevertheless, Chanji and Norina met 

them in Bombay and brought them to see Baba at Meherabad on Thursday, 17 November 1938. 

Baba told them that he had no objection to them visiting other saints and Masters, but warned them 

that, “If you want to search for the Truth, this is not the way.” 

During their meeting, Baba emphasized to them: 

I must make myself clear, not because I want anything from you, but because I feel for 

you and because you have come all the way from Europe to see India. There are three types of 

spiritual beings in India: the sensational, the unassuming but deep and quiet, and the Man-God or 

God-Man. 

The sensational types just make a show of their knowledge of Vedanta and give lofty 

talks on higher ideals of life and spirituality. It is all on the surface, hence, an outward show. They 

seek to create an impression, and people who go to them are impressed by miracles, which are 

really nothing more than [tantric] tricks. This is undesirable, being sort of a bargaining. I do not 

want this kind of faith. 

The other type, which is unassuming and quiet, is deeper in knowledge and experience 

because they are advanced souls and a few are Perfect Ones. They prefer a quiet life and do their 

work in silence — and, hence, are little known. 

The Qutubs [Sadgurus] experience Godhood and manhood both. They have attained the 

spiritual heights and have also come down to human level to help mankind. Their methods are 

peculiar, hence, not understood by most people. 

The next day, Baba ordered Chanji to accompany Mercedes and Consuelo to Kedgaon so 

that they could have the darshan of Narayan Maharaj. When they arrived at Narayan Maharaj’s 

ashram at 2:30 p.m., they were informed that Maharaj had just retired for an afternoon rest five 

minutes before. But when Narayan was informed that three persons sent by Meher Baba had come, 

he returned. Narayan lovingly asked about Baba, messages were exchanged, and with his blessings, 

Mercedes, Consuelo and Chanji left. Chanji took them to Babajan’s tomb in Poona for darshan 

before parting ways with them. He returned to Meherabad and they traveled on to South India, 

where they had Ramana Maharshi’s darshan. 



The first edition of Meher Baba Journal was published in November of 1938. Norina had 

implored Baba to give a new discourse every month for the periodical, to which he had agreed. The 

first was titled “The Avatar.” Adi Sr. recalls being asked to write the subsequent discourse on 

“Selfishness” and others from points dictated by Baba. But later, Adi suggested that Dr. Deshmukh 

in Nagpur (a professor of philosophy) be given this responsibility. Unknown to the Westerners, 

Chanji was instructed to write Deshmukh and request him to rewrite drafts of Meher Baba’s 

discourses in the Master’s name for the magazine. Then, prior to publication, Baba would carefully 

peruse each draft and make corrections and additions. Thus, Deshmukh and, at times, Adi Sr., 

Ghani, Ramjoo and others served as the Master’s ghostwriters and wrote the first drafts of the 

discourses based on Baba’s dictation.350 

When the first issue of Meher Baba Journal was printed, Baba had a copy sent to Narayan 

Maharaj. When Narayan received it, he gave it to one of his disciples and told him to go through it, 

distinguishing between what was written by Meher Baba and what was written by his disciples. 

After two days, the man informed Narayan that he had finished it. Narayan had him read 

aloud Baba’s discourse “The Avatar.” As the man was reading it to him, Narayan would exclaim 

in his childlike manner, “Oh, wonderful! Wonderful!” 

 

On 19 November 1938, Adi Sr. drove Baba, Norina, Elizabeth, Nonny and a few of the 

mandali to the opening of Dr. Gangadhar Shastri Gune’s Ayurvedic Hospital on Station Road in 

Ahmednagar, which Baba performed. Gulmai returned to Khushru Quarters that day. Dr. Gune met 

Baba again at Meherabad on the 30th and asked for his help in expanding his ayurvedic work. Baba 

told him to write up a proposal, and he would review it upon his return from his tour. 

From the 1920s, in the early days of founding Meherabad, the Arangaon villagers when 

they had some dispute among themselves would come to Baba seeking his judgment in settling 

matters. Once Baba called all the parties in dispute to Meherabad to hear them out and invited the 

Western women to witness the “court proceedings.” The two feuding parties came and began 

arguing so vociferously that, at one point, Baba got up to leave, as if fed up with the whole affair. 

They then agreed to abide by Baba’s decision and were brought together on amiable terms. 

In gratitude, a few days later, on 26 November 1938, the Arangaon villagers led a 

procession up the hill to Baba’s Tomb, where he was waiting for them, and sang bhajans and 

performed dances for his enjoyment. 

Also on the same day, Walter Mertens arrived in Meherabad with Chanji. He was taken up 

Meherabad Hill and allowed to see his wife Hedi. He was accommodated in Baba’s Rahuri Cabin. 

The following day, during a meeting with Baba, Walter expressed his feelings openly, “I 

don’t want to become an Eastern holy man or a monk. I am a European and believe in a spirituality 

which can express itself anywhere and in any activity.” 

Baba answered, dictating, “I stand over the East and the West; I am no yogi and no saint, 

but a God-Man, as was Christ. You, Hedi and I are one. You two will have great tasks ahead. You 

have been always with me.” 

Baba sent Walter and Hedi to Panchgani for five days, accompanied by Pleader as their 

guide. They left on the 30th and returned on 5 December. Each person spent one night alone in 

Baba’s cave in Tiger Valley, according to his instructions. 

 

350 These discourses were subsequently published in Meher Baba Journal, between 1938 and 1942. Years 

later they were collected and are now available in book form as Discourses. 



Raosaheb came from Bombay to see Baba on 5 December, as did Maneck Ranji from 

Nasik, and Kaka Baria came the following day. 

On 7 December 1938, just a day before he left Meherabad, Baba dictated points to Ghani 

about Sai Baba’s life, for an article in Meher Baba Journal. He also called all the mandali up the 

hill to show them the paintings Helen had done in his tomb. 

 

 

Chapter 14: BLUE BUS TOURS 

 

Preparations for the bus journey were going on throughout the month of November 1938. 

Sarosh had had the body of the bus built in Bombay, according to Baba’s precise specifications. 

Because it was painted blue, it became known as the Blue Bus. 

At last, 8 December was fixed as the date of departure. On 19 November, while burning 

some dried grass, Walu’s sari caught fire and her legs were severely burned. The burns turned 

septic, and Padri, who was dressing her wounds, and Dr. Kalavker said to Baba that it was not good 

to take Walu on the trip in her condition. But Baba replied emphatically, “No, all of us must start 

together. Maya must not be allowed to put obstructions in my way!” 

Baba instructed the women about the tour in detail. Rano was assigned the duty of packing 

and unpacking at every stop; Kitty was to keep food and refreshments ready. In this way, each had 

her own particular duties to attend to. 

On 7 December, Baba approached Eruch, “Are you coming with us?” Eruch replied that it 

did not matter one way or the other to him. Baba spelled out, “Even to be indifferent is to keep 

something inside, and what is wanted is to be free of this ‘something.’ Come with me!” 

That morning, Sarosh arrived with the bus and Padri drove it up the path to Meherabad 

Hill, and Eruch and Kaka loaded the baggage on top of it. There were so many packs of foodstuffs, 

cooking utensils, suitcases, bedding rolls, et cetera, that at one point Kaka, 48, fainted from 

exhaustion and fell down while heaving them on top of the bus. Eruch, who was 22 then and very 

strong, completed the task. When they were finished piling everything aboard, the bus had taken 

on quite a different appearance — similar to a gypsy caravan. 

Chanji had already left Meherabad to arrange bungalows in Hyderabad with the help of 

Maharaja Sir Kisan Prasad and Maula Ali. The maharaja had a palace in the Shadnagar locality of 

Hyderabad, but since there had been incidents of plague in the area, he did not wish Baba to stay 

there. With extreme difficulty, and due to the influence of the maharaja and Maula Ali, Chanji 

arranged accommodation in a seraglio (harem quarters) in a palace garden at Ligampalli. Baba sent 

a telegram to Chanji saying that he wished to stay only in Shadnagar, but Chanji received the 

instructions on 8 December, so it was too late to arrange something else. 

Before leaving Meherabad, Baba sent away the boys, Meherwan Jessawala to Akbar Press 

to stay with his relatives and Dadi Kerawala to his family, telling them, “I will call you later.” Baba 

permitted Katie to come to Hyderabad by train with Walter and Pleader, who was to bring Lakshi 

and Bhami (the servants) and Mohammed Mast. 

At nine o’clock in the morning of Thursday, 8 December 1938, Baba left Meherabad Hill 

in the Blue Bus with the following women of various ages: 

Mehera, 31 

Mani, 20 

Naja, 30 

Khorshed, 28 

Soonamasi, 54 



Walu, 38 

Mansari, 28 

Gaimai, 38 

Manu, 19 

Meheru (Jessawala), 17 

Kakubai, 52 

Elizabeth, 42 

Hedi, 45 

Helen, 60 

Irene, 22 

Kitty, 47 

Nadine, 54 

Nonny, 63 

Norina, 58 

Rano, 36 

Elizabeth was the main driver, and Eruch and Kaka were seated next to her in the front 

seat. A wooden partition separated the driver’s cabin from the rear section where the women and 

Baba were seated. Baba sat directly behind Elizabeth and could communicate with her on his 

alphabet board through a small sliding, window-like opening in the partition. The women were 

jammed into the back cabin amidst numberless small bags and sacks. Small stools had to be placed 

in the aisles to accommodate everyone. Thus, there were eleven Eastern women, nine Western 

women, two men mandali and Baba: a total of 23 persons — riding in a bus designed for half that 

many. 

The bandages and medicine for Walu’s burns were turned over to Rano, according to 

Baba’s instructions. Before this time, even the sight of blood made Rano squeamish. But obeying 

Baba, she overcame her uneasiness and took upon herself the unpleasant task of dressing and 

cleaning Walu’s burned skin each day. 

The group reached Sholapur in the evening and Baba declared, “We have to start early 

tomorrow morning. Unloading the bus is not really necessary, because to load it again would be a 

headache and take a lot of time.” Therefore, as instructed, they all retired for the night in the dak 

bungalow (government rest house) at Sholapur and slept on chairs, tables or on the floor of the 

verandah. Eruch and Kaka slept in the bus. 

Upon reaching Sholapur, Baba asked Kitty if there was anything to eat. Kitty replied there 

was nothing except bread and a little cheese, because the cooked food they had carried with them 

had spoiled. Baba instructed her to pass out bread with tea to the group, and give the cheese to 

Elizabeth and Eruch, the two drivers. Rano was unaware of Baba’s instructions and remarked to 

Kitty, “I've worked just as hard as Elizabeth and Eruch, and have been up since three in the 

morning! Am I not to have any cheese? I am also hungry!” 

Baba never missed anything. He asked Kitty and Rano what they were talking about, and 

eventually brought the incident out in the open. Rano felt ashamed and she repented for her 

outburst. 

They started for Hyderabad on 9 December. On the way, Baba said he was hungry. What 

did he ask for? Some very peculiar dishes: “Norina’s nose, Jafrabadi buffalo, salad of a lock of 

Mansari’s hair, curry of the tail of a frog, and soup of Gaimai’s hand!” Such humorous, delightful 

interludes were welcome and the time passed happily as Baba distributed puffed rice, peanuts or 

sweets among the group. 

For lunch while traveling they would stop under the shade of trees by the side of the road, 

and Rano would attend to Walu’s dressing. Walu had to be carried in and out of the bus, since she 

was still unable to walk by herself. 



At about seven-thirty in the evening, they arrived in Hyderabad where Chanji was waiting 

for them 20 miles from the city. He informed Baba about the accommodation he had made and they 

spent the night in the seraglio of the palace, with their beddings on the floor. Pleader and Walter 

also arrived that night with Mohammed Mast, Katie, Lakshi and Bhami and all stayed in different 

areas of the seraglio. 

The next day, Baba went with Chanji and some local persons from Hyderabad to look for 

a more suitable bungalow. They rented the palace of the Nizam’s brother Meherali in the Begumpet 

locality, opposite Jagirdar College. They shifted there that night at ten o’clock. Before going to 

sleep, Baba held a discussion about the upcoming tour and explained that the bus tour had four 

main objectives: 

First: To contact masts. 

Second: To find a suitable place to establish a new ashram or center. 

Third: To give the women a chance to see the country and experience a different lifestyle 

than what they had been leading. 

Fourth: To visit the shrines and tombs of saints and Perfect Masters. 

Baba discussed the proposed ashram or center plan with various people of the city, and was 

shown different places in Hyderabad. He preferred a spot eleven miles outside the city near a lake. 

Walter was asked to prepare a master plan for it.351 A rough plan was drawn up, discussed and 

altered. Maharaja Kisan Prasad, Maula Ali and other influential persons felt confident, because of 

all this work, that Meher Baba was seriously considering moving to Hyderabad. 

On several occasions, Baba took the women to see the Golconda Fort and other places of 

interest in Hyderabad. 

After a few more days of discussion about starting the new center in Hyderabad, when the 

plan was about to be finalized and put into effect, suddenly, on 15 December, Baba declared to 

those involved, “I have to proceed to Jabalpur on work, and I am going there at once. On my return 

we will discuss things further.”352 

During their brief stay in Hyderabad, Pleader was sent to contact a sixth-plane mastani, 

called Mastani Mai. Baba commented, “She holds the key to all of Hyderabad in her hands.” 

Although Baba did not contact the 60-year-old woman directly, he instructed Pleader to tell her that 

he was there in her city. Hedi and Walter were later sent with Pleader to the street where she lived 

to take her photograph. The woman, who was nearly naked all the time, resembled Babajan. 

On the morning of Saturday, 17 December 1938, Baba and the women left Hyderabad at 

8:20 A.M. for Nagpur. On the way, he directed Elizabeth to drive fast and, as they neared the town 

of Nanded, he told her to drive even faster!353 The bus was overloaded and to drive at such a speed 

was dangerous, but Elizabeth obeyed. Suddenly, Baba ordered her to stop the bus, and he got down. 

A mast was walking by the roadside. In order to catch and contact him, Baba had wished to hurry. 

Baba contacted the man under a tree alongside the road. 

It was getting dark so they stayed at the dak bungalow in Nanded. They could not see well 

enough to separate the bedding rolls from the pile of other baggage, so again they had to be content 

with sleeping on chairs, tables or the floor. Thus, the women were having the contrasting 

experiences of sleeping in a palace one night and on the floor of a wayside bungalow the next! 

 
351 Walter Mertens was a highly successful landscape architect by profession. 
352 In a letter to Adi Sr. (dated 20 December 1938), Baba explained further: “In spite of all the best they all 

tried to give us comfort in Hyderabad, there were so many complications that made our stay there rather 

uncomfortable and even unsuitable for the work. I therefore decided to leave it abruptly which gave them 

all a shock literally.” 
353 At one time Nanded was also known as Nander. 



Kaka and Eruch slept in the bus, as usual. Pleader had already left Hyderabad two days earlier by 

train for Jabalpur with his charges. 

On the 18th morning at six o’clock, Baba and the group left Nanded for Nagpur, reaching 

there in the evening at seven. Pappa Jessawala had rented a small cottage for himself where all were 

somehow accommodated. Since his family was with Baba, Pappa was feeling alone and sad. To 

improve his mood, Baba brought him round with humorous sallies, and his dejection left him. Also 

Gaimai had arrived with Baba, and her birthday was celebrated that day in her hometown. Pappa 

was happy to see her and their children. 

The next morning, a few people came to see Baba. Chanji had stayed behind in Hyderabad 

to settle matters, but he met Baba in Nagpur before proceeding to Jabalpur to make arrangements 

there. Deshmukh and his wife came, and Baba went to a hospital also to see one of his lovers who 

was ill. Before departing Nagpur, Mahendra Lal Chowdhary, a wealthy landowner from the town 

of Mandla, came to see Baba. He was terribly worried for he was involved in a murder case which 

had been dragging on for years. A warrant has been issued for his arrest. 

“I will save you, provided you follow my orders,” Baba told him. “Go immediately to the 

police and surrender.” 

The man left without agreeing, but he would soon find himself surrendering to a much 

higher authority! 

Baba left for Jabalpur on the afternoon of 19 December and reached there that evening at 

eight. Jal Kerawalla was a District Magistrate and the Extra-Assistant Commissioner of Jabalpur 

and consequently he lived in a large government bungalow. Jal made his home at 65 Marble Rocks 

Road available for Baba and the women, and himself went to stay with the mandali at a hired house 

nearby in the cantonment area. The arrangements were splendid and all felt quite at home. Jal’s 

love for Baba was often praised, for he always acted as Baba directed. Baba was to spend 22 days 

in Jabalpur, and he also went to Mandla for three days. The first ten days after his arrival were kept 

strictly secret since, for the purposes of his work, he did not wish to see anyone or be disturbed. 

Meanwhile the Jessawalas’ young son Meherwan had proven to be a burden to his relatives 

at Akbar Press where Baba had placed him before leaving on the tour. Gaimai’s sister Shirin’s 

husband Jehangir Damania would continuously write to Gaimai to take Meherwan back, claiming 

he was too much of a nuisance to look after. Gaimai seemed anxious one day and Baba asked her 

the reason. She said, “For us, you are put to so much trouble. Now there is Meherwan to worry 

about. We have come to you with only problems.” 

Baba asked, “Do you love Meherwan or me?” 

Gaimai replied, “To dedicate my one Meherwan at your feet is not enough; even were I to 

surrender a thousand sons, it would be nothing.” 

Her reply made Baba happy and he consoled her, “As you have come to me leaving 

everything behind, what trouble will it be to me?” Then he said, “You are not worthy of being 

Eruch’s mother, but you are worthy of being my mother!” 

On the 22nd, Baba had a letter sent to Masaji at Meherabad instructing him to bring 

Meherwan to Jabalpur, and he informed Gaimai that when Meherwan arrived, he was to stay with 

the women mandali. Meherwan was about eight at the time, and he was the first boy to remain with 

the women. Pappa arrived in Jabalpur on the 23rd evening and had a long talk with Baba. 

The question of finding an “ideal boy” for Baba’s work was still ongoing. Raosaheb sent 

one from Bombay on the 22nd, with Sheriar Mehrabanpur. The boy was humble, but weak and 

dull, and hence unsuitable. Chhagan continued to search for a boy, as did Jal Kerawalla and others. 

Saturday and Sunday, 24 and 25 December 1938, were spent in Bhedaghat, or Marble 

Rocks as it is popularly known, about thirteen miles from Jabalpur. Baba stayed in the dak 



bungalow there with all. At 3:00 p.m. on the 24th he took them to see Dhuandhar Falls and to a 

Hindu temple with 64 idols of gods and goddesses inside.  

On Christmas morning they took a boat ride on the Narmada River. Baba dipped his hands 

in the water and posed as Rano took a photograph of him. Gaimai observed wistfully, “How long 

the Narmada has awaited you, Baba!” Baba just smiled. 

After their return from the river, Baba said, “While we were on the boat, I remembered a 

story about a Perfect Master.” The women eagerly requested that he tell it, and so he began: 

There was once a Sadguru staying in a certain place with a few of his disciples. One night 

his mandali were conversing among themselves, saying that though they had stayed with the Master 

for the past so many years, still they had gained nothing. A Sadguru is all-knowing, and he of 

course knew what his disciples were talking about. But he did not say anything and appeared 

innocently unmindful of them. 

The next day, all took their seats before the Master. He noticed they seemed to be in a sad 

mood. The Master inquired the reason, and they told him what was on their minds. He laughingly 

told them to be patient and, in a short time, had completely changed their remorseful mood into one 

of gaiety. All forgot their dejection. 

Some days later the Sadguru told his disciples, “Don’t do any work today and enjoy 

yourselves for a change. You have the whole day to yourselves, so eat, drink and be merry.” This 

made them jubilant, and they spent the day happily playing cards, listening to music, jesting and 

joking with one another. 

In the evening the Sadguru said, “We will go out in the boat tonight.” This made his 

disciples even more happy and they said, “Master, it would be grand if you allowed us to take a 

little wine this evening.” The Master readily agreed, and all drank and ate to their heart’s content. 

They took their seats in the boat and continued playing cards, listening to music and enjoying 

themselves thoroughly. The Master told them to take turns rowing the boat by twos. And so it went. 

They were overjoyed to be allowed so much freedom, and after a few hours the Sadguru 

observed, “We have come a long distance and we won’t be able to return before dawn.” 

The disciples said with bravado, as they were slightly tipsy by now, “However far we 

have proceeded, we will surely return home by morning; we will row even harder!” The Master did 

not say a word. 

It was a moonlit night, and all got very drunk. Dawn began breaking over the horizon and 

the Master said, “Oh, it is morning now and we still have not returned home!” The intoxicating 

effects of the wine were wearing off by now, and they thought that they had come a long distance. 

But then, carefully observing their surroundings, they saw to their astonishment that they were 

where they had boarded the boat the night before! In their intoxication, instead of rowing the boat, 

they had stayed right where they had started from! 

The Sadguru then commented, “The whole night you were rowing and rowing and I was 

also seated with you. But the boat did not move at all; you are where you were and have not gone a 

step further. What is the reason for this?” 

One replied, “We were drunk and thought we were rowing the boat; in fact, it was tied to 

the dock all the time!” 

The Master explained, “Because of your remaining absorbed in worldly enjoyment, you 

are exactly where you were. Although I was with you, what could I do when you were merged in 

material pleasures? In the same way, despite your being with me for years, instead of coming closer 

to me, you remain drowned in temporal pleasures. What do you expect to gain? How will you 

benefit by my contact? You will remain as you are! 

“Therefore, don’t be a slave to material happiness. Be my slaves and see what you gain 

without even asking!” 

This made all remember their mood of dejection and they trusted and believed what their 

Master was saying was true. 

Baba then explained to the women, “I am showing you beautiful sights, sailing with you 

and taking you here and there. All this is to free you from material bondage. Doing all this, all the 

while I am attentive to whose mind is where, and when I interrupt you in your reveries with a view 

to freeing you, you take it ill and your mood is upset. 

“If I do not behave like this, of what use would it be your remaining with me for years 

together? Remember to focus your attention always on me, even while enjoying things. Don’t 

remain drowned in material pleasures. Don’t give rein to your desires. 



“Only love me! When you love me only, then in the intoxication of that love, you will find 

all physical pleasures lifeless.” 

Baba then teased them, “Those disciples believed faithfully in the word of their Master, but 

you are such types that in spite of my telling you this, you are eagerly waiting for me to finish so 

you can all go and eat!” Everyone laughed. 

 

Masaji arrived in Jabalpur by train with young Meherwan Jessawala on 26 December 1938. 

As soon as Masaji saw Baba, he fell at his feet and began weeping. Baba asked the cause of his 

outbreak and Masaji replied, “Baba, you have saved me; otherwise, I would not have been able to 

face you ever again! At Chalisgaon station, I got down to check the luggage in the baggage 

compartment, but the train started before I could return! I was left standing on the platform and did 

not know what to do. With your name on my lips, I began weeping, and somehow the station 

manager came to me and offered his help. He wired the next station and sent me there by another 

train. When I arrived, I found Meherwan safe.” Baba took Masaji in his embrace and assured him 

he was always with him. Masaji then returned to Meherabad. 

Generally, since Baba had started the journey, he had not been embracing anyone, nor was 

he allowing anyone to bow down to him and touch his feet. Until this day, only on someone’s 

birthday would he embrace the person concerned. 

On the morning of 27 December, Baba was driven in a taxi with Hedi and Walter Mertens 

to an old palace named Madan Mahal, built on top of a mountain near Jabalpur. 

The next morning around eight o’clock, Baba went with the women to Mandla. They stayed 

at the Circuit House there, and the mandali (Pappa, Eruch, Kaka, Chanji, Jal Kerawalla) stayed in 

a nearby private bungalow belonging to Mahendra Lal Chowdhary.354 Referring to Mandla, Baba 

remarked, “Mandla was inhabited in ancient times by great saints, yogis, ascetics, recluses, and 

tapasvis who performed great penances here. Its earth is soaked in spirituality.”355 

Baba then visited a popular pilgrimage site, the Sahastradhara Temple on the Narmada 

River. While dangling his feet in the water, Baba remarked, “The Avatar sanctifies the waters of 

any river when he puts his feet in it.” 

Some people in Mandla came to know about Baba and came for his darshan. Baba refused 

to give darshan and would not even meet anyone. As the group was returning, a lawyer shouted 

curses at Baba, and thereafter created strong opposition against him in Mandla. As it was discovered 

later, the man was suffering with cancer and died shortly thereafter. 

December 29 was celebrated as Mehera’s birthday that year (according to the Zoroastrian 

calendar). She got a very special embrace from her Beloved that morning, and then Baba took her 

and the others on a boat ride. In the evening Baba spent time at the mandali’s residence. He was in 

a very happy mood, and after years, he played a few games of tic-tac-toe with them. He also made 

these remarks: 

Three things have to be eliminated before God-realization: greed, lust and back-biting. 

The last is the worst and most disastrous. One can overcome greed and even lust, both of which are 

very difficult to overcome, but the worst -— speaking ill of others, finding faults in others − is the 

most difficult because it incurs [more] sanskaras of others which is disastrous spiritually. 

 
354 A Circuit House is a government rest house, meant to accommodate members of the bench of a circuit 

court (a court that moves from place to place within a particular judicial district). 

355 A tapasvi is one who does penance.  



An attorney named Murlidhar D. Pathak came to Baba on the 30th and said, “There is a 

very good place here for setting up an ashram. Please come with me to see it.” The man was a friend 

of Jal Kerawalla (who had been posted to Mandla in 1937) and had heard that Baba was looking 

for a spot to establish a center. Pathak was told to return the next morning at 8:30, but was late. 

Baba canceled the appointment and he was just leaving the Circuit House, when the attorney 

arrived. Another appointment was given for 10:30, and this time Baba went with him and saw the 

spot. He liked it and instructed Jal to purchase 100 acres if the price was reasonable. Baba and the 

group then left for Jabalpur in two cars and a bus. Baba’s car left at one in the afternoon, and arrived 

in Jabalpur at three-twenty. 

That year, Time magazine named Gabriel Pascal as the leading figure in the film industry 

for 1938. Pascal informed Baba about this in a telegram, and stated: “I am glad that I have not failed 

your faith and prophecy. But this is only the beginning. I will create, as I promised, miracles through 

art.” 

On Sunday morning, 1 January 1939, Jal Kerawalla made a joke at Pappa’s expense and 

Pappa became very upset. He drove straight to Baba’s bungalow and complained bitterly. Jal and 

Chanji followed him, and Baba sent for them and asked the reason for the uproar. Jal replied, 

“Forgive me, Baba, I was only joking.” 

Pappa shouted, “Who has made him a magistrate? He has no sense! He should not be 

forgiven!” 

Smiling, Baba spelled out, “I would not forgive Jal, but to forgive is my nature. If I don’t 

forgive him, the world will collapse! Only by my forgiveness does the world continue, not 

otherwise!” 

Pappa said, “You should continue forgiving the world — but not Jal Kerawalla! He has 

troubled me greatly!” 

“All right,” motioned Baba. “I won’t forgive Jal, but you forgive him!” 

Jal asked Pappa’s forgiveness, and finally, after hours of fuming, he forgave him. Pappa, 

however, said to Baba, “I have forgiven Jal because you request it, but I tell you he is the very 

devil!” 

Baba explained to Pappa, “This is not forgiveness! The meaning of forgiveness is to forget 

the insult. When you remember it, how could you have forgiven it? After forgiving, you should not 

remember the incident or hold anything against him. 

“Today is New Year’s, and you should make a resolution to forgive and forget. Only by 

forgetting can you truly forgive. Otherwise, what is the use of merely saying the words, ‘I forgive 

you’? It must be from the heart.” 

Pappa left for Nagpur the following day. 

Dr. Deshmukh arrived from Nagpur on the 1st to see Baba. Deshmukh had written a 

Marathi book on Baba’s life, which had recently been published. He told Baba that people were 

asking him why Baba was calling himself God. They were saying, “Isn’t this the expression of 

Meher Baba’s ego? Isn’t he a supreme egotist?” Deshmukh did not know how to answer them. 

Baba gave this explanation: 

In all that a God-realized soul or an ordinary man says or does, the I in him asserts itself. 

The difference between the two is that the I in the ordinary man is limited, whereas in the God-

realized being it is unlimited. If Deshmukh says, “I have written the book,” it is the limited I in 

Deshmukh asserting a certain job he has done. But when I say, “I am God,” it is the unlimited I 

asserting its universal aspect. 

The limited I must go for the unlimited I to take its place. The limited I is like a seven-

headed demon. The seven heads of lust, anger, greed, attachment, pride, jealousy and hatred must 

be killed so thoroughly that not even the slightest trace remains. When the false I is completely 

destroyed, another I, which is Real and unlimited, takes its place. 



On 2 January 1939, Baba wrote this short but loving note to Baidul at Meherabad: 

Dear Baidul, 

How are you? 

How is dear Swami [Swamiji]? 

How is the big-headed Doctor [Ghani]? 

How is the pig-headed Baily? 

How are my dear mad-children? 

Write me a letter in Gujarati through Baily. My love to the sane and insane inmates of the 

Mad Ashram. 

On the 3rd, Baba visited the Madan Mahal Fort and Gwarighat with the women. Walter 

Mertens was traveling with Baba’s group, but separately by train with a few of the others. In 

Jabalpur, Baba directed him to leave for Zurich that day. He began weeping at the thought of leaving 

Baba and Hedi, whom he dearly loved. Baba consoled him, “I am coming with you, and will be 

with you in the work you will do for me in Zurich.” Obeying Baba, with a heavy heart, Walter left 

for Bombay, from where he sailed for Switzerland. 

Two unexpected visitors arrived at 7:30 p.m. on the 3rd. They were Mahendra Lal 

Chowdhary of Mandali and Pathak Pleader. Pathak had taken Baba to see a site in Mandla for 

setting up an ashram, but at that time Baba had not made any definite commitment. Chowdhary 

prayed to Baba to accept a small gift from him, as the murder charges against him had been dropped. 

Baba asked what it was, and Chowdhary replied that it was his land behind the Circuit House — 

37 acres with 300 mango trees on it! 

Baba resisted, replying, “I want only love, not dakshina [monetary offering]. The dakshina 

of pure love is the highest type of donation one can make.” 

But Chowdhary and Pathak sincerely entreated Baba to accept the gift. After a discussion 

lasting over two hours, Baba finally accepted the property. Chowdhary said, “I am blessed today 

as you have accepted my dakshina.” He later told Chanji, “It is our great good fortune to make an 

offer to Baba, and for him to accept it for a cause such as his.” 

Keki Bajan, a Parsi devotee of Upasni Maharaj, came with his family from Katni for a few 

days to see Baba, arriving on the afternoon of the 3rd. The next morning, they came for Baba’s 

darshan. After a few moments of silence, Baba stated: 

I am like a child and also like a grown man — very small and very great at one and the 

same time. Eventually, a person must have that experience of being both small and great, a child 

and an adult simultaneously, whereby he consciously experiences being in all. For that to happen, 

this I must go. This I is false, but for it to disappear is very difficult. If that false, finite I goes, then 

the infinite I [Godhood] comes. 

Keki must go for Baba to come! This is not born of reading or talks, but is my actual 

experience. Pandits [Pundits] are many, but the Experience must be there. 

Keki said, “Your grace is required, Baba.” 

“Yes, it is not possible without grace. But it will come. Stick to Maharaj till the end. Hold 

tightly onto his feet. Only the Master knows. They may make one sink or swim!” 

Keki narrated Upasni Maharaj’s recent activities and tour, saying, “For fourteen days 

Maharaj was in Benares, for two days in Katni, and for one day in Satna. He left from here 

[Jabalpur] only yesterday! After staying in Nagpur for two days, he will return to Sakori.” 

“I also intend to go to Benares,” Baba said. 

Keki invited him to come to his home in Katni (which is on the way from Jabalpur to 

Benares), and Baba accepted the invitation to go there after two weeks. Baba explained to him, 

“This hide-and-seek of the Masters [Maharaj and Baba going to similar places but not seeing each 

other] is significant and will soon end.” He added, “Upasni Maharaj is going to drop his body soon.” 



After Keki and his family had left, Baba again repeated this prediction to the men mandali saying, 

“In six months, Maharaj will drop his body.” 

Deshmukh went to see Upasni Maharaj in Nagpur, and presented him with a copy of his 

new Marathi book on Baba’s life. Maharaj placed a garland on Meher Baba’s photograph on the 

book’s cover, and handed it back to Deshmukh as his prasad. When Baba heard of this incident on 

the 7th in a letter from Deshmukh, Baba remarked, “The old man is again falling head over heels 

in love with me.” 

On Thursday, 5 January 1939, Keki Bajan again came with his family to see Baba. 

Explaining to them about surrender and grace, Baba stated: 

To surrender is not as difficult as people think. It must not be external, but internal. You 

must do your duty toward your dear ones — your wife, children and others who depend on you. 

You must not shirk or avoid your responsibilities. But while doing these duties, one must not be 

attached to maya. 

One must remain detached, whatever the result may be. Even if one of your dear ones 

dies, you should not think about it, much less worry about it, but dedicate all to the guru. You 

should dedicate every thought and every act, both good and bad, at his feet. It is very easy, but 

because it is so easy, it is difficult. Once dedicated, you should forget everything, and if you cannot 

forget them [your thoughts and actions], how can you say that you have surrendered them? 

The rain falls on both rocks and the soil. But the water flows away down the rock, while 

the earth soaks it up. The rock does not derive any benefit from the rain, while the soil does. 

Although the rain falls equally on both, only the soil takes advantage of it. Similarly, my mercy and 

grace are equally on all. But only those on the plain deserve it, while those who go about as if they 

are on top of a high mountain do not benefit by it! 

Meanwhile Baba had assigned different duties to Jal Kerawalla, among them being to find 

a good boy and bring him to Baba. Jal would daily bring one boy after another, all of whom Baba 

would feed and give new clothes to, and then return to Jal. This saddened Jal, who thought himself 

a failure in meeting Baba’s requirements. He had no idea that Baba’s work was something quite 

different, which he was doing while feeding and clothing the boys. Once, when questioned about 

the work done with the various types of boys who had come to him, Baba remarked, “Through 

them I am working with the youth of the future.” 

On the 5th, Baba repeated to Jal what he had earlier told Keki: 

Always remain detached toward results. The result of something may be good or bad, but 

you should be detached from both. Like Ramakrishna, dedicate everything to your Master. 

Let not the dirt of the sanskaras of your thoughts and deeds touch you, by surrendering 

every thought and act at the feet of your guru. As a dhobi [laundryman] washes and cleanses 

clothes, in the same way, I remove all the dirt which has stuck to you through your thoughts and 

actions. 

Just continue doing as I say. If you put in your best efforts, there is no cause to worry. My 

work only I know! At this moment, I am speaking with you; but while doing so, you do not see the 

work I am simultaneously doing for the whole universe! 

A finely dressed man came to see Baba and prayed to him for guidance on the Path. Baba 

asked him, “For what do you want this guidance?” 

The man confessed, “I have incurred numerous debts to maintain my family in comfort; 

now the debts are weighing on me like a great mountain. They pierce me like arrows and I suffer 

terribly. No one in the world is as miserable as I am!” 

Baba urged him to have courage and advised, “Try to wipe out your debts. I will help you 

internally.” 

The man was comforted, and Baba explained, “Sacrifice is sweet when it is for a good 

cause. Suffering should be for something worthwhile, and not for selfishness or weakness. 

“Even cowards suffer, as do heroes, but there is a great difference between the suffering of 

the two. The wounds of the arrows which the brave bear and the worldly arrows that pierce you, 



are as different as the earth and the sky. Cowards go on being miserable by the arrows of maya, 

while heroes endure their lot for love of God.” 

One day a Christian youth approached Jal and told him, “I dreamt of Meher Baba in an 

Arab robe, and he told me to see you!” Jal took him to Baba on the 6th, and repeated the strange 

tale. 

Baba listened and then told the boy, “Life is not to be wasted like this! You are depressed 

because you don’t find employment. It is good that you have come to me. Don’t worry, I will help 

you, and you will feel my help.” The boy understood that Baba had read his mind and knew 

everything. 

That day, Baba agreed to visit the Leonard Theological College, one of the first such 

institutes in India. Baba was given a tour and then taken to a chapel where a service happened to 

be in progress. Baba sat down in the chapel and remained present for about half an hour. It was 

most unusual for Baba to wait through such a service — whose audience was praying to him in the 

form of Jesus! Before leaving, Baba was introduced to the congregation by one of the professors. 

For his work, Baba had wished to keep his stay in Jabalpur a secret. But gradually news of 

his arrival leaked out and people sought his darshan. Baba agreed to give public darshan on two 

days: 8 January for men, and 10 January for women. The reason for two separate darshans was that 

there were many Muslims in Jabalpur, and the Muslim women were not allowed to mix freely with 

the men, and were required to wear purdahs or veils in public. 

On Sunday, 8 January 1939, people of all beliefs poured in to Baba’s bungalow for a day-

long darshan. A sadhu who headed an ashram some distance from Jabalpur came and, seeing Baba, 

exclaimed, “I saw you in Hardwar in December!” 

Chanji interjected, “Meher Baba was in Meherabad during December!” 

Baba countered, “Baba is now here with you and at the same time in many other places!” 

The sadhu expressed his desire for God-realization and Baba praised his intention. 

“Can I find God?” the sadhu asked. 

“Why not? All have to,” Baba answered. 

“How?” 

“By losing your self.” 

“By sanyas [renouncing the world]?” 

“No, not by renouncing the world, but by renouncing your worldly desires. God is always 

there within you and you have to find Him there — not outside.” 

“How can I find God?” he asked. 

“Regularly meditate and concentrate on your highest ideal. I will help you,” Baba 

promised. 

The darshan lasted until late in the evening, with some being given special private 

interviews. The next day a qawaali program took place before Baba, which he highly enjoyed. The 

qawaal had an exceptional voice, and Baba presented him and his accompanying musicians with 

lockets. 

A reporter from the Associated Press came to interview Baba the same day. The reporter 

was very respectful and kept referring to Baba as, “Your Holiness.” Their meeting ensued as 

follows: 

The reporter asked, “How long will the present chaotic state of affairs continue in the 

world?” 

Baba replied, “As long as selfishness exists, because it is the root cause. In all this chaos 

and confusion my work is done. It is a cleaning process.” 

“How long will you be in Jabalpur specifically, and from here where will you go?” 



“I will be leaving from Jabalpur on January 15th and will tour Benares, Agra, Ajmer, 

Kashmir and other places. In April, I intend to return to Jabalpur and open a spiritual center either 

here or in Mandla.” 

“What is your Holiness’ opinion about Mahatma Gandhi?” 

“He is a great and noble soul and is trying to serve humanity with all his heart.” 

“When do you think India will be given its independence?” 

“When the Hindus and Muslims cease quarreling.” 

“Will the Jews, the most oppressed nation in the world today, be able to withstand the 

onslaught that is being perpetrated on them by Hitler and Mussolini?” 

“Jews or non-Jews, whosoever sticks to the Truth, or is on the side of Truth, can 

withstand any onslaught!” 

“Will your Holiness kindly give me a message that I may broadcast to the world?” 

Baba then repeated some of his remarks given a few months before to the Westerners: 

When suffering leads to real, eternal happiness, we should not attach importance to this 

suffering. It is to eliminate suffering that suffering has to be. People suffer because they are not 

satisfied. They want more and more. Ignorance gives rise to greed and vanity. If you want nothing, 

would you then suffer? But you do want. If you did not want anything, you would not suffer even 

in the jaws of a lion. 

The widespread dissatisfaction in modern life is due to the gulf between theory and 

practice, between the ideal and its realization on earth. The spiritual and material aspects of life are 

widely separated instead of being closely united. There is no fundamental opposition between spirit 

and matter or, if you like, between life and form. The apparent opposition is due to wrong thinking 

— to ignorance. 

The best and also the easiest way of overcoming the ego and attaining Divine 

Consciousness is to develop love and render selfless service to all humanity in whatever 

circumstances we may be placed. All ethics and religious practices lead to this. The more we live 

for others, the less we live for ourselves and the more lower desires are eliminated. This in turn 

reacts upon the ego, suppressing it and transforming it proportionately. 

The root of all our difficulties, individual and social, is self-interest. Eliminate self-

interest and you will solve all your problems — individual and social. 

The world will soon realize that neither cults, creeds, dogmas, religious ceremonies, 

lectures and sermons on the one hand, nor on the other hand ardent seeking for material or physical 

pleasures, can ever bring about real happiness. Only selfless love and universal brotherhood can 

bring happiness. 

On 10 January 1939, Baba gave darshan continually from 7:30 in the morning until late 

that evening without taking food. 

Person after person passed before Baba. Finally, Chanji sent him a message: “What’s the 

hurry? Can’t you spare even a little time to eat?” 

Baba replied, “Only in this hurried atmosphere is my work done, especially the work of 

‘cleaning’ and ‘sweeping’ [of impressions].” 

Darshan was given to women exclusively from 3:00 to 6:00 P.M. Since no man was allowed 

to be present, Mani read the alphabet board in Chanji’s place. 

At one point, the mayor of Jabalpur, Mr. D’Silva arrived. The man stated that he was an 

atheist and launched into his opinion about the root cause of the current troubles between the Hindus 

and Mohammedans, blaming the British for fomenting enmity between the two groups. “There is 

no true sense of service to the nation as claimed by our political leaders,” he stated. “It is all a guise 

for lust of power in the name of service.” 

Baba agreed and added, “It is all due to self-interest and selfishness rather than 

selflessness.” 

The mayor continued, “My only creed is service to humanity irrespective of caste or creed.” 

Baba commended him, “That is serving God.” 

“I do not care. I give it no name or label.” 



“All the better. Serving humanity is the true ideal, while claiming nothing for the self. I am 

pleased.” 

The mayor was informed of Baba’s wishes to establish a center and he urged Baba to 

consider Jabalpur. 

The deputy superintendent of police, Ali Akbar, also came for darshan and anxiously 

informed Baba, “My son is gravely ill in the hospital. Please have your nazar on him." 

Baba comforted and assured him, “Don’t worry. He will be all right. I have my eye on 

him!” 

Finally, acceding to Chanji’s request, Baba was about to interrupt darshan and go for his 

meal when Chowdhary and Pathak of Mandla arrived. Chowdhary invited Baba to Mandla to view 

the land he had offered to Baba, and the next day Baba went there. Baba liked the beautiful place 

very much and sat for half an hour under a tree. 

He remarked, “I am infinitely old and eternally young … This is my old, old spot,” and 

looking at Chowdhary and Pathak added, “And here are my old, old friends.” Baba did not explain 

their past connection. 

Baba returned to Jabalpur the same day and assigned to Jal Kerawalla the work of legally 

transferring the property to his name. 

 

Another prominent person who was granted an interview during Baba’s stay in Jabalpur 

was H. V. Kamath. Introducing him, Jal Kerawalla informed Baba that Kamath had held a high 

position in the Indian Civil Service, but gave it all up to work for the country through the Congress 

party. Baba remarked, “Sacrifice is sweet when it is for a good cause.”  

Kamath asked Baba, “What is the goal of creation?” 

Baba responded, “To know the Self as the infinite eternal existence and enable others to 

realize this same Self.” 

“Why do forces of evil predominate over forces of virtue?” 

“It is all in the scope of Universal Law. The suffering that appears so grave is necessary 

for happiness, as binding is necessary to experience freedom. Unless evil temporarily triumphs, 

suffering cannot be experienced. This universe is based on duality. Binding and freedom, good and 

bad, evil and virtue, are inter-dependent. If only one aspect existed, there would be no interest or 

meaning in life. For the attainment of ultimate freedom and happiness, temporary victory of evil 

over virtue is necessary.”  

“Why does God who is so kind and merciful give suffering and pain to so many?” 

“God has nothing to do with this. God is all, One-in-One. He is aloof and yet so attached 

that whatever is done is by His Law of Love and Will … God is neither merciful nor cruel in your 

‘awakened’ state.” 

“Will India come in the forefront, as in days of old, to lead the world?” 

“It is the duty of India to lead the world spiritually.” 

Baba urged Kamath, “Work with all your heart with the one motive of making India truly 

free, but do not think of the results of your work. Men like you can do what millions cannot do, as 

you have heart, intellect and sincerity. This selfless service of yours in striving for India’s freedom 

will lead you ultimately to God.”  

 

In a letter to the Backetts on 11 January 1939, Baba spoke about youth and then described 

the property and its donor: 



I love all children and all youth with their unclouded vision, enthusiasm and energy. I 

will have a centre large enough to have a number of them with me that I may train them in my own 

way for future work … 

Since I left Meherabad I have received offers of land in many parts — in Hyderabad 600 

acres and at Mandla, 60 miles from here, 100 acres.356 The latter is ideal. A beautiful situation and 

right in the centre of India, 70 miles from this important town. Two important rivers meet in 

Mandla and our property is eight furlongs [one mile] from the river and with such a large number 

of trees that some may have to be cut. I was there again yesterday to make final arrangements and 

to have the deed signed. 

The climate is wonderful and suited to both Easterners and Westerners. The donor owns 

large properties in this neighbourhood — 117 villages. He is a very spiritual man and very 

interested in the centre which will embrace every activity of mine. It is also a very spiritual part of 

India and suited in every way to my needs. 

In a letter to Delia DeLeon the same day, Baba wrote: 

Tell your mother not to worry over money or the fear of war. I will look after all who are 

mine wherever they are. Long for what is real. You will then have no time for worrying over what 

may never happen. Truth and love, which are one, you will find and they will give you permanent 

happiness. Both are expressions of the one God who is in all — your beloved Baba. 

… Life is not easy for the group. They see very little of me. But this is not a holiday trip. 

I have great work to do and they have much to learn. Life is a school wherever you are. I teach all 

whom I have chosen … This, too, you are finding. I will see that you have the experience that you 

need. Half the battle is won when you can face up to yourself and see the false from the true. Truth 

is within, but is hidden by the false ego. I, the Divine Sculptor of all hearts, will mold the “Perfect 

One,” myself, whom I love, in all. 

 

Mohammed Mast had been brought to Jabalpur in the middle of December. Baba bathed 

and fed him daily at the mandali’s residence. He would also sit in seclusion with Mohammed for 

his work, and no one was allowed to be near. Eruch was the mast’s personal attendant, as Pleader 

had been sent to Bombay. Mohammed would want a certain vegetable, and Eruch would bring it 

from the market. Once, when Mohammed wanted peas, Gaimai cooked some other vegetable, 

because peas were not available. But when Baba took lunch to him to feed him, Mohammed cried 

out, “Where are my peas?! Why didn’t Gaimai prepare them? Call her here!” 

On Baba’s orders, Eruch brought Gaimai, and Baba gestured to Mohammed, “She did not 

cook peas for you today, so I am going to punish her.” He raised his hand as if to strike her. 

But Mohammed shouted, “No, no! Don’t beat her; forgive her. Today, I will eat something 

else.” The problem was solved and Mohammed became happy, thanks to Baba’s ruse. 

Some masts were persuaded to come to Baba in Jabalpur, but when they could not be 

persuaded, Baba would leave Jabalpur to contact them. One day Chhagan brought a boy who was 

a mast from the town of Seoni. After contacting him, Baba sent him back with Chhagan. Many in 

Seoni believed the boy to be a saint. Upon his return, the young mast declared, “I see Meher Baba 

in everything and in every being!” 

Keki Bajan was sent word to bring a mast named Bharosa Baba to Jabalpur. The mast, an 

old man, naked except for a loincloth, was always seen carrying dirty rags and sticks. In Jabalpur, 

the mast was given food, a bath and new clothes, but afterward he became very angry and restless. 

He was sent back to Katni after a day or so. 

As per his promise, one day Baba visited Keki Bajan’s house in Katni, 90 km to the 

northeast, with Jal Kerawalla, Gustadji and a few of the men. The Bajans’ car was sent to Jabalpur 

to bring Baba’s group. Baba had lunch with the couple and presented them with a framed 

photograph of himself. “Your connection with me is of many lifetimes,” he informed them. 

 
356 Chowdhary donated 37 acres in Mandla and Baba subsequently purchased an additional 71 acres of 

adjacent land, so the property became 108 acres. 



Keki mentioned some financial difficulties, but Baba only smiled, reassuring him, 

“Everything will be all right in its own time. Don’t worry about it. Don’t think of that debt but of 

this debt [pointing upward to indicate God].” 

Gesturing towards a painting of Zoroaster on the wall above his chair, Baba urged the 

couple, “Think of me as you think of him.” 

 

During this period, Gulmai and Adi Sr. arrived on 12 January, and Gustadji also came to 

stay with Baba. Of the mandali, Chanji, Kaka and Chhagan were already there, staying in a rented 

bungalow. That same day, Baba sent the Jessawala family, except for Eruch, back to Nagpur with 

Pappa. Chhagan was sent ahead to Benares to arrange housing for Baba and the women; Chanji 

had also left for Benares on the 10th for advance work. 

On Sunday, 15 January 1939, Gulmai, Gustadji, Mohammed Mast, Rustom’s eldest son 

Mehlu (who had come for a visit) and the servants were sent to Benares by train, escorted by Adi 

Sr. A good-natured servant named Genu was to look after Mohammed; Genu had been called from 

Meherabad by Baba for that specific purpose. Mohammed was to remain near Baba throughout the 

tour. Chanji joined them at Mughal Serai. 

Baba left Jabalpur the same day in the Blue Bus at 4:45 P.M. with the women’s group. Kaka 

and Eruch rode in front with Elizabeth, and Eruch occasionally drove. In the car, Baba remarked, 

“There is no place I like as much as Jabalpur.” Reaching Katni in the evening, they stayed at the 

Bajans’ home. They left for Benares at six the next morning and reached there at five o’clock. 

Chhagan had rented bungalows in the cantonment area (near the Civil Hotel), where Adi Sr. and 

the rest of his group were already waiting. 

In the morning of 18 January, Baba took the women for a boat ride on the sacred Ganges 

River. He explained the significance of Benares and the Ganges, and remarked, “Every Avatar has 

come to this city and touched his feet in this river’s waters.”357 

There are more than 1,500 temples in Benares. When Baba showed them the temple of 

Visheshwar (the Almighty), he remarked with a smile, “You are seeing the temple of Visheshwar 

in Visheshwar’s company!” 

To the men, he commented, “Since ancient times, the holy city of Benares has been the 

abode of saints, rishis and highly advanced souls. As such, it is imbued with a spiritual atmosphere, 

congenial, and helpful to any spiritual aspirant or seeker. As to the shrines and temples that abound 

here, it is not the walls of bricks and stones, but the atmosphere and environment here that breathe 

spirituality [because of the presence of advanced souls].” 

Baba further explained that, while the masses make pilgrimage to such places to “cleanse” 

themselves of sins, the Masters are drawn there only for their work and sanctify such places by 

their presence. 

At 3:00 P.M. on the 18th, Baba went in a tonga through the ancient city’s streets, with Chanji 

and Adi Sr., ostensibly to find an ideal boy but, in fact, to contact masts and sadhus. Along the way, 

Baba would often have the tonga stopped and get down to contact a specific person whom he 

spotted, sometimes giving them money and sometimes only looking at them. “His contact was only 

momentary,” Age observed, “but it spanned ages!” For several years, Baba had not touched money, 

but, when it came to giving it to the masts, sadhus and the poor, he would give it with his own 

hands. 

 

357 Benares (now called Varanasi) is one of the oldest cities in the world, thriving since the time of Babylon.  



After stopping at the Post Office to inquire whether any letters or telegrams had been 

received, Baba ordered the tonga driver (himself half-mast, Chanji thought) to drive through the 

most crowded area of the city. Baba pointed out a particular man in the street, who looked to Adi 

and Chanji like a beggar. The man was standing, gazing upwards, seemingly unaware of his 

surroundings. In this instance, Baba ordered Adi to give the man a coin. Chanji described the 

contact: 

No explanation was offered at the moment, nor did we question Baba then as he seemed 

mentally preoccupied and “busy” elsewhere. After a while, after driving through many 

thoroughfares, Baba abruptly called for a turn, to return home. Simultaneously, Baba’s expression 

changed with a “hum” typical to him. As the tonga traced its way homewards, Baba seemed to 

come down from his preoccupied (mental) state and began looking around with apparent interest. 

We took this opportunity to ask for an explanation about some of his significant gestures, and he 

readily replied that the man was spiritually dazed and “stuck-up” [stuck] on a certain place (like 

those inmates of our ashram of the God-Mad at Meherabad) and that the man needed a push 

onwards which he gave [from the second plane to the third plane]. The two-anna coin was a 

medium for this contact and significant for the planes Baba helped the man to cross. 

Baba took the women to Sarnath on Thursday, 19 January 1939, where he spoke to them 

about Gautama the Buddha. Sarnath is where the Buddha first preached after he became 

enlightened.358 Baba reminisced about his incarnation as Buddha and then remarked, “Buddha is 

now silent.” 

Dal had been cooked that day in an earthen pot, but it began leaking out, so it was emptied 

into and served from a pail. Baba kidded them, “Take care of your pots [meaning their hearts]. If 

they get holes in them all your love will leak out!” 

The group returned to Benares in the evening, and remained there for three days more. 

Baba was engaged in contacting masts, and also in searching for boys fitting his ideal. On the 21st, 

Baba went out in a tonga with Norina and two of the men. After getting down and walking some 

distance, they spotted a man squatting on the street, dressed only in a loincloth. Baba stood far away 

and signaled to give him two paisa. The mandali did so, and when the man looked up, he looked 

radiant, but dazed. Baba later explained that the person was on the first plane and at that moment 

Baba pushed him to the second. 

Something similar happened next. Baba began walking fast and then stopped suddenly and 

pointed to a revered person sitting on a boat surrounded by his disciples. The mandali approached 

him and said, “We have come from Meher Baba.” The man repeated three times, “Meher … Meher 

… Meher.” Baba commented: “He was on the fifth plane and I pushed him to the sixth.” 

Chhagan would look for boys and bring them to Baba, but Baba would always send them 

back and criticize Chhagan at length, “For goodness sake, what sort of boys do you bring me? Are 

you blind? Can’t you find even one to my liking?” 

Chhagan replied, exasperated, “To find such a boy, I would have to be God-realized! This 

is not a job for an ordinary man!” 

In India, the “profession” of being a sadhu or sanyasi is as common as the profession of a 

priest or preacher in the West. One day, while observing a mass gathering of sadhus and sanyasis, 

Baba remarked to the women, “Of these 7,000, only seven are real!” 

 

Leaving Benares early on the morning of 23 January 1939, Baba’s entourage proceeded to 

Kanpur, arriving at four o’clock in the afternoon, where they stayed in the Kashmir Hotel, which 

 
358 Sarnath is a sacred city to Buddhists all over the world. The central place of pilgrimage is a large temple 

which houses the Buddha’s hair. 



was managed by Hindus. After contacting some poor destitutes living in the streets of Kanpur and 

a few boys, Baba traveled to Agra, arriving on the 24th at three in the afternoon. 

Chanji had left for Agra several days before to arrange accommodations there and found a 

suitable private home for their stay.359 The house was brand new and had never been occupied. 

When the owner found out that Meher Baba and his party were the intended occupants, he offered 

the house gratis for a fortnight and expressed his gratitude and good fortune to host such an august 

personality. There were electric lights, but unfortunately there was a problem with the water supply, 

as the well water was unfit for drinking. Kitty contacted a Western neighbor, Mrs. Brown, who 

allowed them to collect water from her tap. 

On the 26th, Baba took the women to see the Taj Mahal, Jumma Masjid, the Fort, Shish 

Mahal and Moti Masjid (with Mrs. Brown in tow as their guide). Every time they went into a 

masjid, the group had to remove their shoes, and even Baba took off his sandals. About these 

famous tourist spots, he remarked, “All this is a big zero — a dream! Only I am real. So, don’t 

forget, while looking at all these wonderful places, to see me in this zero!” 

But, in the evening, Baba did comment, “I personally liked the Fort better than the Taj. It 

is perfect in its variety, yet all in harmony.” 

Yet, all the sightseeing held little interest for the women, because Baba would tease, irritate 

and invariably create tensions and quarrels among them, so that they found no pleasure in the 

excursions. And while Baba guided the women through the different beautiful spots of the city, he 

kept the men separately occupied — Chhagan in searching for boys, and Eruch, Kaka and Adi Sr. 

in searching for masts. Chanji would arrange housing and food in advance at each halting place, 

and Gustadji would keep watch at night. 

Baba assembled the women on the evening of the 26th and had the newspaper read. About 

current events, Baba observed: “England and France are weak. They are not firm enough. America 

is strong now. The Prime Minister [of England] made a broadcast. He is a thorough gentleman and 

noble, and no match for these rogues [Hitler and Mussolini]. The German head is mad! No one but 

a madman could have done what he did to the Jews. But it all had and has to happen. It is nobody’s 

fault. It is all just right.  

“It is like a game of chess; they are the figures and I play the game.” 

On 27 January, Baba visited Fatehpur Sikri with the women in the morning. Baba and the 

women saw the tomb of Shaikh Salim Chisti, the Panch Mahal, Birbal’s palace, the residence of 

Rukya Begum, the palace and temple of Jodhbai, and other sights. In the afternoon Baba went in a 

taxi with Mrs. Brown and Norina to a boys’ school to look for a suitable lad. Adi Sr. and Chanji 

left for Delhi to find a bungalow there for Baba and the women, and a few days later Eruch was 

sent to Ajmer for the same purpose. 

The next day Baba took the women to Mathura, where Krishna was born; to Gokul, where 

he spent his childhood; and to Vrindavan, where he lived with the gopis. Near a temple in 

Vrindavan, a young mast, who was playing the flute, saw Baba and exclaimed, “Here comes my 

Murlivale! I have been waiting for you!”360 The mast was ecstatic when he saw Baba. Baba patted 

his cheeks and had a few coins given to him. Later, Baba told the women, “He is more advanced 

than our Mohammed [Mast].” 

While visiting places associated with Krishna, Baba observed, “When I see these places, I 

remember my old habitats; they are like my old, well-remembered haunts. Here was where I used 

 
359 The address was Andleigh Cottage No. 1, Idgah Colony, Agra. 

360 Murlivale is another name for Krishna and means the flute player. 



to play with the gopis and steal milk and curds; here, I played my flute; and here, my Radha would 

come running to me! Now, I have brought my new gopis with me, and now, Mehera is my Radha.” 

Late in the afternoon Baba stated, “We will now go see where Krishna ate his last meal.” 

The group was puzzled, thinking they had already seen everything connected with Lord Krishna. It 

turned out to be the dak bungalow where they had eaten lunch that day with Baba! They returned 

there for tea. 

Baba would take the women to these surrounding places each day and then return to Agra, 

where he would start his mast contacts. But before setting out on his mast hunts, Baba was particular 

to first bathe and feed Mohammed by hand. This was his primary duty at the time, and he spent 

about two hours each day with Mohammed. 

On the 28th, a strange incident occurred in their bungalow. Two days before, Baba had 

brought a hoopoe that had been badly injured by a youngster’s slingshot. They brought it in, dressed 

the wound and bandaged it. Baba held it in his lap, caressed it and fed it. Despite all their nursing, 

the bird did not survive long, and just before the end on the 30th, it struggled out of its box toward 

where Baba was seated and fell dead at his feet. 

Baba picked up the creature and remarked, “You can have no idea how fortunate this bird 

is. It will incarnate as a human being in its next birth, but not as an ordinary being [but rather as 

one who has some inkling of the Path, and possibly even some spiritual attainment].”361 

 

On Wednesday, 1 February 1939, Baba left Agra around noon for Delhi. Upon arriving 

there at four-thirty, they checked into the Regal Hotel. During their week-long stay, Baba took the 

women to see the Jama Masjid, the old Fort, the shrine of Emperor Humayun, Laxmi Narayan 

temple and Hazrat Nizamuddin’s shrine. 

When Baba took the women to see the Qutub Minar — a stone tower 238 feet high (the 

highest structure in India at the time) — he climbed up only part of the way and then came down. 

Mansari thought Baba had continued up and she climbed to the top. The group was about to leave, 

when Baba noticed Mansari missing. He looked up and saw her waving from the top. Baba 

motioned her to come down immediately. 

When she came, he asked, “Are you mad? Why didn’t you follow us down?” 

Mansari explained that she thought he had gone up to the top and she wanted to be with 

him. Upset, Baba scolded her, “You want to be with me and say you love me! It is so difficult to 

be with me! So difficult to love me! The Qutub Minar has separated you from me.” 

On 4 February, Baba held a conference with the women in the afternoon, discussing 

household affairs and other more pressing matters dealing with his mast work, stating: “Now 

today’s conference is important. Listen carefully; listen seriously and obey willingly. I have a very 

practical and peculiar work to do in this town. Here, I do not find circumstances suitable for that 

work. Ajmer will definitely suit, but the following points will help me in that work.” 

He then outlined certain household arrangements and added: “For ten days in Ajmer, I am 

going to be Lord, servant, devotee, Master — everything in one. Most peculiar but very particular 

work — the worshiper, the worshiped, and everything [else]. It is very important, especially seven 

days before the birthday, from the 11th to the 18th. The last two birthdays, I bowed to the poor. 

 
361 Baba often remarked that whatever animal he held or touched was pushed through its evolution and 

entered human form in its next incarnation.  



This birthday will be quite different. I will bow, and be bowed to by different beings; therefore, I 

must be free from butter, bread and shoes!”362 

That night Baba took the women to see the lights of old and New Delhi. Arriving from 

Karachi, Pilamai joined the group on the morning of Sunday, 5 February. The same day, Kaka and 

Adi Sr. brought a mast whose hair Baba cut. He then bathed and dressed him in a new kafni, and, 

after feeding him, sent him back. Chhagan brought a couple of boys whom Baba also sent away, 

after giving them clothes and money. 

As mentioned, while traveling with Baba during the Blue Bus tours, the main duty of the 

men mandali consisted in searching for masts and boys. As soon as they arrived at a place, Eruch, 

Kaka and Chhagan were ordered to leave and devote themselves to this work. 

Near the dargah of Nizamuddin, on the 6th, Baba contacted a high mast named Kamal 
Posh. Baba explained to the women, “Kamal Posh is on the fifth plane and my real lover. The 

splendor that surrounds his dirtiness, only I can see. The world thinks him mad, but the world is 

mad and he is sane! Nothing makes me so happy as the sight of these real heroes!” 

At one point, Baba contacted Hafizji Nabeena, who Baba said was the chargeman of Delhi. 

Greatly revered, Hafizji Nabeena was a blind and utterly naked Muslim saint, who despite his lack 

of sight could find his way all over the old city whenever he walked around. Amazing tales and 

miracles were attributed to him. 

Baba and his group left for Ajmer on 7 February 1939, around 8:30 in the morning. They 

reached the village of Alwar by the late afternoon and stayed in a dak bungalow there. At Alwar 

there was a newly born goat running loose, and the women, especially Elizabeth, played with it, 

and Baba held it lovingly. 

Leaving at six o’clock the next morning, they arrived in Jaipur three and a half hours later. 

Near the Amber Palace in Jaipur, Baba suddenly had the bus stopped. He took the women to have 

a look at the palace from a parapet across the road. Baba’s mood underwent a strange transformation 

as he gazed in the opposite direction. Shortly, a naked mast emerged from that direction. Baba and 

the mast looked at each other for a while. Beckoning the women, Baba pointed out the man, 

declaring that he was the spiritual chargeman of Jaipur.363 

 

During the journey, Baba nibbled on nuts, raisins, apples, oranges or cucumbers, and 

occasionally passed some to the group. Once, while joking with the women, he remarked, “Norina 

was a [high] priestess in a past incarnation … Rano and Kitty were rival priestesses … Irene was 

the stable boy [she loved horses] … Gulmai was Masi’s husband … Elizabeth was Norina’s wife 

who nagged her all day.” 

The group arrived in Ajmer on 8 February at two in the afternoon. Eruch had rented a 

bungalow belonging to a local banker, where Baba and the women stayed comfortably. Quarters 

for the mandali were arranged a quarter of a mile away. A few days after they arrived, Baba began 

his mast work in earnest. 

Kaka and Eruch became solely occupied in searching for masts. Rano was instructed to 

keep hot water ready for the masts’ baths. As soon as one would be brought, she would rush to fill 

the buckets in the bathroom. Baba would then wash the mast and afterward clothe him with new 

 
362 “... butter, bread and shoes” referred to household details. In other words, Baba did not wish to deal with 

such mundane matters during this period of intense contact with masts.  

363 In 1941, when Baba was staying in Jaipur, he contacted this mast, who was known as Nanga Baba. 



clothes or a kafni.364 Baba would take blankets and towels from the women and pass them on to his 

dear masts and, in the process, he was thus gradually lessening their baggage! 

On the 12th, a friendly tongawala brought a mast named Brahmananda Singh to their 

bungalow. The mast had been living in filth for years, drinking filthy gutter water. Baba kept him 

in his room, bathed and fed him regularly. Adi recalled that he was the same mast they had seen 

seventeen years before, when they come to Ajmer from Manzil-e-Meem in 1922. Kaka and Eruch 

attended to the mast all day long, and Kaka slept near him. Baba said he wanted to take him with 

him back to Meherabad, and indicated he was on the sixth plane. 

On 13 February 1939, Baba explained that there were six spiritually advanced souls in 

Ajmer: two on the sixth plane, two on the fifth, and two between the third and fourth or fifth and 

sixth. “When one dies, another takes their place, so as to maintain the same number [six],” Baba 

stated. 

He also spoke about God-realized majzoobs and how rare they were in the world, and stated 

that such a one was nearby.365 That day, Baba sent Kaka and Adi Sr. to bring this seventh-plane 

mast, one of the greatest in the world, to the bungalow. However, the mast refused to come with 

them from where they first found him — seated in an unbelievably filthy, small, two-room hovel 

near the tomb of Khwaja Mu’inuddin Chishti. The mast was called Chacha. 

Chacha was strong in appearance, though short for his Pathan descent, and he had been so 

named because of his predilection for drinking hundreds of cups of tea, or cha, throughout the day. 

On different occasions, the devotees of the majzoob would go on serving Adi and Kaka tea while 

Chacha would be uttering, “Cha ... cha!” Then, in a commanding tone, he would say, “Leave!” and 

then, as they got up, “Stay!” 

On their initial contact, when the tea was served, Kaka went on drinking the brew until his 

stomach was bloated. Adi stopped, reasoning, “Baba hasn’t told me to drink all this tea, only to 

bring the mast.” When they told Baba what happened, he sent them back the next day. Again, the 

same scene was enacted. It went on like this for some days, until Baba finally indicated, “All right, 

stop going.” 

But Baba was not content, and after a few days asked Adi again, “Can’t you bring Chacha 

somehow?” 

“Baba, it’s futile,” Adi replied. “He won’t budge!” Nevertheless, Baba sent Adi and Kaka 

back. When they went, on 17 February, Adi slowly approached Chacha and gently took hold of his 

arm three times, asking, “Won’t you come with us today?” To Adi’s amazement, on the third 

attempt the mast rose to his feet and left with them with no argument. They got into their tonga; 

Adi in the back, Chacha and Kaka in front. Observing this, Chacha’s Muslim caretaker and 

followers became suspicious and asked where they were taking him. 

“To our elder brother,” Adi replied. 

Of course, Baba knew they were on their way, and Rano had kept hot water ready for 

Chacha’s bath. When they arrived, however, the majzoob refused to get out of the tonga. Baba 

came outside and took Chacha’s hand, and eventually he came down. Chacha had not moved from 

his spot in many, many years and consequently, he could not walk properly. Kaka and Adi held 

him under his arms and helped him stumble along. 

Inside, Adi was instructed to assist Baba, who revealed that Chacha had not bathed in nearly 

30 years! Buckets and buckets of warm water were brought and cup after cup was poured over 

 
364 Adi Sr. had six kafnis stitched in Ajmer by a local tailor. 

365 For an explanation about the state of majzoobs refer to God Speaks pp. 137–140 and 196–197. 



Chacha to soak his ragged clothes before Baba could strip him and bathe him with soap and water. 

Baba warned Adi to be very, very gentle when touching Chacha’s body. It was extremely difficult 

for Baba to undress Chacha, as his shirt had literally stuck to the skin of his chest from all the 

thousands of spilt cups of sugary tea over the years. After soaking him for an hour or two and thus 

softening the material, Baba had to carefully cut his clothes away with a scissors, piece by piece, 

before he could bathe him. 

Age marveled at the sight. “Chacha was truly a treasure discovered in a ruin! There are so 

few God-realized souls like him on earth. While Baba was cutting his clothes and then bathing him, 

Chacha had no consciousness of his body. He had only the consciousness of God — consciousness 

of himself as God, not as man. The majzoob saw Baba as God; he knew Meher Baba as God.” 

Adi was working on Chacha’s head to remove his old red fez cap under his turban, which 

had also most likely been worn by him for 30 years and was now almost part of his skin! Very 

gently, without hurting him in the least, pouring cup after cup of warm water over his head, Adi 

tenderly began the laborious job. Baba kept repeating, “Gently, gently ... Don’t hurt him.” Finally, 

the cap came away. Adi was aghast, seeing white, raw skin like a wound. The skin of Chacha’s 

skull was so tender, Adi dared not rub it with a towel and only gently patted it dry. 

Hours passed like this. Baba soaking the majzoob with water and cutting his clothes away 

from his skin, and then gently hand-washing Chacha’s face, chest, arms, back, feet and legs with 

soap and water. After all this was over, Chacha was adorned by Baba in a new white kafni. Adi 

was exhausted, but Baba was in a glorious state and he commended Adi and Kaka for what they 

had accomplished. 

But what happened next? The majzoob immediately asked for tea and when it was served 

Chacha began pouring it over himself! When Baba asked whether he would stay longer, Chacha 

uttered softly, “I will stay, if you will help me.” Baba fed him some food by hand, and then 

accompanied him back to his hovel in a tonga. 

 

Meher Baba’s 45th birthday was observed on Wednesday, 15 February 1939, in Ajmer, but 

the celebration was different from any other year. Baba rose at 2:00 A.M. and, accompanied by 

Kaka, went out into the city to contact masts. He returned at 5:00 A.M., but fasted and did not even 

drink water. Baba had informed those at Meherabad: “No public or private celebration. I will not 

even wear new clothes. No ceremony, no music, no singing.” 

Twenty men were brought to the bungalow that day: a few were masts, several were mad 

and a few were destitutes living on the streets. Baba lovingly bathed and clothed each one, assisted 

by Eruch and Gustadji, then fed them and sent them away by two in the afternoon. After their 

departure, Baba had his lunch and commented, “Today’s celebration of my birthday was excellent. 

I wish I could celebrate like this every day! In nothing else do I derive as much pleasure as in 

serving these masts.” 

Baba also began visiting Chacha at his seat every night for the rest of his stay in Ajmer. He 

would go with Adi Sr. and Kaka at 3:30 A.M. to avoid the crowds and contact Chacha in privacy 

for half an hour. 

Baba did something unusual in Ajmer which he had never done before. He kept two masts 

with him in his own room in the bungalow — Lakhan Shah, who was on the sixth plane, and 

Qabristanwala (nicknamed Socrates) who was on the fifth plane.366 Usually Baba would work with 

masts in a separate room, but Lakhan Shah and Socrates were actually staying with Baba in his 

room. Baba would massage their legs, kiss them and often embrace them. He would also clean their 

 
366 Qabristanwala was nicknamed Socrates as he reminded Baba of the ancient Greek philosopher because 

of his comic face and short stature.  



potties and make every effort to keep them happy and content. (Later, they were shifted to the 

mandali’s quarters, where Baba continued to work with them.) 

When Socrates was asked who was Lakhan Shah, Socrates replied, “Jagannath [Lord 

Vishnu]!” When asked the same about Baba, he replied, “Shivanath [Lord Shiva]!” and he began 

pressing Baba’s feet. 

When Lakhan Shah was asked to whom he had come, he at once replied, “I have come to 

the Lord!” And when Baba tried to massage his legs very tenderly, the mast gently murmured, 

“Master, pray do not do this.” 

Mohammed Mast was staying in a separate room in the same house. When Mohammed 

was brought to see the new masts he would say, “Do this! ... Dada [Baba] wants you to do it.” 

Regarding his work with masts Baba once observed: 

In my own way, I make love to these lovers of God! They have no consciousness of the 

world. They are blissful. They are indifferent to physical wants because they have no worldly 

consciousness. They have in them only love of God! 

Look at the world. It loves maya, cries for maya, begs for more maya! The world is 

merged in lust, anger, greed. But these are brave heroes who, by kicking off maya, live only for 

Beloved God. 

Someone once asked Baba, “What do you do with the masts?” 

Baba laughed and replied, “I love them and they love me — that’s all.” 

 

Baba had mentioned taking the women to Taragarh Hill, but later remarked, “To go there 

is a headache. A palanquin will have to be hired for Nonny [the oldest in the group] as she will not 

be able to make the steep climb. Besides the expense, I think it will be difficult for all.”  

Meanwhile Rano and Kitty talked it over among themselves and then approached Baba, 

suggesting that he drop the idea of going to Taragarh. They explained that he did not have to go to 

so much trouble and expense just for them, and that it did not matter if they missed seeing the Fort. 

Baba reprimanded them, “If you think I am doing this for you, you are mistaken. My work comes 

first; you are secondary. What care do I have for expenses where my work is concerned? Money, 

you and everything else are secondary to my work.” Rano and Kitty, though they had meant well, 

retreated in abashment and realized the truth of Baba’s words. 

On 16 February 1939, Baba went to Taragarh with Gustadji, Chanji, Kaka, Adi Sr. and 

Eruch and also visited the famous mosque known as the Two-and-a-Half Days Hut. That evening 

at 7:30, a qawaali program was held at their bungalow for an hour. Baba liked the singer, Azeem 

Qawaal. Baba took the women to Taragarh two days later, where he showed them many sights of 

interest and spent one night. (Baba slept with the men and the women stayed in a nearby dak 

bungalow.) 

Baba visited other places in Ajmer with the women, including Ana Sagar Lake, Pushkar 

Lake, the Hindu temple of Laxmi, a Jain temple, the tomb of Hazrat Miran Syed Hussain, and 

Chishti’s tomb. The caretaker at Chishti’s tomb objected to the Western women entering the shrine 

and prevented them. However, he seemed drawn to Baba and said, “May God bless you.” He asked 

him his name and Baba wrote with his finger in the dust: “Merwan.”  

Before leaving, Baba contacted a mast near the shrine to whom he gave one rupee. The 

mast on seeing Baba, ecstatically exclaimed, “Oh look, Shankara [Shiva] is here! Hurry and have 

Bhagwan’s [God’s] darshan!” 

Nearby was a tomb of Hindu saint, and Elizabeth asked Baba why the tombs of two great 
saints were so close to each other. Baba explained, “Very often a Mohammedan saint will sit where 

a Hindu saint had been years before, or vice versa, because this would bring all Mohammedans and 

Hindus together — a way of showing them that they were all the same.” 



While at Taragarh on the 18th, referring to the purpose of his visits to different shrines, 

tombs or dargahs of saints and Perfect Masters, Baba stated: 

By my living presence, I clean the tangled atmosphere of the shrines of the dead saints 

and Sadgurus. This complicated atmosphere is of the thought world. Thought force is really very 

strong and powerful. Lord Chaitanya did not go to places of pilgrimage for the sake of pilgrimage, 

but for cleansing their atmosphere which were full of the sanskaras of thoughts of worldly 

people.367 

For my work, a pilgrim on the third plane is more helpful than the place of a dead saint of 

the seventh plane; but a well-known dead saint or Master may have a strong influence due to the 

multitudes going to his tomb. That is why I thin down the effect of this complicated thought 

atmosphere by visiting such places. 

At the time the group was leaving Chishti’s tomb, Baba turned to Mansari, dictating: “A 

Fakir once said, ‘When I saw in my own heart the impression of divine beauty, the sight of God, 

Wherever I cast my gaze, I saw Parvardigar [Infinite God].’ ” 

Mansari asked if Baba was that Fakir. Baba nodded, yes he was, for he had spontaneously 

dictated these poetic lines in honor of Chishti, the Qutub-e-Irshad of his time — the head of the 

spiritual hierarchy. 

Baba had been to Chishti’s tomb twice before (in 1922 and 1935), and he visited it several 

times during his visit to Ajmer in 1939. As recounted by Eruch, one night when Baba went to 

Chishti’s tomb, while alone, he bowed his head to the Perfect Master’s tomb thousands of times. 

Minoo Kharas arrived from Karachi to see Baba on Sunday, 19 February, and after a long 

discussion with him, left soon after. That day, Baba bathed all three masts (Socrates, Lakhan Shah 

and Mohammed) at the mandali’s bungalow, and Kaka and Adi Sr. managed to bring Chacha there 

as well. Baba washed his feet and fed him. But the following day, Chacha refused to get out of the 

tonga at the mandali’s, where Baba wanted to bathe him and cut his hair, and Baba instead took 

him to the women’s bungalow and fed him there. On the 23rd, no amount of persuasion could 

convince Chacha to descend from the tonga in which he had been brought. 

At 9:00 A.M. on 21 February, Baba and Adi Sr. went with Gustadji to the home of his 

brother (or cousin), who worked in a local distillery. The man had ten children and a meager salary, 

and Baba was sympathetic to his straits and blessed him. 

Eruch left Ajmer on the 23rd evening to make arrangements for the group’s stay in Bhopal. 

Two days later, Baba sent the masts Lakhan Shah and Socrates back to their respective places in 

Ajmer with Kaka, who reported that the masts were most unwilling to depart. 

 

Leaving Ajmer in the Blue Bus in the pouring rain with the women at 7:15 A.M. on Monday, 

27 February 1939, Baba proceeded to Jaipur, reaching the city three hours later.368 It rained the 

entire way. In Jaipur, they stayed at the New Hotel, which Adi Sr. had booked in advance. Baba 

took the women to the Sultan mahals (palaces) known as Hawa Mahal, the Amber Mahal, Jai 

Mandir, Dilaram Garden, Mohan Garden, and the main palace Chandra Mahal, then to the zoo at 

the public gardens. 

The British Viceroy of India happened to visit Jaipur on an official visit while Meher Baba 

and his group were staying in the city.369 Age noted ironically, “The Viceroy was received with 

tremendous ceremony by the entire town — while the true Emperor was staying in a nondescript 

hotel, and only the masts knew of his presence! It is the Emperor’s play to keep himself hidden and 

 
367 Chaitanya Mahaprabhu (1486–1534) was a Hindu Perfect Master who popularized the chanting of 

“Hare Krishna, Hare Ram!” 

368 Most of the men traveled by train to the different destinations. 
369 The Viceroy’s name was Victor Hope, the Marquess of Linlithgow. 



make himself so difficult to find! Only pure love can welcome him; he allows himself to be received 

only by those who possess it. Only mast-heroes and advanced souls have that love, and the Emperor 

surrounds himself with them!” 

On Wednesday, 1 March 1939, Baba left Jaipur at 8:20 A.M., reaching Ujjain at 1:30 P.M. 

the following day, where Adi Sr., Gulmai, Chanji and Genu met them (having traveled ahead as 

usual by train). As instructed by Baba, Kaka took a bath there. After tea, Baba took the group 

sightseeing to the temple of Maha Kali (The Great Mother Kali). Baba wished to contact a particular 

mast in Ujjain. As they drove slowly through the narrow lanes of the crowded bazaar, Baba peered 

anxiously out of the bus looking for the contact. Such a man was not seen, so Baba opened the 

window and began gesturing to Kaka (who was walking alongside the bus) that the person they 

were looking for was doing something with his hands. Suddenly, Baba motioned for the bus to stop 

near a beggar who was tearing rags. Baba gestured to Kaka to hand the man a rupee, and for a brief 

moment the mast looked straight at Baba. Baba appeared happy and satisfied, motioning to Kaka 

to get in the bus, and they immediately left Ujjain. 

They arrived in the town of Dewas at about 5:00 P.M., where they stayed in the dak 

bungalow. On Friday, 3 March 1939, they arrived in Bhopal at 10:00 A.M. and checked into the 

Ruby Hotel, where they were to stay for the next ten days. The Meherabad mandali were unaware 

of the exact details of the Master’s itinerary. Pendu would be sent periodic telegrams, informing 

him where to forward the mail and cables. Upon their arrival in Bhopal, Chhagan began traveling 

daily to Itarsi (77 km. to the south) to collect and send any cables and letters (perhaps to obfuscate 

Baba’s exact whereabouts), and whenever Baba wanted anyone from among those at Meherabad, 

the person concerned was called to Itarsi, either by telegram or through correspondence. 

Baba contacted several masts and boys in Bhopal. On 4 March, four masts were brought to 

him. Baba was delighted and bathed and fed them. Pappa Jessawala arrived suddenly on the 5th and 

discussed his family’s living arrangements with Baba. 

In Bhopal, Baba took the women to see its beautiful lake, Moti Masjid, Jumma Masjid and 

the palace of the Nawab. They visited Sanchi on 6 March from 6:00 to 11 a.m. Baba showed the 

women the Great Stupa in Sanchi. “Buddha never lived here,” he stated. “His ashes are buried in 

thousands of places, this being one of them. Later his disciples came here, meditated, et cetera, died 

and were buried here. But Sarnath was the real place of Buddha.” 

Baba met a delegation of Pathan representatives from Peshawar the same day who were 

very gratified at their meeting. On the 6th, referring to the political situation in India, Baba remarked 

“All miscreants will be wiped out. Everything will be set right.” 

Helen Dahm fell ill with colitis in Bhopal and was taken to a hospital on 8 March. Irene 

was instructed to stay with her.370 Baba would visit them, yet his health, too, was breaking down. 

He was suffering diarrhea. He passed more than a dozen stools one day and had a fever. 

Mani too was indisposed and Baba ordered Katie to give her fresh orange juice at 3:00 P.M. 

each day. Once Katie took the juice to her at 3:05 P.M., and Baba of course noticed her tardiness. 

He asked, “Why are you five minutes late?” Katie replied that it took more time to squeeze the 

oranges. Baba corrected her, “Because of your delay in following the order, everything I was trying 

to do for Mani and my work has become ineffective. There may be good reasons for lateness in all 

other things, but in obedience it is an unfortunate tragedy!” 

Rumors of war breaking out soon were circulating at the time. Hearing some persons 

discussing the current world situation, a mast in Bhopal pointed to Baba while he was walking 

along the street, and repeated, “He will uproot all these troublemakers and set everything right.” 

 

 
370 Helen did not speak English, whereas Irene did. 



In response to a letter from Delia in England, who longed to be with the group in India, 

Baba dictated these lines on 5 March 1939: 

… I would love to have you here with me, but you say truly, there are lessons that must 

be learned even apart from the physical presence of the Master. I teach you wherever you are. 

In my conscious state I limit myself. So too in the conscious state of those of my circle, I 

also set limits. When I choose I free them from those limits, but in my own time. Until then be 

happy, content and know it is all my doing. When I draw the curtain, you will understand all and 

smile at my game. It is all illusion — the pain of yesterday is no more, the joy of a week ago is no 

more; only the present exists, and the love you feel for your Beloved. 

The unconscious self, which is God, in order to become conscious has to go through this 

apparent opposite process of duality in order to become aware of its oneness with God and gain that 

conscious union with God which makes lover and Beloved one. 

You make the effort and I will give you the Victory. It is a divine struggle with purpose 

behind it. Don’t fight against it. 

On 7 March, Baba wrote the Backetts about the purpose of his journey: 

[T]his was a tour not for sightseeing only but for spiritual work. This contacting 

personally certain saints and agents had to be before I speak and manifest. Every day brings the 

great spiritual upheaval nearer and with it the terrible suffering that must precede the "Awakening 

of the soul" ... You who have seen and known me before this happens will suffer in a different way 

[from] the rest of humanity. Your suffering will be with that of your Beloved — with an 

understanding that these things must be, that out of it will come peace and happiness, that with the 

world as it is now can never be. This will be your blessed opportunity of spreading my message. 

It is this killing pain of separation which is love at its extreme height that gives the 

conscious Union which all long for and which all are here to experience. So all is worthwhile and 

for a purpose. Experience, all must have — the experience of being the murdered as well as the 

murderer — of being the saint as well as the sinner, which is only a lesser good. You must see me 

in all to be able to help all. Never forget this and you will never fail in your understanding and help. 

Adi Sr. and his mother Gulmai were sent to Nasik on 10 March, to help Rustom deal with 

Freiny’s continued unstable mental health. Pilamai left for Karachi the following day. Baba left 

Bhopal for Sagar on Sunday, 12 March 1939, at 7:10 A.M. Helen, being still not well, was left 

behind in the Civil Hospital with Irene to look after her. 

At Sagar, they resided in the dak bungalow. Baba took the women to see Chakra Lake and 

Aspatal Ghat.371 The next day, Baba left the dak bungalow in search of masts, and brought back 

one in a tonga. The mast had scaly skin like an alligator and, while giving him a bath, Baba scrubbed 

and massaged his entire body with oil. After feeding him, the mast was sent away. Baba called him 

Magar Shah — Crocodile King. The mandali heard that Magar Shah’s scaled skin healed or 

disappeared after seven days of Baba’s bath and massaging his skin with oil. 

The same day, 13 March, at two in the afternoon, Baba and the group of men and women 

left Sagar and reached Jabalpur in the evening. Baba and the women occupied a large bungalow 

arranged by Jal Kerawalla, and the mandali stayed in another house nearby.372 No sooner had Baba 

again set foot in Jabalpur than he occupied himself with mast work, venturing into the city to contact 

them. As usual, those who were brought to the mandali’s bungalow would be given a bath and food. 

Most of Baba’s time during this period was spent engaged in his work with masts. 

 
371 Sagar was the place where Hazrat Daood Chisti had given God-realization to Tajuddin Baba, while he was serving 

in the army and posted there in 1879.  

372 Upasni Maharaj was also touring the area at the same time and passed through Jabalpur on his way to 

Sakori, though he and Baba did not meet. 



On Baba’s return to Jabalpur, Eruch was sent to bring his family (Gaimai, Manu, Meheru, 

and Meherwan) from Nagpur. They arrived on the 19th, and Baba assigned Katie and Manu the 

duty of cooking for all. 

News was received at this time from Nasik that Rustom’s wife Freiny had gone on a hunger 

strike, because she was still so upset with Baba for not including her in the tour with the other 

women. Freiny had stopped eating and drinking, and threatened to fast unto death until she was 

permitted to see Baba. Baba was therefore forced to leave his important mast work and travel to 

Nasik from Jabalpur in the hot summer weather. 

Baba was not pleased. On 15 March, he remarked, “Jesus was crucified once, but I am 

crucified every day — every hour!” 

Mohammed Mast actually wept when Baba told Mohammed he was going to Bombay for 

a week. With tears streaming down his cheeks, the mast muttered, “Dada, how will I live without 

you for so many days?” It was a very touching scene, and Baba too felt very sad and gave 

Mohammed a tender, long embrace, which no doubt gave Mohammed the strength to endure the 

separation from his Beloved. 

Baba left Jabalpur by train on 19 March 1939, accompanied by Gustadji, Kaka, Chanji and 

two boys. They arrived in Nasik early the next morning and met with Rustom. Seeing that Freiny 

was in a deteriorated state from her eighteen-day fast (ten days without water), Baba pacified her 

and lovingly explained the situation to her. She had an infant son, Jangoo, but was not caring for 

him properly due to her mental turmoil. Baba made her drink some milk, which he gave her with 

his own hands. This broke her fast and calmed the situation temporarily. Baba promised that he 

would call her when she became well again. It was settled that Rustom would go to an undisclosed 

place, known only to Baba. 

After seeing Ramjoo and his family, Baba left Nasik with Adi Sr. in Elizabeth’s car for 

Meherabad where he met Baidul, Kalemama, Nilu, Padri, Pendu, Sidhu and Vishnu. He told them 

about his recent tour, and after a three-day stay, left with Adi Sr. in a Buick for Poona. There he 

saw Memo, Beheram, his wife Perin and their three-year-old daughter Gulnar and four-year-old 

son Sheroo. 

Baba had also asked Memo to call her sister, Dowla Masi, to the house. Dowla Masi came 

and kissed Baba repeatedly. Baba blessed her. His blessing proved a farewell to his dear aunt, for 

within a year or so, she dropped her body. This was the last time Dowla Masi saw Baba. 

Baba continued with Adi to Bombay where he stayed for two days at Naoroji Dadachanji’s 

new residence, 607-B Sohrab Bharucha House, at Dadar.373 There Baba met Pleader. Pleader was 

suffering tremendously under the restrictions placed on him by Baba. Eventually, he broke down 

and wept. Baba was glad and said so, appreciating his frank outburst and smilingly emphasizing 

once again the importance of his special case. 

The following day, Dina Talati, who was grief-stricken over her husband Naval’s death, 

came and Baba comforted her too. It was a very touching scene. Lost to the world and to herself 

due to the loss of the husband she loved, her life had become a burden, as she herself said. She 

heartily preferred to end it, if that would take her to her dear Naval. But a Master’s ways are 

different. They purify through sufferings to break the stranglehold of one’s ego. 

This was a purifying process for Dina, a preparation for the future life intended and 

designed for her. Consequently, no amount of heartrending cries affected the Master. Baba instead 

urged her to cry aloud to give vent to all she felt, experienced and suffered. The entire atmosphere 

for a short while rang with her cries of “Baba! ... Baba!” touching the hearts of all those gathered, 

filling some eyes with tears. 

 
373 The family had moved out of Boman Lodge in February that year. 



Chanji described the scene: “Baba watched her wail with a smiling expression on his face, 

totally untouched and unaffected − rather, feeling delighted and happy at the good work that was 

being done so effectively.” 

Baba returned to Jabalpur from Bombay on the 25th. A huge pile of mail was waiting for 

him. Among the letters was one from Alexander Markey, describing his idea of visiting India to 

make a film about true spirituality. Baba sent this telegram: “Approve your plan. My moral support 

and spiritual help.” But, as with many other such projects, no film was ever made. 

Gulmai and Masaji were sent for and they arrived at noon on 29 March 1939. Memo and 

Jalbhai were to arrive in Jabalpur the following day, so before his mother arrived, Baba forewarned 

Gulmai about Memo’s jealous maternal nature and urged her to do her best to avoid the usual 

conflict between his spiritual and material mother. Although their quarrels served his own purposes 

well, at this time, because he was so preoccupied in his mast work, Baba wished for absolute 

harmony among his companions and would not tolerate any petty quarrels. 

Also on 30 March, Padri arrived in Elizabeth’s car, with Bhagirath, three additional 

servants and the driver Tukaram. A trailer had been attached to the car containing the cages of birds 

and animals from the “Meherabad zoo,” which Baba had sent for. Padri returned to Meherabad the 

following day by train. 

Jal Kerawalla received a telegram on 1 April 1939, informing him that his elder brother 

had died of a heart attack. He took the news with an equable attitude, which Baba appreciated. “It’s 

all illusion and not worth a serious thought,” Baba told him. Later, Baba praised Jal’s work for him 

in Jabalpur to Chanji, “Jal is very sincere with an excellent heart quality, which makes him very 

dear to me. He may realize and see me in my true form in this life.” 

During his mother’s visit, Baba gave the duty of looking after her to Gaimai, advising her, 

“Try your best to keep Shireenmai pleased and always do as she requests.” Gaimai was determined 

to serve her well. 

Meanwhile Gaimai’s sister Banumasi Kerawala was in Bombay and was about to join Baba 

with her two sons, Dadi and Sam. Memo asked Gaimai one day, “Write to Banu to bring me fish 

from Bombay when she comes.” 

“But Mother,” Gaimai replied, “eating fish is forbidden in the ashram; it is against Baba’s 

order. Even the Westerners have to live on vegetarian food.” 

“This restraint is for you people,” Memo said, “not for me! Send her a letter. What are you 

afraid of? Am I not your God’s mother?” 

Gaimai thought: “Baba wants me to do as Shireenmai says, so I'd better carry out her 

request.” She wrote to her sister. 

Pendu arrived from Meherabad on 6 April, with Savak Kotwal, Banumasi and Gaimai’s 

other sister Gulamasi Satha. Banumasi had brought the packet of fish, wrapped in ice. Baba was 

with the masts at the time. 

It was Baba’s order that anyone coming should not enter the bungalow in his absence, and 

also that no one should open any parcel when he was not there. Banumasi and Gulamasi were 

therefore waiting for his return, sitting on the verandah. Memo walked by and, seeing Banumasi, 

asked, “Have you brought the fish for me?” Banumasi answered affirmatively and handed her the 

packet. 

Memo took the parcel inside and told Gaimai to cook it for her lunch. Gaimai prepared it, 

but before Shireenmai could eat it, Baba walked in and said, “I smell fish. Where is it coming 

from?” Gaimai told him everything and Baba became very, very displeased. 

Memo intervened, “I have called for the fish! Why are you getting so upset with her?” 



Baba said, “Mother, you can have fish in Poona, not here! No one can eat meat or fish in 

my ashram!” 

“Who are you to stop me?” 

“I am God!” 

“You may be God for all, but to me you are my Merog. The doctor has told me to eat fish 

for my diabetes and you can’t stop me from eating it.” 

As this heated argument was going on between mother and son, two stray cats slipped into 

the kitchen and made off with the entire fish! When Memo saw this, she wailed, “Merog! Why do 

you harass me so? You didn’t want me to eat it and so this had to happen!” 

“Now do you believe that I am God?” Baba asked. 

“Maybe for others,” she conceded, “but to me you will always be my naughty Merog!” 

Baba had a hearty laugh and those present enjoyed the humor of the whole incident. 

 

On 7 April 1939 at eight o’clock in the morning, Baba was driven in Elizabeth’s car to 

Mandla with Chanji, Jal Kerawalla and a follower from Jabalpur named Dube (pronounced DU-

bay). For an hour the trip went smoothly, but then the radiator began spewing out water and they 

stopped the car to let it cool. They were five miles from Mandla and the radiator was leaking so the 

car would not restart. Baba suggested an unusual solution to their problem. To their wonder, he 

directed them to read a passage from the Bhagavad Gita out loud before trying to restart the car 

each time it stalled! Thus they went to Mandla (where Baba held a meeting with some community 

leaders there and contacted masts), and all the way back to Jabalpur following this same strange 

ritual. Baba afterward gave the book to Dube, with these words, “Don’t give this Gita to anyone, 

nor lose it. It is my prasad.” 

Baba permitted the Zoroastrian thread ceremony of Meherwan and Sam to be performed 

on Sunday, 9 April. Pappa Jessawala came for the occasion and had the ceremony performed at a 

local agyari by its resident priest. Masaji prepared a feast for the 200 attendees. The two boys were 

taken to meet Baba after the ceremony. The priest too wished to meet privately with Baba but Baba, 

for his own reasons, refused to see him. (Although Baba granted interviews to some of the sincere 

guests the next day.) 

About one’s family and children, Baba explained to Pappa on the 8th: 

All your children, wife, relatives and others, and your attachment for them, is Maya. 

Truly they neither belong to you nor do you belong to them. This connection and affection that you 

all feel is only for this life. After you leave your physical body, none goes with you, and even if 

they cry for you after death, it will only be for a short while, a few days. After death, you develop 

new connections and renew old ones in your next birth; then again cut off, again renewal in the new 

life, and so on and on it goes endlessly through lives after lives. 

You have had thousands of wives and children in your past lives, but do you remember 

any of them now, or does anyone of them remember you now? If this is true and the contact is so 

short and ever-changing, why worry and wail about it? Once when we definitely know that this is 

all short-lived and to go, why have any reliance or attachment to such things? 

It is like the 150 villages en route from Nagpur to Jabalpur, where you stop to rest, have a 

meal and spend one night. You meet a number of people at every halt, but forget them once you go 

on to the next station. Life is like that. 

There is truly nothing that belongs to you. All is transitory and ever-changing in nature. 

What belongs to you today will tomorrow belong to someone else, and the day after to a third 

person. So why worry over things that never belonged to you? If you have no idea of possession 

you will never suffer. So don’t try to “possess” anything … which will free you from any cause for 

disappointment or worry. 

And don’t think of material prosperity and possession through Guru-krupa [the grace of a 

Master]. Why? A true guru whose mission in life is to keep his followers away from Maya and 

mayavic possessions, would strip you of these gradually, take you out of the dirt of Maya rather 

than let you get deeper in it. And this means suffering, one way or another. But that is necessary for 



any desired progress on the Path — rather that is the true life of the spiritual aspirant, a life of 

suffering and sacrifice. That should be accepted with delight and with a feeling of being glorified in 

suffering. 

On 10 April 1939, the men collected fifteen beggars in Jabalpur and brought them to Baba’s 

bungalow. There Baba fed, bathed, shaved and clothed each of these destitutes in new kafnis, from 

3:00 to 5:00 P.M. 

Pendu and Chanji left Jabalpur on the 11th; Pendu was sent to Bombay and Meherabad, 

and Chanji to Itarsi. Chanji returned the next day. Baidul was on the same train from Meherabad. 

He had been ordered to proceed to Iran to bring his family to India to live in the ashram. Mehera’s 

mother Daulatmai had been staying in Persia for a year by Baba’s order and originally Baidul’s 

family was to have returned with her at the beginning of March. But Baidul’s eldest daughter had 

fallen very ill and died on 18 March 1939. His daughter was only eighteen years old, and Baidul 

had been feeling very depressed about her loss. He would occasionally sit alone silently weeping. 

Even though such tenacious men as Baidul had surrendered to the Master, they were not spared 

suffering such human sorrow. 

Baba met Baidul on 12 April and consoled him: 

Those who die thinking of me come to me. They are liberated from the chain of birth and 

death and see me perpetually. It is because you cannot see that you feel the separation. If you feel 

sorry, feel not for the dead, for they have come to me, but for the living who are in precarious 

conditions. 

Bring the family back within three months. You have lots of work to do for me in the 

future. So leave your wife and children in my care and pay attention only to the work I entrust to 

you. 

 

On Thursday, 13 April 1939, a rare interview with the Master was granted to a journalist. 

The subject of perfection was discussed at length. Baba explained: 

Just as everything in the domain of duality is based on the proportion of degrees, so also 

is perfection based on degrees when concerned with duality. Good and bad, virtue and vice, 

strength and weakness are all based on degrees when considered in relation to duality. Bad and 

good, vice and virtue, weakness and strength are all aspects of duality; but, in Truth [Reality], all 

are a degree of oneness in duality. Evil is not evil, but the lowest degree of good. Similarly, 

weakness is not weakness, but the lowest degree of strength. 

Perfection also has degrees, when compared with imperfection. So you see, one 

perfection in duality does not include every perfection. He who is perfect in science is probably not 

perfect in singing, and one perfect in singing will not be perfect in painting. So all these 

“perfections” are in the field of duality. Have you ever heard of perfect crimes? When murder is so 

cleverly perpetrated as not to leave a single clue behind, it is called a perfect crime. So even in 

crimes and so-called sins, there is perfection. 

But spiritual Perfection is not in the domain of duality. All these relative perfections 

explained come within the scope of intellect, but the perfection of spiritually Perfect Souls is 

beyond intellect. When one is perfect spiritually, one experiences that nothing except God alone 

exists. To a Perfect Being, everything that exists under the intellect and under the domain of duality 

is illusion. So for the Perfect Man, nothing exists but God — science, art, music, weakness, 

murders are all dreams to him. His knowledge, his perfection, is one indivisible existence. 

When this Perfect Soul, for spiritual reasons, wants to use all his power and knowledge, 

he does it purely for the spiritual good of others. He then applies his Universal mind in that subject 

and knows all. To express everything outwardly is not necessary, but he does know everything. 

How? All languages have their root in the mental world [of thought] and are then 

expressed orally. But he, the Perfect Man, knows the mind of everyone! He knows the purport of 

every thought before it is uttered! So it is with everything — science, art, et cetera — if he wants, 

he can know it even before it is actually manifested. But he does that only when he thinks it 

necessary. 

Then a series of questions and answers ensued: 



The journalist asked Chanji, “Does Meher Baba believe in the theory of previous births, 

as mentioned in the Bhagavad Gita?” 

“Yes,” Baba dictated, “the whole existence depends on the law of reincarnation.” 

“Even materially, Lord Krishna was perfect. So aren’t you also perfect materially?” 

“Perfection includes all perfections, but there is no need to express them. Krishna was 

perfect spiritually. That means he was perfect in everything, but he never showed his perfection 

materially, as it [material perfection] has no meaning and is in the realm of illusion. He could have 

shown himself a perfect drunkard, a perfect sinner, a perfect rogue. But that would have shocked 

the world. So, he did not express that. He was a perfect drunkard, perfect sinner, perfect rogue — 

perfect in everything. He must have been because he was, above all, a perfect God!” 

“But was it necessary for Krishna to show himself as a perfect murderer?” 

“I have stated, when it is necessary, these Perfect Souls express their perfection in 

everything. For the spiritual benefit of the world, I can be perfect in any mode of life I have to 

adopt, not merely to show perfection [but for my work]. Every aspect of life is contained in the 

highest state of perfection — perfection in the world, perfection in yoga, perfection in attachment, 

perfection in detachment!” 

Baba then asked him, “What is it you really want? What is it that you really desire and 

need?” 

The man said, “I am in search of a Perfect Teacher who can lead me to Perfection and 

satisfy me.” 

Baba said, “And I too am looking for a perfect disciple who could satisfy me! But I don’t 

find any! Tell me the truth, what do you really want?” 

The man, somewhat confused, answered, “I want to gain perfection by material ways and 

means. I must first find the ways and means to fill the hungry bellies of my starving countrymen 

before launching on a spiritual campaign.” 

“Yes, you are right,” replied Baba. “When people are starving, you cannot preach 

spirituality. They will not listen. Come after fifteen days. I will then reveal to you something — 

something very simple.” 

 

Helen Dahm had recovered from her abdominal illness and come to Jabalpur from Bhopal 

with Irene on 23 March. After three more weeks in India, on 17 April, Baba sent her and Hedi 

Mertens back home to Switzerland. Chanji took them to Bombay along with Gulmai and Beheram. 

They sailed three days later. Before leaving, Hedi told Chanji, “Tell Baba that physically I am 

going, but in spirit I will always be with him. There is none like Baba in the world!” 

Age noted: “Separation from the Beloved is real suffering, and the pain of such spiritual 

agony only a heart torn away from him knows. Tears are powerless to express the depth of such 

suffering. But the fire ignited by tears has power, and the Beloved is touched by it. Once the fire of 

his remembrance is lit, it never stops burning, and is extinguished only when the lover is burnt to 

ashes. This burning has both pain and joy within it. It keeps the lover harassed and miserable; yet 

the lover cannot live without it, though he suffers terribly! How can this wonderful pain ever be 

explained to the world?” 

 

Baba went on an eleven-day fast beginning Friday, 21 April 1939. He drank only a cup of 

milkless tea in the morning, and a glass of orange juice in the evening. He had told the women that 

once he began fasting, “Many big events will take place all over the world.” 

During this fast, Baba was merged in mast work. On the 17th Kaka and Jalbhai had brought 

a high mast from Ellichpur, named Gulabsha. When Kaka and Jalbhai first contacted the mast in 

Ellichpur and were trying to persuade him to come with them to see Baba, the mast told those 

surrounding him in the street, “There is one [Baba] who wants to paint me with the colors of 

divinity, but I don’t want that. He has caught me, but I don’t want to go … He wants to send me to 

the great homeland [God], but I don’t want to go there.” 

When Gulabsha first met Baba, he exclaimed, “He is God Himself!” And pointing to Kaka, 

he complained, “You have tricked me!” Baba sat on a mattress on the floor and motioned to 



Gulabsha to sit beside him. The mast said to Kaka, “I am not fit to sit beside him. How could I sit 

before the Emperor?” 

When Chhagan brought Khala Masi, a high mastani from Seoni on 31 March, the old 

woman instantly recognized Baba’s greatness and asked, “Won’t you let me have even a few drops 

from the Ocean of divinity that you are?” 

Baba again contacted Magar Shah in Jabalpur and, in a village ten miles away, another 

mast named Dada Thanthan Pal. Soon after this, he contacted a very high mast in Mandla named 

Dhaniram Maharaj (who was also known as Lohewala Baba). Baba also went to Allahabad for a 

day during this period to find and contact other masts. “The Ocean was in search of those drops 

who knew the Song and were singing their hearts out!” Age reflected. “Its painful melody 

compelled its Composer to find them.” 

Regarding masts, Baba once revealed to the mandali: 

They feel so happy with me, because they see Baba and know who Baba truly is — a 

thing which you, with your gross eyes, cannot see. They see me with quite a different eye, and this 

special inner eye sees my divine form. With your gross eyes, you can only see the playthings of 

maya — this table, chair, et cetera. But the internal eye, which these masts have, sees through all 

these and in them sees God alone. 

I love these lovers of God. They care for nothing of the world. They are so blissfully 

indifferent, even about their bodily needs — all for love of God, while the whole world only craves 

and cries for things of maya, and rushes at each other’s throats for its gratification! These masts are 

true soldiers of God! 

Alu Khambatta and her office partner, Dr. Paramanand, had returned from Europe and had 

private interviews with Baba on 22 April 1939. 

Chanji returned that day, bringing Rustom’s daughters Meheru and Naggu. He was sent 

again to Bombay the same day, and, he returned on 2 May with a group of his relatives, including 

his nieces Arnavaz and Nargis Dadachanji, and also Goher, who was living with the family. Meheru 

and Naggu were in school, but would always come to Baba during their Christmas and summer 

holidays, as would Arnavaz and Nargis. 

Chanji also collected Rustom’s one-year-old son Jangoo from Nasik. As related, Rustom’s 

wife Freiny had a mental breakdown and could not take care of her infant son, so Baba put the baby 

in Khorshed’s charge, and had him kept in the ashram. During this stay in Jabalpur, Jangoo became 

seriously ill and was saved from dying only by Baba’s grace. 

May 3rd was Manu Jessawala’s birthday, and to celebrate Baba asked the women to stage 

a play. Mani, who was quite talented at such endeavors, wrote a humorous skit parodying the 

present world leaders. Mani took the part of Hitler, Katie was Mussolini, Rano was Prime Minister 

Chamberlain, and Meheru and Naggu had other roles. The skit was performed before Baba and the 

mandali at 7:00 P.M. and all were amused. Exactly four months later, the Second World War was 

declared. No doubt Baba was working through this seemingly innocuous play by a few of the 

women. 

Baba would frequently ask to be entertained with skits. Once Rano played the part of a 

Parsi priest and had to speak her lines in Gujarati. She memorized the part well, but while on stage 

got nervous and fumbled with her words. Baba commented that he enjoyed her mistakes more than 

any other part of the play. 

During this period, Baba took the women on a return excursion to Marble Rocks. He 

explained to them: 

Do you know, do you have any idea of how fortunate you are? I am sitting here with you, 

playing with you, talking with you, giving you my company, while elsewhere there are many who 

cannot die, because they want to see me! They thirst for my darshan but still I do not meet them. 



There is one recluse in the mountains whose eyelashes touch the ground. He is living for 

my darshan, but I do not go and see him. There is another who is 700 years old, whose hair has 

grown so long it touches the ground, as if rooted there. He neither eats nor drinks, but only longs 

for me. And yet I do not see him either, though he craves to see me. 

Why do I call you all here to me and allow you my company? It is because, for births on 

end, you underwent privations by performing austere penances of which you have no idea. That is 

why you are here with me now. 

One day Arnavaz was reading a letter from her cousin Nariman, who was studying in 

England. Baba passed by at that time and asked her what Nariman had written. Arnavaz replied 

that Nariman was going to Germany from England for a two-year course of study. Baba directed 

her, “Write to him to return to India immediately!” Arnavaz wrote as instructed and her letter set 

Nariman’s mind awhirl. He had received a scholarship to study chemistry in Germany for two 

years, and initially could not understand why Baba wanted him to come back to India so soon. But 

when the drums of war began sounding, he understood and returned as directed. 

The previous year in Panchgani, when Goher had become ill, Arnavaz was very impressed 
by Baba’s mercy and concern for Goher. But the next day brought quite a different impression. 

Naja was also very sick at the time and Baba forewarned her, “You will die. Then, tying you up 

with a long rope, I will lower you down into a ravine where a tiger will come and eat you up! That 

will solve my problem, because now you are nothing but a burden to me!” 

Arnavaz was shocked at this “cruel” side of Baba’s nature which she had never before 

encountered. She thought: “Ordinarily, someone who is sick is comforted and consoled to speed 

their recovery. But, here with Baba, it is just the opposite!” 

Baba did not say anything to Arnavaz, as she too was not well. Leading her to bed, Baba 

urged her, “Take complete rest, and don’t think about anything.” Baba asked Rano to nurse 

Arnavaz, which deeply touched her. She chided herself: “How stupid to be so doubtful, and to be 

led astray by the smallest thing! Baba is God, and whatever he does, he does for the good of others.” 

During her Panchgani holiday, Baba did not refer to the incident, but on Arnavaz’s arrival 

in Jabalpur, he one day explained, “I am the tiger and my prey are patients. You are now a patient, 

and so I will have to ...” 

“But, I am quite well now,” she interrupted. 

“... eat you up!” he gestured. Arnavaz burst out laughing. Baba continued, “I am that tiger 

which makes its prey come to life by striking it down; and when once alive like this, one never 

dies!” 

When she first met Baba, Nargis was very lean and slim, and, when she had been to 

Panchgani in 1938, Baba had indicated to her, but with his own meaning, “You should grow very 

big! Eat rice, drink lots of water and take plenty of rest!” At the time, Nargis could not follow what 

Baba meant and thought he was serious. When she returned to Bombay, she felt the pangs of 

separation deeply and began remembering him more and more. 

In Jabalpur, Baba one day remarked to her, “I am happy to see that you are now growing 

bigger!” Nargis looked puzzled, and said that she was just the same. “Why do you say that?” he 

asked. “Hasn’t your love for me increased?” 

“I don’t know about that,” she said, “but after leaving Panchgani, I felt very sad to be away 

from you.” 

“This is called ‘growing up’ and ‘growing bigger’! You are becoming strong in my love. I 

will make you very big indeed!” 

Elizabeth’s Boston terrier Kippy had been traveling with the menagerie since the beginning 

of the Blue Bus Tour. Even Kippy’s birthday was observed in Jabalpur on 5 May, and the little dog 

was decked out in a cute outfit for the occasion. Happy Birthday was sung to her by all, and 

afterward, at night, Baba took the women for a boat ride on the Narmada River by moonlight. 



On 10 May, Baba brought two more puppies, named Bingo and Jingo. He asked Elizabeth 

to look after them. Elizabeth loved dogs, and Baba satisfied her fondness for them.374 

The question of establishing an ashram was being further discussed during this period. 

After accepting Chowdhary’s offer of land in Mandla, a plan had been drawn up. Some people in 

Mandla knew about Baba, but to make the general public more aware of who he was, a public 

meeting was arranged on the 12th, in which Deshmukh, Norina and Nadine delivered speeches. 

Norina was most interested in setting up the new ashram and would gather information and seek 

support by contacting influential citizens. Baba, however, did not participate actively in this as he 

was too occupied with his mast work, which he indicated was more important above all other 

matters. 

Dr. Ghani was also active in giving public lectures about Baba, especially to his fellow 

Muslims. Baba wrote to him about this in a letter dated 3 May 1939:  

I am pleased about your lecturing on 4th and 5th in Ahmednagar, and I am 

sure you will [make] reference to your Baba and not give me excuses that it was 

not the opportune time and occasion. You might say that the Mohammedans 

might not like it; if so, why attend the meetings of people who do not approve of 

your Master being the Prophet of the Age. 

I hope you will be brave and, taking the proffered opportunity, prove that 

you are worthy of my love. If you disappoint me, you will disappoint yourself. 

The decision whether or not to open an ashram in either Jabalpur or Mandla remained 

questionable. Baba kept the issue pending and, on Monday, 15 May 1939, he decided to leave 

Jabalpur for Meherabad. Baba rode in Elizabeth’s car with Mehera, Mani and Memo, and the other 

women rode in the Blue Bus (which Eruch drove with Kaka in front) following behind the car. 

Mohammed Mast, one other mast, Gustadji, the other men mandali, and three women 

servants were sent on to Meherabad by train. The other masts were sent back to their respective 

towns or villages. Meanwhile Gaimai, Banumasi and their children remained in Jabalpur.375 

May is the middle of summer in India. Due to the extreme heat, the group with Baba would 

rise at 2:00 A.M. and start traveling long before dawn. They reached Nagpur at 11:00 A.M. and 

stayed at the Gorewala dak bungalow. Deshmukh and Indumati came for darshan in the evening. 

In Nagpur, it was so hot that the women would wear wet clothing; but the clothes would dry on 

them within five minutes! 

Baba and the women arrived in Khuldabad via Badnera and Khamgaon on 17 May, at 10:30 

A.M. After they had settled in at the Khuldabad dak bungalow, Baba pointed out a hill and remarked, 

“Sai Baba spent his youth here and was God-realized at a nearby cave.” They went to see the ancient 

Hindu and Buddhist Ellora Caves the next morning at seven o’clock. They came back for lunch at 

10:45 A.M. and went again that afternoon from 2:45 until 5:00 P.M. (They hired a guide, who proved 

to be excellent, and Baba liked him very much.) 

On the 19th, Baba went to Aurangabad at 7:00 A.M. with Eruch and Kaka Baria. Baba 

brought a high mast known as Mabood back to Khuldabad with him at 10:30 A.M. Baba gave him 

a bath, cut his hair and fed him. When Baba lovingly passed his hand over the man and patted his 

back, the mast cried out, “There is intense burning! ... You have set me on fire! ... I’m on fire!” 

 

374 When Elizabeth was sent back to America in 1942, Baba disbanded the zoo and gave away most of the 

animals. Moti the peacock, however, lived at Meherabad for many years. One morning, before they left on 

the New Life, they found him dead, apparently killed by a fox or wild dog. He was buried on Meherabad 

Hill near the other pets (Warrior, Chum, Kippy, Cracker, Foundy). 

375 Eruch later rejoined his family in Jabalpur. 



Baba calmed him; then he bathed and fed him. Later that same evening, before the mast was driven 

back to Aurangabad in Elizabeth’s car, Kaka asked him where he had been. The mast replied, “I 

have come to Allah’s darbar [God’s court] and have eaten my food at his palace.” 

Baba and the women left Khuldabad at four-thirty in the morning on Saturday, 20 May 

1939 and reached Toka at 7:15 A.M. Baba showed the Western women the place where his ashram 

had been in 1928. Then, when the bus became stuck, Baba and the women waded across the Toka 

River, hand in hand. The bus had to be pulled out of the mud by bullocks. They stopped at noon 

for lunch at the Ghodnadi dak bungalow, and reached Lonavla at eight that night, where they stayed 

at Noor Mohammed’s bungalow at Walvan, as arranged by Ghani.376 

Baba took the women around Lonavla, showing them Indravan Lake and Elphinstone 

Point. Near Walvan Lake, Baba pointed to a spot where he would come from Poona with his 

boyhood friends to play marbles and fly kites. 

Adi Sr. arrived for a day on the 22nd to see Baba. He had been in Bombay for a month with 

Gulmai, who had undergone an operation. Pendu, Vishnu and Adi Jr. arrived from Belgaum that 

day and also saw Baba. 

Baba left for nearby Talegaon on 23 May 1939, with Chanji as his only companion. They 

visited Amina and Abdulla Jaffer, Ramjoo’s sister and her husband, who along with others lovingly 

took Baba’s darshan. Something happened that disturbed Baba, and he ordered Amina that so long 

as she lived, she should never take his darshan again by bowing to his feet! After eating lunch 

served by her and her relatives, Baba and Chanji returned to Lonavla in the evening. 

Visitors from Poona, Bombay, Belgaum, and also a few of the mandali from Meherabad, 

came to Lonavla on 24 May 1939 to see Baba. Baba had sent a message to Sadashiv Patil and 

Buasaheb in Poona particularly to come to Lonavla. Baba again tried to induce these two early 

followers to come and stay with him and the mandali, and was particularly anxious to have 

Buasaheb with him. Buasaheb, however, pleaded business commitments, whereupon Baba offered 

to take the complete financial burden upon himself and free Buasaheb of any monetary 

responsibility. An agreement to this effect was even drawn up, but Buasaheb later backed out of it 

and it was torn up. In light of subsequent events, it was an attempt by Baba to save Buasaheb. 

Baba and the women departed from Lonavla for Meherabad at five-thirty on the morning 

of the 25th, arriving the same day at 11:30 A.M. Immediately upon returning to Meherabad, the 

discussion about a center in Mandla or Jabalpur began again. The Western women liked Mandla, 

and Baba implied that he did too. Norina, subsequently, began planning the inception of a center 

there. 

Baba was sleeping at night on the hill, but he came down on the night of 27 May and played 

cards with the mandali after not having done so for a long time. (The losers were given a stroke 

with a stick by Baba as their penalty.) He continued this routine of nightly card games for some 

time, returning to sleep up the hill at 9:00 P.M. 

On the morning of the 29th, Baba held a discussion with Baily, Ghani and Chanji about a 

proposal to start a Gujarati magazine, along the lines of Meher Baba Journal. That evening, Baba 

came down the hill to enjoy a bhajan performance (and dance) by the inmates of the mast ashram. 

In June of 1939, Baba sent Deshmukh, Norina and Nadine to Bombay, Poona, and Nasik 

to give lectures.377 They spoke effectively before the public (on the topic “The Present Spiritual 

Crisis”) and countered some of the adverse opinions and rumors that were still being spread about 

 
376 Baba and the mandali had stayed here before, in 1926. 

377 Deshmukh frequently visited Baba during his university holidays, and would carry out work according 

to Baba’s instructions. 



Baba by Colonel Irani and his cohorts. They also informed the public of the proposal to open a 

Universal Center. 

Now that Baba was again residing at Meherabad after a six-month absence, many came to 

see him on Sunday, 4 June 1939, including the Satha family, Sarosh and Viloo, Indu Deshmukh, 

Maneck Ranji, Minoo Pohowala, Gadekar and Dhake and his family. 

Adi Sr. returned to Meherabad on the 11th; Nusserwan Satha and Kaka Chinchorkar came 

on the 12th; and two days later, Baba went to see Gulmai at Khushru Quarters, and then to see a 

film at Sarosh Cinema. Rustom came from Nasik and saw Baba at Meherabad on 28 June. He 

stayed for two days and then returned to Nasik. 

The number of residents at Meherabad having greatly increased with Baba’s return, it was 

difficult for Vishnu alone to do all of the shopping for daily provisions at the bazaar, since he also 

had other duties. So an advertisement was placed in the newspapers to hire someone full-time to 

do the marketing. Applying for the job, Laxman Gangadhar Jangle, 24, showed up at Meherabad. 

Baba asked him, “What are you doing nowadays?” 

“I’ve failed in the matric exam and am planning to take it again,” Jangle said. 

“If you want to come and work here, you will have no chance of studying further.” 

“If you give me the job, I will stay.” 

Baba hired the young man, and he and his family moved to Meherabad. Jangle had come 

seeking employment, but was inwardly drawn to the Master, and stayed in Meherabad thereafter 

assisting Vishnu and Sidhu with the marketing and doing other odd jobs. 

 

During June 1939, Sarosh brought two English pigs to Meherabad from Poona as instructed 

by Baba. Baba named them Nutty and Gutty. Nilu arrived in Meherabad on 11 June with a wooden 

crate containing a gazelle, which they named Lily; a lamb named Meher, and a monkey named 

Lucky were also kept. In addition, there were parrots, blackbirds, serpents, rabbits, dogs, hens, 

ducks and two cows! The women mandali were like game-wardens and had to look after the 

menagerie from morning to night. 

The story of how Lucky the monkey came to the ashram is interesting. Baba had sent word 

to a few scattered disciples that he wished to keep a pet monkey that “would respond to him.” A 

few primates were sent, including an exceptional chimpanzee, but none was drawn to Baba. One 

day Savak Damania sent a crate from Bombay to lower Meherabad. It contained a monkey no 

bigger than a baby squirrel. Baba was called and, as was the usual procedure, he instructed the men 

to sit around the cage in a circle, with Baba among them, to see what happened when the cage was 

opened. Should the monkey jump into Baba’s lap first, it would be the chosen one. The cage was 

opened and the little monkey scampered straight for Baba and jumped on his arm! Baba forthwith 

gave him the appropriate appellation — Lucky. 

 

After his return to Meherabad, Baba continued his inner work with Mohammed and the 

other masts who had been brought from Rahuri to abide at the Mess Quarters of lower Meherabad. 

A few of the mandali looked after the masts, but Baba alone would cut their hair, shave, bathe and 

feed them. He would also spend time with each mast separately in a closed room, and while he was 

engaged in this inner work, no one was permitted to go near the vicinity of the Mess Quarters. 

At the end of May 1939, Baba had sent Kaka Baria and Savak’s brother Soli Kotwal to 

bring the sixth-plane mast Lakhan Shah from Ajmer. It was very difficult and required much 

persuasion to bring masts to Baba, as they would never like to leave their abode, nor would their 
followers and devotees be happy to see strangers taking away their personal devas [gods]. But due 

to the Master’s nazar, Kaka and Soli succeeded in bringing this saint-mast to Meherabad on Friday, 

2 June. As soon as Lakhan Shah arrived, Baba embraced him lovingly. Baba promptly gave him a 



bath, dressed him in a new kafni and, after feeding him by hand, put him in a separate room. For 

the next fifteen days, Baba sat with Lakhan Shah in seclusion for inner work, for a fixed time each 

day. After this period, he was taken back to Ajmer by Kaka. 

On one occasion, Baba went to the mast ashram unexpectedly, accompanied by the men 

mandali. The caretakers were taken by surprise at his sudden arrival, but the masts and mad had 

been waiting for him. They were beating a mysterious rhythm on their metal plates, tin cups and 

cans, as if they were musical instruments, and loudly singing, “Jai, Jai Gururaya, Meher Baba 

[Hail, hail Beloved Lord, Meher Baba]!” 

Age watched delightedly as these lovers of God serenaded their Lord. “These God-

intoxicated souls, who have transcended their forms, are the true men of God, without the least 

gross consciousness of eating, drinking, their dress or anything else to do with the human body. 

Although they have lost contact with the world, their bodies responded to the blissful enchantment 

that they experienced in Beloved Baba’s presence, and they became absorbed in their song for their 

beloved Friend!” 

 

Deshmukh arrived in Meherabad on 8 June 1939. Chanji was sent to Bombay and Navsari 

the same day with his nieces Arnavaz and Nargis, who had been staying with the women during 

their summer holidays. Baba sent Chanji to Bombay again to see Mahatma Gandhi on the 23rd 

evening. Baba had asked Gandhi to translate some of his articles into Gujarati. Chanji presented 

Gandhi the first issue of Meher Baba Journal, which contained Baba’s discourse, “The Avatar.” 

(“…The Avatar appears in different forms, under different names, at different times, in different 

parts of the world…”) Gandhi was interested in hearing of Baba and his activities with the mad 

ashram and proposed Universal Center. Afterward, Gandhi wrote the following letter to Chanji, 

who was staying in Bombay: 

Birla House 

Mount Pleasant Road 

Bombay, 24 June 1939 

Brother Dadachanji, 

This morning I saw the monthly that you left yesterday. I read Baba’s article. I just 

glanced through the other articles also. As I understand it, Baba’s wish seems to be that if I approve 

of what he says in his article, I should myself translate it. But there are many Gujarati translators 

more proficient than I am. 

I cannot say “I approve of it” nor would I say “I do not,” for either way it would be 

presumption. So, in other words, “I am just wondering what all this is.” Send me the other issues 

also. I admit that my curiosity to understand Baba and his works has increased. 

If Baba agrees, I wish to send one of my co-workers to Meherabad. Thus, after getting to 

know him in my own way, if his articles appeal to me, I shall certainly translate them. I will be 

guided by God in this. Let me know through a postcard, after meeting Baba or otherwise, whether I 

should send one of my co-workers to Meherabad. 

Knowing Mahatma Gandhi’s rather orthodox and conventional trend of mind, Baba had 

never intended Chanji to give Gandhi the article “The Avatar.” To remedy the situation, on the 

same day Gandhi wrote to Chanji, Ghani was writing Chanji on Baba’s behalf: 

Meherabad 

24 June 1939 

Dear Chanji, 

Shri Baba has received your letter and telegram. He has asked me to convey thus: 

“Why have you offered to Mr. Gandhi the first article, ‘The Avatar,’ for translation? It is 

personal, and Mr. Gandhi is not likely to commit himself by translating that article. I had expressly 

told you to give him the article ‘Selfishness.’ Now that you have bungled, I don’t think Mr. Gandhi 

would be interested in other articles even, thinking them to be of the same personal tone and 

caliber. 

“Anyway, try once again and give him the article, ‘Selfishness.’ ” 

I shall write the article on Shri Baba for the Times of India, after consulting him. 



Yours sincerely, 

[sd.] Abdul Ghani Munsiff 

P.S. He [Gandhi] would not have refused other articles, but the only one he has any 

excuse to refuse is the first article, ‘The Avatar.’ The opportunity is lost and reaction is likely to set 

in. 

[sd.] M. S. Irani 

P.P.S. Illaj [remedy] suggested by Baba: 

“Take all the articles of Baba to Mr. Gandhi and tell him that ‘The Avatar’ article is the 

only personal article by Shri Baba. All the rest are impersonal, spiritual and philosophical. Mr. 

Gandhi should have the choice of any of them to begin with.” 

The next day, 25 June, Baba sent another letter to Chanji in Bombay: 

Dear Chanji, 

Gandhi is in Bombay from today. See him immediately and tell him what I told you last 

and then come here to report. 

As requested, Chanji then went to see Mahatma Gandhi in Bombay and delivered this 

message to him from Baba: 

You are right in what you say. Your translating “The Avatar” article would be your 

committing yourself without knowing me. Keep the article “The Avatar” pending until you 

experience Baba as the Avatar yourself. But now translate the other articles by me — those only 

which appeal to you and you approve of. 

If you approve of none, I free you from your promise of translating my writings in 

Gujarati. 

You can send anyone to see me and my work at Meherabad. But I would like you NOT to 

come to see me unless you 100 percent feel, of your own, to come. 

I want you to read all my articles. 

Chanji then said to Gandhi, “Baba knows you are not ignorant enough to think it is 

propaganda to have your name as translator of his articles. If you think so, then you must say so 

and he will relieve you of your promise. 

“As Baba says, ‘My propaganda is my own Self!’ ” 

Gandhi took the articles to read and said he would let Baba know what he thought. 

The facts were that Meher Baba was not really interested in having Mahatma Gandhi 

translate his articles into Gujarati. For that he could have gotten one of his close disciples. This 

communication was all a pretense for his work to keep Gandhi in his contact over the years. 

The result of Chanji’s meetings with Mahatma Gandhi was that Gandhi sent his colleague 

D. B. “Kaka Saheb” Kalelkar to see the Meherabad ashram. Kalelkar, 54, accompanied by his 

secretary, Mr. Dharmadhikari, was brought by Adi Sr., Nusserwan Satha and Chanji from Poona 

on the evening of 22 July 1939. Baba had already gone up the hill when they arrived, but knowing 

that Gandhi’s representative was traditional in his views, Baba had instructed four or five of the 

men mandali that they should remain in their respective rooms and pretend to be meditating when 

Kalelkar was given a tour the following day. The two visitors were given the privilege of sleeping 

that night in the Rahuri Cabin. 

Baba came down from the hill the next morning before seven o’clock. He granted an 

interview to Gandhi’s representative in his room for about fifteen minutes. 

During the course of their meeting, Baba pointed out to Kalelkar: 

It is not through intellectual gymnastics and knowledge acquired by reading or hearing 

lectures that spiritual truths can be understood. At the most, these can give one an intellectual 

understanding, which is the first preparatory stage for ushering one into the Path. 

What is essential is a true inner feeling, an actual experience of the Truth — which is real, 

lasting and convincing. When one experiences union with God, one knows by actual experience 

that one is in harmony with everything and everyone — that there is nothing but one infinite 

indivisible Existence, and all else is but fleeting shadows. 



Just as a human being knows by actual experience that he is a man, not an animal, dog or 

horse. He has not to think about it, that he is a man, for he is that. So should one know by actual 

experience that he is One with everything and everyone; not a separate individual entity, apart and 

away from others. Bhakti [devotion] and love create faith in divinity and Divine Beings, Masters 

and gurus, yet it is actual experience that always matters. 

You may hear a lot about me from my enthusiastic devotees, but you shouldn’t be carried 

away merely by the talk of others. You yourselves should have that experience and feel as they do; 

then alone is it real, lasting and convincing. 

Sanyas [renunciation] is more internal than external. It is not in giving up or shirking 

one’s duties towards one’s own dependents, but in doing all these duties conscientiously — in 

living and sharing their happiness and sufferings both. That is true sanyas, that is true yoga. Living 

in the world yet being not of it. 

Kalemama conducted Kalelkar to the rooms of those meditating. They played their part 

well and it looked as if they were seriously immersed in meditation and in repeating God’s name. 

Padri then showed him the simple, rustic mast ashram and explained to him about the masts. He 

was led back to Baba, who discussed with him many spiritual themes and further explained about 

masts and the inner planes. 

Both Nusserwan Satha and Kaka Chinchorkar of Ahmednagar were old acquaintances of 

Mahatma Gandhi’s, and had been invited by Baba to accompany Kalelkar and his secretary on their 

tour of Meherabad. As they were also Baba’s old devotees from the 1920s, they were surprised at 

the “meditation show” being perpetrated by the men, because they knew that the mandali seldom, 

if ever, meditated. 

The duo were taken up the hill where they were shown places usually “off limits” to visitors 

— the hospital, cabin, tomb and meditation cells — and they spent over an hour talking with Norina 

and Nadine. 

Kalelkar left Meherabad at 5:00 P.M. After their departure, Baba explained to Nusserwan 

and Kaka Chinchorkar: 

According to Kalelkar’s orthodox trend of mind, he was first shown this exercise in 

meditation, repetition of God’s name, et cetera. Had he first been sent to the mast ashram, the 

tendency of his mind would not have been pleased and he would not have listened properly to my 

explanations about the masts. Therefore, his mental bent [inclination] was first satisfied and then he 

could pay attention to what I was telling him! 

I have to play such parts to cater to the fixed, deep-seated ideas of persons. Slowly I am 

leading them to the path of Truth. If their mind is shocked at the outset, they would not feel 

interested. 

 

Baba would permit his close lovers to donate money for his cause whenever they were able 

to, and Raosaheb had sent Baba a check for Rs.100 at the beginning of July. On 5 July Baba sent 

him this humorous “thank-you” note: 

Your letter did not come as a surprise 

    but as an enterprise! 

And with it the 100 rupee check 

    came as the perfect prize! 

And also with it came the hope that you will 

     continue sending me from time to time 

     such amounts of bigger size! 

I will look after your health 

And you look after my wealth! 

On 2 July 1939, Savak Kotwal arrived at Meherabad and saw Baba. Ramjoo’s son Dadu 

also had an interview the same day. Baba frequently visited Gulmai at Khushru Quarters and went 

to a movie at Sarosh Cinema. On 4 July, Gulmai wept before Baba and bitterly complained about 

having to live apart from him (in Ahmednagar rather than on Meherabad Hill, as she had done 

before) because of Shireenmai. When Baba went to see her a week later, on the 12th, and informed 



her that she would not be accompanying the group when they shifted from Meherabad, Gulmai was 

even more disappointed and said she wanted to commit suicide. Baba consoled her, emphasizing 

her spiritual connection with him, and commented, “Suffering is necessary when you are in this 

spiritual path.” 

Nilu arrived on 5 July from Poona with two pigs, and Jalbhai came the next day in an 

Austin. Baba visited Rahuri with many on the 7th to have dinner at Dhake’s residence. Adi Jr. visited 

on 9 July and it was decided that he would remain in Poona, rather than Meherabad. 

A college friend of Adi Sr. named Jamshed Ardeshir Irani met Baba at Meherabad on 13 

July. Maneck Ranji came three days later, and Baba asked him to contribute towards the Universal 

Center plan, which he did. 

 

One day Baba spoke to the women about war: 

I, as Krishna, ordered Arjuna to kill. As Christ, I told Peter to give his other cheek to be 

slapped, but the truth underlying both is the same. Haven’t people changed since then? People are 

not advanced, but they have changed. 

The world now is going back to its barbarous attitude and so, over and over again, it is 

life’s changes. But what Krishna teaches in the Gita is divine; it goes deep down. It says you can 

become God if you love me, follow me, surrender to me. There is no other way. Disciples must do 

as the Master orders — not imitate. Arjuna took up his bow willingly and obeyed, knowing with 

perfect knowledge that he was not killing. Detached, he had to do this for their spiritual good — no 

lust for killing, nor duty, but pure detachment to do Krishna’s work. 

If you are a perfect follower of non-violence, you give an oath that you would not hurt 

any creature. However, if you saw one dog killing three cats, what would you do — kill the dog? If 

you stood aside, you would allow the killing of the three cats. What, Elizabeth, would you do? If 

you keep silent, you are helping to kill three cats. If you kill the dog, you are violent. 

There is a tiger among a herd of cattle and you have a gun in your house that you do not 

touch, because of your oath of non-violence. You know you can kill the tiger and save the herd. 

What would you do? Kill the tiger, but [remain] detached — this is what Krishna teaches. Do not 

follow violence or non-violence, just be detached. You must kill for the good of the herd. In the 

case of Arjuna, it was for the spiritual good of others, who were like tigers of lust and greed. 

Is it right to go to war? Go to war if called and you cannot avoid it, but do not fight for 

the sake of killing. You just help and kill detached, or be killed without fear and anger toward the 

killer. Few, very few, can do so. Why do I want war? To make things right for spiritual progress 

and advancement. 

Baidul returned from Iran at this time, along with his wife Soltoon, and their two daughters 

Dowla and Sarwar and son Faredoon, who came to live at Meherabad. They were housed in the 

Arangaon Family Quarters. Soltoon and the children did not know any language other than Persian, 

but Dowla and Sarwar soon learned Gujarati from the women mandali. 

For a month, Baba gave Baidul the duty of keeping watch by his side at night, and he would 

give him food from his own plate. During the night Baba would discuss with him about masts, 

implying that Baidul would have a much greater share of the work in the future. After a month, 

Baba praised him, stating, “You have become the Sardar [chief] of the masts and you will now be 

able to recognize them!” 

To differentiate between the ordinary mad and advanced masts is difficult, because 

outwardly both look similar. But internally, there is a world of difference between their states. 

Baidul now believed he had that power and, astonishingly enough, was enabled by Baba to 

recognize a genuine mast at first glance. He, of course, had no idea about their stage of spiritual 

advancement, but he could distinguish whether a person was a mast or simply a deranged madman. 

Baba once gave this formula: 

No ordinary man can tell whether one man is a mast and another man is mad without the 

divine authority of a Perfect Master. However, the unmistakable quality that masts possess is their 



ability to make one happy in their company; whereas, in the company of a mad person one feels 

depression and sadness. 

On one occasion, explaining the difference between a perfected salik and a majzoob, Baba 

stated: 

After God-realization, majzoobs are those who do not come down to normal 

consciousness from their highest state of divine consciousness. They enjoy eternal bliss, but have 

no duty for the world at large. A majzoob has no other consciousness than the consciousness of 

God, and is oblivious of his body and its needs. To a majzoob, everything has become a zero. He is 

God and remains God! 

On the other hand, a salik is one who, after God-realization, gains normal [worldly] 

consciousness and works for the upliftment of humanity. A salik is he who continually enjoys 

divine bliss, but simultaneously suffers the suffering of the world. Outwardly, he looks like an 

ordinary man; but inwardly, he cannot be understood. He is the Sadguru and his duty is to work for 

the betterment of the world. 

The Avatar descends from his highest state of divine consciousness to the state of human 

consciousness. He does not have to pass through the stages of evolution, reincarnation and 

Realization. He is God always, and comes down directly from his God state to man state and 

becomes conscious of creation. His benevolent work is universal, and he gives a spiritual push to 

all objects in creation — inert and living, animate and inanimate both. 

During this period, Mehera’s sister Freiny came to Meherabad from Nasik, still upset at 

her continued separation from Baba and her virtual isolation in Nasik. Freiny had deep love for 

Baba and wanted to be with him and the other women mandali, but Baba did not wish to keep her 

in the ashram, perhaps because she had family responsibilities to her husband Rustom and their 

children. Rustom himself was suffering much mental anguish and would disappear from time to 

time without telling her or anyone. But at this time he disappeared permanently and would never 

be seen or heard from again by his family or the mandali (although he did write Baba a few times). 

His marriage and emotional state had proven too difficult for him to live with.378 

Freiny was beside herself with worry, and this only added to her already unbalanced state 

of mind. Baba comforted her, assuring her that he would call her soon, and she returned to Nasik. 

Discussing this predicament, Baba commented: 

The Avatar has to incur upon himself the infinite burden of “worries” of the entire 

suffering world, while working in the world for the spiritual upliftment of humanity. This suffering 

of people, steeped in the darkness of ignorance, becomes the Avatar’s suffering. This is his 

crucifixion. The Avatar is crucified every moment of his life on earth. 

But, with this infinite suffering which he has to take upon himself, he also has the infinite 

bliss of the Perfect State, which he eternally experiences. Otherwise, it would be utterly impossible, 

and he would be literally crushed under the burden of such suffering from all sides. If an ordinary 

man, however great, were to [feel] even a thousandth part of the Avatar’s suffering, he would go 

mad! The Avatar has to bear this burden to lighten the load of the suffering of the world. 

Referring to such persons as Freiny, Baba explained: 

I have to bear the burden of many cases like hers. But, in dealing with such situations, I 

have to adopt peculiar methods which people do not understand. On the contrary, such persons as 

she place obstacles in my ways of working, create more suffering for themselves and add to my 

suffering. I care for them, save them and redeem them from suffering, by suffering myself! 

Freiny has great love for me, but she does not obey me. I keep her at a distance for her 

own good, but she creates a row, and her row becomes my suffering! She fasted, and I ordered her 

from Jabalpur to break it, but she disobeyed. I had to go to Nasik to pacify her [and get her to start 

 
378 It was later learned that Rustom had traveled to Rishikesh and then disappeared further up into the Himalayas, 

where he lived as a recluse for some time. After months had passed, Baba sent Masaji to Rishikesh (in August 1939) 

in search of Rustom, but he could not locate him, for Rustom had moved to a more remote area high in the Himalayas. 

In 1948, Baba commented that Rustom was alive and living in Tibet, but some years later, Baba remarked to Adi Sr., 

“Rustom is no more,” and indicated that he had cowardly committed suicide rather than face his difficulties. 

 



eating again]. But all this I bear, and all this infinite suffering is not even a drop in my Ocean [of 

divinity]! 

Citing an instance to illustrate what he meant, Baba further stated: 

Suppose one is stung by a large scorpion. It causes terrible agony. The person suffers and 

is even crying due to the pain. Meanwhile, if a tiny ant also bites him elsewhere, what effect would 

the ant bite have during the agony of a scorpion bite? None. It would be too trivial for thought. 

Thus, tackling these individual problems presented to me, however difficult, delicate and 

unsolvable they might be — to me, they are insignificant and too small. As the ant bite is hardly 

noticeable compared to the sting of a scorpion, so when compared with the burden of mankind’s 

suffering of the entire humanity, these individual complicated problems are nothing! 

It is my life mission to remove the burden of mankind’s suffering. I have come for this. 

But really speaking, it is not the “work”, but the ignorance of people and their underlying 

indifference toward things spiritual that make me suffer. 

In Meherabad, also, relationships were not always harmonious amongst the women. Baba 

was planning another tour, and so he gathered the women to correct the situation, 

Mend your ways or go. You leave your home, your family to dedicate all to me, yet live a 

life of binding. You have no freedom to go out to cinemas or theaters. In every way, you sacrifice 

for love. You all love me, take me to be God — and I really am God — but the one thing that is a 

shortcoming in you all is this complete lack of control! If you had control, you would be jewels as 

disciples! But control in all of you is so disastrously lacking that it makes it very difficult for me to 

adjust all your other good points. This one lack makes the whole thing a farce! 

Here, only twelve of you, and yet no harmony. You all do not love each other. You 

cannot tolerate each other. The slightest provocation demonstrates your weaknesses to the highest. 

Norina and Nadine tell the world, “We live with the greatest Master of the age!” But you do not 

say, “We stay with him and fight like dogs and cats!” I warn you all very seriously, East and West 

— Control [yourselves]! 

Repeating what he had told Kitty and Rano earlier in Sholapur at the start of the Blue Bus 

Tours: 

Very seriously, whenever you get excited, or feel others are unjust, or you feel they pass 

remarks, or you feel you are in the right and they in the wrong — the very moment you feel all this, 

remember me and get control. Pinch yourself, go aside. You must take practical steps. The moment 

you feel excited, make a fuss, remember me and begin singing or dancing — very practical 

solution. You will at once turn it into laughter. If you cannot get control, then take this practical 

step; if not, you are lost. The slightest advantage given to the ego, with the help of the mind 

[emotion], bursts with all fury. 

Spiritually, it is not cowardice to give in. If you cannot love, at least have the courage to 

give in. All this I have said a million times, but it goes in one ear and out the other. This is the last 

time I will tell you. If it goes out, all go. You all fight for no reason but lack of control. This is not 

yoga but bhoga. Bhog means taking, i.e., selfishness. Yoga implies giving, i.e., selflessness. 

Rano makes Norina mad, Kitty is daily getting moods. In short, you twelve raise hell 

every day because of trifles, for things not worthwhile. I might have given you all silence, but you 

would have crushed each other! 

Baba concluded with the question: “On the tour, will there be any squabbles?” 

On another occasion, Baba remarked to the women, “All penance, austerities, meditation, 

have no place before me. I will lead you by the hand to the Destination. But you must keep a firm 

hold on my hand. 

“Think and speak only about me. Talk about me is everlasting! Remembering me will make 

you forget eating, drinking, sleeping and everything else in your ephemeral world!” 

On 18 July 1939, Baba spoke to the men about renunciation, “Renunciation means giving 

up things that you love most.” 

Turning to Masaji, he spelled out, “Masaji should go to the movies but come back without 

seeing the picture! That is real giving up. Go, but don’t watch, and then return.” 



Age summarized: “In short, the Master’s unique way of training his mandali was not in 

depriving them of things they liked, but in giving them those things — and then ordering them not 

to use or enjoy them!” 

Pleader, who had originally joined Baba to attain God-realization, had recently returned 

from Bombay and had been confronting Baba for several days, saying, “According to your orders, 

I fasted for three years; I kept silence; I remained in seclusion; but up to now, you still have not 

shown me the sight of God!” Baba urged him to continue his unusual practices. The other men did 

not practice such outward penances or austerities. Their austerity was in obedience. 

But one day during this period, Pleader could not hide his dejection and frustration. In 

response, Baba called Pendu, and asked Pendu in front of Pleader, “How long have you been with 

me?” 

“Since 1922,” Pendu replied. 

“What do you want from me?” 

“Nothing!” 

“Then why are you with me?” 

“To serve you, to see to your pleasure and to do as you order.” 

Sending Pendu away, Baba reprimanded Pleader, “Pendu has been with me for so many 

years, and you know how hard he works for me. Still, in return, he wants nothing! You, too, should 

create that mental attitude which will bring you, unasked for, that which you desire!” Baba then 

sent Pleader back to Bombay after giving him certain instructions. 

Sarosh delivered a new Buick for Elizabeth from Bombay on 20 July 1939. The 26th was 

Elizabeth’s birthday and she gave Baba a ride in her new car. The following day, Sarosh returned 

to Meherabad with Viloo to see Baba. Although Sarosh was devoted to Baba from the early 1920s, 

his wife Viloo still harbored doubts about Baba and was openly cynical. During their meeting, Baba 

remarked, “Whatever I say, I say from my Unlimited I. You have a limited I. I can read what you 

are thinking now, and I also know what you will think tomorrow. One day I will demonstrate it to 

you!” 

The “demonstration” came and went in these moments, as this had been the very answer to 

Viloo’s questions! She kept quiet, but Sarosh said, “Baba, Viloo says that instead of freeing the 

women mandali from maya, you are merging them deeper in it! The English pigs and calf I brought 

caused Viloo to think that it is all making the women more entangled in illusion. She also points 

out that you take them here and there, sightseeing and to the movies, and she doubts whether such 

activities are bringing the women to God.” 

Baba corrected her, “I use maya to pull them out of maya. But I use it in such a way that it 

cannot touch them!” 

To clarify his point, Baba narrated to Sarosh and Viloo an incident from the time of Ram, 

regarding King Janak’s life:379 

King Janak was a Videh Mukta, [a Sadguru] who was physically without sensation or 

feeling, and beyond maya. But, because he was a king, he lived like a king in royal fashion, and his 

palace contained all the comforts and riches befitting a king. 

An aspirant of the Path came to him one day, sent to Janak by his guru. The pilgrim had 

undergone all sorts of severe austerities, had wandered for years and years, and had fasted long 

without food and even without water. 

When he came to the court of Janak, seeing the pomp and grandeur of the palace, he 

thought: “How could one living so regal a life give me Knowledge? When the king himself is 

enmeshed in maya, how could he ever free others from it?” 

 
379 King Janak was Sita’s father, Ram’s father-in-law. 



King Janak asked the pilgrim to rest for the night and said he would talk with him after a 

few days. He was given a fine room in the palace with all luxuries. A servant was placed at his 

disposal, and he was fed the best of food. But at night when he went to sleep, as he lay on his bed, 

he saw a large boulder suspended over the bed, and it seemed to be slowly descending. He was 

frightened and lay awake the whole night looking up at the stone, afraid it would fall and crush 

him. For two days, he had no sleep and suffered in health. 

On the third day, Janak sent for him and inquired about him. The man recounted his 

sleepless nights, and the king said, “Despite all the conveniences and comforts, you could not sleep 

and were restless. Compared to the hardships you have suffered in your past penance, this 

experience seems to have been much more tormenting, as your mind was all the time concentrated 

on the stone. Outwardly, though you found all splendor and glory, your life is just the same as that 

which you have led for years!” 

Although you see me surrounded by the comforts of the palace, inwardly, I am all the 

time rooted in God. I am beyond all this and take others beyond it! 

The pilgrim then understood King Janak’s state and surrendered to him. 

Baba continued dictating, particularly for Viloo: 

Here, at Meherabad, the women and men mandali are in the same situation. Outsiders 

cannot see this, but my mandali are experiencing this state. Only brave men and women can stay 

with me, because this life is quite different, and at every step thorns pierce the feet. 

I am more a servant than a Master to humanity, and I descend to serve it! Worldly people 

talk a lot and give advice to others, but their conduct is quite the contrary. I suffer infinitely because 

of the ignorance of mankind and people’s disdain for the higher values of life. I want to make 

people free from maya’s bindings, but they want to remain entangled in it! 

Sarosh was very gratified at this discourse, and it had an effect on Viloo, too. Bowing down 

to Baba, they left. 

 

After passing his medical examination in England, Dr. William Donkin, 28, arrived in 

Bombay on 27 July 1939. Kaka and Chanji met him, and the next day took him to Alu Khambatta’s 

hospital, where he had been invited. Kaka and Chanji then brought him to Meherabad, via Poona, 

where he joined Baba’s mandali on the 29th.380 From that day on, Baba and everyone else called 

him Don. “The Wine Don had tasted at the first sight of his Beloved in London,” Age observed, 

“compelled Don to give up all worldly pleasures and pursuits and brought him to Baba’s feet 

forever.” 

As Baba was to leave Meherabad shortly, many visitors came to see him on Sunday, 30 

July 1939, including Naoroji and his family and Chanji’s sister. 

Until the 30th of July, much discussion had continued about shifting the men and women’s 

ashram to Jabalpur, where Jal Kerawalla had arranged living accommodations for all. Baba had 

informed Kerawalla that he would be coming to stay at Jabalpur from the 1st of August, and long 

discussions were held about opening a center in Mandla. But then Kerawalla was suddenly 

informed that he was being transferred to a different area of India and, although Baba liked 

Jabalpur, he had to change his plan and decided instead to move his headquarters to Mysore, where 

he and the women had stayed three years before. 

The mandali were shocked, since all arrangements had already been completed in Jabalpur. 

Although nothing had been arranged in Mysore, Baba decided to travel there. On 1 August, he 

remarked, “In all this chaos and confusion my work is done, like a sort of cleaning process. Jal 

Kerawalla need not worry; it was my key that turned things this way.” 

Chanji and Kalemama were sent immediately to make the required arrangements in 

Mysore, and Eruch and Pappa Jessawala were sent to Jabalpur to deal with the Mandla property. 

Baba himself left Meherabad on Wednesday, 2 August 1939, at 6:30 A.M. He traveled in 
Elizabeth’s new Buick with Mehera, Mani, Naja and Khorshed, and the Blue Bus carried the other 

 
380 Jalbhai also arrived on 29 July from Poona. 



women. Adi Sr. drove the bus up to Sholapur with Kaka sitting beside him in the front seat. Vishnu, 

Baidul, Gustadji, a few of the other mandali and the women servants were sent by train to Mysore 

(on 13 August) with the luggage and some of the pets. Dr. Ghani went to Poona. 

On the way, the bus became mired in a riverbed for hours and had to be towed out by a 

farmer’s many bullocks. Baba and the women stayed at the dak bungalow at Sholapur for a day, 

and the mandali stayed in an adjoining bungalow. Due to swarms of mosquitoes, they shifted to the 

dak bungalow at Hippergaon, near Ekruk Tank on the 4th. Don and Nilu joined the group here. 

Chhagan had been sent ahead to Sholapur by train to arrange for their meals. Gadekar and his wife 

Gunatai were living in Sholapur at the time, where Gadekar was a District Education Officer. They 

arranged for the group’s food, and thus had the opportunity of the Master’s company. 

Baba’s plan was to wait in Sholapur for Chanji’s telegram from Mysore. Chanji inspected 

several bungalows there, but could not rent any without Baba’s permission. He was informed about 

Baba’s arrival in Sholapur. With difficulty Chanji arranged for the group to stay in hotels in 

Bangalore, so that Baba could personally inspect the bungalows in Mysore before they were 

selected. 

When the driver Tukaram arrived in Sholapur, Baba sent Adi Sr. back to Meherabad. The 

group left the dak bungalow on 9 August 1939 at 9:30 A.M. and reached Bangalore four days later 

on 12 August at 3:30 P.M. via Satara, Kolhapur and Harihar. Don shared the driving of the bus. The 

Eastern women were lodged in a Parsi hotel and the Westerners in a different one a few blocks 

away. 

The next day, Sir Mirza Ismail suggested that Baba establish his ashram in Bangalore. If 

Baba chose to do so, he said, Sir Mirza would help arrange a piece of land for the ashram. He 

immediately took Baba to a parcel of land at Byramangala, 22 miles from Bangalore, and Baba, 

after seeing the place which he liked very much, accepted his offer. The Links bungalow, owned 

by Ismail’s brother on Sankey Road, Highground, in Bangalore was rented and Baba and the 

women moved into it on the 14th.381 

Once the decision to stay in Bangalore was definite, the mandali from Meherabad were 

called. Accordingly, Kalemama, his son Murli, Sidhu, his wife and their child, and Swamiji arrived 

on the afternoon of the 15th. Vishnu and Baidul’s group arrived from Mysore at the same time. 

Later Chhagan with his wife, Shanta, and their daughter Shakuntala were called from Meherabad. 

A large house a quarter of a mile away from the Links at No. 4 Palace Road was rented for the men; 

it was also owned by Ismail’s brother, who met Baba several times and expressed his great privilege 

to have such an honored personage as his tenant. A few more were also called to Bangalore. Eruch 

arrived on 14 August with his father and mother, two sisters and brother. His aunt Banumasi 

Kerawala and her sons Dadi and Sam accompanied them. 

In the Links bungalow itself, there were 24 women living with Baba: The Eastern women 

were Mehera, Mani, Naja, Mansari, Katie, Soonamasi, her daughter Khorshed, Walu, Vishnu’s 

mother Kakubai, Baidul’s family (Soltoon, Sarwar, Dowla), three sisters (Gulamasi, Banumasi, 

Gaimai) and Gaimai’s daughters Manu and Meheru. The seven Western women were Elizabeth, 

Norina, Kitty, Rano, Nonny, Nadine and Irene. 

After seeing the Byramangala land, Norina and Chanji became completely involved in 

setting up plans for the ashram. Norina had also been charged with looking after Lucky the monkey, 

who could at times be mischievous. On the evening of 19 August, Sir Mirza came to the Links and 

sat on the floor before Baba. Baba sent for Norina to come at once. At the time, Norina was in the 

midst of sweeping her room of a mess Lucky had created. When she received Baba’s message, she 

ran to him with a broom in one hand and a bucket in the other, wearing an old, tattered dress. She 

 
381 The bungalow was called the Links because it overlooked the golf links. 



felt awkward and embarrassed when she saw the Dewan and Baba said, “Meet Princess Norina 

Matchabelli.” She felt hurt that Baba had not warned her to clean up. 

Sir Ismail, on the contrary, was impressed at the sight of someone of Norina’s stature 

carrying a broom! He remarked to Baba, “Your love is wonderful! An educated Western woman 

from a wealthy background doing this sort of work? Marvelous! She could engage dozens of 

servants, but it is your love that makes her sweep her own quarters. It is her luck to wield a broom 

in your court!” Tears welled up in Norina’s eyes on hearing this, and wiped out the hurt she had 

felt. She realized now why Baba had not prepared her for the meeting. 

Baba remarked to the Dewan, “You are the power here materially; I am the power 

spiritually, everywhere, in my own way. So we won’t talk of ‘powers.’ Taking you as one of my 

own, I want to talk with you quite frankly. I want to make the center unique.” Baba proceeded to 

discuss the plan with him and its finances. The Dewan was most understanding and cooperative. 

Meanwhile Deshmukh wrote to Baba that he had met Mahatma Gandhi at his ashram in 

Segaon on the 20th. Gandhi had declined to write an introduction to Deshmukh’s latest book about 

Baba. According to Deshmukh, Gandhi still seemed cordial toward Baba and enjoyed reading the 

Meher Baba Journal, which Deshmukh suggested be sent to him monthly. 

Adi Sr. arrived in Bangalore on 23 August 1939, with Jehangir Wankadia, a Parsi scholar 

of Eastern philosophy. Wankadia was facing some crisis in his life and was permitted to stay in 

Bangalore for three weeks. 

Pappa Jessawala had retired and come to Bangalore to live in the ashram with his family. 

On the 24th, Baba asked Pappa to accompany Kaka and Adi Sr. to bring a mast to the Links. The 

mast’s name was Chaddarwala — a great sixth-plane mast and the chargeman of Bangalore. Pappa 

demurred explaining, “Kaka and Adi are more experienced than I am. It is better they go.” 

But Baba instructed, "I wish you to take part in this mast work. I have work to do through 

you. Even if the mast bites you, don’t be afraid!” 

Pappa was afraid and said, “I have diabetes. If he bites me I will become ill!” 

Baba insisted, “You have to go. I want you to be in charge of the mast ashram here, so you 

must do this work.” 

The idea did not appeal to Pappa, but he went with Kaka and Adi anyway the same day, in 

a taxi into the city. They followed the mast from morning to evening, trying to coax him to come 

with them. Finally, when it was dark, with much difficulty the mast was persuaded to accompany 

them in the taxi and was brought to the Links. On the way, the mast began slapping and cursing 

Pappa, but he tolerated it. When they saw Baba, Pappa declared, “Here is your mast! We were only 

able to bring him after the greatest trouble, so that you could do your work with him!” 

Chaddarwala began shouting, “You have brought me to Allah’s abode! ... I am on fire! ... 

Let me go from here!” He walked toward the kitchen and then came back; he seemed extremely 

restless and intent on leaving. Baba wished to bathe him, but the mast refused. 

At a sign from Baba, Kaka led the mast back to the taxi and let him sit inside. The mast 

said, “I will come again,” but added significantly, “My account is settled!” 

When Pappa saw the mast leaving, he was upset and asked Baba, “Why did you allow him 

to return without working with him? Do you have any idea how much trouble we were put to bring 

him here? We followed him about the whole day without even drinking a drop of water, and after 

such labors you are sending him back without working with him?! What is this?” 

Pappa’s exasperation amused Baba, who began laughing. He explained, “The mast was not 

in a good mood and I could not have worked with him now.” 



On 25 August, Baba sent Kaka and Adi Sr. back to Chaddarwala to persuade the mast to 

see Baba again, but he fiercely refused to return to Baba’s bungalow. He beat Kaka on the head and 

spit on him and on Adi Sr.! 

The weather began turning cooler than the group was accustomed to, and seven of the 

women and two of the men came down with fever. Baba also fell ill, but despite a 102° temperature 

and little sleep he would still work as usual, bathing and feeding every mast found by Kaka in 

Bangalore and the surrounding area. 

Naoroji Dadachanji and his daughter, Nargis, arrived in Bangalore on the evening of the 

24th. From the following day, Baba began giving instructions to Naoroji (who was a contractor) 

about the Byramangala project. He explained in detail how he wished to make the buildings 

constructed there “symbolic,” with reference to the number of rooms, the length, breadth and height 

of each structure, et cetera. Baba concluded, “The design must be universal without conforming to 

any particular religion,” and Baba suggested a mixture of Gothic and old Indian styles for the 

outward appearance of the buildings. Naoroji made some rough sketches before returning to 

Bombay five days later. 

Jalbhai also left for Meherabad and Poona on the morning of the 27th. 

 

On Monday morning, 28 August 1939, during the usual talks with the men mandali, Baba 

abruptly started asking each one in the room, “Where is God?“ 

All replied spontaneously. Jehangir Wankadia said, “Everywhere.” 

Nilu pointed to his chest and said, “In the heart!” 

Vishnu said, “In the soul!” 

One expressed his inability to give the proper answer, saying, “It is the eternal question.” 

Finally, Baba asked Don, who pointed to Baba sitting on the bed, “In Baba! Baba is God.” 

For a moment all were taken aback. Don’s answer was so simple, so natural. Baba then 

spelled out, explaining: 

If you take me as your Master and believe me Perfect and one with the Infinite, if you 

believe this in all faith, then Don’s is the only correct and logical answer. 

God is where you are not! By you is meant your false I, your illusory life as Kaka, Adi, 

Eruch, Baidul. Where you are, God is not! To think yourself separate from God is all imagination. 

Your false ego makes you think you are such-and-such and leads you to believe that God can never 

reside within you! When your false ego disappears and your I goes, God comes! 

Referring to the group’s various answers, Baba further explained: 

To say God is everywhere is a generality and nothing new. Pundits and priests the world 

over say that, and Vedanta is full of this explanation. To merely say it is of no use. You must seek 

God, find God, feel God and experience God [everywhere]. 

To say that God is in the heart, is again only part of the truth. If God is everywhere, as 

you all know and say, then why should you confine Him within the limits of your cardiovascular 

system? Why can’t He be in your head, your finger, your toe? Why should you try to see Him in 

one particular part and not in another? 

It is a common mistake and characteristic human weakness to raise the eyes to the skies 

and try to view the Highest and most Beloved and revered up above, somewhere in the heavens. Or, 

when sought in the body, to find Him only in the parts men like best: that is, in the heart or the eye, 

as if He did not exist equally elsewhere in other parts — in the back or bones, in the nails or flesh. 

Is God in the rose and not in the thorn? Or in flowers and not in filth? 

This weakness of seeing God in things you like and shuddering at the idea of His 

existence in things you don’t like or abhor must be overcome. It is only when you rise above all 

these ideas of good and bad and recognize, see, and feel flowers and filth alike, and find God 

equally in all, that you could be said to have known and learned something real. Otherwise, it is all 

parrot-like, a false conception, an illusion. 



Besides, taking it for granted that the best and most ideal abode for God to dwell in the 

human body is the heart, it must be remembered clearly that even in this best abode dedicated by 

human beings for God to dwell, He who is the Purest of the Pure would not come in unless that 

abode of the heart, however spontaneously and lovingly offered, is absolutely clean, empty and 

devoid of any foreign element. The slightest defilement and obstruction in the form of impurities of 

mind or body prevents Him from entering! Therefore, those who truly want God to dwell in their 

hearts must have them utterly clean and empty, devoid of selfish desires, lust, anger, greed, hatred 

— empty of all desires either good or bad. 

To say that God is in the soul is again incomplete, vague and high sounding, unless and 

until it is actually experienced. Vishnu tells others that Baba is God. He says it wholeheartedly and 

with depth of feeling; but when I myself ask him, “Where is God?” he points to the soul! 

This is all philosophy, dry and of little use. Vedanta is full of it. The pundits everywhere 

babble it to the orthodox sections of each community, who tenaciously cling to their pet beliefs and 

do not want to go beyond the four walls of rites and rituals. The pundits die babbling, without the 

slightest clue about the real meaning of their words. And the masses are so misled by their blind 

faith in the clergy that they refuse even to talk or listen to the facts from ones who have actual 

Experience, and consider it blasphemy even to think of it. They are only interested in philosophical 

talks and learned discourses and are quite satisfied with them. That is why I say it is all pure 

humbug without Experience. It is all dry philosophy and of no use. One must try not only to learn 

and know, but to feel and experience. 

[Wankadia again stated, “It is an eternal struggle to realize God!”] 

This is true. But this does not mean one should sit idle and not try! One should not grow 

despondent thinking the problem is impossible to achieve and make no efforts to attain it. The 

struggle and search for God should be continued with added energy, determination and vigor at 

every step. And the longing should become so intense that there should be no other thought of 

anything else in the world, except of seeking Him. The aspirant should go forward to achieve this 

aim, leaving no stone unturned in investigating all sources of Enlightenment. 

But the best, easiest and quickest way is to find a Master who has realized God. This, 

however, is not easy for all since some, before coming across a Perfect Master, come under the 

influence of false gurus and saints. Yet, if the longing for that eternal search is kept up in all faith 

and with all enthusiasm, the aspirant assuredly finds the Perfect One who leads him straight to the 

Goal! 

Those living in the company of a Master should not feel content and merely say that they 

have found everything because they are staying with a living Master. For, even though it is true, 

they lack actual Experience. And without effort, the Experience is never gained. So try, all of you, 

to see your Master as he really is and not as he appears to you. Even in your Master try to find that 

infinite Existence that pervades everywhere. 

Baba then asked each, “Where is God not? ... Where does God not exist?” 

This set them thinking again, and none could give a satisfactory reply. At last Chanji said, 

“Nowhere!” 

Baba explained, “God is not there where you [ego] are! God does not exist where there is 

duality! But since God is everywhere, duality has no existence and is illusion.” 

This discussion about God had arisen because Wankadia wished to question Baba about 

philosophical and theological topics. But before he could ask him, Baba replied to all his questions. 

In the end, Baba told him, “It is better always to be a student [open to learning] rather than assuming 

the role of a teacher.” 

Jalbhai returned from Poona to Bangalore with Adi Jr., Memo, and Ghani’s family on 31 

August. Arnavaz also arrived and stayed at the Links with Baba and the other women. Bhagirath 

came and stayed with the men. 

 

From the start of the Blue Bus journey nine months before, Baba would daily mention the 

impending war. On the 1st of September 1939, the German army under Adolf Hitler invaded 

Poland. That day Baba began sending Adi Sr., Jalbhai, Elizabeth and Don, in turns, to a nearby 

shop which had a radio, to listen to any news of war. They were to report the latest news to Baba. 

This went on all day and into the night and continued the next day, until Adi Sr. and Jal Rusi (who 



was staying with the group in Bangalore) managed to rent a radio which could be kept at the Links 

and listened to every hour. 

On the 1st, a telegram was received about the sudden death in Poona of Pesu Irani, one of 

Baba’s early followers. The mandali were taken aback when Baba laughed at the news, but he 

explained, “This is the end of what you call ‘life,’ but is it really the end of your worldly life? Such 

a fine, young, strong fellow passing away so suddenly and unexpectedly … So many will die in the 

war, yet people weep and behave selfishly, as if they expect to live forever.” 

On the 2nd, the topic came up again and Baba remarked, “Life is a series of experiences 

which need innumerable forms. Death is an interval in that one long life.” 

He then quipped, “And life, as I've said before, is wife, knife and strife!” 

On Sunday, 3 September 1939, after listening to the world news at 5:30 P.M. and hearing 

Chamberlain’s speech declaring war against Germany, Baba stated: 

The blessed old man’s speech has satisfied me. I am happy war is declared. I am relieved 

and feel greatly unburdened. In the suspense of indecision, I felt responsible. England at last kept 

her word. Chamberlain, though old and slow, is firm. This is evidenced when he said he won’t rest 

until Hitler’s power is crushed. Now it will be a fight against Germany and Nazism. It will be a 

long war. 

Poor Mussolini — but he deserves it. Hitler is mad, but Mussolini is mean. 

Now it will continue until the end, unless Germany gets frightened and says, “I won’t 

fight,” and withdraws. If it happens, the German people will cut Hitler and other [Nazi] leaders to 

pieces for leading them to destruction. 

It is all my game. You see me sitting here quietly, but how can you know what I am 

doing quietly in this corner? Now all the world is excited. You cannot imagine what the condition 

of the people, especially in Europe, is at the moment — no rest, no sleep — a state of continued 

anxiety and tension. 

This war is not like the last war, which was fought on land and water. Now it will be all 

in the air. 

When asked about the possibility of India being invaded, Baba remarked: 

Hitler is not so mad as to rush to distant places like India without the aid of Russia. But 

Japan has her eyes on India and wants it. 

My blessings to England. Had it failed this time, it would have been the end. It is 

impossible now for Hitler to withdraw at this stage. Even if he says “Stop!” the other countries 

won’t, for they are determined to destroy Nazism. 

Let us hope America will help now, with money and supplies, if not men. That will help a 

lot. 

Baba listened to the news again at 9:30 P.M. and commented: 

When the last Munich pact was signed for peace, I had told you definitely there would be 

a war. It came, and I am glad it has begun — not because I said it would, but because it was 

inevitable, essential, as a prelude to the great upheaval in the world. 

If the war runs its full course, the world will witness a devastation and destruction it has 

never known. It will spread everywhere and be full of surprises. The devastation and destruction it 

will bring will change the entire history and map of the world. It will affect even countries far 

removed from the war zone like India, Persia and Afghanistan. 

One thing I know for certain, if this war is carried on with full force, it won’t end soon. 

Baba mentioned the possibility of his going away somewhere secret for his important inner 

working. 

If war does not end within a month, half the people of the world will be killed — literally. 

India will be given home rule; Japan will be defeated and occupied by China; Germany may be 

crushed and the remote countries of Afghanistan, Baluchistan and Persia will be affected, as well. If 

war ends in one month (and the chances for this are remote), there will be an economic war 

throughout the world [economic tension of competition between nations]. 

My plans were dependent on the declaration of war. They will now be adjusted 

accordingly. I may leave all and go into seclusion or I may lock myself up in a room, or begin 



fasting. Now that you [Europeans] cannot go back to England, you will have to stay wherever and 

however I keep you. This will all happen before I speak. 

The next day he added, “You cannot imagine what this war is going to bring to all ... 

Everything will change.” 

On the 9th of September Baba commented, “It will be a long war and it will cause 

unparalleled catastrophe all over the world.” A few weeks later on the 24th, he stated, “In the end 

there will be no victor, no vanquished. All will be crushed and exhausted. But it will usher in a new 

order in the world.” 

In this manner, Baba would continually comment about the war. Those near Baba observed 

that, in his work with the masts, the masts’ reactions would be connected with events and 

developments related to the war. It is also significant to note that, for a few days prior to the 

outbreak of war, Baba had been feeling indisposed and running a fever. But, as mentioned, this did 

not stop his daily work with the masts. 

Age saw similarities to the times of Krishna and Muhammad: “The war was waged at 

Baba’s command as the whole world and universe are at the Avatar’s command!” 

 

Don was instructed to go daily to the Victoria Hospital in Bangalore to gain experience 

working as a doctor in India. Nilu went with him sometimes. Eruch was doing the bazaar for the 

mandali and serving as Chanji’s assistant, attending to his secretarial duties whenever Chanji was 

out of town. Kaka was out hunting for mad and masts, and those whom he brought to the bungalow, 

Baba bathed, fed and then sent back to their abodes, usually on the streets. Adi Sr. was driving Don 

to the hospital and helping Kaka in the mast work. 

Rano had been using a small cottage in the compound as a private studio, where she had 

begun a large painting of Baba standing, wearing a turban and scarf. But after a few weeks, Baba 

informed her she would have to move elsewhere, because the mad and masts from Meherabad were 

coming and he wished to establish a mast ashram in the Links’ compound. 

On 2 September 1939, Kaka and Swamiji had been sent to Mysore to locate and bring 

masts, but they had not been able to bring anyone. Two days later, Baba sent them with Adi Sr. to 

Madras for the same purpose. On the 7th, they brought back a mast named Ghafur Shah. The mast 

seemed drained and lifeless by the time he arrived at the Links, but after Baba bathed him, he 

appeared revived. He was sent back to Madras on the 9th. That day, Adi and Jalbhai arranged a 

qawaali by a boy qawaal, whom Baba liked so much he wanted to hire him to sing for a month. 

On the morning of the 7th, Baba received news about the purchase price of the 

Byramangala property. He promptly had a check sent to Sir Ismail to settle the transaction. The 

next day, Sampath Aiyangar arrived from Madras to discuss the center plan and offer his legal 

expertise.382 

At half past ten o’clock at night on the 11th, Baba sent Adi Sr. and Kaka to Nasik to deal 

with Freiny. They were to have left the following morning, but Baba suddenly told them to depart 

at once. Their departure was more significant than it appeared at first. Adi and Kaka were the prime 

contacts with the mast Chaddarwala, who had a reluctant brief encounter with Baba nineteen days 

before. At almost the exact time they left Bangalore, the mast went in front of a hospital, put his 

finger in his mouth to vomit, and then remarked to a boy devotee, “I am going to Paradise ... Make 

me a bed to go to sleep.” Chaddarwala then died on the pavement of the street. Baba explained that 

it had been necessary for the mast to meet him, for Baba to give him the final push. In fact, when 

the mast had arrived at the Links, he had told Kaka that his “account” was settled. 

 
382 Sampath was a former judge. 



Baba wrote to Adi Sr., “Chaddarwala’s death is in connection with my spiritual work for 

the world.” 

 

On Tuesday, 19 September 1939, the mad and masts from Meherabad arrived in Bangalore. 

One of the men mandali had been sent to bring them. Grass huts were erected in one corner of the 

Links compound to house them, and Baba began working with them, in addition to masts brought 

from the surrounding areas. Because of so many people occupying the bungalow and, most of all, 

because of the presence of the mad and masts now staying in the small huts at the back, Norina had 

to go next door and pacify the lady who lived there, assuring her that nothing “funny” was going 

on at her new neighbor’s place. 

From the 21st, Baba began a period of daily seclusion work from 6:00 to 8:00 A.M. and 

from 11:30 to 1:00 P.M., eating only one meal a day and working with masts. He kept to this 

schedule for the next 30 days, indicating that the war would take a definite shape during this period. 

Baba continued to follow accounts of the war on the radio and in the newspapers. After being shown 

an article in the newspaper on the 21st, he again remarked, “It will be a long war!” 

The Eastern women mandali staying with Baba were leading such a secluded life, without 

seeing or hearing the name of any man, to the extent that when any Western woman read the 

newspapers to Baba in front of them, they were ordered not to speak the name of any male, young 

or old. 

Naoroji had been in Bangalore for a few days, assisting in the planning of the center, and 

left on the 23rd. The next night, in a lighter vein, Baba remarked to the mandali: 

Happiest is he who expects no happiness from others. Love delights and glorifies in 

giving, not receiving. So learn to love and give, and not to expect anything from others. 

You should really feel and consider yourself as the happiest and most fortunate among 

men that you have renounced [maya] and surrendered to a Sadguru. You should now feel free from 

worries and quite at ease, like one who has his burden lifted off his head and feels light. 

The great mistake you make is that you lift the burden from your head, but instead of 

placing it on the head of the One who willingly accepts it with all responsibility, you keep it 

hanging over you in the air, hesitating to give it lest you lose something “valuable”! Thus you 

neither bear the burden, nor allow it to rest on the head of the One who wants it to be transferred 

[Baba]. You keep it hanging between the two, and place both under suspense, thereby aggravating 

your suffering. Either keep it yourself or give it up entirely! 

Throughout October, Baba followed the progress of world events over the radio kept in the 

Links. Baba would listen to news reports about the war a few times each day and occasionally 

comment on developments. On 7 October 1939, Baba remarked about the different alliances now 

existing in the world between countries and ended by stating: “It is all an enigma, a series of 

complications that will drive all crazy. No one will know what to do and how to come out of it all. 

To the eager desire and cry of the world, I will respond — and speak!” 

The next day he said: “By the 21st, I will decide definitely whether it will be a long war. If 

so, it will be the greatest war in history. If not, then global revolutions will occur.” 

On 23 October, he revealed, “The whole world will be involved in the war.” 

 

Masaji, Ghani, Pendu, and Jangle moved to Bangalore, arriving by train on 6 October, with 

the remaining trunks, furniture, dispensary equipment, animals and other items from Meherabad. 

Padri, Adi Sr. and Dolly arrived by car on the 7th, along with Gopia, Dolly’s cat. All the mandali 

came prepared to stay permanently in Bangalore, as Baba had announced he was establishing his 

headquarters there. During this period, Jamadar was told to stay and keep nightwatch on Meherabad 
Hill (along with Satya Mang), and Sarosh was instructed to visit Meherabad once a week to inspect 

if anyone had broken into the buildings and storerooms, now that all of the Meherabad residents 

were with Baba in Bangalore. 



In Bangalore, Adi Sr. was given a separate bungalow at 7A Plain Street to stay in with his 

sister. Ramjoo arrived on the 10th, to apprise Baba of the current situation in Nasik concerning 

Freiny and Daulatmai. Freiny was willing to come to Bangalore and Daulatmai agreed to remain at 

Nasik. Baba instructed Adi Sr. to rent a separate bungalow for Freiny, and Baba went with him to 

select one. 

Vishnu’s cousin Vishwanath Haldankar wrote to Baba about a special mast in Belgaum, 

known as Phulwala (the Flower Man), because he liked to be adorned with flowers. Baba sent 

Pendu and Nilu to bring him. He was brought to Bangalore on the 10th, and kept in the mast ashram 

there. Baba liked this saintly mast very much, and commented to the mandali, “Look at Phulwala 

— with one slap, he could raise you in an instant to the sixth plane!” 

At 2:00 P.M. the next day, Baba sat with Phulwala in a room at the mandali’s bungalow. 

But after half an hour, the mast became restless, rushed out of the room, and began walking towards 

the gate. Baidul managed with difficulty to bring him back. “He is a good mast,” Baba commented, 

“but he won’t stay. He is accustomed to roaming about in the open, even in the gutters. Such type 

of ghous masts do not like to remain confined within four walls, nor do they like the company of 

men. At times, they separate limbs of their body during the night, and this is the reason they do not 

like men to be near them.” 

The entire Meherabad zoo of birds and animals had been brought to Bangalore and set up 

in the Links compound. And there were new additions too: Elizabeth bought a peacock from the 

bazaar one day, which was named Moti. The women were now mostly occupied in looking after 

the cleaning, feeding and watering of these pets. There were many ducks, hens and a rooster, whose 

water ponds were to be daily cleaned and refilled with fresh water. One day the pits filled with rain 

water and a hen fell in and drowned. When Elizabeth found it, she wept and brought the dead animal 

to Baba, saying, “Baba darling, the hen is unconscious with cold. What should we do now?” 

Baba took the hen and went to the kitchen where Katie and Manu were cooking. He said, 

“This hen is frozen. Hold her over the fire!” Katie took the hen from Baba and replied in Gujarati 

(which Elizabeth did not understand) that the hen was already dead. Baba winked at her and, after 

a while, remarked to Elizabeth, “Do you have any idea how fortunate this hen is? It is the hen’s 

great luck that I have held her. If she dies, she will be even more fortunate and will take a more 

advanced form in her next birth; but she must die here and now in my presence.” 

Immediately, Katie played along and declared, “Baba, the hen is dead!” Elizabeth thus 

accepted the accidental death. The fortunate fowl’s burial was performed before Baba with a proper 

ceremony. 

During this period, Nonny became seriously ill in Bangalore, and both doctors, Don and 

Nilu, were treating her according to Baba’s direction. Baba would see to her comfort and visit her, 

which made her feel somewhat better. On one occasion Baba asked Rano, “If Nonny dies, would 

you be upset?” 

Rano replied, “Whatever your will is will happen.” However, after this, Rano started 

crying, and Baba asked her the reason. She explained that Nonny’s death would make her brother 

in America sad. Baba assured her, “Don’t worry about him. I will take care of him.” 

On 13 October 1939, Nonny had a heart attack, and the next evening, at age 64, she closed 

her eyes forever with a sweet smile on her face. 

Baba had been to Byramangala that day. On his way back to the Links, it began raining 

heavily and their car became stuck in the mud. All, including Baba, got out to push the car free. 

After they resumed their return, Baba began asking Chanji for the time repeatedly, every few 

minutes. At 6:40 P.M., he gestured, “Nonny has expired.” When they arrived at the Links ten 

minutes later, however, Nonny was still alive. 



Baba went directly inside to Nonny’s room and looked at her intently. As Baba took Don, 

Nilu and Rano aside to ask how Nonny had been, Norina came running, saying Nonny was serious. 

They went to her bedside, and Baba placed two fingers on her closed eyelids. As he did this, Nonny 

gave a final sigh, and dropped her head to one side. The drop-soul merged into the Ocean of Love 

forever. It was as if Nonny had been waiting to have the Beloved’s darshan a final time before 

everlastingly entering his palace, where there is neither happiness nor suffering, but only infinite 

bliss! 

Before breathing her last, Nonny uttered, “What beauty! What beauty!” 

Hearing this, Don was deeply moved. He had never seen such a happy death — as if the 

departing soul were being led somewhere beautiful! Nonny’s smile filled Don’s heart and he 

realized once more how great was Baba’s love. 

Baba took Rano in his embrace and spelled out: “Nonny was one of my greatest lovers. 

She always gave spontaneously [financially] for my work. It is because of her great share of timely 

contributions, among others, that the center plan could be presently started. Funds will come, and 

come in plenty, but to the dear, departed soul goes the credit of starting my work that is to serve 

mankind’s greatest need. I am happy her dear name will be connected and perpetuated with this 

unique institution.” 

Later, Baba stated that it was the first time he had been present at the death of one of his 

disciples. To Rano, he revealed that he had given Nonny mukti (liberation). 

Nonny’s physical remains were cremated in Bangalore the next morning, and 30 of the 

men and women mandali attended, including Memo. On the 16th Baba sent her ashes to Meherabad 

with Adi Sr. In December of 1939, a stone monument for Nonny was built adjoining Baba’s Tomb 

on Meherabad Hill. Sarosh had ordered the headstone from Poona. Baba had instructed that the 

words Nonny, Baba’s Lover be carved on it. Baba further ordered that food be distributed to the 

poor on the anniversary of Nonny’s death every year in commemoration of her deep devotion to 

him.383 

The day after Nonny’s death, on Sunday, 15 October 1939, Baba remarked, “Before the 

war ends, two more of the circle will pass off [on]. It may be two male members or one male and 

one female. But they will be the luckiest to have left their bodies at such an important and critical 

period of my great work of creating an upheaval all over the world.” 

 

After Baba’s arrival in Bangalore, his attention focused on two things: his mast work and 

the establishment of a Universal Spiritual Center. As mentioned, the site for the center was selected 

at Byramangala, 22 miles from Bangalore and three miles from the Bidadi railway station. More 

than 560 acres of land were purchased, and plans for erecting nine separate structures were drawn 

up, containing 350 rooms. A committee consisting of Norina, Elizabeth, Pappa Jessawala, Adi Sr., 

Ramjoo, Chanji and Jal Kerawalla was formed to oversee the financial and other aspects of the 

center. 

The foundation-laying ceremony was initially fixed for the 25th of October. But the local 

farmers requested that the ceremony be held after harvesting the crops on the Byramangala 

property, even though the property no longer belonged to them. October 25th was also the day of 

convocation at Mysore University, with which some of Baba’s followers were involved. Therefore, 

the ceremony was postponed until the middle of December. The land had belonged to about 40 

farmers and the government, and its purchase had been greatly facilitated and quickened through 

the influence of Dewan Mirza Ismail. 

 
383 Thirteen years later, in 1952, at the insistence of Nonny’s son, her ashes were taken to America, where 

they were reburied in a family plot in Maryland, next to her husband. 



When Baba had first arrived in Bangalore, no rain had fallen and the crops were drying up. 

The farmers of the villages surrounding Byramangala came to know about Meher Baba and one 

day approached him, praying to him to send rain soon. Baba ironically advised them, “The best 

remedy is to let me go from here! Drive me away! It is my misery to be always stuck in dry places.” 

But Baba then assured them that rain would fall. From the next day, rains did begin, gladdening the 

hearts of the poor farmers. 

In a similar manner to his search for masts, Baba assigned Jalbhai the duty of finding and 

bringing suitable boys to him for his work. Daily, Jalbhai would bring a boy or two whom Baba 

would usually keep for a short time and then send back to their respective homes. But, of the boys 

found by Jalbhai, Baba chose four to be kept near him for an extended period. They were: Krishna 

K. Nair, Raju, Kalappa and Amdoo. Baba gave them work in the mast ashram. 

Another boy, Venkoba Rao, 18, was at first employed to distribute handbills publicizing 

the opening of the Byramangala Center. He did not meet Baba until after the ceremony in December 

and was also instructed to assist in the mast ashram. 

As it turned out, Krishna, fourteen, was the one who had the closest connection with Meher 

Baba. Jalbhai brought Krishna around the 19th of October, having found this handsome Kerala boy 

working in a humble restaurant. Seeing him, Baba remarked, “You have a past connection with 

me.” Krishna was appointed to serve Baba personally, and he and Venkoba Rao became permanent 

residents in Bangalore. The remaining three boys, Raju, Kalappa and Amdoo were later sent to stay 

at Meherabad. 

The Hindu festival of Dassera was elaborately celebrated every year in Mysore, 

culminating with a magnificent parade. On Thursday, 19 October 1939, Baba went there at 2:45 

P.M. with the women mandali in Elizabeth’s car. Jalbhai and Eruch went separately by car, and Don 

drove the rest of the women in the bus. They arrived in Mysore at 6:00 P.M. and were met by Chanji 

and Pendu, who escorted them to the Yelwal Bungalow (which Chanji had rented in advance the 

week before). Baba and the men slept in one wing of the huge bungalow and the women in another 

wing of the same house. Gustadji, Pappa Jessawala and his son Meherwan arrived the next day by 

train. 

Baba took the women to the Mysore zoo, Brindavan Gardens and other places of interest. 

At Chamundi Hill, Baba pointed out the seven-storied temple explaining that its seven stories 

represent the seven planes of consciousness. According to Baba’s wish, the Dewan made 

arrangements, so that at the time of Baba’s visits with the women, no man was to be seen at those 

places. Sir Mirza gave his fullest cooperation in such matters, and carried out Baba’s wishes in all 

respects. 

Baba, however, was in such a hurry while visiting any spot that the women were not 

allowed to enjoy the outings. At one point, Memo asked irritably, “Merog, if you don’t wish us to 

see anything, why bother bringing us?” 

“To show you that all this is a dream and only I am the Truth!” Baba replied. 

“If all is a dream,” she said, “Then why do you want to show it to us?” 

“Without first seeing it, how will you know it is a dream? I want to show it to you as a 

dream. But in spite of my telling you that it is a dream, you want to stick to the dream and get more 

entangled in it. That is why I prevent you from doing so.” 

The highlight of their visit was the annual parade on Sunday, 22 October 1939, sponsored 

by the Maharaja of Mysore, who was a saintly person.384 Separate arrangements were made for the 

 
384 The Maharaja of Mysore, Krishna Raja Wadiyar IV, was considered one of the most modern, forward-

thinking maharajas in India. Besides being a patron of the arts and science (a true “philosopher-king”), he 

had a spiritual side, also, hosting Upasni Maharaj, Yogananda, and the writer Paul Brunton, among others, 

as official state guests. The scholar, Subrahmanya Iyer (who had met Baba in 1936), described Krishna 



Eastern women to view the parade from an enclosed balcony at the Unani Hospital. As Baba and 

the group were watching the parade at 4:00 P.M., Baba remarked, “The Maharaja of Mysore is very 

lucky I am watching his parade, but he will not live to see the next Dassera.” The king died nine 

months later. 

Baba and the party returned to Bangalore on the 23rd at 6:00 P.M. Upon their return Baba 

remarked, “I will now begin my work harder than I have ever done before.” 

Then he added, perhaps by way of explanation, “The whole world will be involved in war.” 

Baba had been visiting the mandali at their quarters in the mornings and afternoons, but he then 

stopped coming in the morning. He had stopped his month-long fast on the 21st of October in 

Mysore. 

Kharmen Masi arrived at this time with her sons Homi, Merwan and Sarosh. Kharmen 

Masi had been in Baba's contact since the early 1920s and her sons had been students at the Meher 

Ashram school. Following her husband Rustom Dinyar’s death in 1938, Kharmen Masi, came to 

Bangalore, where Baba permitted her, Homi and Merwan to rejoin the ashram. (Sarosh was put in 

boarding school in Poona for a short time). Banumasi and her sons Dadi and Sam left for Bombay, 

after having stayed with Baba for a few months. 

Deshmukh and Indu arrived on 24 October 1939, and stayed with Adi Sr. Two days later, 

Deshmukh left for Mysore with Padri, Pendu and Chanji to arrange a public meeting there.385 

On 27 October 1939, Baba revealed, “From November 11th, for six months, there will be 

chaos among my followers, with lots of ups and downs, illnesses and doubts, even amongst the 

staunchest of them. I have had to get myself bound by time to free those who are bound by time. I 

myself will have to do something to create opposition.” 

Adi Sr., Sarosh and Minoo Bharucha arrived on the night of the 28th from Nasik with 

Freiny. Freiny proved uncooperative in Bangalore, so the three men returned to Nasik with her on 

the 31st. 

Baba had instructed Margaret Craske and Delia DeLeon to come to India from England, if 

war broke out. Both went to the Home Office in London to get permission to leave the country, but 

were told that unless they had urgent business abroad, or special reasons for going, permission 

would not be granted. When Delia applied, she was refused permission. Margaret, however, was 

given a permit to leave because she had been acting as the guardian for Falu Irani (Rustom and 

Freiny’s son), who was studying in England. She had told the officials the boy could not travel 

alone. The officials thought Falu was a maharaja’s son by the way Margaret was carrying on. So 

the two of them were able to sail from England on the City of Marseilles (escorted by a convoy of 

ships) and land in Colombo on the 30th of October. They were met by Swamiji, and arrived in 

Bangalore on 1 November 1939, where Margaret began living with Baba at the Links. Falu stayed 

with his uncle Adi Sr. in his separate bungalow. 

Margaret later speculated, “Perhaps, because of the war, Baba had to have a link to England 

of someone coming to India.” 

 
Raja as “a true renunciant at heart though an active ruler in the world outside.” (Krishna Raja's father had 

financed Vivekananda's voyages to Europe and the United States in 1893.)  

Once, when the Maharaja of Mysore was granted a private audience with Ramana Maharshi, he 

told the saint, “They made me a maharaja and bound me to a throne. For the sin of being born a king I lost 

the chance of sitting at your feet and serving in your glorious presence. Only these few minutes are mine. I 

can only pray for your grace.” After the Maharaja left, Ramana Maharshi is reported to have remarked that 

he was a janaka, a highly advanced soul. (Conscious Immortality, p. 154.) Janaka is mentioned in Hindu 

scriptures as a king who was also Realized, such as Sita’s father. 
385 Paul Brunton was in Mysore at the time and had a long talk with Deshmukh. Brunton expressed his 

regret at some of the things he had written about Baba in his book, A Search in Secret India, and stated that 

he had not found the love that he found in Baba in anyone else. Brunton remained in India until 1947. 



Meanwhile Delia became terribly upset, as she too naturally wanted to join Baba in India. 

Baba cabled her: “Not to worry. You are where I want you to be.” (At the time, Delia had no idea 

that her brother-in-law had cabled Baba behind her back, saying Delia’s mother needed her to look 

after her there in England.) 

From the Links Baba further wrote Delia: 

You speak truly and from deep experience when you say you can only learn through 

suffering and experience. Do you know these lines of Hafiz? 

He who would tread my path, the thorn of grief will find, 

What pilgrim hath in fear of this, his quest resigned? 

Though knowest well, he who attains true perfect love 

Is he upon whose soul grief as a lamp hath shined! 

It is the “ego” which has this temporary suffering. But [this suffering] is also the means to 

eternal happiness and bliss. Believe me when I say that the real happiness which lies in store for 

you is well worth the present suffering and struggle. The greater the capacity to love, the greater the 

pangs of separation are felt, not only by those living physically apart from the Beloved, but equally 

by those living near. In fact, the feeling of separation is greatly intensified when living close 

physically, while not having the conscious experience of union and oneness. The curtain I 

purposely drew hides this experience to enable you to do my work. You know the work I do is all 

for my circle. But each of you, to play your part, must take it seriously, and to finish the work each 

came to do. Love, work, and obey me. 

My work at present is heavy, apart from the Universal work for the upliftment of all, I 

have the work of the center, which entails much work and time. I supervise personally every detail, 

although allotting to each person that particular side of the work to which each is suited. The center 

is to be on a very large scale, consisting of many different sections, but all under my one guidance. 

On Thursday, 2 November 1939, the center’s publicity committee held an open meeting in 

Mysore to inform the public about Baba’s work and to invite them to the foundation-laying 

ceremony in December. Norina, Deshmukh, Jal Kerawalla and Ghani spoke at the gathering. 

A second gathering was held on the evening of the 6th in the Bangalore Town Hall. 

Deshmukh, Ghani and Norina, along with Nadine Tolstoy, gave lectures. Before the meeting Baba 

remarked to Deshmukh, “I won’t let it be a total success. I'll make sure there is 50 percent 

opposition and 50 percent sympathy!” 

A third meeting was held at the Indian Institute of Science in Bangalore on 9 November. 

The Nobel Prize winning Indian physicist Dr. C. V. Raman chaired the gathering. Deshmukh gave 

a stirring speech on the question of science versus spirituality. Norina and Nadine then spoke about 

their experiences of being with Meher Baba. Deshmukh had been so logical and convincing, and 

Norina and Nadine so sincere, that Raman was impressed with the depth of their feelings, in spite 

of himself. 

Afterwards, in his remarks, Raman observed: 

I have never been a believer in personalities as such, although I have read the life of 

Buddha, Christ, et cetera, and have great respect and reverence for them. Yet, when I visited the 

ruins of Benares and other places of pilgrimage, I could not help but allow the atmosphere of those 

places to touch and inspire me. 

It is certainly a strange experience, since the sages have lived thousands of years in the 

past, and yet their influence still pervaded the atmosphere of those places where they had lived. 

This experience is not a matter to be expressed by words but it is a matter of feeling. If only the 

ruins create such feelings after centuries, then certainly spirituality is a matter of feeling and not of 

intellect. 

Although he disagreed with Deshmukh at the beginning, C. V. Raman concluded that after 

hearing his talk he agreed with him entirely, stating: 

This was not only because of the logic of [Dr. Deshmukh’s] arguments, but primarily 

because of his great sincerity and faith, with which he expressed and clung to his views. 



Although the teachings of all Prophets are identical, they are very difficult to follow. A 

teacher is always greater than his teachings, and the influence he wields over humanity is due to his 

being a living example of these teachings. People will be able to estimate the value of Shri Meher 

Baba through his personal contact. 

 

During this period, Arnavaz and Nargis Dadachanji had been staying in Bangalore with the 

other women for some time. Baba had asked Nargis not to do anything but rest while she was there. 

Nargis wanted to do his personal work and Baba’s instruction pained her. At the time, Nargis did 

not understand that obedience to the Master is the highest type of service. 

On Sunday, 5 November 1939, Nargis moved her iron cot a little while rearranging her 

room. This upset Baba. She wondered why Baba was preventing her from even slightly exerting 

herself. Two days later she had a heart attack, and then she knew why Baba had not allowed her to 

do any physical labor. She was treated by one of the doctors, and Baba himself was attentive to her. 

Nargis began thinking that instead of her serving Baba, he was serving her! “It is my misfortune 

that my Beloved is serving me,” she thought. 

When she was better, Baba advised her, “Go to Bombay and take treatment from Dr. 

Kohiyar, the heart specialist.” 

“But his charges are very high,” she pointed out. 

“Don’t worry; I will see to it,” Baba promised. 

Leaving the ashram was against Nargis’ cherished hopes of serving Baba, and she 

protested, “I won’t allow it. I want to serve you, not be a burden to you.” 

Baba explained, “Continue doing as I tell you. By not obeying me, you are a burden to me! 

When I have to explain things to you, that is a headache to me! When you don’t want anything 

from me, why worry?” 

Nargis returned to Bombay with Arnavaz and placed herself under Dr. Kohiyar’s care. 

Although his treatment was expensive, he did not take any fee from her. This amazed Nargis and 

made her love for Baba even stronger. 

Adi Jr. arrived in Bangalore on the evening of the 4th. Naoroji, Nariman and Sarosh arrived 

four days later. Goher also spent several weeks at the Links. Kaka Baria returned on the 10th and 

began doing nightwatch near Baba. On the 11th, Padri and Sarosh left by the morning train for 

Mysore. Naoroji and Nariman accompanied them and returned to Bombay three days later. Masaji, 

who had been to Bombay, returned on the 12th. 

Deshmukh also left for Madras and then Nagpur on the 11th. Before he left, Baba met him 

at Adi Sr.’s bungalow, along with Dolly and Falu. On the 11th evening at 5:00 P.M., Baba held a 

meeting at the men’s quarters. In a lighthearted mood, he suggested each of them write down their 

preferences for amusements. Don jokingly wrote “marbles,” and so Baba made him secretary of 

the “Marbles Club.” Baba was its president; Ghani, Kaka and Pendu its members. 

Nilu wrote down “sweets on Mondays,” and Baba said he should be given one spoonful of 

sugar every Monday. Dattu Mehendarge (who had come to stay in Bangalore to help in the office 

and Journal work) asked to be allowed to see a good picture (film) once in a while, and so Baba 

gave him a book filled with “pictures” of saints to look at! 

Baba was not meeting the public in Bangalore, but at 3:30 p.m. on Sunday, 12 November 

1939, he made an exception. He granted a few minutes of darshan to three accomplished young 

men: a Western author and art critic named Francis Watson, 32; an Indian science student, Vikram 

Sarabhai, 20, who was studying at Cambridge; and another Indian, Kittu Purna, a former student at 



Oxford. Baba told them to come back after a month, when he would answer any questions they 

had.386 

Watson had an interest in spirituality and later met Ramana Maharshi. It is not known 

whether Watson (or the others) returned for a second meeting with Meher Baba, but in a letter to 

his mother after visiting the Links, Watson wrote: 

This afternoon I met another of the strange collection of spiritual leaders described in 

Rom Landau’s book God Is My Adventure. He is Shri Meher Baba … whom Rom Landau is not 

very kind about. But I must say, though it was a brief interview, I rather took to him — sufficiently, 

at all events, to want to meet him again after December 18, when he has promised to answer any 

questions I may have for him. Between now and then he is going into strict seclusion, and indeed it 

was a considerable concession for me to meet him today.387 

 

On 13 November 1939, Baba began an eleven-day fast. During this period, he instructed 

four of the women and three of the men to fast with him for one day each. On the 15th, he 

commented, “If, during the eleven days of my fast, war does not start in real earnest, or if peace is 

not definitely considered, and if the present lull continues, then I will continue the fast indefinitely. 

Otherwise, I will stop fasting on the twelfth day.” 

Baba added, “The real war has started from November 11th.” 

On the 15th, he instructed the mandali to begin making bandages for those wounded in 

battle, as part of the war effort. Two days later, on 17 November Baba stopped fasting. 

After Margaret’s arrival, Baba proposed that she start a dance school in Bangalore, which 

would also provide an income to support Baba’s work. Adi Sr. and Don were tasked with typing 

up a proposal for the school and scouting out possible locations. One was selected, and Baba took 

Margaret there to show her. But after that, the idea was dropped and was never raised again. 

Don’s birthday was celebrated with cakes at teatime on the 14th, and the Aiyangar family 

visited Baba on the 17th. 

Baba made further remarks about the war on 19 November. “Hitler,” he said, “is a brave 

man, a great patriot and has done wonderful service to his country. But as a human being, he is no 

good — cruel — hopeless! His treatment of the Jews is most heartless.” 

“Will there be war or peace?” he was asked. 

“War,” Baba replied. “If however they make peace, it won’t be lasting. There will be 

internal wars, everywhere — civil wars, economic wars, et cetera — which will be worse than war 

on the battlefield! India will also have to suffer.” 

 

During this period, Minta Toledano, like her sister Delia, was facing personal difficulties 

in England. On 20 November 1939, Baba finally replied to her letters: 

If I want my Shalimar to write to me, then I must keep her a long time waiting for a letter 

in return! By ignoring her last two letters, I received from her a third — the one I was waiting for 

— full of complaints at the “silence, indifference and callousness of her Beloved” — who did not 

care that she was miserable, lonely and unhappy. And so, not knowing what to do or where to turn 

in her despair, she vented her impatience, anger, resentment and annoyance on the One who was 

the cause of it all! 

 
386 Francis Watson was a curator of the prestigious Wallace Collection in London and later became its director. Vikram 

Sarabhai later worked with C. V. Raman and is considered the “Father of the Indian space program.” Kittu Purna was 

a close friend of the Indian novelist R. K. Narayan and had been instrumental in getting Narayan’s work published in 

England through the British novelist Graham Greene. 

 
387 Letter to Francis Watson’s mother, 12 November 1939, courtesy British Library. 



Darling Shalimar, through every line run those deep pangs of suffering caused through 

separation. Everyone feels at one time or another what you now experience ... Remember, darkness 

must precede the dawn, and be glad you are not outside of these experiences — these changes of 

heat and cold, light and darkness, response and indifference. The real and only tragedy of human 

life is when the individual is irresponsive and untouched by life’s experiences. What had your 

favorite Hafiz to say: 

Be patient, O heart and grieve not, for in the end 

After evening cometh the morn, and after night the dawn. 

I can in the space of a moment give you the experience of that union you so crave, but 

that is not my way. 

Baba then quoted the couplets from Hafiz, sent to Delia previously, about pilgrims on this 

path finding only the “thorn of grief.” 

There is no escape. Whether you live physically near the Beloved, as I wanted you to do, 

or you live away, as you have chosen to do, struggle and crisis there will always be and choice. One 

day you will realize I offered you everything from the very first. You could have stayed near your 

Beloved; you could have gazed on your Beloved; you could have consoled and comforted your 

Beloved in his moments of weariness and fatigue, as you so often did; you could have been gay, 

cheerful and happy with your Beloved; you could have loved, worked for and obeyed him, living 

near him — or loved, worked for and obeyed him from afar; but none of these things did my lover 

choose. 

What can I suggest? Is it not now your turn to offer me what you have to give? Your will 

as well as your heart. Your faith, I know, is absolute and nothing can shake it; but your ego wants 

satisfaction, and does not want to be crushed. This stands in the way of selfless love, the only love 

that will satisfy your Beloved or give you eternal happiness. Yet know, darling Shalimar, nothing 

of yourself is real or lasting, save that part of it which is me. 

The express image of the word Divine am I 

The mirror of all regal loveliness am I 

Without me in this world, naught of itself exists 

Search where you will — you surely find all 

    — all is I.388 

Three days before (on 17 November), Baba had sent this message to Will and Mary Backett 

in England: “Keep writing as you do now and don’t worry. I am with you always and am ever 

watchful over my own flock.” 

 

In November 1939, Baba directed Kaka and Eruch to travel through the south of India in 

search of advanced masts to bring to Bangalore. They were instructed to do whatever necessary to 

please the masts and thus coax them to come away with them, except disclosing that Meher Baba 

had sent them. Eruch and Kaka had left on the night of 12 November, accompanied by Jal 

Kerawalla, and they were gone for eleven days. It was monsoon season and they had to travel 

through many flooded areas. Although they contacted several advanced masts, they failed to 

persuade even one to come back to Bangalore. 

In view of their failure and, as Baba remarked, “in order to start the war or make peace,” 

he decided to go and contact these masts himself. Meanwhile Baba had been dictating his will. 

Before leaving Bangalore, Baba, for the first time, signed his Last Will and Testament on 25 

November. The various men and women mandali were named as beneficiaries and the properties 

at Meherabad, Mandla and now Byramangala were apportioned as he wished. 

 
388 All couplets in the letters to Delia and Minta are from Hafiz. Although there is no attribute given, they 

appear to have been taken from Selections from the Rubaiyat and Odes of Hafiz the Great Mystic and Lyric 

Poet of Persia (edited by Persia Society of London, 1920). 

 



Early the next morning, Sunday, 26 November, Baba left Bangalore by train toward the 

south of India, traveling third class. He was accompanied by Eruch, Gustadji, Kaka, Jal Kerawalla 

and the boy Krishna.389 Baba had tea ordered at the next station, and, in a pleasant mood, remarked 

to Jal, “Traveling with me is full of both joy and hardships. Joy in the sense that you have the 

privilege of my company and are able to enjoy the benefits of my satsang, explanations, et cetera. 

Hardship in the sense that there is plenty of work to be done and I am a hard taskmaster when it 

comes to locating and contacting the different masts.” 

They arrived at Trichinopoly at 10:00 P.M. and settled into a hotel for the night. The next 

morning, the group set out with Baba in a taxi to contact the mast Yusuf Mastan. Baba waited in 

the car while the men went inside a Mohammedan inn where the mast was sitting, to ask him to 

accompany them back to their hotel, where Baba could bathe and feed him. The mast agreed and 

returned to the hotel with Baba. Yusuf was very happy and allowed Baba to wash and feed him. 

They asked the mast to come back to Bangalore with them and to this he also agreed. Baba said 

that they would take him with them on their way back. The mandali took Yusuf back to his hotel, 

while Baba waited with Krishna. When they returned, Baba informed them that his work in 

Trichinopoly was finished and they must leave for the town of Nagapattinam. 

They left by taxi at 4:00 P.M. and, because of all their bedding and suitcases, they were very 

cramped during the journey, which took eleven hours to drive just 80 miles. There had been heavy 

rains the previous week, so several times they had to get out of the car and walk over damaged 

bridges. In the evening the taxi had a flat tire. While it was being fixed, they took the opportunity 

of the delay to have their dinner and talk pleasantly with Baba while seated under a tree. Despite 

the inconveniences and hardships, Baba was in a splendid mood. Sitting with him under a full 

moon, surrounded by lush green rice fields, left a lasting impression. 

Driving through the night, they arrived in Nagapattinam at 3:00 A.M. on the 28th, and went 

straight to the railway station, where all slept on the platform. Kaka was sent to bring Moti Baba, a 

high mast of the sixth plane, to a hotel. The mast arrived, but becoming restless, he left before Baba 

had a chance to bathe him, saying he would come back later. Jal brought the mast back to Baba in 

the evening, and Baba proceeded to bathe and feed him.390 

After Moti Baba left the next morning, Baba and the men went by car toward a nearby 

village, in search of one of the greatest masts in India — the sixth-plane saint Chatti Baba. They 

had gone six miles from the city when Baba suddenly asked that the car be stopped. Baba indicated 

that Chatti Baba was sitting by the side of the road, and that they had just passed him. Kaka, who 

had seen Chatti Baba on his previous trip, said that it was too early for him to have left his village 

and come so far. But when they got out of the car, they discovered that it was indeed the great mast. 

As they approached him, Chatti Baba rose from the ground, and silently looked at Baba, 

while the mandali came near and began talking to him. Baba stood quietly at a distance. Although 

the mast’s body was literally covered with dirt and sand, his face was radiant, full of love and 

kindness. Chatti Baba spoke only Tamil, so Krishna was the only one who could communicate with 

him. Baba directed Krishna to ask the mast to accompany them to Bangalore. Chatti Baba 

commented, “Where is he and where am I? ... He is the Highest of the High! ... How can you 

compare me with him?” 

Krishna related this to Baba, who indicated, “That is a different matter. Just ask him if he 

is willing to come with me.” The mast agreed, and they took him to the car, where he sat next to 

 
389 Margaret and Falu had missed the trip to Mysore in October, so while Baba was away, Pendu drove 

them and a few of the mandali to Mysore in the Blue Bus for a brief visit. 
390 When Eruch, Kaka and Jal had contacted Moti Baba on their earlier trip, he was not home and they had 

to wait for him to return. When he did so, they asked if he would come to Bangalore with them and, 

without their having mentioned Baba’s name, the mast replied, “I have just been on foot to Meher Baba and 

am returning from there [more than 250 miles one way], so I am tired. You can go now.”  



Baba. Along with Chatti Baba, all left Nagapattinam at 5:00 P.M. for Tanjore, arriving four hours 

later. Chatti Baba was offered food by Baba and took a little. Two of the mandali stayed with him 

during the night. Most of the time he would sit on the ground and move his finger on the earth or 

floor, as if writing. 

The next morning, 29 November 1939, as Baba was to contact another mast in Tanjore, Jal 

Kerawalla took Chatti Baba out of the hotel, intending to take him to a public garden. But instead 

of waiting for the taxi, Chatti Baba began walking down the street into the city. Baba was informed, 

and came in a taxi to tell Jal not to interfere with Chatti Baba, but to follow him. Kaka was told to 

go with Jal. After walking four hours through the city and several miles into the remote countryside, 

Chatti Baba finally agreed to return to the hotel with Jal and Kaka in a taxi. At the hotel, however, 

the mast refused to go upstairs, and had lunch in the hotel garden, after which he began acting 

strangely, collecting sand and throwing it on himself for half an hour. As soon as Baba returned 

from his other mast work, he was told about Chatti Baba’s restlessness. Baba promptly began 

bathing him, pouring buckets and buckets of water over him, and Chatti Baba’s uneasiness finally 

went away after 50 buckets.391 

Baba had gone in the morning to contact a sixth-plane ghous-type mast named Abdul Kadir 
Jilani.392 In the afternoon Kaka was sent to bring this mast back to the hotel. When Eruch, Kaka 

and Jal had contacted Abdul Kadir before, on their first visit, they were forced to reveal that they 

had been sent by Meher Baba. Hearing Baba’s name, the mast got up, folded his hands and repeated 

Baba’s name two or three times, passed his hands over his face, and then kissed his own hands and 

the three men in a very affectionate manner. 

Leaving Tanjore that evening, Baba and the mandali arrived in Trichinopoly at midnight. 

Taking Chatti Baba with them, Eruch, Gustadji and Krishna continued on the train to the next 

station where they were to wait for Baba. Baba, Kaka and Jal got down at Trichinopoly to again 

contact Yusuf Mastan and bring him also to Bangalore. They spent the night at the same hotel 

where they had stayed previously and left the next morning along with the mast. Meeting the others 

at the next station, Baba gave Chatti Baba a bath on the way to Bangalore, where they arrived on 

the morning of 1 December. Krishna was assigned to look after Chatti Baba, because, as mentioned, 

he spoke Tamil, the mast’s native tongue. 

 

After Deshmukh and Norina’s public meetings in Mysore and Bangalore at the beginning 

of November, a local attorney named Sampige Venkatapathaiya began to stir up heated opposition 

to Baba’s plan of settling in the area. Venkatapathaiya, 55, was a founding member of the Hindu 

Mahasabha, a right-wing Hindu nationalist political party. He went to almost any length in trying 

to thwart the center plan and turn public opinion against Baba. For example, during the first week 

of December 1939, Venkatapathaiya issued this outrageous statement to the press: 

For all the hysterical tom-tom about Shri Meher Baba by his coterie of devotees, 

disciples, admirers and friends, who try bluff, bluster, bravado and browbeating, there is 

unimpeachable documentary evidence, of a most intimate character, which denounces him as a 

swindler, cheat and charlatan … 

[Meher Baba] stands condemned as a despicable wretch not fit for any decent-minded 

man or woman to associate with … He is a fraud on humanity … a dangerous devil! 

 

391 Baba later explained that Chatti Baba was spiritually connected with France, in a similar manner to 

Mohammed Mast’s connection with Germany. As the war in Europe progressed, Chatti Baba’s mood 

would be affected. 

392 There was a Perfect Master of the same name, whose tomb in Baghdad Baba had visited in 1936.  



On Saturday, 9 December, while discussing the opposition, Jal Kerawalla asked Baba why 

he did not come out and crush this slanderous antagonism. Baba gave this reply: 

But they have not yet reached the point of crucifying me! This is nothing compared to 

what I want. Be prepared for that. This is only the beginning — mere child’s play! I warned you 

some time ago to be prepared for opposition on a much more serious and larger scale than this. 

Ghani asked, “Why don’t you turn your key?” 

This is my key; otherwise what could these ignorant people do? It is not their fault. They 

harp on the same old issues, with the same old stories repeated over and over again from John Bull 

[a British publication], [K. J.] Dastur’s Message and The Graphic [an Indian magazine] — all too 

childish for words! 

Up till now I did not mind, and did not allow public replies, but now it is necessary for 

the world to know, since we are establishing an important center here. That work should not suffer. 

So, reply to them, but in a dignified manner — coolly, calmly, but convincingly. 

Things were too slow, rather dead and dull for the work. (You had no enthusiasm.) So, to 

stir it all up, this opposition has come. Let us welcome and utilize it for my work. Don’t make it 

personal and get mad at individuals. State facts and smash their silly talks and arguments. 

I work internally in my own way. You work externally, keeping yourselves in touch with 

people, facing situations courageously but calmly, befitting the spirit of our work of love, and 

winning over your opponents with arguments and facts lovingly, rather than becoming excited, 

using harsh words and creating hatred. This is your test. Be true to it. Prove yourselves worthy of 

the title of disciples and I will help you. 

This will bring pep into the work, and arouse your enthusiasm and interest. The game will 

be lively! The whole world is fighting for one thing or the other, and you, too, join in the game — 

to fight, not for selfish motives or gains, but for the Truth. Be afraid of nothing, not even the 

results. Be a soldier in a battle, fighting for your sacred cause of spirituality and Truth, never 

thinking, much less worrying, about the results. The results are mine. I know my work, and design 

plans according to situations. You are merely to follow instructions and carry on the campaign — 

disciples as soldiers in the battle for Truth and spirituality. 

Continuing on the same topic, Baba commented: 

It is a pity that people, in their excitement or enthusiasm, do not realize what they are 

doing and spoil their own cause. The very thing for which they ought to be proud and happy is 

misunderstood and taken for misfortune. There is a hue and cry raised over things that have no 

substantial bearing or ground at all. Petty points and questions are raised, and so much valuable 

time and energy are wasted over such trivial matters, which [could] be so well utilized for better 

purposes, benefiting themselves and others. 

Jealousy is a great weakness. It blinds or obscures the vision to Truth and facts. It drives 

one to a frenzy and makes one engage in flimsy arguments. Meaningless talks are freely indulged 

in, which bring nothing but shame and misery in their wake, before they realize what harm they 

have done in their weakness. 

Truth can never be blurred or clouded by the hue and cry, however great. It shines in its 

own light. Clouds come and go, casting shadows and a temporary gloom. The sun is never 

disturbed, much less perturbed or affected by the clouds. So is Truth never clouded by fallacious or 

false propaganda. Trying to throw dust at the sun blinds the person himself, not the sun. 

But there are few who understand these simple truths. The majority are misguided and 

ruled by some self-styled leaders, who seek the limelight by fair means or foul. They don’t want the 

Truth for their [own] selfish ends, lest they be lost and out of the picture. So, to be in the public eye, 

they invent lies, concoct stories, distort facts, and, in the name of public service, they present these 

lies before the public. The public is misled either by their big names or by the tricks of the 

originators, who form the ability to misrepresent facts with sensational talks that influence the 

weakness of the mass mind. 

It is the same all over the world — a game of winning and losing — the inevitable 

struggle for existence in all departments and aspects of life — religion, politics, morality, ethics, 

industry [business], et cetera, at different times and places, in different ways, according to the 

conditions. 

Laughing, Baba spelled out: 

So it is for Meher Baba, too! You have been observing, over the past many years, that 

despite this hostile agitation against me, my work goes on spreading. You have watched with mixed 



feelings of pity and regret for those who do not understand, nor do they want to listen to the facts, 

and thereby bring themselves in for ridicule. How can my work ever be affected by this lying 

campaign through the press and before the public? All this hue and cry against me, all this 

propaganda, has not affected my work adversely in the least. On the contrary, it has brought my 

name and work into greater prominence, by arousing the idle curiosity of people with silly rumors 

and sensationalism. Those who come to ridicule me, return penitent after seeing me and gathering 

the true facts! 

My work, begun from Poona and Ahmednagar and covering Bombay, Madras, South 

India and North India, has now reached the West. It spread to England first, and from there, has 

extended through Europe, to America and the whole world! Is this in itself not proof? Up to now, I 

have often been working in seclusion. Still, day by day, the number of my followers increases. I do 

not see the public and also do not meet those who outwardly make a show of seeing me. And yet, 

how unique it is that those who could live in palaces, in all comforts, do a sweeper’s work by 

staying with me. Therefore, there is none so blind as those who do not see, though having eyes!393 

You are my soldiers, and to destroy your self — your ego — you have to fight for me. 

While fighting in my arena, remember that you are dealing blows to your ego. 

Meanwhile Venkatapathaiya began corresponding with Colonel Irani and others opposed 

to Baba. He held his own public meeting on 10 December 1939, for the said purpose “to examine 

the credentials of Shri Meher Baba and to protest against the establishment of the Meher Baba 

Universal Spiritual Center at Byramangala.” 

Jal Kerawalla, Ghani, Deshmukh and Norina had published a small booklet titled Meher 

Baba’s Raj [Reign] of Truth, which attempted to allay the public’s fears about Meher Baba and to 

answer some of the opposition’s criticism. With Baba’s consent, they attended Venkatapathaiya’s 

meeting and tried to distribute the booklet. 

Baba visited the site of his proposed center on the 7th, as work for the foundation-laying 

ceremony began. Pendu, Padri, Kalemama, Naoroji, Adi Sr. and Vishnu were busy arranging the 

affair. A large pavilion was erected, invitations were printed and mailed out, and announcements 

given in all major newspapers inviting the public to attend. 

 

On Sunday, 17 December 1939, the foundation-laying ceremony for Meher Baba’s 

Universal Center was held. Besides the general public, Baba lovers from Bombay, Poona, Nasik 

and Ahmednagar attended. Forty buses were hired to carry them from Bangalore. About 4,000 

persons participated, including Sir Mirza (the Dewan of Mysore) and other important government 

officials. Baba came in Elizabeth’s car with Kaka, Jal Kerawalla, Norina and Nadine; he was 

dressed in a sadra and a brick-red coat. 

The program began at 4:30 P.M., when the head of the reception committee, Pappa 

Jessawala, garlanded Baba on his arrival. In the Master’s honor, Syed Rasul Arif recited a poem in 

Urdu and Sampath Aiyangar delivered a speech. Ghani then explained the significance of the seven-

metal spade which Baba would use to break the ground.394 Baba proceeded to break the ground and 

lay the foundation. Sitting on a special stone seat (which was to be kept as a cornerstone of the 

future building), Baba rose and scooped a little earth with the special shovel as acclamations in his 

praise rent the air. Baba struck the earth seven times and sat back on his special seat. The following 

message from him was then read out by Aiyangar: 

The world is at war today. It has engulfed all departments of life — political, economic, 

social and religious. 

 

393 Baba meant those who meet him but do not recognize him. 

394 The seven metals used to forge the shovel at a local workshop were: silver, pewter (a combination of 

copper and tin), aluminum, zinc, copper, lead and iron. 



The instinct of self-preservation, enhanced by fear and uncertainty of the future, is 

aggressively active in the guise of various pseudonyms and catchwords. Exclusiveness is parading 

as nationalism; self-interest is known as economics; fanaticism is synonymous with religion; 

libertinism is looked upon as social and moral freedom; and exploitation is termed politics. 

This instinct of self-preservation is legitimate and natural in the lower order of life, in the 

lower scale of evolution. But, when it expresses itself through man, it makes of himself nothing 

more than a talking animal, and, as such, he is yet a long way from deserving the title, “The Best of 

Creation.” 

Is it anybody’s fault if one finds oneself on the right side of things or the wrong side of 

things? No! Every human being has come to serve and achieve a definite purpose, and by playing 

his part to perfection, he automatically works out his own salvation. 

There is this difference, however. In the divine scheme of things, individuals or a people 

who, when instead of progressing higher and onward, are about to lapse into bestiality, it is 

suffering that rehabilitates them. 

Spiritual Masters achieve for humanity the same resurrection, much more easily and less 

painfully, by not only preaching but translating into fulfillment the too familiar words, self-denial 

and brotherhood of man, whose very beginning and whose ultimate end is love. 

The time for such a universal awakening is looming large in the near future, to meet 

which, the scheme of a Universal Spiritual Center is founded today. [The princely state of] Mysore 

will surely realize at no distant date [in the future] its singular good fortune in possessing, among 

many progressive features, the spiritual capital of the world as well. 

I bless every one of you, participants and non-participants, in the greatest scheme of 

spiritual regeneration the world has ever known and the foundation of which you have witnessed 

today. 

This scheme of a Universal Spiritual Center symbolizes the character of my divine 

mission on earth. I bless you. 

Speeches were then delivered by Lakshmi Aiyangar and M. Chakravarthy Iyengar. The 

program terminated amid loud cheers of Baba’s Jai. As Baba left, fireworks lit the evening sky. 

Age marveled at the spectacle. “The ground-breaking function afforded thousands of 

people the opportunity of having Meher Baba’s darshan. Through the outward medium of this 

occasion, Baba sowed the seed of love in the hearts of many Mysorians — which, with the passing 

of time, will grow into saplings and subsequently blossom into flowers and bear fruit!” 

Meanwhile, as this ceremony was taking place, the attorney Venkatapathaiya who was 

trying to raise mass opposition against Baba hired a Morris automobile and filled it with leaflets 

denouncing Meher Baba, which he intended to distribute at Byramangala. But as the vehicle was 

on its way to the function, at 6:15 P.M. it hit a bullock cart carrying firewood and overturned in a 

ditch, strewing the anti-Meher Baba literature all over the road. Padri happened to drive past at the 

time and took a photograph of the scene. God’s hand, perhaps, was behind the unfortunate 

“accident.” 

A committee had been formed, including a few of the Western women and some of the 

mandali, to oversee the construction of the center. Naoroji Dadachanji, being a contractor, had 

arrived from Bombay on the 1st of December to supervise the day-to-day building work. He had 

been staying in Bangalore, but now he, Padri and Murli (who were helping him) began living at 

Byramangala. Masaji was cooking for them there and Pendu was also assisting in the project. They 

would come to Bangalore on Sundays to meet Baba and receive his instructions. Baba first ordered 

two structures to be built on the property and, on Tuesday, 19 December 1939, the work began. 

Before the ceremony in Byramangala, Baba was not meeting the public and was keeping 

himself secluded, engaged in mast work; very few outsiders had been allowed to come for his 

darshan. But as a result of all the recent publicity (for and against) people became more and more 

interested to see him. So Baba graciously set specific times to see new people every day at the 

Links. From the 18th, he began giving darshan and interviews each morning from eight to nine 

o’clock, and from three to four in the afternoon. 

On Friday, 22 December, while discussing the trend of recent events, Baba observed: 



In the matter of spirituality and sincere search for the Truth, the mentality of the West 

seems better nowadays than that in India. Indian people’s attitude and mentality, these days, is very 

peculiar. India, as a whole, now wants material powers, political awakening and wealth. Yet 

remember, it is India, more than anywhere else, that produces masts. But, on the whole, the 

situation here is deplorable. As far as the Path is concerned, India’s spiritual faith cannot be 

questioned, but the intellectual gymnastics by its scholars are disgusting. In the future, you will see. 

When people began coming for Baba’s darshan, they naturally asked questions about the 

war. After a few days, Baba told Ghani, “You should write down all my statements about the war 

and have them printed and distributed.” 

Smiling, Ghani remarked, “What effect will a booklet have? It doesn’t look proper to 

publish and distribute booklets when you are the Avatar!” 

Baba replied: 

If the Avatar has to resort to distributing leaflets, it shows the shocking condition people 

have come to! Yet, I have to do it. It is the preliminary preparation. This is the beginning. I am 

preparing the ground. 

You are fools. This war was preceded by correspondence; meetings were held. 

Thereafter, there were protests and opposition. Then when the war started and all these were of no 

avail, the bombs came! 

So these explanations [of mine] about the war are a sort of communication, to give the 

public a chance to listen and improve. If they won’t, then there will be spiritual bombs! 

Don’t you know me, after so many years of contact? One who does not care for the world 

and publicly declares in America, “I will come here and speak,” and does not — don’t you 

understand him yet? 

I don’t care what the world will think or say. I will do anything for the [sake of my] work. 

Even if the whole world goes against me, I will do what I have to do. But all in its time. I will teach 

and strike, both! 

But India nowadays is sadly lacking in spirituality, by indulging in too much politics and 

maya. The old spiritual glory is gone. It is sad, yet, it is a fact. 

 

On Sunday evening, 24 December 1939, a lawyer from a rural area, a simple and plain-

spoken man, met Baba and quite frankly told Baba in a quiet voice, “I have heard many people talk 

about love, but I don’t know what love really is.” 

Baba asked, “Are you married?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you have any children?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you love them?” 

“Yes, in the ordinary way. But I cannot say that is real love. My object is to have real love, 

not this worldly affection and attachment. I visited saints, in the hope of experiencing love, but so 

far have not succeeded in any way.” 

Baba praised the man’s longing for true and divine love, and explained: 

You must first understand what real love means. Selfish motives, even in what people 

call love, often deceive them, and they mistake selfish feelings for love. 

I will make the point clear with an example. A person talking of love will say, “I love my 

Beloved. I want my Beloved to be with me,” and so on. In all these expressions of love, the I and 

“my” are predominant. 

Another example: Suppose you find your child running about in tattered clothes and feel 

unhappy about it. It will pain you, and you will readily feel for him. You will do all in your power 

to see that he has good clothes and to make the child happy. 

On the other hand, if you see someone else’s child in the street in a similar state, would 

you feel the same and act as readily as you did in the case of your own child? If not, it shows how 

your attitude toward your own child is merely a result of your selfish feelings. 



Your feelings could be called the outcome of true love only if your attitude toward the 

unknown child of a stranger in the street were the same as toward your own child, under the same 

conditions. Complete absence of selfishness is, therefore, the true characteristic and real test of pure 

love. 

Baba proceeded to describe how this pure or divine love can be experienced: 

Pure love is not something which can be forced upon somebody, nor is it something 

which can be snatched away from another. It is attained after the aspirant has succeeded in 

overcoming selfishness, when the false I in him does not exist. 

It might be said that [this selfless stage] is difficult to attain and, at the same time, it could 

also be stated that the state is easy to reach. Paradoxical as these statements might seem, they are 

nevertheless true. 

It is difficult to attain the state of selflessness, as long as the aspirant has not resolved to 

reach it. In the absence of a firm determination, the external attachments connected with the lower 

self prove to be too strong to overcome, with the result that the aspirant does not find it possible for 

him to attain his goal. 

On the other hand, if the aspirant with a strong will decides, once and for all, to achieve 

his aim at any cost, he finds his task easy. For example, you have an old coat which you like very 

much. You cannot get rid of it, until you make up your mind and boldly take it off to throw it away 

once and for all. Such bold decision methods make a task easy, which would otherwise be difficult. 

Self-renunciation is absolutely essential to experience pure love. This renunciation does 

not mean that one has to leave all worldly connections and affairs and go off to the jungles. On the 

contrary, it means remaining in the world and discharging one’s duties faithfully, yet, at the same 

time, keeping aloof from all attachments. This is not an unattainable ideal, but a practical goal 

which can be attained with ease, provided, of course, that the aspirant sincerely and boldly resolves 

to reach it. 

Just as a man when very hungry feels the desire for food intensely, similarly, when an 

aspirant deeply desires to experience pure love, he feels the longing for it, and at the proper time, 

gets the necessary directions and help from a Master to attain the goal of selflessness. He is then 

able to enjoy, finally, the bliss of divine love. 

Baba concluded by stating, “This is a state to be experienced, not to be intellectually 

described.” 

 

While in Bangalore, Baba directed the women to stage plays for five days consecutively. 

One of the plays concerned an African tribe in the jungle. Rano took the part of a hunter, and Irene 

the wife. Katie was the African chief, Mani his daughter and Kharmen Masi, Soonamasi and Manu 

members of the tribe. 

Around Christmas and New Year’s Eve, each group put on a short skit. Norina prepared a 

pageant of Jesus Christ’s crucifixion. Soltoon and Dowla were enlisted to sit on the stage and toss 

flowers towards the procession as it passed across the stage. While sitting on the stage, they were 

so fascinated in seeing Norina dressed as Jesus carrying the cross, they forgot their parts! When the 

procession had passed, Dowla remembered, and both ran behind it shouting in Persian, clutching 

the flowers. Baba remarked that he liked this part the best! 

In another play, Meherwan Jessawala was made a butler, and Mani his Muslim boss. But, 

instead of bringing the tea tray and saluting Mani, little Meherwan took the tray to Baba and saluted 

him, which made Baba laugh so hard, he was pink in the face. Meherwan then proceeded to upturn 

the tea tray he was supposed to serve and fumbled his lines, which he recited off cue, despite what 

Mani had taught him. 

For one skit, Walu dressed as a Mohammedan, but Naja didn’t adjust Walu’s costume 

properly, and made Walu upset just as she was about to go on stage. When Walu appeared, she was 

so angry that instead of speaking in Urdu, as she had been coached, she began speaking in Marathi. 

This, too, was a source of delight for Baba. 

Rano was once required to speak in Urdu, also, when she took the part of a doctor in one 

play. Norina played a doctor in another skit. Katie was always a skilled performer in any role she 



portrayed. Mani wrote most of these humorous skits, several of which were performed on 

Christmas, as mentioned, and also on Mehera’s birthday. 

While his mother was in Bangalore, Gaimai once fried eggplant for Memo, as requested 

by her, and sent it to her. As Manu was carrying the tray up to Memo’s room, Baba happened by 

and asked Manu what she had in her hand. Manu said it was fried eggplant for Shireenmai. Baba 

took Gaimai severely to task, “You want to kill my mother by giving her eggplant? Haven’t I told 

you that eggplant is not good for you?” 

In fact, Baba did not wish Memo to be given special food; he wanted her to eat what was 

cooked for all. While rebuking Gaimai, Baba was eating the fried delicacies himself, and eventually 

ate the entire plateful. Memo had come down by then and was silently observing the scene. At last 

she burst forth, “Merog, is eggplant good for you and bad for me?” 

Baba replied, “You are old, Mother, and elderly people should not eat eggplant!” But 

Memo knew he was only trying to thwart her once again. 

Another time in Bangalore, someone presented Baba with a beautiful, costly shawl. Memo 

admired it and was thinking Baba would give it to her. Instead, touching the feet of a poor man 

with his forehead, Baba gave the shawl to him. Memo was upset. “Merog, have you any sense or 

not?” she asked. “Are you insane? Is that man superior to you in any way that you bow to him and 

give him such a valuable shawl? He looks as though he has not eaten in a week! What will he do 

with such an expensive wrap? He'll sell it, buy illicit liquor and get drunk!” 

“None is greater or lesser to me,” Baba replied, “It is only me who is in him — and in you 

also. In you, I did not like the shawl, and in him, I liked it. That is why I gave it to him.” 

Memo shouted, “Don’t talk to me like that! I did not at all like seeing you keep your head 

on that vagabond’s feet.” 

Baba shrugged and asked, “What can I do? I derive pleasure from such acts, because I see 

myself in all. Except for me, no one else exists.” 

Once, when Memo attired herself in Gaimai’s silk sari, Baba asked her, “Whose sari is 

this?” 

Memo said, “What is it to you?” 

“Look, I am wearing an old, patched coat. See how I live, though I am the Avatar. You, 

being the Avatar’s mother, it does not behoove you to put on silk saris when the Avatar is going 

about in a tattered, patched coat!” 

“Who told you to dress like that? You wear what you like. I'm not going to put on torn 

saris. It would have been better had you not been the Avatar! As it is, you belong to everyone but 

me!” 

On one occasion, Baba told Kharmen Masi, “You are Buddha’s masi [aunt].” He informed 

Gaimai, “When I come back after 700 years, you will be my mother, and Kharmen Masi my father.” 

Hearing this, Memo advised Gaimai, “Never be the Avatar’s mother! It is a miserable 

existence! Have you not seen my plight — how outsiders insult me and do not let me live in peace!” 

Memo’s sister-in-law (Sheriarji’s sister) Piroja Mami (paternal aunt) once came to 

Bangalore to see her favorite nephew. After dinner, she went to Baba’s bathroom to wash her hands. 

It was evening and Chhagan was on nightwatch. He stopped her before she could enter, and Piroja 

indignantly said, “I am Baba’s mami. Who are you to stop me?” 

“No one is allowed here,” Chhagan informed her. “Baba is resting. Please go back.” 

Chagrined, Piroja Mami left. Baba called Chhagan and asked what all the commotion was 

about. When he was told, he called Piroja Mami back. Then winking at Chhagan, Baba began 
scolding him in front of her, “You pig! Why didn’t you allow my mami to wash her hands?! Touch 

her feet and beg her forgiveness. Never, never treat her like that again! She is the Avatar’s mami!” 



Chhagan did as instructed, and Piroja Mami was, of course, satisfied. Baba then told her, 

“Mami, please take care not to come here at night. A ghost is haunting me, and that is why Chhagan 

tried to stop you from coming to this side. It is dangerous for you to come here at night.” 

“Oh, is that so?” she declared. “I didn’t know. I will never come here again.” 

After she went out, Baba and Chhagan had a good laugh, and Baba remarked, “Mami is 

very innocent.” 

 

On the morning of 27 December 1939, a discussion about sin and sinners came up among 

the group. Baba commented: “From my point of view, no one is so bad as not to improve and 

become good. Everyone, however depraved, can improve and become better, until he becomes a 

paragon of virtue for mankind! There is always hope for everyone.” 

Sarosh returned to Bangalore on the 28th with his wife Viloo, their infant son Merwan, and 

Rustom and Freiny’s daughters, Meheru and Naggu. The two girls stayed at the Links with Baba 

and the other women for a few weeks. Ramjoo brought Mehlu and Freiny by train from Nasik and 

they stayed with Adi Sr., Dolly and Falu. Even though Freiny was still acting “mulish,” Baba 

decided she should remain in Bangalore for the time being. 

Among the visitors on the afternoon of the 30th, was Bhabananda, a young swami from 

Bengal dressed in an orange robe. He came with another young swami clad similarly, who had 

already met Baba. The following conversation ensued between Baba and the swami: 

Bhabananda declared, “In searching for God, I have renounced all — my father, mother, 

family and everything! I have gone around to many places in India, even to Tibet, and am just 

returning from Rameshwaram.395 I came to know about you in Bangalore, and although many 

others tried to discourage me from paying you a visit, I felt an inner urge and was determined to see 

you at all costs. I am so happy to have the privilege of your darshan today.” 

Baba, too, expressed his pleasure at seeing him and complimented him, saying that he 

was a rare type of seeker. But Baba then cautioned him, “It is very easy to give up father, mother 

and family, but very difficult to realize God.” 

“I am prepared to give my life for God-realization,” replied Bhabananda. 

Baba said, “Even dying is easy. This longing of yours is very good and highly 

appreciable. I want men of your caliber who have no other thought or desire but to realize God, for 

that is the only real thing in life.” 

The swami felt very happy at these encouraging words and said again, “I am ready for 

anything!” 

Baba warned, “I will test you ... It won’t be easy. Just think it over and let me know 

later.” 

“I have nothing to think over,” the young swami said. “I have thought so much about it 

that there is now nothing more to consider.” 

Smiling, Baba gestured, “Then you are my man!” 

Bhabananda felt happy, closed his eyes and exhaled a deep sigh of relief at Baba’s 

recognition of his sincerity. “I would still like you to think it over quietly,” Baba stated, “for I know 

of others who, in their momentary enthusiasm, have said similar things, but failed the moment they 

were put to the test.” 

“I have washed my hands of everything,” Bhabananda replied. 

“Shabash [Bravo]!” Baba said. "I am glad. Then I will guide and help you in your 

cherished goal. Now listen carefully. As a preliminary step, I want you to go to Rameshwaram on 

foot. Eat only once a day and beg for your food. Touch no money. Touch no woman. If you happen 

to come around any [woman, think of her] as your mother. 

“Take darshan of 100 people in Rameshwaram and be back here by the first of February.” 

 

395 Rameshwaram, situated on an island between the Indian mainland and Sri Lanka, is a place of 

pilgrimage for both Hindus and Buddhists.  



The moment Bhabananda heard Baba say not to touch money, he took out his coin purse 

and threw it on the ground in compliance with Baba’s injunction. His friend, the other swami, 

whispered to him, “To go to Rameshwaram and return in a month is practically impossible.” But 

Bhabananda did not pay attention to him and remained firm in his determination. 

Baba remarked to the second swami gently, “That is his lookout. Why are you worrying? 

He isn’t. He says he is prepared for anything, and is determined even to die for God!” 

Baba then cast a significant glance at Bhabananda, as if to ask what he had to say. But the 

young swami said nothing and rose to leave with Baba’s permission and blessings. Baba let him go, 

while the other swami followed. 

The mandali in the room watched all this with silent admiration at Bhabananda’s 

determination and longing. Both swamis had just walked out the door, when Baba ordered one of 

the mandali to call Bhabananda back. He returned alone and stood before Baba. Baba smiled at 

him, then stated: “I am very happy you stood my test and did not hesitate or question, nor ask for 

any excuse to get out of the difficult situation, even with your injured foot. [He was limping 

because of a boil on one foot.] If you keep up your longing for God and the same spirit to stand all 

tests, you will surely realize Him. He is there, in you and always with you.” 

Bhabananda replied, “Ramana Maharshi and other saints whom I have met also said so. 

But up to now I have no experience of these words.” 

Baba explained, “Ramana Maharshi was right. Ramakrishna also said the same. Vedanta 

says it. But it is a matter of experience. I want you to realize it. That is why I take interest in you 

and instruct you to do certain things. I want you to follow the instructions I have already given — 

go to Rameshwaram, not by foot, but by train.” 

The swami started to say something but hesitated. Baba asked him to speak up. The 

swami said, “I do not have sufficient money for the fare.” 

Baba ordered that a few rupees be given to him in addition to what money he had thrown 

down. He directed him not to worry, but just to accept what he had said and act accordingly, with 

faith and determination and without the slightest hesitation. “Take this money. Use it for your train 

fare. All other instructions are the same as already given. Go to Rameshwaram and come back here 

by the date I told you.” 

“But Master, I just came from Rameshwaram,” the swami said. 

“It will now be a new Rameshwaram for you,” Baba explained. “There will be many who 

will try to discourage and dissuade you from this, saying, ‘What are you doing? … Why are you 

wasting your time? … Where are you going?’ and so on. But just listen to it with one ear and let it 

out the other. Bless them all and go on your own way. Persevere and fear not. I will always be with 

you. You will feel my presence and help.” 

Bhabananda, giving a reverential bow and uttering, “Om,” left the room and began his 

pilgrimage. 

 

From 30 December, Baba stopped giving darshan since he was planning to leave Bangalore 

on another mast tour. 

On the morning of Tuesday, 2 January 1940, while with the mandali, Baba remarked, “1940 

is going to be the worst year the world has ever seen since the creation! 

“1941 will be 50-50 — half good and half bad. 

“1942 — the best the world has ever seen.” 

(The disastrous year actually began earlier with an earthquake in Turkey on the 27th of 

December. But the real beginning was on the morning of the 25th, exactly at the time Baba had a 

sudden “heart cramp.” Then, he indicated to the mandali to mark the time, 9:25 A.M., and his pain 

lasted for three minutes. According to Baba, the first tremors of this earthquake in Turkey actually 

started then and eventually erupted two days later.) 

Baba continued explaining, “Even this disastrous earthquake that took a toll of 30,000 lives, 

besides [affecting] several thousands more dependent upon the dead, and causing a loss of millions, 

et cetera, will be nothing in comparison with what is still to come.” 

Ghani asked which of these three years would be the best for the mandali, and Baba readily 

replied: “From June 1940 to June 1941 will be the best. It is for the circle principally. The time 

which I had been predicting and telling you all these years that ‘It is coming’ — has now come!” 



Baba left Bangalore for South India on the Madras Express train at 7:20 P.M. on Thursday, 

4 January 1940, accompanied by Kaka, Gustadji, Jal Kerawalla and Krishna. His destination and 

itinerary were not disclosed to the other mandali. They traveled first to Travancore and then to 

Trivandrum, where Baba contacted an old mast named Chinna Swami. He went on to Cape 

Comorin, Madurai and Trichur, contacting masts wherever he went, and returned to Bangalore 

(exhausted) six days later on the 10th, bringing Chinna Swami with him. During one journey, the 

train was so packed, Baba and the men had to enter a “ladies only” compartment. The conductor 

allowed them to stay only after Jal Kerawalla showed his District Magistrate’s card. 

The next day, Baba spoke informally with a few of the men about the problem of Parsis 

and spirituality. Baba made some significant remarks in regard to the Zoroastrians’ utter ignorance 

of the Path, hence their childish arguments and behavior toward saints and spirituality, which he 

explained was not their fault. 

Colonel Irani (a Zoroastrian) was rumored to be planning a visit to Bangalore. Baba hinted 

he would like the Colonel to come and see him, so that once and for all this problem of his 

opposition might cease. “Then he and I both will feel at ease,” Baba stated. 

Explaining further, Baba took pity on the stubborn man: 

It is not his fault, for he is a man of the world with military title, degrees and even money. 

Yet in spite of it all he is blind. Hindus have Vedanta; Islam has Sufism for spiritual enlightenment 

and understanding, besides saints and walis to go to and be guided by; whereas Parsis have none [of 

these]. The only stalwarts of their religion are their dasturs [priests] and the less said about them the 

better! The most shocking characters of some of these [dasturs] are open secrets. What religious or 

spiritual guidance could they possibly give? 

In the absence of any enlightenment, what could we expect from such people? It is not 

their fault — they are to be pitied rather than blamed. 

There are ways however — a nod from the wise, just like a child who can be easily lured 

by sweets or toys, or like others who need hammering for bringing them round. It is like the special 

method of forcefully getting out of the clutches of a drowning man by hammering him on the head 

as, in his struggling movements, he could even drown those who have come to save him! 

And the Parsi community is like a drowning man in the spiritual realm. With their utter 

ignorance of spirituality, they are shipwrecked at sea, on the point of drowning. So those who wish 

to save them must beware and be careful about going near, lest the drowning man might drown 

them also. The best method, as explained, is to give a strong hammering on the head — to make 

them unconscious and stop struggling — and then get hold of them and bring them out. 

Concluding, Baba spelled out significantly, “I will do it!” 

One of the men asked why it was necessary to “hammer” such people, and Baba stated 

further, “Desperate diseases require desperate remedies! When one refuses to listen or come round, 

and revolts at the several attempts to persuade with words, explanations, advice, et cetera, the harsh 

method of hammering one way or the other has to be resorted to.” 

 

Once, in Bangalore, Baba assigned some duty to Don and Nilu which they carried out. But 

Baba found some fault with their work and bitterly took them to task. Both doctors wondered why 

Baba was so displeased with them for such a seemingly small thing. 

Baba called them on Friday, 12 January 1940 and explained, again using the analogy of a 

drowning man: 

Just as an expert lifeguard uses different methods to save a drowning man — often hitting 

the person so that he may not cling to his rescuer, making the task impossible — at times, I have to 

treat my lovers in an apparently cruel manner. Onlookers, having no idea of the real situation, are 

apt to think that I am unduly harsh at times to particular people. Actually, as in the case of the 

expert life-saver, I do everything to save the spiritual life of the particular person whom I know to 

be “drowning” in illusion. I do all for his own good. 



You both have received my arrows and feel pain, but you have no idea of the favor I have 

done you. No one understands that I do not do anything without cause. Whatever I do, I do for the 

benefit of others. 

Don said, “Forgive me, Baba. I thought you were being cruel. I was wrong.” Baba 

embraced him and also Nilu. 

During the Bangalore stay, Rano, under Baba’s direction, continued her work on the Ten 

Circles painting which she had begun a few years before in Nasik. She had also begun another large 

painting of Baba wearing a turban. One day in January, when she was finishing this painting, she 

somehow did not feel satisfied with the expression in Baba’s eyes. Baba happened to come to her 

room right at that moment and Rano expressed her quandary. Baba himself picked up a brush, 

mixed some color and dabbed a bit on the left eye in the painting, instantly improving the 

expression! “Now don’t touch it!” he declared.396 

 

Baba left Bangalore at 7:30 A.M. on Monday, 15 January 1940 on a short visit to Hassan. 

He rode in Elizabeth’s car with Mehera, Mani and Khorshed; Jalbhai drove an Auburn with a few 

of the Westerners; and the rest of the women’s group, along with Kaka and Eruch, went in the Blue 

Bus, which Don drove. Baba and the women arrived at 12:30 P.M. and stayed in a dak bungalow. 

Gustadji and Pappa Jessawala had gone a day earlier to make separate arrangements for the men 

and women. 

The following day, Baba led the women up the mountain at Sravanabelagola and showed 

them the magnificent 59-foot tall statue of Gomateswara, a Jain saint. The next morning, they 

visited Belur and Halebid where they saw an ancient temple. 

On the 18th, Baba directed that they drive up the steep mountain of Baba Budan, though 

Baba was not feeling well and had diarrhea. Don was driving the bus and, though the ascent was 

difficult, he did not lose courage and drove on. Baba had visited Baba Budan once before in 1936 

and was now showing the area and shrine to the women. About his daily outings with them, Baba 

remarked, “I have come for my work, and you have no idea what duty I am fulfilling here. These 

places have a spiritual atmosphere and my presence will give it a push.” 

In Hassan, the children — Sarwar, Meheru and Meherwan — went out to eat tamarinds 

one day. Khorshed reported this to Baba. Gulamasi, hearing this, came to scold the children. (The 

sour fruit causes a sore throat if eaten in excess.) Before her arrival, Meherwan told Sarwar and 

Meheru to rinse their mouths out. Gulamasi scolded them for eating tamarinds and asked why they 

had done so. Meherwan spoke up, “We didn’t! Smell our mouths!” Gulamasi did and then told 

Baba that the report about the children’s misbehavior was false. 

Meherwan turned to his two accomplices and said, “Now if Baba asks us, we will have to 

tell the truth. But we should say that we were only tasting the tamarind and then spitting it out.” 

Baba called them and asked if they had eaten the fruit. Meherwan and Meheru admitted 

that they had, but Sarwar said she had not. Baba punished her for lying by whacking her on the 

head with an umbrella, and he also gave Meherwan and Meheru a stroke on their palm. 

Sarwar often got a spanking for something. Once in Bangalore she pressed a switch, turning 

off the lights. Baba called her and asked why she turned off the lights. Sarwar replied, “I didn’t! I 

only pressed this button.” Baba spanked her, even though she had no idea what she had done. But 

his spankings made her grow strong in his love. 

 
396 The painting, titled The Beloved, now hangs in the Meherabad Museum. 



Kaka and Eruch brought a mast from Chikmagalur on 18 January. The mast would repeat, 

“This is shariat, that is shariat. Everything is shariat!”397 Baba especially liked this mast for his 

jovial nature and christened him Shariat Khan. The mast in turn referred to Baba as “King of the 

World.” 

Baba and the group returned to Bangalore with Shariat Khan on the 20th. 

 

On Saturday, 27 January 1940, during darshan at the Links, a new visitor asked Baba, 

“What is real spirituality?” 

Baba dictated this response: 

Spirituality is a thing to be experienced and lived. It makes you firm like a rock. Neither 

worldly sorrows nor pleasures upset you. You attain the state where no desires remain and you 

want nothing. When you do not want anything, you have everything. 

Look at this mast, Chatti Baba. He is so innocent, so loving, so happy always — for the 

simple reason that he wants nothing; and strange as it may sound, he has everything — happiness, 

contentment and eternal peace of mind. 

The state of desirelessness, or of wanting nothing, is a faculty that is latent in everyone. It 

is within you and you must discover it. I have found it and continually experience it. I know that 

this faculty is in everyone but, being latent, it has to be found and experienced. The difference 

between you and me is, although both of us have this faculty, I actually experience and feel it, 

while you have yet to do so. I see myself in you all, as you see all these material things with your 

eyes. It is a fact for me. 

With your gross eyes, you see everything external. Behind this external aspect, there is 

not merely a spaceless void, but also pure nothingness. When you experience this pure nothingness, 

you will see how it has come out of the Everything — and this Everything is within you. When this 

experience is gained, the faculty of wanting nothing is developed and you begin to experience it. 

Remember that the first step in spirituality is not to speak ill of others. All human beings 

have weaknesses and faults. Yet they are all God in their being. Until they become Realized, they 

have their imperfections. Therefore, before trying to find faults in others and speaking ill of them, 

try to find your own weaknesses and correct those. 

 

After the foundation-laying ceremony at Byramangala and the starting of the construction 

of the center, reports, both pro and con, began appearing regularly in the local newspapers about 

Meher Baba and his activities. Meanwhile the vindictive attorney, Venkatapathaiya, invited 

Colonel M. S. Irani to Bangalore to help in his campaign against Baba. From the early 1920s, since 

his sisters, Freiny Masi and Daulatmai, and their children Padri, Mehera and Freiny, dedicated their 

lives to Baba, Colonel Irani had been vehemently opposed to Baba, writing outrageous accusations 

in the Gujarati press. The Colonel, along with other prominent leaders of the Zoroastrian 

community, considered it blasphemy that Meher Baba claimed to have the same spiritual status as 

their Prophet Zoroaster, and the Colonel’s character assassination had continued throughout the 

ensuing years. 

The Colonel arrived from Poona in January 1940 and delivered two public lectures in 

Bangalore and one in Mysore. About 150 persons attended his first lecture on the 30th at the 

cantonment Y.M.C.A., titled “My Experiences With Pseudo Saints.” The Colonel, however, 

disappointed his audience by attacking only one person — namely, Shri Meher Baba. Even the 

chairman of the meeting, the mayor of Bangalore, objected to the Colonel’s one-sided arguments. 

Norina, Nadine, Adi Sr., Ghani and Jal Kerawalla attended the talk, and Jal asked pointed questions, 

which the Colonel could not answer well.398 

 
397 In Islam, shariat means religious conduct, so perhaps the mast meant that everything is the will of God. 

398 The Colonel delivered a second talk the following day at the city Y.M.C.A. at which Adi Sr. distributed 

the Reign of Truth pamphlet. 



Yet despite all the Colonel’s best efforts, how could this opposition detrimentally affect 

Baba’s work? Even the Colonel’s hostility was part of Baba’s work and actually accelerated it 

further! After the Colonel’s visit to Bangalore, Ghani published a pamphlet titled The Spiritual 

Hoax of Lt. Colonel M. S. Irani, in which he defended Baba and answered all the Colonel’s 

erroneous statements and mendacious accusations. 

In his lecture, Colonel Irani at one point had stated that he had been to Sakori to see Upasni 

Maharaj, and had been told to read his books which he found to be “irrelevant matter.” In reply to 

this, Ghani bitingly wrote: “As for the Lt. Colonel not seeing anything enlightening in the books of 

Upasni Maharaj, we quote the words of a sage who said: ‘Works like this [of a Perfect Being] are 

as a mirror: If an ass looks in, you cannot expect an angel to look out; and when a head and a book 

come into collision and one sounds hollow, it is not always the book!’ ” 

In reply to Ghani’s publication, the Colonel financed his own rebuttal in the form of a 

bigger booklet, grandiosely titled Meher Baba, The Greatest Hoax of the 20th Century, or How an 
Irani Youth Bloomed Into a World Teacher. Written by the same attorney Venkatapathaiya, the 

booklet used such hateful language to describe Meher Baba’s teaching as: “... the most nauseating, 

immoral and disgusting rubbish,” and stated, “Meher Baba gets his spiritual heritage from the filth-

eating, anus-worshiping and virgin-loving saint Upasni Maharaj!” Venkatapathaiya concluded his 

booklet with this prayer: “May these spurious specimens soon disappear into obscurity and cease 

to menace mankind!” 

Such was the Avatar’s humiliation! 

 

From Thursday, 1 February 1940, Baba began a partial fast of having only one meal a day. 

That day, he also began giving private interviews once again, this time in a constructed hut in the 

Links compound. Precisely on the 1st, the young swami Bhabananda returned to Bangalore, as 

instructed, after his pilgrimage to Rameshwaram. He narrated his experiences to Baba, who was 

happy he had carried out his instructions faithfully. The next day, Baba sent him to Pandharpur (a 

sacred shrine to Krishna), then to Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, to Narayan Maharaj at Kedgaon and 

to the shrines of Hazrat Babajan in Poona and Sai Baba in Shirdi. Jokingly, Baba remarked, “This 

time you should go by train — but without a ticket, as I won’t be able to pay you anything.” 

Bhabananda said that would be cheating. Baba replied, “I am glad you said it. Yes, it would 

be cheating, but it would be all right if you would take each slap that you get for it cheerfully and 

enjoy it, without feeling mentally the least hurt!” 

Bhabananda did not answer. Baba, however, gave him some money for the fare. 

Bhabananda left and carried out Baba’s instructions. In Pandharpur, he met M. D. Dharmale, known 

as Babadas (Baba’s slave or servant), who was spreading Meher Baba’s message in the area. He 

was a resident of Nagpur and would travel from place to place speaking about Baba. Vibhuti had 

been doing the same since 1925 in different parts of India. 

Gadekar was also visiting Pandharpur at the time. Taking Bhabananda and Babadas with 

him, he returned to Sholapur and arranged a large meeting where both spoke. Wherever Gadekar’s 

job took him, he would disseminate information about Meher Baba, and his love for Baba drew 

many people to the Master. After carrying out Baba’s orders, Bhabananda returned to Bangalore 

and stayed with the mandali for some time. 

Meanwhile Dr. Ghani was fond of solving crossword puzzles from the Illustrated Weekly 
of India. After completing a puzzle, he would mail it in to enter the contest. Two or three times he 

won small cash prizes, which he kept a secret. 

Once when Ghani was busy solving the weekly puzzle, Baba came to his room. Looking 

up, Ghani tried to hide the magazine under his mattress and Baba asked him, “What are you doing?” 

“Nothing,” he replied. 



Baba walked over and took out the magazine. Looking at it, Baba remarked, “What was 

there to hide? I will help you, and if we win, we will split the prize 50-50. I too need money!” 

Quite seriously, Baba sat down and they began working out the crossword together. After 

solving it, Ghani submitted it. A week before the results were to be announced, Baba began asking 

Ghani about it daily. When the results were finally declared and the correct solution published, 

Ghani found that they had missed the prize by not less than eleven mistakes. Complaining to Baba 

he said, “When I was solving the crosswords alone, there would be two or at the most three 

mistakes. Here there are eleven!” 

Baba joked, “So, you are still interested in solving such things? When I, in spite of being 

God, committed so many mistakes, you should realize that it is not so easy to solve them and only 

gets you into more difficulties.” 

Despite the war in Europe, Baba continued to correspond with his Western lovers. His 

letters were a source of comfort and an inspiration to them during their separation from him. On 10 

February 1940, he wrote to his Leyla, Delia DeLeon in England: 

I know every inch of you. Realize me and you will know God. No other pursuit is 

worthwhile, when you have met the Beloved. Everything then centers around him. You see all 

beauty through him, be it expressed through poetry, art, music, or through life itself. All work, 

whether of your hands or academic, is done for him and your only attachment is your Beloved. All 

service then becomes selfless, whether done for friends, family or stranger. 

To please him (the Beloved) is to know him. There is no other knowing. Feeling is not 

knowing. To please me is to do, but [to do] what? That which your Beloved commands you. 

My way with you all is the shortest way to union, which I long for infinitely more than 

you can ever long. Although the game is of my own making, still I must suffer to enjoy the game of 

my realizing myself consciously in all creation. 

But it is up to you — my beloved ones who know me in the flesh as none other can — to 

lessen this suffering and give me all the happiness you are capable of. Will you do this for me? 

Help me in thought, word and action. Let your thoughts be always of me, your words spring always 

from love, and your actions be expressive of one who seeks in all she does to please him, who is 

ever-present in the heart of his beloved Leyla. 

This thought will give you eternal happiness and bliss in the midst of the sad times 

through which the world is now passing and must face up to. The suffering of all will be terrible, 

but remember underneath are the “Everlasting Arms.” So keep happy in your faith and love to the 

very end. I will never fail you and never leave you. 

Katie and Goher Irani’s brother, Jal Rusi, had come to Bangalore. The young man had 

stayed at Meherabad for a few days the previous year and was engaged to be married. At the time 

he was lean and slender, and one day he told Baba, “Make me big, Baba.” 

Baba replied, “Stay here and I will.” 

“But the food here will make me even thinner,” said Jal. 

So Baba arranged special meals for him and asked Eruch to dress himself like a waiter and 

serve him. Jal would take his food very pompously, sitting at a special table (not like the other men 

mandali, who would eat sitting on a thin carpet or mat on the floor), and Eruch would serve him. 

But when Jal was eating, Baba would appear and remark, “Oh, you shouldn’t eat that; it 

will make you thinner. Give it to Baidul and Gustadji.” So Jal would give the item away. Thus 

every day, just when Jal was about to eat his meal, Baba would appear and repeat the same thing. 

Jal was thinking himself something special to be treated with such deference by Baba and the others, 

but in reality he would go hungry. 

For a week Jal kept quiet; then finally he told Baba, “You keep coming in when I am about 

to take my meals and make me give all the good dishes you've ordered for me to Baidul and 

Gustadji. Instead of growing bigger, I am losing weight.” 

“Don’t you worry. You will surely start gaining,” Baba promised. 



Despite the facilities afforded him, Jal Rusi learned how difficult it was to remain with 

Baba. 

Ghani also disliked the vegetarian food. One day he said to Baba, “Meat-eaters such as 

lions and tigers are very powerful and energetic creatures. Their stomachs are never bloated. But 

the grass-eating bullock has a big stomach without the strength, power and courage of the 

carnivores. 

“So,” Ghani reasoned, “if the mandali become non-vegetarians, we will be strong like 

lions!” 

Baba, however, pointed out, “The elephant is also a vegetarian and just see how strong he 

is. Why don’t you be like an elephant instead?” 

“But the elephant carries a big stomach,” Ghani argued. 

“Then let your tummy also grow. Your stomach should be as big as your head,” Baba 

teased, “then you will look fine. So, take plenty of vegetarian food while you are here!” 

 

Newspaper reporters would regularly seek interviews with Meher Baba, and sometimes he 

would consent. One such interview took place at the Links on Sunday, 11 February 1940. The 

reporter began by asking: 

“Do you accept the principle now usually accepted in the West that science and religion 

deal with different spheres?” 

“It depends upon how it is understood,” Baba stated. “If science deals only with material 

advancement, then such science would be said to have nothing of spirituality. But when the same 

science is expressed to make the meaning of life clear, then it is also a branch of spirituality — just 

as art, if expressed rightly, is spiritual, if expressed wrongly, material.” 

“You mean scientific truths and principles are valid so far as they go, and are to be fitted 

in with spiritual doctrine?” 

“They can be fitted in. What is the gross world, after all, but the medium of realizing 

spirituality? For example, the body is purely material, physical and gross, but it is the medium for 

the soul to know itself, provided it is dealt with and handled rightly; otherwise, it becomes a 

hindrance to spiritual progress. Similarly, scientific principles and truths, if used rightly, help in the 

spiritual progress of the universe, but if improper use is made of them, they are bound to be a 

source of hindrance in the spiritual path.” 

“But what about astrology? Astrology is not part of science,” the reporter asked. 

“Everything has something to do with spirituality. It depends on how it is worked out, 

and that again results in either advancing or retarding spiritual progress. 

“Science is a mass [general] thing, while astrology is individual, so science itself cannot 

be proved to be wrong. If a truth is established scientifically, you do not think of doubting it. It does 

not occur to you to doubt it. If you are told that the earth is round and if it is proved to you, you 

never think that it is flat. But if an astrologer tells you that you will get a million rupees after some 

time, you will think of it a million times. 

“Spirituality has no room for doubts. For example, if someone were to ask me, ‘Are you 

sure you are one with God?’ I would ask him, ‘Are you sure you are a man and not a dog?’ He 

would say that he is a man because he cannot think of himself as anything but a man. In the same 

way, I am equally sure that I am one with God. Even if the whole world tells me otherwise, I do not 

feel anything about it. Spiritual certainty is something which nothing affects.” 

The reporter asked, “Is it impossible to understand spiritual matters intellectually?” 

“Spiritual doctrines can be stated in intellectual terms. Intellect is a great help in the 

experience of the heart. If someone who never had a headache asks you to explain it to him, you 

will try to explain intellectually what it is. But to make him understand it, you would have to hit 

him over the head. He gets a headache and knows what it is. 

“There is nothing irrational in spirituality. Explanation can be made so practical that it 

can be lived. Christ said, ‘Leave all and follow me.’ It means leave your limitations and live my 

life. He meant that it was the practical way. 

“Mysticism is thought to be something supernatural and out of human grasp. It is not so. 

You may be doing all your worldly duties and at the same time be a mystic. It depends on how you 

arrange your actions and whether you lead a proper life.” 

“Mahatma Gandhi, for example?” 



“Gandhi is a mystic in a way. Everyone is a mystic in his own way. A real mystic’s life is 

practical for everybody leading life properly. 

“Mysticism has connection with every phase of life, if properly expressed. If not, there is 

a reaction which cannot be called mysticism. Thus love that is handled badly through jealousy is 

converted into hatred. Mysticism if adjusted rightly can help all nations now at war, while if 

handled otherwise it would make matters worse. 

“Mysticism means experience of the soul on higher planes. And the highest is attained 

through this experience.” 

The reporter thought over this for a few moments and then said, “But what is needed to 

bring peace is material adjustment among nations, economic and political changes. Has this 

doctrine any relevance to that?” 

“Material adjustment can be made with spiritual understanding. If people were made to 

realize that all the trouble is due to self-interest, then automatically material adjustment would 

follow.” 

“Is economic adjustment possible so long as human beings are what they are?” the 

reporter asked. 

“Economic adjustment and human nature are co-dependent. If it is realized that the 

trouble is due to self-interest, the problem would be solved. It is easy and simple. Yet because of 

this ease and simplicity, the task is also difficult. 

“For example, if praise and insult do not affect you, you would be always happy. If not, 

you are bound to be unhappy. How easy the remedy is, yet the simplicity itself makes it difficult.” 

After the interview, Baba left and went to bathe the masts and give them shaves and 

haircuts. 

 

Doctors Don and Nilu could not directly treat the women mandali staying in the ashram in 

Bangalore, since the men were forbidden to see the Eastern women. Rano would report to them 

about the health of each resident, and they had to prescribe medication without ever examining the 

patient. 

Once Naja fell ill but at that time she did not speak much English. When Rano asked her 

symptoms, Naja replied, “Something in stomach … something in shoulder … something in back!” 

Rano went to Nilu with the report and asked for medicine for Naja’s “something.” When Baba 

came to know of the case, he had a good laugh. 

When Dowla fell ill, the residents formed a language-chain, since Dowla was fluent only 

in the Persian dialect Dari. Dowla explained her indisposition to Soonamasi in Dari; Soonamasi 

retold it to Mansari in Gujarati; Mansari recounted it to Nilu in Marathi; and Nilu explained it to 

Don in English! Baba enjoyed this novel diagnostic method also. 

Mansari had been told to serve as a nurse and report on the non-English-speaking Eastern 

women’s health to Rano, who would then report to Nilu or Don. But when Baba was among the 

women, instead of attending to her work, Mansari wanted to be present with him. This gave rise to 

discord between her and Rano. 

Explaining about the circle of the Masters on Tuesday, 13 February 1940, Baba stated: 

There is a difference in the Avatar’s or Sadgurus’ attitude toward their circles and toward 

the general public. The members of the circle are like the sons [of the Master], and the general 

public are like strangers. For example: If a newsboy turns into a millionaire, he would teach others 

the ways by which he became so, and tell them that if they followed him, they, too, would become 

millionaires. But to his sons, he will give the riches — not descriptions of how he acquired the 

riches. 

In the same way, the Avatar and Sadgurus never explain to the members of their circles 

the ways and means of the Path. They just place them right on the path to God-realization itself; 

while to ordinary people, they explain the ways and means to achieve it. The circle members do not 

need these explanations, because they are the inheritors of the “divine wealth,” the heirs. When the 

“wealth” itself is in hand, what is the necessity for explaining the ways to obtain it? 

There are special rules for my circle members. I put up with, tolerate and forgive even 

their serious faults. It is a universal law for the masses that the punishment for murder is death by 

execution. But there is a special rule for my circle members. They are always saved from execution. 



Continuing his comments about Spiritual Masters, Baba stated: 

There should be no misunderstanding about the Avatar or the Sadgurus. They are like 

fire. If you touch fire, you will be burned. If you seek to use it from a distance, it will give you 

warmth, cook your food, warm your water, and be useful to you in every way. 

I repeat, the Avatar and Sadgurus are like fire. Those outside the circle should be wary of 

them. They should not be misled by their talks and outward behavior. Sai Baba was a Sadguru, but 

occasionally his behavior was strange. Once, on seeing a naked child, he inquired, “Is it a boy or a 

girl?” He also used to ask for money from those who came to him. Seeing such behavior on the part 

of Sadgurus, people doubt them, misunderstand them, and take them for ordinary beings. This is the 

downfall of those who so misunderstand. 

If I give a loose rein to someone and permit him to do whatever he likes, however 

improper or impractical it may appear from a worldly viewpoint, I do it with an object in view, with 

a farsightedness that is beyond the grasp of the mind. It may be that I wish that the person 

concerned should do it only as a pastime, or to avoid a particular situation. So, by leaving the rein 

loose to divert his mind to other things, I am just giving him a plaything, because I know that in the 

end, he will get tired of it and throw it away. 

If the Avatar or a Sadguru wishes his disciples to renounce something, he resorts to one 

of two methods. One way is that he snatches the thing away from him or has it stolen. Another is 

that he gives it such an importance that the person himself becomes fed up and gives it up. 

I have activated maya’s “machine” for a definite purpose. I permit humanity to have a 

thousand and one experiences by passing through various acts. The masses will come out of it all in 

the end. When they are capable of perceiving it, they will find that all this was a part of a great 

play, which God, in His unbounded cleverness, had staged with the objective of extricating 

humanity from maya, through maya. 

The generally accepted idea of renunciation or detachment is an illusory way of getting 

away from maya, because you miss the main point by running away. The inner reaction to such 

renunciation is that the mind soon goes out of control, leaving the person concerned in a morass, 

which only creates more complications. To overcome these new complications is still more 

difficult. The real remedy lies in remaining in maya, but not being of it. 

 

On 14 February Ghani arrived in Bangalore with his family. A swami from Madras came 

the same morning for Baba’s darshan and said, “A millionaire in Madras has sent me to you and if 

I am impressed by your darshan, he too will come.” 

Hearing this, Baba smiled, spelling out, “The millionaire has found a new way of having 

darshan — darshan by proxy! He seems to be quite clever. It is something quite new. But, tell me, 

how can one drink water without thirst?” The swami understood and respectfully left after he was 

shown the masts. 

On Thursday, 15 February 1940, Baba’s 46th birthday was celebrated at the Links with a 

concert in the ballroom. Memo had come and stayed with the group for ten days. 

The Mysore Engineering Company had been hired to construct the proposed Universal 

Spiritual Center at Byramangala. Naoroji was present to see that everything went according to 

Baba’s instructions. The contractors, however, tried to use inferior materials, which Naoroji would 

not allow. In the middle of February, there was a big argument between Naoroji and the contractors 

over the work. 

When Baba was told about the fight, he jested: “Make it, break it, but don’t shake it; but 

I’m sure that’s the only thing you'll do!” 

On 16 February, a long meeting was held with the contractors in the morning. Finally, it 

was decided to terminate the contract and let the work be completed by the mandali, departmentally. 

Baba approved of this. The Dewan had also “cooled” towards the project, despite repeated meetings 

sought by Norina. 



On the 18th, he informed the men mandali, “It was not the contractors’ fault that the contract 

was broken. It was because of my own spiritual reasons.”399 

Baba changed his current partial fast from one meal a day to having only a cup of milk 

taken once a day, starting from the 19th. He also announced that he would be going into seclusion 

on the 23rd, for a week, until the 1st of March. Darshan and interviews were stopped on the 21st. 

Regarding his seclusion, Baba issued these instructions: 

1. Baba will get up at any time convenient to him. He is not to be disturbed by anyone 

until he gets up. 

2. Baba will not speak to any of the women mandali. None from the women’s group 

should come to the mast ashram, except [Soona]Masi and Walu, who can come up to the fixed 

limit, which will be shown to them. They should not cross the limit, under any circumstances. 

3. Any member of the women’s group wishing to communicate a message to Baba will 

write it out and send it to Jal Kerawalla through Masi. Jal will deliver the message to Baba in due 

course. 

4. Weak tea without milk for Baba will be prepared as usual upstairs [by Mehera] and 

sent with Walu. When the tea is required, a note will be sent to Masi, who will give it upstairs. The 

tea should immediately be prepared and sent with Walu, without delay. 

5. Baba will not take a bath, but he will wash his face and clean his mouth, as usual. 

Eruch will be responsible for keeping hot water ready for this purpose. Baba’s special bucket 

should be used for the water. 

6. Baba will take honey, water and lemon juice. These will be kept in the hut. 

7. Important letters from Norina, Kitty, Rano, Elizabeth, Margaret and Mansari should be 

marked “IMPORTANT” [on the outside], and given to Rano to be sent to Baba through Masi 

without delay. 

8. The following members of the mandali will quietly attend to the work of the mast 

ashram: Nilu from 10:30 to 11:00 A.M.; Chanji from 11:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M. (He should eat in the 

mast ashram and stay with Baba at night from 12:00 to 12:30 A.M.); Adi Sr. from 11:00 to 11:30 

A.M.; Vishnu from 11:30 to 12:00 noon; Jalbhai for a few minutes at 11:30 A.M.; Padri, Naoroji 

and Pendu, when in Bangalore, should come at 12:30 P.M., Khak Saheb from 2:00 to 6:00 P.M.; 

Babu [Sona Kamble] and companions from 6:00 P.M. onward.400  

9. As soon as mail, telegrams and papers are received, Masi should give them to Jal 

Kerawalla in the mast ashram, and Jal should carry them and give to Baba.  

10. Baba will not bathe the masts. This work will be done by the members of the mandali 

who have been personally instructed by Baba about this. 

Baidul, Kaka, Eruch, Sidhu and Krishna were on duty in the mast ashram along with Pappa. 

Vishnu and Jangle would do the shopping for the ashram. Adi Sr., Ghani, Elizabeth and Norina 

were supervising the editing, printing and distributing of Meher Baba Journal, and Chhagan was 

keeping watch near Baba at night. 

 

On Friday, 23 February 1940, Baba began fasting on weak tea, water, honey and lemon 

juice, staying in a hut in back of the Links, and working in seclusion with the masts. When Baba 

was in seclusion doing his internal work for half an hour each day, he issued strict orders that 

everyone was to be absolutely silent during this period. Consequently, all activities in the compound 

and bungalow came to a stop during that time, lest the slightest noise disturb Baba in his work. 

Baba’s hut was near the women’s residence. When he began his work each day, they would sit 

quietly on their mattresses, which were rolled out on the floor. 

Five days later, on the 28th, Baba remained fasting but on only water, lemon juice and 

honey. (His stools were black.) The next day, the 29th, he remained on water alone. He came at 4:30 

 
399 The final settlement to the contractors came to: Rs.16,564/-.  

400 As mentioned, Padri, Naoroji and Pendu were residing at Byramangala. 



P.M. to see the women for a few minutes. He announced to them, “From tomorrow I continue 

fasting, but on orange juice and lettuce once a day for eleven days. By the 11th day, something 

sensational will happen. We leave on 1st April for Meherabad and will tour for a month along the 

way.” 

Baba broke his water fast at midnight that night. The next morning, 1 March 1940, Baba 

called the women to the mast ashram at 8:00 A.M. Each was told to wash her hands and carry an 

article from Baba’s room. Baba had continued his practice of cleaning the masts’ latrines, and 

Mehera showed her anxiety at Baba’s working so tirelessly while fasting. Baba replied, “Fasting 

and working with the masts do not tire me, but I have been working internally very hard and have 

settled everything.” 

Baba was working with the 23 masts who had been brought from Meherabad, as well as 

with Chatti Baba and Phulwala, who had been brought to the Links during the Bangalore stay. 

Besides these, other masts were daily being brought, and Baba was working with each one. 

Baba never explained why he always wished to be alone when he was working with the 

masts. But once, when Baba was sitting alone with Chatti Baba, after both had been closeted in 

Baba’s room for about two hours, Eruch, who was on watch outside, got up to open the door. Just 

then, Chatti Baba brushed past him on the way out. Eruch felt a shock, like an electrical current, 

pass through his body. 

Chinna Swami was an interesting mast staying in the Bangalore mast ashram. When he 

smoked he had the strange habit of often extinguishing his cigarette by putting the burning end in 

his mouth and chewing on it. Behind one of the mast’s huts was an electric pole which was not 

grounded properly. Everyone would avoid touching it, as it gave an unpleasant shock. But Chinna 

Swami would actually wrap his hands around the pole and hug it for hours, as if he were enjoying 

the sensation! 

To give another idea of how unconscious masts were of their bodies, Phulwala, the sixth-

plane mast, used to suck a piece of lime soaked with hydrogen peroxide, a substance so caustic an 

ordinary man would not have been able to touch his tongue to it. 

A tea stall had been opened in one corner of the mast ashram on 19 February, where the 

masts could go at any time and drink tea and smoke beedies or cigarettes. A crude hand-painted 

sign was nailed up, reading “MAST HOTEL.” 

The masts apparently were delighted to have a place of their own to congregate. A singer 

from Ahmednagar had been sent for, and each day Baba would gather the masts in his room to 

listen to music. Tears of ecstasy would flow from Chatti Baba’s eyes, as he sat listening to the 

music. 

Age marveled at the wonderful sight. “The Song of Wine could be heard echoing from 

these advanced souls on the inner planes. The cadence of this song is quite distinct and beyond 

human understanding. The masts’ lives were burning into pure, unadulterated Wine in Bangalore, 

as the Beloved’s Song was sung from every pore of their beings!” 

 

Meanwhile, on 3 March 1940, Swami Bhabananda was sent back to Sholapur with certain 

instructions to tell people about Baba. He was ordered to come to Meherabad on the 9th of July. 

On the 4th, Pilamai and her daughter, Silla, arrived from Karachi to join the ashram in 

Bangalore. On the 6th, Dr. Jamshed D. Patel of Bangalore and Mr. N. Pestonji came to see Baba. 

In the course of conversation with them, Baba said: 

“Although I am in seclusion and keep silence throughout, I am now very busy working 

internally for future developments. You will see the upheavals that will take place very soon. The 

war will take a very serious turn, bringing untold misery and ruination all around.” 

Pestonji interjected, “Mr. Sumner Welles [U.S. Undersecretary of State] is trying to 

negotiate for peace; let us hope that he will be successful.” 



Smiling, Baba made a play on words, “It is like digging a well in summer! [meaning 

something unfruitful]. Nothing will come out of it. The world will soon plunge into the throes of a 

war never before seen or heard of.” 

“But Baba, what about the thousands of lives that will be lost?” asked Pestonji. “Can’t 

they be saved?” 

“The war is necessary. All this destruction will purge the world of dirt, cleanse it of filth 

so that a new order can be established. 

“There are millions and millions of holes in my body because of the suffering of the 

world. But because of my infinite bliss and power, I can withstand it. 

“Suppose you have a boil on your finger which is septic. You do not cut off the whole 

finger because of it! You bear it because the finger is part of your body. In the same way, I consider 

all as mine and I suffer, but I do not destroy myself and slaughter all. I put up with it and suffer 

because all are a part of my Universal Body.” 

Patel and Pestonji became close friends of the mandali in Bangalore and would regularly 

visit them, even after Baba’s departure. 

Ghani had recently been to Poona. Three years before, a moneylender who had loaned 

money to Ghani had been found murdered, and Ghani became a suspect. Ghani had to forfeit his 

property to the family of the moneylender as repayment of the loan. But in March of 1940, the son 

of the moneylender unexpectedly returned most of Ghani’s property to him. Ghani arrived back in 

Bangalore on the evening of the 6th. To celebrate the return of his property, Ghani threw a tea party 

in the mast ashram for everyone. 

Baba told the mandali: 

This is a unique occasion. Dr. Ghani, all through the 22 years he has been in my contact, 

used to tell me, “Prior to my spiritual benefit, do something that will benefit me materially!” And I 

did something that made his material life worse and worse, by and by, though I told him then his 

worries would be lessened to some extent. Soon after, he was on the point of being prosecuted for 

murder, and his brother Abdur Rehman became very nervous. It was so funny — beyond words. He 

[Ghani] acted like one stranded between the third and fourth planes! He was constantly in a dazed 

state of mind. I questioned him and his answers were vague. I told him to leave everything to me 

and to do as I say. “Don’t write,” I told him. No sooner he goes out, than he writes wonderful 

letters to friends saying he is doomed and would have to meet a very unhappy fate! 

Later on, Ghani lost all hopes of his material worries getting lessened. But this murder 

proved a blessing in disguise. The properties he would have lost he received back miraculously. So, 

for the first time Ghani feels some of his worries lessened. That is why he gives us this party 

tonight. 

Naoroji, along with Padri, was busy in supervising the construction work going on in 

Byramangala. But on 7 March 1940, Naoroji came to the Links with a bad toothache. Baba was 

informed, and he instructed Don and Nilu to treat him. Don, with much difficulty, extracted two of 

Naoroji’s teeth. But afterwards, the pain got worse and Naoroji was forced to lie down on a bed 

and could not attend to his work. 

Baba asked for a report later that same day. After hearing about Naoroji’s condition, Baba 

became furious and scolded Don and Nilu. “Who told you to pull out his teeth? Are you doctors or 

barbers?401 Have you come to shave all? You are worthless good-for-nothings! I'm convinced that 

you had to bribe someone for your degrees!” For fifteen minutes, Baba went on berating them. 

After an hour, Baba calmed down and sent Chhagan with a message, explaining to Nilu 

and Don, who were feeling terrible over displeasing Baba, “Don’t worry. I had some other purpose 

in scolding you.” 

When Naoroji felt better, he left for Bombay for a few days. 

 
401 Baba often referred to Don and Nilu as “barbers” – similar to the derisive expression common in the West of calling 

a surgeon a “butcher.”  



Baba broke his orange juice-and-lettuce fast on Tuesday, 12 March 1940 and declared, 

“Between the 11th and 20th of March, something very sensational will happen that will affect the 

world and the war, and especially Britain.” He therefore informed all that it would be necessary for 

him to fast again on the 20th. 

 

The postponement of opening an ashram in Mandla disappointed many people there. Their 

letters requesting Baba to reconsider came frequently to Bangalore. It was therefore decided to 

build a small structure on the property in Mandla. For that purpose, Baba sent Pendu, Pappa 

Jessawala and Homi (Kharmen Masi’s son) there. Baba instructed Pendu to build an exact replica 

of his Tomb on Meherabad Hill. Pendu and Pappa were to look after the construction work for two 

months and Homi was to cook for them. “Mandla is my spiritual home of ages ago,” Baba 

remarked. “I am having this small structure built there because of my link with it from the past.”402 

A few months previously, Baba had explained how “cases” like Freiny in Nasik, caused 

him to suffer unnecessarily. Among Western disciples, perhaps Delia’s sister Minta in England was 

causing Baba the same sort of trouble, as evidenced in this reply Baba wrote to her on 10 March 

1940: 

Your last letter “ticked me off” — for tempering or balancing my eternal suffering with 

eternal bliss, while humanity has to suffer without the joy of infinite bliss and happiness, implying 

was it fair? 

Darling Shalimar, I want you to be always outspoken and free with your Beloved. I know 

you love, but imperfectly as yet, hence your lack of understanding. The Avatar has to suffer 

eternally for the world, but added to this is the often unnecessary suffering caused by his dearest 

and chosen ones, just because they do not understand him or his ways. 

This gift of understanding is more precious than any other attribute of love — be it 

expressed in service or sacrifice. Love can be blind, selfish, greedy, ignorant, but love with 

understanding can be none of these things. It is the divine fruit of Pure Love, the rarest fruit or 

flower of the universe. It has been called “the sweetest flower in all the world.” Age cannot wither 

it. It grows more lovely as it casts off its outer garment, disclosing its unseen beauty within. 

What a wonderful opportunity to learn that this “love with understanding” is given to 

those whom the Beloved — himself the epitome of “Perfect Understanding” — calls to live near 

him. What a tragedy for those who refuse! If they had any understanding of what they had “passed 

over,” their suffering would indeed be unbearable. No physical suffering, no suffering of the 

present war, could compare with it. If they had understanding they never would have refused. How 

complicated is life! 

You criticize; you take lightly what should be taken seriously. You long at times to please 

Me, but you don't know how to and you refuse to be taught. You will sacrifice home, child, money, 

and freedom to understand and learn the art of the theatre, the genius of the poet or painter in 

pursuit of happiness. You spare no pains to try to understand what interests you, but when I, your 

Beloved, say "Learn of Me" and "Perfect Understanding, the fruit of Pure Love", you are not 

prepared to sacrifice anything for its possession. What sort of love is this, I ask? But love cannot 

force. To serve, please and love me is a very different thing from what, let us say, Hitler asks of his 

followers. They obey; if not they are shot or imprisoned. My followers obey me voluntarily, a far 

more difficult ideal. 

Learn, eventually, you will. But in a school where suffering may not be combined with 

the presence of Eternal Bliss and happiness as it would if you had come to me as I asked. There is 

so much in you which I need for my work. Such capacity to understand, had you the desire to learn 

and the grit, determination and courage to strive for the goal. Who better than you were able to 

realize my changing moods, my present need, my unspoken wish, but you grew tired and wanted 

change! Like a child, you wanted the fairy palace, the fine jewel, without the climb and toil for its 

attainment. 

Now, darling Shalimar, don’t be miserable because this time I have “ticked you off.” 

Write again soon, and tell me all your plans, and what you would like to do. You have chosen the 

longer of two paths toward the happiness you sincerely desire, but it is a path and I will lead you 

 
402 The replica of Baba’s Tomb in Mandla was built and later transferred to the Avatar Meher Baba Trust. 



along it to the end. So you have nothing to fear, nothing to worry about. Mine you always were and 

mine you will always remain, whether there or here. 

 

Earlier that year, Savak Kotwal’s wife Nergiz wrote to Baba that Savak had quit his job in 

Bombay and was preparing to go off to the Himalayas. In February, Baba called Savak to 

Bangalore. When he arrived, Baba informed him, “If you find a better guru than me in the 

Himalayas, you may go; otherwise, come and stay with me.” 

Savak was only waiting to hear these words. He had wanted to stay with Baba for a long 

time, and his threat of going off to the mountains was only to force Baba to allow him to come. He 

returned to Bombay and, with his wife Nergiz, three children Najoo, Hilla and Adi, and Nergiz’s 

paternal aunt Banubai Lakdawala, came to Bangalore on 15 March 1940 to join Baba’s ashram 

permanently. 

Before coming to Baba, the Kotwals sold all their possessions. Nergiz was from a very 

wealthy family, and her relatives were shocked when they discovered what she was doing. When 

the Kotwals arrived in Bangalore, Savak handed Baba an envelope containing the family’s entire 

finances. He also gave Baba a box containing all of Nergiz’s jewelry. Baba was very pleased and 

remarked to Savak, “From today until the very end, I shall see to every one of your family’s smallest 

needs, and to you I shall give the Ocean!” 

Soon after, Nergiz fell ill, and Nadine was assigned the duty of nursing her. When she 

recovered, Baba asked her, “What do you think now? Savak has left his job; he is unemployed. 

You have sold all your property and now have no money. Aren’t you worried?” 

“I now belong to you, Baba,” she said. “Be gracious enough to accept myself and my 

children in your service.” 

Baba smiled and said, “From today your responsibility is mine. I will look after you all till 

the end!” 

Some days later (on 31 March), Baba sent the Kotwal family to Panchgani. When Baba 

returned to Meherabad, they joined him there. Najoo and Hilla would sometimes be called upon to 

sing for Baba, and little Adi often made Baba laugh with his jokes and funny songs. 

 

A meeting between Hitler and Mussolini took place on 18 March 1940. The next day, Baba 

called a meeting of the mandali and stated again: 

Something sudden and serious is going to happen in regards to the war. Mussolini and 

Hitler are coming together. That is a result of my working. The two of them are good-for-nothing 

fellows — whereas my mandali are “good-for-everything”! I am working through [Mussolini and 

Hitler]. Either there will be a bloody war or peace, because due to the coalition of these two, all 

nations will feel themselves very insecure for their safety. 

Baba also commented: 

No one will ever know what transpired between these two, not even their closest and 

most confidential lieutenants and associates. It is a most private arrangement between the two, too 

delicate and confidential even for their confederates and ministers. It will only be known to the 

world when the actual events [of what they decided] take place, and will create no small surprise to 

the world. 

Even these two, who are so much in confidence with one another, are both bluffing each 

other and playing their own games — and the fun of it is that they both know it. What 

complications these [plans] will create, they themselves have no idea. Such is the game played for 

self-interest, lust and greed. See it all and mark my words. 

The next day, Baba instructed both men and women mandali to fast with him for one day 
(two cups of tea in the morning; ice cream in the afternoon; two cups of tea in the evening). They 



broke the fast the following day on the Irani New Year, Jamshed-e-Navroz. Naoroji and his 

daughter, Nargis, arrived that day from Bombay. 

On the 24th, when asked as to how the advanced God-mad (the masts) had come to the 

state they are in, and what that state actually is, Baba explained: 

These men may be called yoga-brashtas. Apart from the circle, who are taken to the Goal 

blindfolded, there are very few who receive the grace of a Master and who are pushed to even the 

sixth plane. All this depends mostly on past sanskaras. It is very little of this [present] life which 

brings one in contact with a Perfect Master. These souls you see here had been on the Path in their 

past lives, but were entirely lost as yoga-brashtas, and became spiritually dazed. Among many 

examples, one man held on to the fruit of a tree for four years, remaining in the same position until 

a Master came and gave him experience, so that he released his hold on the fruit and branch he had 

been holding. 

[One of the mandali asked how these men could withstand all the tests physically.] 

All of you have three bodies — gross, subtle and mental. Ordinarily, everyone uses the 

first two — gross and subtle — for experiencing the gross and subtle worlds, the former in the 

awake state and the latter in the dream state. 

After a soul is spiritually advanced and is stationed on the spiritual planes, he assumes a 

body which is called karana sharir [mental body]. When in this state, the soul has immense powers 

in proportion to the stage of advancement which he has attained. The power sustains the physical 

body even in the hardest strains and trials. That is how, even oblivious to the world and their own 

physical needs, they keep on [living] as fresh and strong as ever. Otherwise, an ordinary man would 

drop the body even under a thousandth part of the strain on the physical body they experience. 

Material happiness is a millionth shadow of the true, divine bliss. 

[Someone then asked, “How are you able to take so much strain and suffering of the work 

of bathing and feeding the masts, fasting, et cetera, upon yourself?”] 

It is not strain — nor suffering. It is a pleasure in the performance of a mission and its 

fulfillment. Besides, those who come down to the world for duty after God-realization bring with 

them the infinite powers, which sustain the physical body. Their mind is a Universal Mind, and the 

body Mahakaran — a Universal Body. With the help of the Universal Mind and Body the Perfect 

Ones can approach and contact anyone at any time, anywhere. Time and space do not exist for 

them. 

 

 

Chapter 15: SECLUSION 

 

Baba had previously indicated that it was necessary for him to go on a tour for his work, 

and a one-month journey was subsequently chalked out with Baba specifying the places he wanted 

to visit. The journey of over 1,000 miles was to be made in the Blue Bus and in cars. 

Before leaving, Baba met the inmates of the mast ashram and gave duties to each of the 

mandali in Bangalore. Naoroji, Padri, Masaji and Murli remained in Byramangala seeing to the 

work there. Adi Sr. and Ghani were to manage Meher Baba Journal, which they had already been 

doing with Norina and Elizabeth. Chanji was to handle correspondence, forwarding the mail and 

other duties. Eruch and Baidul were appointed to look after the masts, Chhagan to cook, and 

Gustadji, Vishnu, Kalemama, Sidhu and Jangle to do other work in the ashram. Pendu and Pappa 

Jessawala were in Mandla, and Jal Rusi left for Quetta by Baba’s order. 

After staying in Bangalore for eight months, Baba left on Monday morning, 1 April 1940 

at 7:00 A.M. with the women mandali, Kaka, Don, Nilu and Jalbhai — 40 in all — in three cars (a 

Buick, an Auburn and an Opel) and the Blue Bus. They reached the dak bungalow at Arsikere at 

noon.403 

 
403 As soon as they left Bangalore, the zoo was shifted from the Links to the men mandali’s quarters and 

other items to Adi Sr.’s house, including the mast ashram which was shifted on the 13th. Two railway 

wagon loads of luggage was dispatched to Meherabad the same day. 



Throughout the journey, Baba traveled in Elizabeth’s Buick with the “invisibles,” as the 

close women mandali were known to the men. Jalbhai drove the Auburn with some of the Western 

women; Tukaram drove Adi Sr.’s Opel with Gulamasi Satha, Gustadji and Meherwan Jessawala; 

and Don drove the Blue Bus with Kaka, Nilu and sixteen women. The three men rode in the front 

seat of the Blue Bus and had been ordered by Baba not to look at the women in the back. Whenever 

the bus would pull over to the side or stop along the way, Don, Kaka and Nilu would exit from the 

bus first and then walk straight ahead without looking back until they were out of sight. Then the 

women would get down. 

They left Arsikere early the following morning. Don was still groggy when he woke to 

resume his duties driving the bus. Baba noticed this and quoted a Persian poet who said, “It takes 

time for the runner to gain speed; it takes time for the sleeper to awake; and it takes ages for one 

who has been spiritually asleep to be spiritually awakened.” 

They arrived in Shimoga at 10:00 A.M., where they were received by B. S. Amir Ahmed 

and B. Syed Mahmood. These two brothers had met Baba in Bangalore and invited him to Shimoga, 

so Baba had included the stop on his itinerary. Baba was taken to see the site of a gold mine they 

owned, and he indicated to them where to begin digging. 

The brothers (with Ghani’s personal guidance) had made good arrangements for Baba’s 

group, and the townspeople of Shimoga came for darshan. Baba did not really wish to meet anyone 

during the tour, but he granted the sincere prayer of both brothers. Darshan was given to the local 

people, and a group photo was taken. 

During the tour, Baba continued to sit in seclusion for half an hour each day, and the women 

were again ordered to maintain absolute silence during this period. Invariably, however, there 

would always be some noise. Baba finally instructed that they were to sit on their mattresses without 

moving for 30 minutes. In Shimoga, Soonamasi’s alarm clock stopped working, and Gulamasi was 

sitting on her bed trying to repair it during Baba’s seclusion time. Suddenly, in the midst of that 

still, silent atmosphere, the alarm began ringing. Knowing this would displease Baba, the women 

became so frightened that their hearts were thumping. They quickly buried the ringing clock under 

a heap of pillows, but its loud ringing could still be heard. Baba immediately came out of his room 

and reprimanded Gulamasi, but not too harshly. In this instance, he seemed to be more amused than 

upset. 

In the afternoon of 3 April, Baba decided to go to see Jog Falls near Gersoppa, 63 miles 

away. Before leaving, he directed Don and the other drivers to follow his car.404 On the way, they 

encountered a section of the road that was decorated with beautiful arches raised over it, through 

which cars passed. But with the throng of people there and all the luggage piled on top of the bus, 

it would have been difficult to drive it through the crowd and under the arches. Kaka told Don to 

take the bus around the town, via a circuitous route, and Don did so. They had not gotten far, 

however, when the bus got stuck in a deep hole. With much difficulty and with the help of hired 

bullocks from the village, the bus was finally dragged out. 

Baba was waiting for them some distance ahead and got very upset with both Kaka and 

Don for not following his instructions. He stated, “It happened because my original plan was 

altered.” Thus they had a lesson of what happens if one fails to heed the Master’s order. To make 

matters worse, along the way two of the cars had flat tires. 

Soon after the caravan got underway again, it was stopped by a burning tree that was 

blocking the road. The men had to get out and move it to the side. The headlights of the Blue Bus 

stopped working and it was difficult to drive at night. Nilu and Kaka had to sit on the mudguards 

on both sides of the bus, holding flashlights to guide the way. 

 
404 The Shimoga hosts went also, in their own car. 



Baba and the group arrived at Gersoppa at eleven in the night. It was so late they had trouble 

finding their rest house. They came to a dak bungalow and occupied it, because the ferry was closed. 

But after unpacking, they found out that the ferry would operate for them and they would be taken 

across the river to the correct bungalow that had been reserved for them. Baba appeared on the 

scene and informed the women to get ready to leave immediately. Hearing this, Adi Sr.’s sister 

Dolly angrily said, “You fool! Don’t you see that I am tired?” Baba had a good laugh at this. Dolly 

was like a mastani and would uninhibitedly say anything to anybody — including Baba. 

All left for the next bungalow. At midnight they reached the Mysore Rest House that had 

been rented, which overlooked the scenic Jog Waterfall. 

Early the next morning, Thursday, 4 April 1940, at seven o’clock, they left Gersoppa and, 

after the cars and bus were again ferried across a river, they reached Karwar twelve hours later, at 

seven in the evening. Here they stayed for four days at the Grand Hotel which overlooked the sea 

and hills. The men stayed in a rest house nearby. On the beach, Baba built sandcastles while the 

women swam. 

Vishnu’s cousins, Indu and Sushila, arrived in Karwar to help with the cooking. Indu’s 

husband Vishwanath Haldankar helped Chanji arrange accommodation for Baba and the mandali 

at Amboli and Belgaum. Every evening Baba would listen to Indu and Sushila sing and he praised 

them highly. This was their first opportunity to have the Master’s close contact. 

The Master’s nazar had been upon Indu since she was a young girl. Eight years before, in 

1932, when Baba was planning to journey to Europe and America, he had wanted to take a young 

woman with him and Indu had been chosen. But she was unable to go because she had fallen ill. 

The establishment of ashrams at different places in India continued to be the chief topic of 

conversation along the journey. On 6 April, Baba took everyone in a boat to an old Christian church, 

named Nossa Senhora das Brotas, on a small mile-long Portuguese island called Anjidiv, five miles 

off the Karwar coast. The splendor of the place was magnetic and Baba made a revealing remark, 

“Of the three centers I want to build for my work in the world, I have to build one here!” 

In Karwar, Baba gave this explanation to the women about poise: 

What is spirituality? It is the undoing of what you have been doing since ages. You 

always thought of selfish motives for eating, preserving your life, and attending to every need with 

zeal. All these lives you have made a habit of looking [out for] yourself. If the slightest thing goes 

against your habit you are upset. Now, to undo all these selfish bindings, you have to do what you 

have not been doing, or not to do what you have been doing. 

What you have been doing always is thinking of yourself; so now you must not think of 

yourself, but think of others. This is what is called love. But it needs character, poise, perseverance. 

Poise — what is it? That state of mind where nothing excites you, nothing upsets you. Only [if you 

have poise] can you help others, then only can you make others happy. That means love. Thinking 

not of yourself but of others. 

If you are in the Sahara, and for four days you have no water to drink and all of a sudden 

one bottle of water appears — how do you react? If you have poise, you will let your companion 

drink and not mind dying and letting her live. But if you fight and grab for it, you lack poise and 

spirituality. It is this poise that makes you sacrifice and [make] others happy. 

For example, I always say: “Make the best of everything.” Here you have food, 

swimming, boating. Make the most of them and feel happy. Do not say it is not spiritual to enjoy 

innocent pleasures. But when we are driving on tour and there is dust and we feel hunger, thirst and 

feel sick, then feel as happy as you do now. This is poise. If you do not feel happy now, it is not 

easy to feel happy then [while traveling]. Do not feel you are not spiritual in enjoying swimming, 

boating, et cetera. Is this clear? I do not mean making a show of being happy, but to really feel 

happy. 

For my circle, it is all right. You live with me, leave all for me, so you are serving the 

universe. But for those who are not living near me, this poise is 100 percent essential for 

spirituality. 

Again, what is spirituality? Poise, perfect poise. Make the most of every situation. He 

who upsets no one is a good man. He who is upset by no one is a God-Man! 



They left Karwar early on the morning of the 9th, at 4:45 A.M. It took nearly five hours for 

all four vehicles to cross the river. It was very hot and Jalbhai’s car started to malfunction and 

finally broke down. Eventually it had to be left in the jungle for the night. Jalbhai and his passengers 

crowded into the bus and the Opel and drove to Supa (Joida), where Baba was waiting for them. 

At about 8:30 that night, soon after they arrived, Baba took the men to the banks of the 

Kali River where he poured water from a kettle for each in turn while they washed their face and 

hands. Don thought, “Rather like Christ washing his disciples’ feet.” Baba then served them food. 

Elizabeth’s car had a flat tire that day and the bus had bumped into a cyclist. Baba 

remarked, “This is why I gave you the talk on poise the other day. You must not grumble if I make 

you undergo a tiny bit of the suffering which I am now going through.” The previous night Baba 

had been groaning painfully, and he added, “I am now suffering tremendously internally.” 

The next day, the Auburn Jalbhai had been driving was towed to a nearby village. Nilu 

went to Belgaum to tell Vishwanath to have the car taken there for repair. 

They arrived in Panjim, Goa late in the morning of 11 April, where they stayed in the Hotel 

Republica. On their way to the hotel, after clearing Goanese customs, they passed the famous 

Catholic church of Saint Francis Xavier, and Baba directed Elizabeth to inquire when the church 

would be open to view. 

Elizabeth stopped the car and went into a small restaurant next to the church to inquire. 

Shortly thereafter she came out with an elderly man dressed in a worn suit and a solar topee. He 

looked about 60, with a long grey beard and long hair, but bald on top. He told her in English the 

church was open at all times. Baba looked at the man and then departed. 

That evening, all went with Baba to see Francis Xavier’s tomb.405 Just as they were about 

to return, the same old man walked up to Elizabeth and started a conversation. He told her he had 

come from Karachi where he wrote plays, which were still unpublished. He had come to Goa to 

write about it. He also mentioned modern dramas, and even the playwright Bernard Shaw. Jalbhai, 

Kaka, Don and Baba stood around him as the man talked. Baba directed Jalbhai to ask if he needed 

anything, specifically money, and the man replied, “No, thanks very much,” and glanced quickly 

at Baba. 

Later that evening, back at the hotel Baba revealed to the group about the man: “You are 

all blind. He is very spiritually advanced and a conscious agent. All his talk about writing plays had 

hidden meaning, meant for me. I gave him certain instructions internally and tomorrow he will 

leave Goa.” 

The next day, Elizabeth suddenly encountered the man again. He told her in a cryptic 

manner, “I don’t know why, but I feel all on fire! Although I intended to stay in Goa for some 

months, I have to leave at once for a cold country in the north.” 

Elizabeth related the strange meeting to Baba who remarked, “As Elizabeth had been the 

first to meet him, she must also be the last.” Later that day, they heard on the radio that, without 

prior warning, Germany had invaded Denmark and Norway on the 9th — both cold countries “in 

the north.” 

In Panjim, Elizabeth asked Baba one day, “Very good quality ice cream is available here. 

May I bring some for all?” 

Baba replied, “That is an excellent idea; but it should not cause colds and affect your 

throats.” 

Baba sent for Nilu and asked, “What remedy is there to prevent getting sore throats from 

eating ice cream?” 

 
405 Baba had taken the mandali to this church in 1924. 



Nilu replied, “Garlic chutney would be a good prophylactic against any side effects from 

ice cream.” Baba permitted Elizabeth to bring ice cream, and she was very happy. She was unaware 

of Nilu’s suggestion, as Baba had conversed with him in Marathi. 

When Elizabeth left, Baba told Katie and Manu to prepare a large amount of garlic chutney. 

Elizabeth returned with cartons of delicious ice cream, and Baba served it to all — along with a 

generous dollop of chutney! He told them to eat as much ice cream as they liked, but to follow each 

spoonful with a bit of garlic chutney! All the joy was taken out of the affair, and they thought to 

themselves: “It would have been better had we not had ice cream.” 

Norina, Elizabeth and Don went to see the Portuguese governor on 13 April, about the 

island in Karwar. After a lengthy discussion with him, it was learned that the place was not available 

for establishing a center for Baba. 

In Goa, Baba took the women to a Hindu temple, and to a movie called Gopal Krishna. 

During their stay, Baba permitted the group to eat fish, and he also joined in, indicating it was for 

“special reasons.” 

Baba wished to have a boy accompany him on the tour from Goa. A fifteen-year-old orphan 

named Santana Fernandes was found and they took him with them. Baba liked Santana and 

indicated that, besides being bright, the boy had a spiritual nature. 

Baba also contacted several masts in Goa and gave one a bath. The most significant contact 

was with Mastani Mai, a Christian woman whom Baba emphasized, “held the key to the spiritual 

affairs of Goa.” Kaka and Norina were instructed to find and bring her back to Baba’s hotel for 

contact. The mastani was found walking along a road. Being a Christian she did not wear a sari, 

but a black blouse and a long pleated skirt. When Norina saw her, she reminded Norina of an 

Amazon, so masculine and dominating was her physical demeanor. Norina tried to persuade her to 

come with her, but the mastani gestured for Norina to stay away and continued walking down the 

road. Norina again tried to persuade her to come in the car, but she refused. They followed her 

while she walked directly to the hotel, where Baba was standing on the balcony of his room, as if 

he were awaiting her arrival. When the mastani came to the front of the hotel she stopped, looked 

up at Baba for a few moments, and then strode away. 

 

Baba and the group left Goa on Monday morning, 15 April 1940, at six o’clock, and spent 

the night in the Khanapur dak bungalow. They started for Amboli at nine the next morning. On the 

drive there, Baba spotted a mast sitting under a tree. Baba took the mast in the car with them, and 

they arrived at Amboli at one in the afternoon. Vishwanath Haldankar had made all the preparations 

at the dak bungalow in which they stayed. 

The Maharani of Savantwadi (whose husband had given the Tiger Valley Cave to Baba) 

expressed her wish for Baba’s darshan, and Baba acceded to her request. The maharani came with 

her three daughters on the 17th. Baba met with them for a few minutes. The maharani humbly 

placed a coconut at his feet. Baba picked it up and handed it to one of the daughters, remarking, 

“Keep this with you always. Preserve it. Everything will be all right. You should not worry.” The 

maharani was deeply moved, as her daughter had been suffering mentally (perhaps from 

depression), although she had not mentioned this to Baba. His unexpected prasad deeply gladdened 

the maharani’s heart. The maharani invited Baba, to visit her palatial bungalow with the women. 

Baba accepted, and they went there two days later. 

Over the next three days, Baba took the women sightseeing in Amboli to Mahdev Fort, 

Temple Point, Parvati and Nutt Points and other places of interest. One day, on the verandah of 

their bungalow, Arnavaz, Nargis, Silla, Katie and others were playing cards, when Baba 

unexpectedly showed up. He was displeased, and castigated them, “If people see you, they will say 

that Meher Baba’s followers do nothing but play cards all day! We are in a new town, and just think 

for a moment what a bad impression your card playing would make on a casual observer. Don’t 



you donkey-heads feel ashamed? Although I have no objection to it, I have to see to the minutest 

of things so that unpleasant consequences do not follow.” 

So, the women stopped playing the card game and began eating their lunch on the verandah. 

Again, Baba came and reproved them for not going inside. He ended by remarking, “Margaret will 

dance on her return to England, and Arnavaz on her return to Bombay. But here, in my ashram, you 

have to act according to my wish.” 

Age explains: “From such small incidents, Baba was emphasizing to his followers the 

importance of obedience. By scolding them, he was breaking down their egos, and thereby 

lightening their load on the Path, so that they could progress on it without stumbling.” 

Silla’s birthday was celebrated on 20 April 1940 with fresh mango ice cream — this time 

without garlic chutney! Irene and Elizabeth became ill for a few days, and were kept under 

treatment. 

Besides an abundance of mangoes, Amboli had plenty of poisonous snakes, whose bites 

were said to mean certain death. Baba ordered all not to move about in the dark without a lamp. 

Once Kitty and Nadine forgot their lanterns, and the next day, Baba took them to task, asking, 

“Why did you break my order? Do you think I am a fool?” 

Nadine reasoned, “But had a snake bitten us, we would have died in your presence.” 

“How would that have benefited you?” Baba asked. 

“We would have merged in your Ocean!” 

“Instead of drowning, you would have been carried to the shore! Merging in the Ocean is 

not for those who disobey. They are tossed up on the beach like an old piece of dried driftwood, 

and there they die! What gain is there in such a death? 

“With me,” Baba continued, “one has to live while dying, so that you can live eternally, 

after dying such a death. Do you follow?” 

Nadine nodded that she did.  

Baba left Amboli at two in the afternoon on the 20th and traveled to Belgaum. They arrived 

three hours later and stayed in a bungalow three miles from the city, which belonged to the 

Maharani of Savantwadi. Don drove Elizabeth’s car, with Elizabeth and Baba in the front seat, as 

she was still unwell. In Belgaum, too, Haldankar had made all of their arrangements, and Indu and 

Sushila continued to do the cooking. 

On the 22nd, Baba took the women to see the spot chosen for establishing Baba’s center in 

Belgaum, and the Maharani of Savantwadi again came to see him. The next morning, Baba left at 

5:00 A.M. for Sakharpa, where he arrived at noon. 

In Sakharpa, he received a letter from Belgaum, informing him that another piece of 

property had been donated to him to use for his center. Norina, Elizabeth and Don drove back to 

Belgaum to inspect the land on the afternoon of 24 April, and returned the next day. During the 

whole tour, Norina remained occupied discussing with Baba the various plans for establishing a 

large center in India. 

On the early morning of the 26th, Baba and the women left Sakharpa without taking tea, 

and drove to Chiplun, where a relative of Kalemama had arranged for their breakfast at his house. 

After taking refreshments, they left, and arrived in Mahabaleshwar at six in the evening, where they 

checked into the Granville Hotel. The next day Baba took them to the high lookout points of Wilson 

and Bombay Points and Arthur’s Seat. 

On Sunday morning, 28 April 1940, they left for Panchgani. There, they stayed in the 

Buena Vista Hotel. At 4:00 P.M. women walked with Baba to his cave at Tiger Valley, and sat 

inside the cave with him for a few minutes. 



Savak Kotwal and his family were staying in Panchgani by Baba’s orders, and Baba 

instructed them to go to Meherabad and await his arrival. 

Leaving Panchgani on the morning of the 29th, Baba arrived in Ahmednagar at one in the 

afternoon, where he rested with all at Akbar Press. The Satha and Damania families again met 

Baba, after a long absence, and felt joyous to be in his presence once more. Chanji had arrived at 

Meherabad from Bombay earlier the same day and joined them. 

After each of the women had taken a bath and eaten lunch, Baba and the group left 

Ahmednagar and drove to Happy Valley, arriving at six-thirty that evening. The women’s group 

was to remain in the dak bungalow in Happy Valley for four days. The eight men with Baba had to 

sleep in a tent (meant for three) pitched on the bare ground. As Chanji recorded, their time in Happy 

Valley proved a most “unhappy” time for them. 

 

One of Meher Baba’s earliest disciples, Buasaheb, was living in Poona at the time. On 

Wednesday, 1 May 1940, he was involved in a fatal pre-dawn accident while riding a motorcycle. 

He was on his way to his toddy plantations. A car shot out of a side street and struck him; he was 

thrown over his motorcycle and died instantaneously, on the street, from a brain concussion. He 

was 48 years old. 

Baba came to Khushru Quarters with Don that morning. They were on their way to 

Meherabad when Sarosh came running with the news, after receiving Adi Jr.’s phone call from 

Poona. On being told about Buasaheb, Baba showed no emotion and reminded them of what he had 

stated before leaving Bangalore, “Before the end of the war, two of my dearest disciples will die, a 

male and a female or both males. 

“Who will be the second?” he asked rhetorically. 

Don, Sarosh, Chanji and Baidul (who had recently returned from Bangalore) went by car 

that afternoon to Poona to attend Buasaheb’s funeral. Don was then sent to Bangalore to deliver the 

news and repeat Baba’s message that there was still one more — man or woman — to die.406 

According to Baba’s wish, the following circular was issued to his followers: 

In memory of the deep spiritual connection of Buasaheb with Baba, Baba and the mandali 

will fast the whole day on Wednesday the 8th. They will take only tea in the morning and break the 

fast after sunset. Water may be taken. 

Baba will feed 100 poor on that day with his own hands. 

Buasaheb (Behramji) had been in Meher Baba’s contact since 1914, when he was tutored 

by Merwanji in Persian, and he later became his business partner in a Poona toddyshop. He had 

stayed with Baba throughout the Manzil-e-Meem and early Meherabad years. Baba made these 

remarks about him to the mandali: 

As one of my nearest and dearest disciples, [Buasaheb] unconsciously when alive was 

One with me, and now that he has left the body, he consciously enjoys that blessed union with me! 

With Buasaheb’s death, the practice of issuing circulars to Meher Baba’s disciples and 

devotees in India and abroad began. Before 1940, Baba’s orders and various messages were being 

conveyed to his lovers through correspondence or typed copies. But after Buasaheb’s death, they 

were conveyed through printed circulars.407 

 

 
406 Don was also ordered to resume his duties at a Bangalore hospital to gain further surgical experience. 

407 In 1949, the circulars mailed throughout India and the world to Baba’s devotees became known as the 

“New Life Circulars.” After the New Life, subsequent circulars were called “Life Circulars.”  



Baba and the group left Happy Valley for Meherabad on 3 May 1940. They stopped in 

Ahmednagar first and saw the movie The Wizard of Oz at the Sarosh Cinema. Rustom Kaka, who 

was the projectionist there, had the chance to receive Baba’s darshan after a long time. Sarosh had 

arranged a special matinee exclusively for Baba and the women so that they could watch the film 

in private. 

Baba arrived at Meherabad at noon. Meherabad, once again, reflected its glorious 

atmosphere after ten months of Baba’s absence. By now, all the masts from Bangalore, the zoo and 

the mandali (Baidul, Eruch, Gustadji, Homi, Jangle, Kalemama, Pappa Jessawala, Pendu, Sailor 

and Vishnu) had returned to Meherabad. The men had traveled from Bangalore by train with 25 

mad and masts, a gazelle, a peacock, a lamb, a white rabbit, some geese, five dogs, three monkeys 

and pet birds. All of them — not to mention the luggage, trunks and some furniture — were 

crammed into two special railway cars. 

As for the other men: Adi Sr., Ghani, Naoroji, Padri, Masaji, Murli, Chhagan (and his wife 

Shanta) and Sidhu (his pregnant wife Radha and their epileptic child) remained in Bangalore; 

Swamiji returned to his home in Madras; Don, Nilu, Kaka, Jalbhai and Chanji (off and on) had 

been with Baba since he left Bangalore. 

In accordance with the circular, on Wednesday, 8 May, Baba and the whole of both the 

men and women mandali at Meherabad and Bangalore fasted, and Baba fed the poor and distributed 

sweets. 

The following day, Baba stated: “I want to open twelve centers throughout India before I 

speak. Of these, six have already been established: at Meherabad, Nasik, Toka, Madras, 

Byramangala and Mandla. 

“For the remaining six, different places around India are still to be selected. That was one 

of the objects of my last tour.” 

As soon as Baba set foot in Meherabad, he paid strict attention to and arranged everything 

in the ashram. He expressed his intention of going into seclusion from the 1st of June, for “reasons 

of internal working.” This coincided with events in the war. News on the war front in Europe was 

distressing. On 10 May 1940, vast forces of the German army swept into neutral Belgium, 

Luxembourg, Holland and France, and within a month had captured all of those countries. 

 

The Master’s darshan had not been available for a long time, as Baba had been in Bangalore 

and touring. When his return to Meherabad became known, followers nearby began writing to ask 

permission to come for his darshan. Baba therefore granted darshan on Wednesday, 15 May, for a 

day. From Bombay, Chanji brought 35 lovers. Despite the intense heat of summer, Baba met 

everyone individually. The ladies were taken up the hill for tea with the women mandali, and then 

all were sent away on the five o’clock train. 

Dr. Deshmukh arrived from Nagpur on the 16th, and Baba allowed him to stay in 

Meherabad for two weeks, after which Deshmukh went on a lecture tour, speaking about Baba at 

various places in India. 

Once, in talking with Deshmukh, Baba mentioned his seclusion and the war: 

I am retiring into seclusion for my work for the world. It is very important. I want to 

speed up situations and developments in the war. It will be a war of surprises and unexpected 

changes. It will change the map of the world. Disastrous results and unexpected consequences and 

developments will bring about a quick turn of events. Destruction is essential for reconstruction. 

All evil is to be eradicated for good to be established. 

Almost constantly throughout May there were daily visits by the various mandali members 

and close ones. Adi Sr. with Falu came from Bangalore in mid-May, and Adi Sr. was sent to 

Bombay and Nasik; Ramjoo and Maneck Ranji came from Nasik; Kalemama was sent to Kolhapur 



and then back to Bangalore; Naoroji and Murli came from Byramangala for discussions; Chanji 

returned from Bombay; Sarosh and Rusi Pop were daily visitors from Ahmednagar, and members 

of the Satha family were occasional visitors from there; Jalbhai and Adi Jr. came from Poona; 

Dhake arrived from Rahuri, Kaikobad came from Bombay, and others visited as well. 

Baba’s schedule at this time (in summer temperatures that reached 110) was as follows: 

He got up at 5:00 A.M., had private meetings and then gave instructions to the mandali. In the 

morning he made the rounds of the mast ashram, which was now situated north of his Tomb on 

Meherabad Hill, in buildings that had formerly housed the Maternity Hospital and the offices of 

the Meher Baba Journal. Baba gave baths to the masts from 7:00 to 8:30 A.M. He then came down 

to meet the mandali at lower Meherabad and stayed in his Jhopdi until noon, meeting outsiders, 

giving instructions and so forth. In the afternoon, he was preoccupied with making frequent visits 

to the mast ashram and in sitting in seclusion with various masts. He would also visit Mehera and 

the other women, relax and discuss matters with them. 

 

Ever since K. J. Dastur left the ashram in 1931, he publicly distanced himself from Meher 

Baba and wrote articles against Baba in the press. Nevertheless, privately he would write Baba 

plaintive letters (even threatening suicide!) pleading for money “just one more time ...” Much to 

the mandali’s consternation, Baba would usually send him some amount, and Dastur would promise 

to pay back the money as soon as he was able. 

But in April 1940, despite Baba’s repeated help to him out of his love, Dastur wrote to 

Baba that unless he was loaned money again, he would be forced to take legal action against Baba, 

filing a lawsuit and dragging Meher Baba’s name into court for “breach of promises,” made to him 

by Baba over the years. His latest threat was too much for the mandali, and Ghani, in Bangalore, 

wrote a befitting reply with Baba’s full approval. An excerpt is as follows: 

Who could have imagined that the author of the epithet “His Divine Majesty” could stoop 

so low as to resort to blackmail? Your desperate story and plight of bankruptcy, indebtedness and 

threat of suicide to escape, as well as your frantic appeals to the Master for monetary help, 

invariably accorded, in spite of your calling him a cheat and charlatan — all these factors present to 

a sincere student of human nature very illuminating studies in man’s transcendental heights and 

bottomless falls ... It seems a case of perverse neurosis for specialists like Sigmund Freud and 

Havelock Ellis!408 

Baba’s magnanimous gesture of monetary help, given to you frequently in answer to your 

frantic appeals, as evidenced by your numerous letters, you unfortunately look upon as “hush-

money.” But in this, you have miserably failed to appraise Baba’s true nobility and innate greatness 

… 

The whole world has scriptural knowledge of God, millions desire Him, thousands long 

for Him, hundreds die for Him and only a few attain Him. The spiritual grace of Divine 

Personalities such as Meher Baba is to be begged for and induced by service and self-effacement. It 

surely cannot be attained by flattery or threats! 

You have no case or claim against Meher Baba, legal or technical ... It is the chicken-

hearted, unmindful of their own worthiness in the spiritual domain, who deem the promises of 

saints as legal tender to be cashed on demand, without fulfilling the sine qua non of the situation. 

Dastur’s actions were all part of Meher Baba’s perfect game. Even though Dastur had left 

Meherabad, by his writing to Baba for money, he was remembering Baba. Such was Baba’s work 

to keep him in his contact for the past nine years. 

 

 
408 Sigmund Freud (1856–1939) was an Austrian psychiatrist who led the field of psychoanalysis; Havelock 

Ellis (1859–1939) was an influential English physician and psychologist. 



Upasni Maharaj had repeatedly asked Meher Baba to take over the managing of his ashram 

in Sakori, and at this time he again sent a messenger with the same plea. On 17 May 1940, Baba 

sent Adi Sr. to Maharaj at Sakori with the following message: 

First: Stop all the Hindu rituals and ceremonies at Sakori; 

Second: The value of Upasni Nagar [his ashram] at Sakori is less than Rs.500,000. It will 

be paid to you by Baba in installments; 

Third: Maharaj is to execute a gift deed and, when the full amount is handed over, he 

should deliver the deed to Baba. 

Accordingly, Adi Sr. went to Sakori and gave Upasni Maharaj the message. Adi then 

returned and related Maharaj’s reply to Baba. The next day, Baba again sent Adi to Sakori with this 

message: 

1) Rs.50,000 will be paid in cash to you on 1 August [1940], and if the activities at 

Upasni Nagar are conducted satisfactorily [as judged] by Baba, the balance will be paid after four 

months. 

2) If Baba fails to pay Rs.450,000 after four months, then Baba forfeits the Rs.50,000 

already given to Maharaj. 

3) If affairs at Upasni Nagar are not to Baba’s satisfaction, Upasni Maharaj should return 

the Rs.50,000. 

4) Baba has agreed to take over [the running of] Upasni Nagar for three reasons: To free 

Maharaj of the responsibility of conducting the ashram. To bring about unity in all religions by 

abolishing the Hindu rituals, ceremonies and customs there. To remove the notoriety associated 

with Maharaj’s name because of his deva-dasi marriages, linked with and bringing Baba 

unfavorably into the picture as Maharaj’s disciple.409 

Adi went to Sakori and delivered this message and on his return conveyed Maharaj’s reply 

to Baba. Baba sent Adi back to Bangalore, and then had this note sent to Gulmai, who was staying 

with Maharaj in Sakori during these proceedings:410 

Baba is happy to know that Maharaj has agreed to all his conditions, for example, to 

break up the Hindu religious customs, and to put a stop to his marrying with young unwed girls. 

Baba is prepared to pay Rs.500,000, but he has many running expenses of his different 

ashrams and also the expenses of maintaining his devotees and their families. He cannot afford to 

pay so much in one lump sum just now. He will pay it within six months. Baba will assume the 

responsibility of Upasni Nagar at the time when he pays the amount in full and he says that he will 

definitely pay it! 

Thus, the exchange of such peculiar messages and transactions between the two Masters 

would occasionally transpire. It was their divine humor to engage in such play. During the Rahuri 

Mad Ashram in 1936, Maharaj had sent message after message to Baba to take over his ashram in 

Sakori. Baba had replied that Maharaj should come and stay in the Rahuri ashram and end the 

Hindu religious atmosphere at Sakori once and for all. No doubt there was a definite inner purpose 

behind this exchange, but it is beyond our limited understanding. It might be surmised that, 

inwardly, Baba was taking upon himself the responsibility of Upasni Nagar after Maharaj dropped 

his body. 

On 18 May, one of Upasni Maharaj’s chief disciples, Yeshwant Rao, arrived from Sakori 

to see Baba. That same day Dhake, Gadekar and Khak Saheb had also come to meet him, along 

with Rusi Pop’s son Aspi. That day, Dr. Shivrao came from Bangalore to stay at Meherabad. At 

first Baba told him to stay for one year, informing him that to receive what he wished for, he must 

cut all ties to his family and the world and remain fasting and in seclusion. But after a few days 

Baba sent him back to Bangalore with Kalemama. 

 
409 This Hindu custom of maidens (dasi) marrying God (deva) is called devadasi. 

410 Gulmai had stayed at Sakori the previous October, also, while Baba was in Bangalore.  



Upasni Maharaj’s 70th birthday was celebrated in 1940 at Meherabad by Baba, after a lapse 

of twelve years. Day and night, the Arangaon villagers chanted God’s name in Vithoba’s temple in 

the village for a week prior to Maharaj’s birthday. The actual day of the birthday was celebrated 

with much rejoicing on Thursday, 23 May. Baba had the mandali arrange a feast for the neighboring 

villagers. 

A few days before, on the 20th, Baba had cryptically remarked, “I will die on May 27.” 

But Baba was feeling fine that day and explained: “Today, King Leopold of Belgium has 

surrendered to the German forces. He is a fool! Not only has he lost all his honor by giving in, but 

he has gotten nothing out of Germany for himself in exchange. 

“The next two months will be critical for the Allies. Everyone will say the Allies will lose. 

In August, the tables will suddenly turn, and the Allies will get the advantage. But it will be a close 

shave. In August, I may go to Russia via Persia.” 

Padri arrived in Meherabad on 29 May, and was sent back to Byramangala on 8 June. Homi 

Bhatena came to see Baba on 30 May, and then returned to Bombay. 

On the 31st Eruch and his family left for Bangalore, where they lived in the house already 

rented for them.411 In Bangalore, Eruch helped Adi Sr. file and arrange all of Chanji’s diaries and 

correspondence, which Chanji had kept disorganized in trunks. Pappa Jessawala was sent to Karwar 

to look for a suitable site for establishing an ashram for Baba. 

 

As announced, Baba entered seclusion in the mast ashram on the hill at noon on Saturday, 

1 June 1940. From that day on he was preoccupied solely with the masts. Although Baba had been 

working with them since returning to Meherabad, his work now intensified. (Baba indicated that 

his mast work done during his seclusion “receives a push.”) 

Raosaheb arrived on the 1st with a friend, but they were not permitted darshan due to 

Baba’s seclusion. They left for Bombay with Sarosh, despite Pendu’s advice to Raosaheb to remain 

as Baba might call him. Soon after they departed, Baba sent for Raosaheb, Pendu and Baidul, 

indicating that he wished to give Raosaheb some important work, but he had already left. 

Eruch had been the manager of the mast ashram. After Pappa returned from Karwar, he 

was put in charge while Eruch was in Bangalore with the rest of the family. The five boys who had 

been brought from Bangalore (Krishna, Venkoba Rao, Raju, Kalappa, Amdoo) were also working 

in the mast ashram, along with Gustadji and Savak Kotwal. 

During his seclusion, Baba’s schedule was rising at 5:00 A.M., tea at 7:00 A.M., lunch at 

noon, tea again at 4:00 P.M. and no dinner. Vishnu would come at 7:30 A.M. and again at 3:00 P.M. 

with the mail, at which times Baba would attend to correspondence. Baba's work with the masts 

would begin as soon as he woke up and continue until late at night. Each day, he would spend time 

bathing, reclothing, feeding and shaving the various masts, primarily Chatti Baba, Phulwala, 

Shariat Khan, Mohammed, Ramshish (a mast who had been brought from Bangalore) and others, 

and working with them individually in seclusion. 

On Monday, 3 June 1940, Baba remarked:  

This two-month special seclusion is for my special Universal work, particularly to speed 

things up regarding the war. 

After the stirring-up during the seclusion period, unusually startling changes will take 

place in the war situation. One after the other, 32 nations in all will eventually be involved, 

including Italy and America. 

Situations will be so grave they will verge on breathlessness! All of a sudden, unexpected 

developments will take place which will be the turning points. Those who had the upper hand will 

be eventually subdued and thrown off, and others, who had been strangled and made to suffer in 

 
411 The other mandali and Mehlu and Falu were initially forbidden by Baba to visit the Jessawala’s house. 



breathless suspense all these months, along with millions of others in the world, will breathe a sigh 

of relief! 

Later the same day, Baba gave the following message: 

During these ten days of my seclusion, I shall decide definitely the length of time this war 

will last, and exactly when it will end. 

Before I speak, and before peace reigns, there must be a real world war in which India 

will be involved 100 percent, and places under Mohammedan rule, such as Iran, Afghanistan, 

Turkey, Egypt, and so forth, will also be entrapped in it, while Italy, Russia and America will play 

very active parts. 

If this war prolongs in this above-mentioned manner, I shall speak in August 1941. In 

which case, for a year — from August 1940 to August 1941 — I shall, with certain of my male and 

female disciples, go to stay on the boundary of Russia and India, or on some island across the 

ocean. If the war does not prolong, then I shall decide whether to go to the border or somewhere 

else. 

My speaking is largely connected with the world war and peace. Peace does not mean 

truce. A truce does not necessarily have to happen. A truce will not make me speak. 

Before the end of the war, when peace is just on the point of appearing, I shall speak. 

I shall speak just before permanent peace. 

 

For several weeks, Chatti Baba had been telling his attendant, Krishna, that the people of 

Europe were undergoing terrible suffering. Baba would bathe this great mast every day with 150 to 

200 buckets of water. The “bath” of bucket after bucket of water would take hours. Just after his 

bath, Chatti Baba had the odd habit of sitting on the ground and scooping up handful after handful 

of loose earth and pouring it over his head! Baba even instructed Krishna to keep fifteen baskets of 

earth in Chatti Baba’s room every day to facilitate this need. 

It was while he was pouring earth over his head one day that Chatti Baba poignantly 

remarked to Krishna, “There will be much anguish and privation in the world, and many will die 

of starvation, but Baba will finally assuage the suffering of the world.” 

Yet Chatti Baba grew more and more restless. At one o’clock on the night of Wednesday, 

5 June 1940, he suddenly rushed into Baba’s room carrying a lantern and bawling out, “Wake Up! 

Wake Up!” Savak was on nightwatch and asked him what had happened, and he replied, “Nothing.” 

The next morning the mast cleaned his room himself, which he had never done before. 

Again, on the afternoon of the 6th, the mast entered Baba’s room, stood by the door and 

said he wished to leave. “I have to go to Mysore,” he said. “If not Mysore then I will go back to my 

village.” 

Baba asked him, “What problem do you face here?” 

The mast replied, “I don’t have any problem here, but I have to go away.” So Baba ordered 

the mandali to take him out of the compound for a walk. He was taken out, but wanted to walk to 

the women’s side. The men tried to lead him away, but he was adamant. Finally, Baba sent a car, 

and Chatti Baba was told he would be taken to his village. Smiling, he got in and was driven instead 

back to his room. 

Chatti Baba appeared very restless until eight that evening, and would frequently open and 

shut his door. On the morning of the 8th, he locked himself in his room and would not come out 

for his bath. 

But the most significant incident occurred on Sunday night, 9 June, when the mast became 

suddenly violent, noisily leaving his small room and going directly to Baba’s room. There he told 

Baba, “My house has been utterly destroyed! It is on fire! I have come to you for shelter!” 

Baba at once ordered the mandali to leave him alone with the mast, and both retired into 

Baba’s room and shut the door. The mandali heard Chatti Baba talking feverishly to Baba for a few 

hours, and then all was quiet. He spent the night alone with Baba in his room. 



The next morning, 10 June, Baba left his seclusion, and explained about the mast’s 

behavior: “Chatti Baba has a spiritual connection with France. He was overwrought with despair 

because of the cataclysm that is occurring in France these days.” 

Baba went to see the women, and at one point he commented, “If Italy joins the war, there 

will be world war! There will be utter destruction and chaos, just as I want. Then people will feel 

the hollowness, the emptiness of it all, and turn to God. Since I am in India, India will suffer a great 

deal also.” 

Later that day, to the surprise of the world, Italy declared war on England and France. The 

next day, 11 June 1940, when Baba heard the news he remarked to the women, “Now, Turkey has 

to join, and then everything will go as I planned. So, if Turkey joins, cook rawa [a sweet dish] to 

celebrate. 

“There has never been such a war, and never will be another like it! But when this is over, 

peace will reign for 400 years. 

“From this mass destruction, I will build life anew and quite different from now — much 

happier, better. All who die in this war will take form again and enjoy this peace.” 

After discussing seven possible places they might stay for a year — Meherabad, Burma, 

Assam, Nepal, Dutch West Indies (Netherlands Antilles), or Siam (Thailand) — Baba told the 

women, “Be ready to leave Meherabad in 25 days.”  

Baba’s seclusion in the first week of June 1940, directly coincided with an intensification 

of developments in the Second World War. Belgium was overrun by the German forces and 

surrendered. The Germans also began invading France, and 300,000 Allied troops were evacuated 

from Dunkirk. Five days after Baba entered seclusion, Hitler declared a war of annihilation against 

all his enemies. Mussolini in Italy declared war, and England (which now stood alone, as America 

was still neutral) began bombing Libya and Italian East Africa. In retaliation, Malta and Alexandria 

were bombed by Italy, and the evacuation of children from London began. Paris was captured by 

the Germans on 14 June, and the Russians occupied Latvia, Estonia and Lithuania. 

Baba was carefully following the tide of events from his seclusion. He had newspaper 

reports read aloud to him each day, and he would keep an atlas by his side to chart the progress of 

events. 

 

One day Baba called the five Bangalore boys and asked each, “What do you want? What 

do you want to do in life?” 

Raju said, “I want to be a farmer.”  

Kalappa replied, “I want to sell cooking oil.” 

Amdoo said, “I would like to drive a tonga.” 

Venkoba Rao said, “I want to go into business.”  

Krishna alone replied, “I want you, Baba!” 

Baba looked at him, gesturing, “I will give you Baba!” 

He then informed Venkoba, “Wait for some time before you become a businessman.” 

Baba kept Krishna and Venkoba Rao in Meherabad and sent the other three boys back 

home, after making arrangements for them according to their wishes. As it turned out, all three of 

the boys prospered and became wealthy. 

Baba joked with Krishna, “You have fallen into a ditch! Now you will be in trouble.” 

Pappa Jessawala was assigned to escort the masts Phulwala and Ramshish back to their 

villages and Kalappa, Amdoo and Raju to their homes. 



Baba’s remark to Krishna proved to have a literal meaning a few days later. As mentioned, 

Baba frequently cleaned the masts’ pan-type toilets. All of the waste material from the iron pans 

was dumped into a deep soakpit, some distance from their compound. One day it rained heavily, 

and the pit filled with water. Pappa told Krishna to empty the water from the pit with a bucket tied 

to a rope. While cleaning it, Krishna slipped and fell into the pit. He shouted to Venkoba Rao, who 

pulled him out. Baba came by and saw Krishna covered with the filth. “Why were you cleaning the 

pit?” he asked. Krishna said that Pappa had told him to do it. 

Baba became upset with Pappa. “Why did you tell him to clean the pit without my 

permission?” he asked. Subsequently, Baba ordered Krishna to bathe sixteen times! He handed 

Krishna sixteen small stones, with which to count, so he would not make a mistake. After doing as 

Baba instructed, Krishna told Baba that his skin felt very tight. Baba went to the women’s room 

and brought him some oil to apply to his body. 

Baba asked Krishna, “Did you feel bad while cleaning the pit?” 

He replied, “No.” 

Baba spelled out, “You, yourself, are full of unclean matter. Do you realize that? Why do 

you live in such filth? Don’t you feel dirty? Start feeling unclean because of the filth of the desires 

that cover you from head to toe, and begin to clean them as you have cleaned the pit today.” 

 

During this period at Meherabad, Baba commented to the women, “One day I will take you 

to the place where creation started.” Baba hinted that this spot was at a place in Java.412 

But, as Age noted, “Baba’s remark could have had another meaning, also: To go to the 

place where creation began might have meant to bring an end to the whole journey in creation!” 

Whatever his meaning, soon after, Baba sent Chanji to Bombay to open an office there. 

When Chanji arrived, Baba sent instructions for him to gather information about Java, Sumatra, 

Bali, Kashmir, Iran, Australia and New Zealand. Chanji was told to arrange applications for 

passports for the mandali who did not have them. 

Baba left Meherabad at 2:00 P.M. on Thursday, 13 June 1940 and boarded a 3:30 P.M. 

passenger train for an undisclosed destination. All thought he was going to the north, and he did 

not even inform those who were accompanying him (Gustadji, Pendu, Kaka and Savak) where they 

were going until they had left Meherabad. Their destination was Calcutta, and they arrived there 

two days later, staying at the Broadway Hotel. 

In Calcutta, a tongawala directed Kaka to two advanced souls. Kaka then took Baba to 

them. One was the great sixth-plane mast whom Baba later named Karim Baba. Baba fed him, gave 

him cigarettes and saw him four or five times before he left. “This mast is the spiritual chargeman 

of Calcutta,” he revealed to the mandali. Baba also stated: “A certain yogi in Java has a connection 

with the one in Calcutta [Karim Baba], and to ‘connect’ the link, I wish to go there after visiting 

Calcutta, either now or later.” 

Another contact was a very advanced, half-blind mastani seated on a footpath opposite St. 

Anthony School. Baba washed her feet during their first meeting and gave her a new sari and an 

umbrella. He contacted her again on subsequent days and massaged her feet. 

After contacting a few masts in Calcutta, Baba went to Ranchi on the 18th. He remained 

there for a day, at the Prince Victor bungalow, and arranged for a place to stay, so he could bring 

the women. He then returned by train to Meherabad with Pendu and Kaka, leaving Gustadji and 

 

412 In 1934, Baba had explained that the “missing link” had emerged out of the jungles in Java, Sumatra and 

Madhya Pradesh in India. 



Savak in Ranchi with instructions to fast until he returned. Baba arrived back in Meherabad on the 

morning of the 22nd.413 

Sarosh was to have met Baba at the Ahmednagar railway station that morning, but he was 

delayed in Poona. Baba and his group had to hire tongas to go to Meherabad. This disturbed Baba’s 

seclusion, and he was greatly inconvenienced and annoyed to be recognized by people at the station. 

On 21 June 1940, Baba had dictated the following message: 

The present world chaos and the universal suffering are absolutely necessary for the 

eventful and universal spiritual upliftment and for a new world, wherein peace, love and divine 

aspirations will reign supreme. None should therefore feel scared and dismayed, bearing in mind 

the certainty of this bright future. From the spiritual point of reality, the words nation and foreign, 

killed and killer, war and peace, success and defeat, have no meaning, because the world of forms 

and of duality have no existence and are imaginary dreams, and the present universal chaos is just a 

universal nightmare, necessary for the real universal awakening. 

Body forms and minds are innumerable and of infinite variety, but souls are all originally 

and eternally one. In fact, only one infinite Reality exists, and that is God. So the present apparent 

world catastrophe is, by divine will, essential for a divine manifestation in the near future, of love 

and real peace, in which I have to play the greatest part, and in which I want my men and women 

disciples to play the corresponding parts of helping me in this, my work. 

Those of you who are absolutely willing and prepared to share my present universal 

burden and to help me in my work have to obey my following order implicitly: 

Things are happening and will happen, as they ought to happen, by the Divine Will, and 

so, whether war ends now or next year, or whether there is truce now or peace next year, having no 

thought in mind whatsoever of war or peace, you will have to stay here or go wheresoever I may 

send you, and do whatsoever I may tell you, at the cost of supreme self-sacrifice, from August 1, 

1940 to July 31, 1941. 

I definitely will speak on the 1st of August 1941. It will be the Divine Word that I shall 

utter first, which will resurrect the dead world. 

This is my last war, peace and manifestation message to my disciples. 

When Baba returned to Meherabad on the 22nd, this message was sent to approximately 

240 close lovers, asking them to reply whether or not they were prepared to follow Baba’s 

instructions. The instructions were to be sent later and followed for one year.414 

 

At Meherabad, Baba again began working in the mast ashram on Meherabad Hill. Chanji 

was called back from Bombay, and he arrived on Sunday, 23 June 1940. He was told to book a 

third class compartment to Ranchi for the mandali. Accordingly, he reserved two bogies (railroad 

cars) for the journey. Adi Sr. arrived the same day from Bangalore and saw Baba the next day on 

the hill and then returned to Bangalore. Don too was “recalled” and he arrived at Meherabad on the 

morning of the 26th. Chhagan was wired to come on the 28th with Eruch and Swamiji (who had 

returned to Bangalore on 13 June). Ghani was informed he was to remain at Bangalore for another 

twelve months, running the Meher Baba Journal office.415 

On 29 June, Baba informed the women: 

From August 1, 1940, doomsday will start for the whole world. Not for one moment will 

[people] feel safe in any part of the world for one year. All over the world there will be 

 
413 Significantly, on 21 June 1940 an important meeting in Wardha between Gandhi and other Congress 

party leaders concluded and most of the leaders, including Subhas Chandra Bose, boarded the same train as 

Baba on their way to Bombay. Bose was arrested by the British ten days later. 
414 In addition, the message, titled “Meher Baba’s Message for the Future,” was printed and mailed from 

Bangalore by Adi Sr. and Eruch to prominent Indians across the country. An additional 5,500 copies were 

ordered for distribution in Mysore State. 
415 The mandali residing in Bangalore (Ghani, Donkin, Chhagan, Dattu) had had to move out of their 

quarters at No. 4 Palace Road on 12 June 1940 into new ones at No. 5 Tannery Road, where they stayed for 

six weeks before having to shift again. 



earthquakes, floods, famine and new diseases. Those killed in war will be nothing compared to 

those who will be killed by floods, famine, plague, and so forth. There will be a terrible famine like 

the one in Persia where millions died in a single year. Half the world will be affected by this 

famine. People will forget war, victory and defeat. 

I remember it was seventeen years ago when I was having tea with the mandali in the 

Mess Quarters. I told them all about this war, when and how it would happen. This war will bring 

complete destruction. America will not suffer any less. Her backbone will snap! 

All 240 of the lovers, receiving Baba’s message of the 21st, responded affirmatively to his 

call for obedience to his instructions for one year, starting from the 1st of August. On Sunday, 30 

June Baba remarked: 

In Ranchi, in July, I will instruct, individually, all the 240 who have signed. It will be the 

hardest test for those who have signed to obey me implicitly according to their ability, and for some 

the supreme test! Now, anyone who says no, leaves me for good without arguing. I want also Delia, 

Will, Mary and a few others to answer, but how? 

I, too, shall suffer a lot physically. It will be hideous suffering. I will literally die 

physically. How? It will all come naturally as physical suffering. December will be the most 

important month of my seclusion. 

Pappa Jessawala had been managing the mast ashram in Eruch’s absence. On 2 July, Baba 

sent Pappa to Rangoon, Burma, to find a suitable bungalow there for Baba, the women and men 

mandali. 

During this period, Savak Kotwal’s daughters Najoo and Hilla were sent to Secunderabad 

to study in one of the finest girls’ schools in the country — the school attended by the children of 

the Nizam. Baidul’s daughter Sarwar was sent with Gaimai to Bangalore, where she attended 

school.416 School fees for the three girls, and their living expenses, were paid by Baba. Meanwhile 

Soltoon, Nergiz Kotwal, her infant son Adi, and Nergiz’s aunt Banubai stayed with the women 

mandali. 

 

Baba left Meherabad for Ranchi on Wednesday, 3 July 1940, by train, at 3:30 P.M., with 

the men and women mandali, and three masts, Chatti Baba, Shariat Khan and Mohammed. The 

women who accompanied Baba were: Mehera, Mani, Naja, Khorshed, Soonamasi, Katie, Mansari, 

Soltoon, Dowla, Walu, Kakubai, Kharmen Masi, Elizabeth, Irene, Kitty, Margaret, Nadine, Norina, 

Rano, Nergiz, Banubai, Gulmai’s daughters Dolly and Piroja, and several women servants. 

The men with Baba were: Baidul, Kaka, Vishnu, Chanji, Nilu, Don, Krishna and Venkoba 

Rao. Gustadji and Savak were already in Ranchi fasting. 

The group reached Manmad at 7:30 P.M., where they had to change trains. Being monsoon 

season, rain was falling heavily that night; it was a troublesome task to carry all the bulky baggage 

to the other train. Pendu had accompanied the group up to Manmad, and helped them load the 

luggage into a crowded compartment before returning to Meherabad. 

In the train going to Ranchi, Baba commented: “Each time I move from some place, 

something happens. When we left Bangalore, France got in a fix; and now that we have left 

Meherabad, Britain will be cornered.” 

They reached Chakradharpur on 5 July, at 2:45 A.M., and proceeded to Ranchi in three 

buses, reaching there at 8:00 A.M. When they stepped down from the bus, Chatti Baba started 

walking away. Strenuous efforts were made to coax him back to Golkothi, their residence, but they 

were in vain. After efforts to persuade him for hours, he got up but began strolling toward the 

women’s side of the bungalow. With much difficulty he was stopped. But instead of going to his 

room, he went to the mandali’s quarters. Baba then moved the men to different quarters. The next 

 
416 Prior to leaving Bangalore, a house for the Jessawalas had been rented there from May 1940–March 

1941, because of Meherwan’s schooling. 



day, Kaka divided the room with a bamboo screen so that Baba could work with Chatti Baba in 

seclusion. But the mast was restless and would not stay in this room, either. 

The next evening, Don was sent for and Chatti Baba readily let Don lead him by the hand 

to his room, where Baba sat with him. (“You have some deep connection with him,” Baba informed 

Don.) At times, Baba worked with Chatti Baba several times a day, and sometimes during the night, 

also. 

As soon as they settled in at Golkothi, all had a bath. But the next day, they found that the 

well in their compound was completely dry. It turned out that the water in it was only rain water. 

There was no underground source, and they had exhausted its meager supply in just one day. There 

were about 40 people with Baba, and an adequate water supply became a problem. They managed 

to arrange for cooking and drinking water from a neighboring well. 

When the subject of food for the men and women in Ranchi was being discussed, Baba, 

very seriously, stated: 

Consider the pitiable plight and condition of the people in Europe where war is raging on. 

Consider especially the refugees, who have left their homes and were driven like cattle from place 

to place, to save their lives from the conquering hordes, who were following them like shadows of 

death. In their condition, even the necessities of life, like food and drink, were considered 

secondary. They are homeless, without a roof over their heads, thrown into open streets or fields, 

starving, with nothing to cover themselves except what they have on their person. Compared to 

them, people in India are far better off! In spite of the dreadful news of war every day, and the 

economic and general trade depression that the war has brought on all, and the consequent financial 

stringencies all over, people in India can move about at will and leisurely, even going out for 

recreation in the open gardens or seashore, and entertain themselves by going to the movies, or to 

music and dance halls. 

After August [of this year], conditions will worsen. Developments in the war will take a 

serious turn, become complicated, and the flames will spread far and wide until the war will 

embrace, not only the whole of the West but also the East. Besides, a time will come when people 

will even forget the war, and the terrible destruction it has caused in life and property, for there will 

be further disasters, more voracious in their destructive power — like plagues and pestilences, fire 

and famine, floods and earthquakes of immense magnitude and force — all of which will take more 

toll of life and property than machine guns and bombs. Then, too, civil wars will complicate the 

political situations among nations, and make things even more chaotic, until it will create a 

deadlock. 

Even millionaires will be starving for food! There will be chaos everywhere and all will 

be helpless. 

On Saturday, 6 July 1940, Baba dictated a circular of 31 instructions to be sent to 240 of 

his lovers in Bombay, Nasik, Ahmednagar, America and Europe. Attached to each individual copy, 

Baba selected which instructions each was to follow. Baba signed each slip, with the appropriate 

order-numbers listed on it. Some were given a choice of which conditions were most suitable for 

them to follow. 

All were informed that for one year from 1 August 1940 to 31 July 1941, no one was to 

visit Baba or to correspond with him. In urgent cases, telegrams would be permitted. 

The work of typing so many copies, then having Baba scrutinize each individual’s orders 

and mailing them, took about ten days to complete. The 31 orders were as follows: 

1. Do not indulge in tobacco smoking in any form. 

2. Do not drink alcoholic beverages of whatever kind. 

3. Do not eat meat. 

4. Do not eat fish. 

5. Do not eat eggs. 

6. Perform no lustful action whatever, even with your lawful wife or husband. 

7. For Men — Do not touch (even without thought of lust) any female over six years of 

age, except under the following circumstances: 

 a. When absolutely necessary when attending the sick. 

 b. When absolutely necessary when nursing the sick. 



 c. When absolutely necessary during medical examination of a patient. 

 d. When absolutely necessary when controlling the mad. 

 e. When absolutely necessary when saving a woman’s life and honor. 

 f. When absolutely necessary when rendering first aid in accidents. 

 g. When absolutely necessary, when innocently and lustlessly touching your 

lawful wife in performing your household duties. 

 h. When absolutely necessary in formally shaking hands. 

8. For Women — Do not touch (even without thought of lust) any male over six years of 

age, except under the following circumstances: 

(All of the above “a” to “h,” inserting in “e” — “a man’s life,” and in “g” — “your lawful 

husband.”) 

9. Do not tell lies. 

10. Do not steal. 

11. Do not criticize, scandalize or speak ill of others. 

12. Do not go to any cinema performance. 

13. Do not go to any theater, variety, opera or concert. 

14. Do not go to any circus performance. 

15. Do not go to any horserace, or indulge in betting of any kind. 

16. Do not touch money. 

17. Do not read books, magazines or literature of any kind, except newspapers, letters and 

important documents connected with your work. 

18. Do not write, either by hand or with a typewriter, except to sign your name on 

important documents. 

19. You must fast in the following manner for one year: 

Take only liquids (milk, tea, coffee, other liquid foods and water). 

20. You must fast in the following manner for one year: 

Take twice in 24 hours milk, tea or coffee, and once in 24 hours one solid meal, with as 

much water as needed. 

21. You must fast in the following manner, one day a week, for a period of one year: 

Take twice in 24 hours milk, tea or coffee, and once in 24 hours one solid meal, with as 

much water as needed. 

22. You are to observe silence for one year. 

23. For a suitable period each day, you are to meditate either upon the Impersonal God, or 

upon Baba. 

24. You are to make a pilgrimage on foot to places of spiritual importance, or to any 

place instructed by Baba. 

25. You must prostrate yourself before, or kiss the feet of, any person or persons named 

by Baba. 

26. For the period of one year, you must beg for food, and must not accept any money 

offered to you. 

27. You must refrain from taking part in any religious ceremony or ritual. 

28. You must perform, conscientiously, the prayers customary to your religion. 

29. You must give personal selfless service to those physically afflicted. 

30. You shall neither hit, strike nor beat anyone, save in self-defense, or in case of life 

and death. 

31. You shall neither hit, strike nor beat anyone, save in protecting the weak. 

 

It must be emphasized that each person was instructed to carry out only certain numbers 

of these orders. For example, one woman was ordered by Baba to follow the numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 

6, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 20, 23 (every day, half-hour meditation), 27, 28 (every day, half-hour 

repetition of God’s name), 30, 31. In a similar manner, Baba dictated which orders each of his 

lovers was to follow for one year. In some cases, he left it up to the individual. 

These clarifications of Baba’s instructions were also mailed: 

1. Those who have been instructed to follow orders Numbers 2 to 5 (no alcohol, meat, 

fish and eggs) must follow these orders, under any circumstances, including sickness. 

2. In case of illness, when no solid food is taken, any kind of liquid food can be taken, as 

many times as the patient likes during the fast, under orders 20 and 21. 

3. Snuff and chewing tobacco is allowed during the fast. 



4. Paan, fruit and sweetmeats can be taken immediately following meals only (breakfast 

and supper). 

5. Aerated soda water (no sweet drinks) can be counted as water. 

6. Taking of medicines does not affect any of the rules. 

 

On 6 July, Baba asked the women mandali, “How do you like this bungalow?” All said it 

was quite good, and Baba remarked: 

This bungalow is very fine, with a lovely garden and other amenities, but the well is 

almost empty, and there are heaps of snakes! It is said there is a man-eating python on the hill near 

our compound. But no amount of snakes, mosquitoes and insects will make us move from here! 

Unless there is no more drinking water; then we might shift to another bungalow. 

I do not move from a place for nothing. Just consider how, with such a large party and 

such heavy baggage, I have been traveling, and think what it costs. We have to sit or stand, 

cramped in the train or bus like pieces of luggage. And, when I tell Elizabeth to brush her teeth in 

the early morning, after saying, “What, why, how, when and where,” she goes back to sleep! 

This tour has an objective, else I would not take you from place to place. In these 

journeys, you are harassed, and so am I; but for my work, I have to do it. 

On Sunday afternoon, 7 July 1940, Baba talked with the women about various matters: 

From August 1, we will speak about the war and nothing else. The conditions that prevail 

in the world today are the cause of its suffering. But this misery and suffering are not for 

emancipation. Only love can achieve that. The worst of sinners, after undergoing untold privations, 

have turned into the greatest of saints. Even a sinner worse than Hitler can become a saint. If a man 

such as Hitler were really to feel what he has done and repent for it, then it would be greatness on 

his part. 

All this is the play of the mind! The mind goes one way and it keeps on going. Hitler 

thinks that what he does is absolutely right — that he is doing justice for Germany. Mussolini 

thinks what he is now doing for Italy, compared to its former suffering, is quite good. With these 

thoughts, for their one right, they feel justified to commit millions of wrongs! 

The more the gains now, the more the intoxication for still more. Drunkards, when they 

get drunk, challenge, “Come one, come all!” It’s not the drunkards who say it, but their 

intoxication! Thus, out of sheer hostility, the more wrongs done, the more the repentance. 

Churchill is a good match for them both. Had it been Chamberlain, he would not have 

done what Churchill did to the French fleet [bombing it at Oran]. He would have just opened his 

umbrella and done this and that. He is a thorough gentleman. He works under Churchill, and his 

speech two days ago was wonderful. And like Churchill, he is very honest. 

How does this all work? We are all nations. Each one of you represents a nation. Mansari 

is a small nation, Nonny was a big nation and so on. Each one, according to her greatness or 

smallness, her greed, her longing for power and possessions, tries diplomatically to get what she 

wants. 

But when one loses in war, one tries to get into the next war. The mentality is like that. 

For example: What will you fight with? With arms! The only solution for it is to cut off 

everybody’s arms. Then they will find themselves “armless,” and come to the conclusion that this 

armless-ness has come about because of their showing the strength of their arms. Then they will 

promise each other from the bottom of their hearts to maintain weapons but never to use them on 

each other. Then they help each other and become like members of one family. This is what is 

being done. 

All will be exhausted, just go limp. No one wins, no one loses; all will be half-dead. 

There was never such a war! France first fought side-by-side with England, now she fights against 

her. Such a muddle! But master of the whole situation is Russia. Germany tells Rumania to keep 

quiet, and promises not to invade her. Russia knows that if it sides with Germany, England would 

be beaten and vice versa. Germany and Rumania are both trying to please Russia. 

Religion has to go, and God, Truth has to come. Definitely! 

Gandhi tells Britain to be non-violent. To let Germany take over England, to let 

themselves be killed, to be destroyed! But not to fight! What he says is 100 percent right and true, 

but absolutely impossible and impractical! Hitler and Gandhi are both right in their way of thinking 

according to their own conceptions. But both are stark mad [to think so]! Both are extremes. 

Extreme violence, when it reaches the zenith, becomes non-violence and vice-versa. 

Mussolini is purely a worldly type. Garlic! He tries to snatch here and there. Hitler is a 

beast, but also a man. Mussolini is simply a bear. Gandhi is impractical, but a very good man. He 



thinks [about] what is right, tries to act up to it, admits his weaknesses. The world will never be 

non-violent. It will be more than non-violence. And more than non-violence is love. 

Non-violence means eternal resistance to the longing to retaliate. Love needs no efforts. It 

is different from resistance to longing. Love demands self-control and spontaneous happiness for 

the Beloved. This effort is necessary for love, but it is not dry. Non-violence is not the self-control 

that is needed in love. It is a continuous resistance to the longing to retaliate. One is effort for 

transformation, the other is an effort for repression. But Gandhi is much above Hitler and 

Mussolini. He is a great man. Wherever he feels his weakness, he admits it. 

The next day, 8 July, Baba stated to the women: 

Kill to defend without hate. France will hate England. Of what use is democracy if it 

cannot help? So neither it nor totalitarianism will remain. Both will go. To get Turkey in a mess 

before we leave Ranchi, there is only one solution. Tomorrow we go to the [Jonah] Falls, the day 

after to the circus, and then we get buried [in seclusion] in this house until we go! 

Tomorrow, seeing the Falls will make Turkey fall, and seeing the elephant ride the cycle 

[in the circus] will make Turkey ride wild horses! 

As promised, Baba took the women to see the Jonah Falls, 23 miles away, on the 9th. The 

next evening, Baba took the women and the mandali to Karlekar’s Circus. But they could not enjoy 

the performance, as it was raining and the canvas tent was torn and leaking. During their two-week 

stay in Ranchi, these were the women’s only two outings and they were confined to their quarters 

for the rest of the stay in Ranchi. 

 

On the evening of 7 July, Baba had sent Kaka to Calcutta to bring masts to him. With much 

difficulty Kaka managed to bring Karim Baba to Ranchi on the 9th. The mast had not left his seat 

in Calcutta for over ten years. Only by Baba’s inner help did the mast agree to accompany Kaka 

(who later said he was repeating Baba’s name inwardly). Baba remarked, “The work accomplished 

by Kaka in bringing this mast here is more than the work which will be accomplished by the 240 

persons who have pledged to abide by the restrictions given them by me for one year.” 

Baba at once saw in the mast’s eyes and expression a resemblance to one of the old 

members of the mandali, Karim, and for that reason named him Karim Baba. Karim Baba was kept 

in a room near Chatti Baba, where Baba would visit him a number of times during the day, and also 

before retiring for the night. 

Karim Baba’s eyes shone as bright as a tiger’s. He would swallow copper coins and then 

carefully remove them from his stools, clean them with his clothes and then swallow them again! 

He was extremely dirty, stinking beyond description, but would not allow any of the mandali to 

remove his clothes or give him a bath. Once, when Baidul tried to remove his stool before he could 

extract the coins, Karim Baba, who was usually silent, let out such a roar as if he would tear Baidul 

apart! The mast was therefore left alone, undisturbed. 

The mast’s fingernails were extremely long and sharp and Baba warned everyone to take 

care as Karim Baba might scratch one on the face, if he were out of mood. Baba even hinted, “He 

might even go for me when I am alone working with him.” 

The day the mast arrived, Baba informed the women in the evening: “Today I am very 

happy. There are two very advanced souls who control the whole of Calcutta: one woman, very 

old, who looks like Babajan, and one man, whom the Fatty [Kaka] has brought here today.417 

 

417 “Fatty” was Baba’s nickname for Kaka Baria when in the presence of the Eastern women, since no 

man’s name was to be mentioned in front of Mehera. Likewise, Baba would refer to Baidul as his wife 

“Soltoon’s sister.” 



“I saw both during my last trip to Calcutta. The man who has been brought was sitting in 

one place for ten years. People bring him food, as many believe in him, and he eats it all. He does 

not bathe. He ties wire and rags around himself. Nothing would make him move. Then I sent for 

him here through Kaka. How Kaka managed, he alone knows, but when the mast was put in a tonga, 

at least 500 people followed him to the train. 

“Tomorrow, I will show him to you all. When we were in Calcutta and saw him, it was 

raining so very hard, but he was just lying there oblivious to it. He doesn’t speak a word.” 

After four days of Baba’s contact in Ranchi, however, suddenly Karim Baba began singing, 

which was unheard of, as none in Calcutta had ever found him in a happy mood. 

 

Baba was fully occupied with his mast work in Ranchi, working primarily with Chatti Baba 

and Karim Baba. Occasionally, Baba would drop a few hints of how his work with them was related 

to the war. Once when Chatti Baba was out of sorts, Baba sent Krishna to ask him what was the 

matter. The mast kept quiet and only after Krishna had asked a number of times did Chatti reply, 

“How will you ever understand this great thing?” 

Although Baidul would work wholeheartedly and very hard in the mast work, his mind 

would at times trouble him. He could not accept Mohammed as a saint or wali, thinking him to be 

mad for playing with dirt or digging with his fingers in dirt. A few days before, on 6 July, it began 

raining heavily. Baidul tried to dissuade Mohammed from playing in the dirt (or deesh as he called 

it), and to come in out of the rain to protect his health. Baidul was rather harsh with him and 

Mohammed started crying. Baba happened to come by when Baidul was threatening Mohammed 

and forcefully pulling him out of the mud and rain. It was this incident that caused Baba to give a 

long explanation about the condition of these masts and the undesirability of using any force on 

them. 

You have no idea how these masts feel in this changed environment. All the care we 

bestow — the food and clothing we give — is no obligation to them at all, for they do not need it; 

rather they resent it. In allowing us an opportunity to serve, they are, on the contrary, obliging us. 

Otherwise, it is a binding to those accustomed to live freely and happily according to their own 

peculiar whims and methods. To distract them from a particular thing in which they are interested is 

a torture to them, for they find relief even in staying in their squalor and playing with dirt and filth. 

A mast such as Karim Baba gulping five and six coins at a time and passing them out in 

his stools, and again gulping them down is an example of this. It is his method. If you try to stop it, 

even with the best of motives to keep him clean and out of the dirt, and he gets enraged, you could 

be doomed for life, because the wrath of masts and saints is very dangerous. 

Mohammed’s trait of finding and looking at his deesh is a sort of relief to him to be thus 

occupied. You think that he is playing with dirt and is exposed to the elements. With the best of 

motives of safeguarding his health, you try to bring him in. When he resists, you forcibly try to pull 

him out and break his link to what he has seen in that particular object, through the higher 

consciousness of the spiritual plane on which he is. And what happens? The moment he finds you 

trying to dissuade him, he feels disturbed and is indecisive whether to be there or here, i.e., where 

his consciousness has taken him on the higher planes through the thing he is looking at, or where he 

is called on by you to go, leaving his deesh on this earthly plane. 

This is no joke. It is a regular torture to Mohammed to reconcile the two different and 

conflicting states of the higher and lower planes of consciousness. If, in the torments of this torture 

or excitement, he were to abuse or curse anyone for thus disturbing him in the enjoyment of his 

ecstasy, the cursed one would be doomed for this life. It is simply because of me that he cannot do 

this and you are saved from his wrath. That is why I have been asking you constantly to be very 

tolerant and lenient with the masts and never to disturb them if they are persistent, even when you 

have the best of motives such as to protect them from the elements, uncleanliness, et cetera, which 

is also one of your duties. 

The best way to handle them is the way of love and mild persuasion. If these do not 

succeed, nothing else will. Compulsion or force would be worse, even if they cannot hurt you for 

my sake. It reacts on them and causes them to suffer, which I do not want. For I know what a 

torture it is to them, and how they suffer. 



It is a torture both ways. First of all, the masts suffer from being deprived of their own 

environment and their freedom in the places where they used to live. To be thus kept confined, even 

with all the other liberties we give them, and best care we take of them is to suffer. Secondly, the 

masts suffer whenever disturbed and pulled out of their ecstatic enjoyment. It is because they feel 

happy in my presence that they stay. They see me and know me as none of you do. That is why 

they are quiet. Otherwise, they would be impossible to manage. 

If efforts made with love are effective with worldly people, they would be all the more 

effective and essential in dealing with these saintly beings who are lost in the love of God. You 

love to enjoy one phase of some of their peculiar traits when they are quiet and pleasing. You 

should equally enjoy the other phase of their insistence in the experience of the bliss they find in 

certain things which your eyes cannot penetrate, nor your mind understand. 

 

Ranchi is a famous resort area in India. Before leaving Meherabad, Baba had urged Don 

and the other men to take complete rest in Ranchi and make the most of the month before the 1st 

of August, when the newly imposed restrictions would come into force and they would have to lead 

a strictly disciplined life for a year. Baba had promised a “glorious time” in Ranchi and suggested 

that the trip would be more of a holiday or recreation, than one of strictly work. However, the men 

were under no misapprehensions about what a long trip with the Master involved. The rainy weather 

kept everyone indoors most of the time, preventing them from even taking walks. Then Baba’s 

work with the masts and the arduous work of preparing 240 typed lists of 31 orders as soon as they 

arrived made all their “dreams of a holiday during the tour vanish into thin air,” as Chanji recounted 

sardonically. 

Mehera, Mani, Naja and Khorshed were adjusted to living in seclusion, but for the Western 

women, the confined experience at Ranchi was a new one. The men too were much more restricted 

in their movements there, as on one side of Golkothi the women were staying, on another side were 

the masts’ quarters, and on a third was a large hill full of deadly snakes. In the end, they felt like 

incarcerated prisoners! 

Every afternoon or evening, Baba would visit the women and discuss the latest war news, 

or his work with the masts. On Thursday, 11 July 1940 at 4:30 p.m., he observed: 

Now England is doing fine, on water and in the air. If France declares war on England, 

what a surprise! England has set everyone against it. Ireland is another problem. Mark my words: It 

is 100 percent America’s failure that has broken France’s heart and made her hate democracy. Look 

at the facts. What did the last constitution give France? Destruction! Now that all the people of 

France are accepting Germany, it means they hate democracy. 

The next evening, Baba explained at length: 

Tomorrow, all of you write down the seven names of God and learn them by heart after 

seven days. Then you have to sing from your heart, “Hari, Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, God, 

Yezdan, Hu.” So all must sing it from the heart. The orders that I will give to each will have to be 

obeyed 100 percent. Try your utmost. You will have helped me by doing your best. If you obey 

fully, you have helped me fully. If you obey ordinarily, you help ordinarily. Have this very clear. 

This one year you will all see me very little. Let this one year of your life be just for 

obeying orders. It will not help me a bit if you do not obey, and then repent and feel sorry. If I say 

don’t talk ill of one another, it means just that under every circumstance. If you talk ill of anyone 

once and then feel sorry, that won’t mean anything. 

So be on guard every moment. Your yoga for one year is to obey orders with all your 

hearts. [It will be] a supreme sacrifice for some of you, and for Mehera, since she will not be seeing 

much of me. But obeying the orders I give you will be helping me. Regarding the [men] mandali, 

some I will send to the mountains, a few to beg. But for you all it is simpler, but more difficult. 

Difficult because of the orders I just said. If one of you obeys implicitly, as I want you to, then I 

will be happy. 

Changing the topic, Baba mentioned Karim Baba: 

What a miracle has happened! This mast who for ten long years did not leave his place, 

and who people said did not move, has come here! And for ten years people did not hear him utter a 



word, even those who stay near him. Also many Christians believe in him and give him food. They 

all told Kaka the same. When Kaka and I went to him in Calcutta, he did not speak. The first two 

days here he did not speak. But last night he sang out loudly and then began abusing everyone. My 

touching him for three days has made him speak. For ten years he was mild; now he will become 

very wild! What he sang after ten years was [in Urdu]: "God can be found in the jungle. He can be 

found in the cities!” And this song he repeated for an hour and then started cursing! 

From the 1st of August, you all sing with the harmonium. For one year, you will eat only 

once a day. Eat as much as you like at one sitting, for as long as you like, for half or one hour. In 

Europe people will starve after six months. They will eat horses, rats, children, old people. 

Compared to them, you are in heaven! But you all will have to obey even if you die! Twice tea or 

coffee, morning and noon, with milk. It will not go easy for the first few days for anyone who likes 

tea and coffee. But if it were easy, what would be the meaning of one year’s life of sacrifice? Even 

I will have to give the supreme sacrifice in my own way. 

Bhaiyyas [a strong, muscular Hindu caste from Central India] eat once a day all their 

lives, a huge pile of chapatis and dal! And how strong they are! It is control. People quickly 

become excited when they are hungry and when they fast. So control anger. Give Elizabeth your 

cup of coffee. India is also the land of coffee and tea. 

England will find it very difficult to eat [find food]. They will all starve. They will eat 

rats, bats, cats, and even old men and women! Mark my words. America now feels that it will have 

to fight sooner or later. It will be terrible. America will not suffer less than England and France. 

The only thing that we are concerned with at the moment is to get Turkey into this mess 

before the 19th [of July]. 

On Sunday, 14 July 1940, Baba commented about the masts: 

The mast from Calcutta [Karim Baba] smoked four cigarettes at a time today. He also 

sang: "I am the Raja [King]. I am the Khwaja [Master]!” 

He sits at one place the whole day long, and goes to the toilet there. I clean it with phenol. 

Although he sits all day and takes no exercise, he has no liver trouble, no headache and his bowels 

function regularly. His body is taken care of naturally. He is superconscious all day. 

Today Mohammed made us all laugh. He told Shariat Khan: “My daughter has become 

big now. You must bathe, clothe, feed and educate her!” 

And Shariat replied, “Oh, I have 99 million children to look after. One more won’t 

matter!” 

On the 15th, Baba again commented about the list of restrictions to come into effect after 

fifteen days: 

These orders are very important. It is most difficult not to backbite. Still, the more you 

try, the more you help me. It is very easy to say that she is bad. But when one is bad, then to feel 

she is not bad is most difficult! To take food once a day is easy, but to think well of others is real 

help. 

Even if just one of you does it, I shall be happy. Criticism is in everyone’s blood, and it is 

real self-control not to indulge in it. Suppose you are having three slices of bread and butter and 

Nadia [Nadine] takes one slice and eats it. What would you say? You would think her mean. But if 

you offer her another slice sincerely and say she is nice, that is something great and uplifting. 

It means in short, every moment of this one year, except the hours you are asleep, you 

have to be on guard if you honestly wish to obey these orders. That is the long and short of it, and 

that is how I want it. From the moment you get up, until you go to sleep, be on guard. Remember 

the orders and do it. 

 

On Tuesday, 16 July 1940, after listening to Winston Churchill’s speech on the radio, Baba 

remarked how much he liked it and commented: 

England will be worse than defeated; she will be made helpless. But it will be a good 

world later when, just as we saw in the circus the other night when the lion, goat and cow all ate 

together out of the same plate; the Germans, Indians and English will all eat out of one plate — 

with no trainer, but with my help. 

Hitler has met his match in Churchill. There will be many more surprises in this war. 

Two countries might side together today and fight tomorrow and get in a muddle. Hitler wants 

Europe; Japan wants all of the East. In Europe, Britain will not let Germany have the upper hand. 



But will America fight Japan, or let her have control of Asia? Americans will fight for the kick of 

it. 

Once when I was on a walking tour with the mandali in Gujarat, we had to cross the 

Narmada River where the soil was very slippery. If we put our feet in, we sank knee deep. One 

mandali called Barsoap got stuck chest deep. I sent another mandali to take him out. As Barsoap 

was fat, the other needed strength to pull him out, but instead he got stuck in the mud himself up to 

his neck! I sent some more [men] to take them out. 

That’s how Mussolini will get Hitler stuck. It will not be today, but it will happen. Then 

both will get stuck. Mussolini is going to get Hitler stuck! Mussolini is useless in war, but not 

purposely. And if in between Hitler dies? 

 

Meanwhile Pappa Jessawala could not find a suitable bungalow to rent in Rangoon. He 

telegraphed this to Baba who immediately canceled his proposed visit to Burma. Pappa returned to 

Calcutta, and Baba sent Chanji to meet him with new instructions to search for an appropriate spot 

for Baba on Ankai Mountain near Manmad. From Calcutta, Pappa went directly to Manmad. 

From Ranchi, on 15 July, Baba sent Pendu a telegram instructing him to build a bamboo 

cage in one of the rooms in the mast ashram on Meherabad Hill for Karim Baba. Baba instructed 

most of the men mandali to return to Meherabad with the masts, while he, accompanied by the 

women, Chanji and Kaka, took a train to Calcutta on the 19th. 

Arriving in Calcutta at 6:30 A.M. the next morning, they checked into the Majestic Hotel. 

It was very difficult at times to travel with the Eastern women and keep them in strict seclusion. 

Sometimes it was necessary to screen off the train or bus windows so that no man might 

inadvertently look inside. 

In Calcutta, Baba showed the women the Botanical Gardens where there was a giant 

banyan tree, which once sheltered 15,000 British soldiers. They also visited the zoo, a Hindu temple 

consecrated to Kali, a Jain temple, and walked through the large marketplaces of the city. 

The next day they purchased a bird at the pet bazaar and a tailless monkey, whom Baba 

named Jumpu, who had caught hold of Baba’s sleeve as he passed. Jumpu smelled foul, but he was 

so affectionate that he soon endeared himself to all. Norina was instructed to look after the monkey. 

She had to conceal him from the conductor when they traveled by train back to Meherabad. 

Baba and the party left Calcutta by train at 5:20 P.M. on Tuesday, 23 July 1940. They 

reached Chakradharpur at midnight, where the mandali were waiting to join them for the return 

journey to Meherabad. The masts Mohammed, Shariat Khan and Karim Baba were with them, and 

the mandali had a “hell of a time” convincing the masts to board the train. In fact, Chatti Baba was 

missing because he refused outright to board the train and so Don, Savak and Baidul eventually 

brought him two days later. 

 

Baba returned to Meherabad at 10:30 on the morning of 25 July, and immediately became 

immersed in mast work. The bamboo cage-room on the hill was ready and Karim Baba was housed 

there. Chatti Baba, Mohammed and Shariat Khan were accommodated in separate rooms within 

the mast ashram on the hill. The remainder of the mad and masts had been staying in the Family 

Quarters during Baba’s absence. 

Immediately upon their return, Baba informed the women: 

I will give you your orders tomorrow. I know you will follow all of them, except the one 

of not criticizing and speaking ill of others! That one you won’t be able to obey. I have been 

observing it all for the past few days. I do not care if you do not obey, but if you do you will help 

me. If you do not you are of no help. The only hope — which is only one percent — is that from 

August 1st you might try your best. Everybody fights and, as far as this order is concerned, all are 

hopeless! Try your best to overcome it. Your fighting is all childish and has no sense. If you try you 

will control, but trying means thinking of me. I will be visiting once a week to see you for a few 

hours, and if later I go to a nearby mountain, still I will come once a week. 



The first hour [of my visits] I will spend with the girls [Mehera, Mani, Naja, Khorshed] in 

this house, so that Mehera will also be satisfied by seeing me. Then I will call you all and talk with 

you for a few hours. Each will have a duty and you must do it with all your heart. If you do not get 

angry, you are a stone. If you get angry and cannot control it, you are an animal. If you get angry 

and can control it you are an angel, a saint! It is going against one’s nature and habit that helps. Not 

getting angry will not help. You must not express it! Impotence is no help ... 

If you think of me, these orders will go easy for you. Yoga means control, which is more 

difficult than cutting off your arms and giving up your eye! When Christ said give your other cheek 

to be slapped, it means control. But the world thinks that if you get slapped and don’t get excited, 

you are either a coward or shameless. Innocent and fair criticism does not hurt and is good, but it is 

quite rare. What I mean by talking ill of others is when you criticize and it hurts; it hurts when you 

criticize excitedly, out of anger. When you criticize with love and kindness, how can it hurt? 

Gautama Buddha gave twelve orders to his circle members, the first of which was to 

guard against looking at a woman. He meant for none of his disciples to risk being enveloped in 

lust in the slightest, and to be saved by not even looking at any woman. He knew that this would 

give rise to one weakness in his disciples — of always being nervous when in the company of 

women — but Buddha knew that this weakness was better than the risk. 

Any remark or criticism that does not hurt is good. Make fun, joke, humor, but don’t hurt 

anyone and talk back. If you point out the shortcomings of others lovingly, without any feeling of 

hate or animosity, it is all right. Even arguing with love is permitted. Try your utmost to help me, 

which you can do by acting according to my wish. Sacrifice your sweet habit of hurting others. 

Fight to overcome lust, anger and greed. To control is not to do that which you have been used to 

doing. 

As my work will be based on my own supreme sacrifice, these sacrifices of yours will 

make it easy. If you fail once, do not give up but try again. If you succeed once, you will have 

helped me a lot. If you fail nine times and win once, that too helps. If a man feels hot, is feverish, is 

hungry or is ill, he gets excited and angry. If you have a toothache, you are more apt to become 

excited about something than otherwise. Compared to a toothache, lust, anger and greed are most 

horrible diseases. Try to free yourselves from them. 

There is no question of compromise in spirituality. Every desire is to be extirpated 100 

percent. It is either “Yes” or “No!” 

The next day, Baba explained to the men: 

These orders are to be very strictly and seriously observed. It will help me a great deal in 

my work, which is the spiritual regeneration of mankind at this critical period. It will require 

supreme self-sacrifice, and in this sacrifice I want all my dear ones to participate to the best of their 

ability. These orders are not to be treated lightly, but considered as the greatest injunction that a 

time such as this needs. Everyone has to contribute his or her quota in this. Every effort will count. 

About the war and its leaders, Baba once told the men, “Hitler is the chief villain, Churchill 

the hero, and Mussolini a comedian in my divine drama.” 

Later that day (26 July), expanding on the same theme to the women, Baba remarked: 

This war is a big drama. There is the hero, heroine, villain, all playing their parts in the 

drama. It is not Hitler’s fault if he is playing the villain in God’s drama. It’s good he is acting his 

part well. I like villains, heroes, angels, devils — anyone who acts their parts perfectly! 

Baba then gave the women their duties and lists of individual orders to be followed for one 

year. He instructed Nadine, Irene, Mansari and Kharmen Masi to keep silence during this period. 

Besides Jumpu the monkey, another new addition to the pets kept on the hill was a German 

Shepherd pup. Baba took a special interest in the pure black puppy and named it Warrior.418 

Several close followers came to Meherabad to see Baba before he retired into seclusion. 

Ramjoo arrived on the evening of 26 July and saw Baba at 7:30 p.m., before returning to his home 

in Nasik the same night. Jalbhai arrived the following day, and Maneck Ranji, Sarosh and Viloo on 

the 28th. Naosherwan Satha came on the 29th, and Aloba on the 31st. 

 
418 Warrior was given to Baba by Piloo Satha, whose Alsatian at Akbar Press had had a litter on 20 April 

1940. 



 

Ankai, a mountain ten miles from Manmad, is the place where the rishi (sage) Agastya 

Muni had done severe penance. Upasni Maharaj had also spent some time in seclusion there, and 

Baba revealed that the place was surcharged with spirituality. 

Pappa Jessawala and Kaka Baria had been sent to Ankai on 26 July 1940. They returned to 

Meherabad on the 28th, after visiting some caves on the hill. Two days later, Baba sent a group of 

five men — Pappa, Gustadji, Pleader, Savak and Swami Bhabananda — to stay at Ankai in the 

caves for one full year, coinciding with Baba’s seclusion at Meherabad. Gustadji was already 

observing silence and Pleader, Savak and Bhabananda were ordered to remain silent also. Pappa 

was to be their spokesman, and Baba instructed all “to obey” Pappa. Baba directed Pappa to look 

after the others well. While the group was preparing to depart for Ankai, Baba encouraged Pappa 

seriously, “Your austerities on the mountain will result in your spiritual progress.” How Pappa’s 

and the others’ “spiritual progress” was achieved will be seen soon! 

Swami Bhabananda, after his pilgrimage to Rameshwaram and Pandharpur, had stayed on 

in Bangalore and then accompanied the mandali to Meherabad. Kale, Adi Sr., Ghani, Dattu 

Mehendarge and Sidhu were still living in Bangalore. Since the Byramangala construction work 

had come to a halt on 8 July, Padri, Masaji and Murli had moved back to Bangalore.419 Naoroji 

Dadachanji had rejoined his family in Bombay. Kaka Baria and Chanji were in Bombay distributing 

literature about Meher Baba.420 Chhagan was in charge of the mad ashram at Meherabad and staying 

with his wife and daughter in the Arangaon Family Quarters. Baidul was in charge of the mast 

ashram up the hill. Pendu, Sailor, Homi, Don, Nilu, Masaji, Krishna, Kalemama, his brother 

Annasaheb Kale, Vishnu and Vishnu’s mother Kakubai were all staying in lower Meherabad. 

Masaji, Kalemama and Annasaheb Kale were also ordered to observe silence from the 1st of 

August. 

 

On Thursday, 1 August 1940, Baba retired into seclusion in the mast ashram on Meherabad 

Hill at 4:00 P.M. after reading the day’s mail. He fasted on water the whole day.421 Thereafter, he 

began eating only once a day, as he had instructed some of his lovers to do. No one (including the 

mandali) was allowed to see him, except for Vishnu, who would go to him with the mail, telegrams 

and messages. Since all correspondence had stopped, there were hardly five or six letters received 

each day. So Vishnu would only go to Baba once a day in the morning, unless telegrams were 

received, in which case he would go back. Sometimes Adi Sr. in Bangalore would write to Baba, 

but Baba would not open his letters. He would ask, “Why does Adi write when he knows that 

correspondence has stopped?”422 

The only other resident besides Vishnu who was fortunate enough to see Baba during his 

seclusion was the young servant Kashya S. Kamble, 22, who would bring Baba the Times of India 

at 8:30 every morning. Baba, however, was always particular to ask Vishnu about each of the 

Meherabad men and women mandali’s health, work, duties and activities. 

Krishna was Baba’s personal attendant and would take Baba his tea, food and water, but 

he never saw Baba at these times. Baba was not staying in one room, but moving about the 

 
419 Ghani was editing the Meher Baba Journal. When he informed Baba at the end of July that he had had a 

severe case bronchitis, Padri typhoid, and Dattu rheumatic pain and coughing, Baba wrote back: 

“Sufferings are blessings.” 
420 A small booklet Meher Baba by His Eastern and Western disciples, containing reprints of articles from 

Everyman and Meher Baba Journal, had recently been printed in Bangalore. 
421 It was a national holiday in India that day, in honor of the death anniversary of Lokmanya Tilak, one of 

India’s Founding Fathers. 
422 Later this restriction was eased, and Baba sent cables to Adi Sr. about his and the other Bangalore 

mandali’s health. 



compound of the mast ashram, giving a bath to the four masts and working in seclusion with Chatti 

Baba. Each time Krishna would step inside the compound, Baba would hide himself so as not to be 

seen. Baba remained quite aloof from the outside world, absorbed with working in seclusion with 

the masts. 

Krishna was told to be “in” — meaning, to come inside the mast ashram — at the following 

times: 

5:00 - 6:00 A.M. — Arrange Baba’s bath and toilet. 

7:00 A.M. — For five minutes only to bring tea and take away clothes for washing. 

7:30 - 9:30 A.M.— Take away tea vessels, clean Baba’s latrine, clean Chatti Baba’s room 

and arrange Chatti Baba’s bath and breakfast tea. Bring Baba’s drinking water and take away stale 

vessels. Clean Baba’s room. 

2:00 P.M. — For five minutes to bring Baba’s meal. 

4:00 - 5:00 P.M. — Arrange Baba’s bedding and take away meal vessels. Arrange meal for 

Chatti Baba. 

6:00 P.M. — For ten minutes to bring Baba’s tea and washed clothes. 

6:30 P.M. — For fifteen minutes to take away tea vessels, and clean Baba’s latrine and keep 

a lighted lantern. 

Before entering seclusion, Baba divided the women into different groups of three. Members 

of one group were not to speak with members of another group. Kitty was to pass messages between 

them. The upper floor of the dormitory was divided into smaller cubicles for each group. Baba 

would visit the women’s quarters once a week, every Thursday from 1:30 to 8:00 P.M. During the 

period of his seclusion, he had asked the women to chant the seven names of God each morning. 

Each day they were also ordered to keep silence from 4:30 to 7:00 A.M., from 9:00 A.M. to 3:00 

P.M., and from 8:00 P.M. onward, because at these times Baba was absorbed in working with his 

masts and would not tolerate the slightest noise from outside. 

On Thursday, 8 August 1940, Baba came to see the women and told them more about 

Karim Baba: 

This new one from Calcutta is a very rare type. The state he is in was longed for by 

Ramakrishna and Vivekananda. He never asks for anything, not even water. Whatever you put 

there for him he eats … We put about 200 cigarettes before him and he smoked them all, four at a 

time, and swallowed the ends! It is phenomenal. And then he goes to sleep again. He either sits or 

sleeps. When for my working purposes I want to keep him awake, I put cigarettes before him which 

he smokes continuously. Then he goes to sleep again, although his sleep is not ordinary sleep but 

superconsciousness. 

When I put 50 paan before him, he ate the whole lot. He does not enjoy it, however. It is 

all the same to him. He has not the slightest consciousness of the body. He is now in a cage. I keep 

him locked. Can you guess why? 

When this child gets into a temper he is beyond anyone’s control; not even 100 people 

can control him then.423 When I find him approaching that temper even a little, I go and calm him. 

A child is a child, a mad is a mad, and a ghoul is a ghoul. But this type is all three in one! When he 

acts like that, there is also a reason behind it. The changes and works of the world and humanity are 

played through the great souls [masts] and worked by the Perfect Masters. Why does this saint get 

violent? When the Infinite Power expresses itself through gross form, the gross form reacts in 

reverse, in the opposite way, because grossness is the opposite of God. 

I sent the king mast [Phulwala] back to Belgaum and brought this child mast [Karim 

Baba] in his place. Both keep so healthy, never catch a cold or cough, never have indigestion in 

spite of their being so regardless of their body. King mast and child mast never get sick because 

their body is their slave, instead of their being slaves to their body. 

 

423 Karim Baba had been kept at lower Meherabad for a while, in Baba’s Rahuri Cabin, and when he was 

brought up to the bamboo cage-room on Meherabad Hill, he was taken bound in heavy metal chains. 



Elizabeth said, “And yet Ramakrishna had cancer.” 

All Perfect Masters and Avatars have some deep wound. I have it in my cheek. It is a 

hole. Gulmai has seen it. It is called nasur — fistula. It is sometimes better, sometimes worse. 

Continuing about masts, Baba stated: 

Nowadays, Chatti Baba doesn’t want to come for his bath. So Mohammed goes to his 

door and calls loudly, “Baba come! Take bath! ... Meher Baba is standing. Meher Baba’s legs are 

paining! ... Come, Baba, come!” And then Chatti Baba comes. I bathe him twice daily. About 50 

pails of water each time. After his bath he pours earth over himself. 

Concerning the war Baba stated: 

Now, when I come here every Thursday, we will talk of everything but the war. Soon it 

will spread to Bombay and Ahmednagar. All over the world people are so sad, mad, and soon it 

will be bad beyond conception. So you must follow the orders as you did this week, but more 

wholeheartedly than ever, willingly and happily. Do it, not just because I order you, but because 

you like to obey! 

Baba then told the women about the five men staying in Ankai: 

Theirs is a hard test. Four of them observe silence and the one who is allowed to speak is 

the Pistol [Pappa]. He does everything and makes so much of a row that it drives them all crazy. He 

gets up at 4:00 A.M. and wakes them up just to keep him company. Every week things have to be 

brought from Manmad. There are no wells or proper shelter there. In their weekly report the four 

under him reported, “We will keep silence for eternity and fast to death — only if Pistol is not 

here!” I replied, “Stay with Pistol and keep silence only for one year.” 

Baba came back to see the women after a week, on 15 August. While reflecting upon a 

Gujarati interpretation of the Vedanta, Baba explained about Realization and majzoobs: 

When one is a real child, a kingly child, it means he is God-realized, as in Godhood there 

is pure childhood. That is why Jesus said, “Lest you become like a child, you shall not enter the 

Kingdom of God.” 

To such a child all the universe is as a toy. The whole infinite life is the garden where this 

child plays. 

Majzoob is a Persian word meaning divinely overpowered. One gets drowned, immersed 

completely. We see the majzoobs eating, drinking, sleeping, et cetera, but they themselves do not 

know it — literally. They are not at all conscious of the body. For example, when a person talks, 

sings, or cries in his sleep others hear it, but the person himself is not conscious of it. That is why 

these masts are never ill. 

Out of a thousand million people, only 100,000 are on the Path. Out of these 100,000, 

only ten become majzoobs, and out of the ten, only one comes down as a Perfect Master. 

Today I've talked much. I won’t do it every time. I don’t like it. In the mast ashram I 

don’t talk, I work. 

I want you to start sending Warrior [the puppy] over to the mast ashram every day at 2:00 

P.M. for a week. The night watchman has reported that every morning at 3:00 A.M. two wolves have 

been seen prowling outside the compound, so be careful of the ducks and hens. 

After working intensely with Karim Baba for several weeks, Baba finished his work with 

him and sent him back to Calcutta on 16 August with Kaka Baria. Baba then began staying in the 

cage-room which had been specially built for this “Tiger-mast.” After Calcutta, Kaka went on to 

Tanjore, where he located a mast who refused to accompany him to Meherabad. Kaka went to 

Madras and other places looking for masts, but he was unsuccessful and returned to Bombay. 

During August 1940, Baba sent Masaji (who was on silence) to Pandharpur to bring the 

mast known as Kabir to Meherabad. Kabir was a most frightening character, near-naked, very dirty, 

wild hair and unforgettable; his large mouth had two rows of yellow teeth and he roared with the 

loudest laughter like some wild beast. His haunt was the cremation grounds of Pandharpur, and it 

was said that he swallowed the incinerated ashes of the corpses there. Baba bathed and shaved this 

mast, and sent him back to his haunt after one day at Meherabad. 

 



Meanwhile at Ankai, Gustadji, Pleader, Savak and Bhabananda were facing unexpected 

hardships. Pappa Jessawala would give them tea at 4:00 A.M., lunch would be served at 7:00 A.M., 

afternoon tea at 10:00 A.M. and dinner at 2:00 P.M.! All were forced to follow this absurd regime. 

None could say a word to refute Pappa’s instructions, since they were on silence and had been 

ordered by Baba to obey whatever Pappa said. 

So this was a time of doubly harsh penance for them and their state was such that, if at 7:00 

A.M. (the fixed time for lunch) anyone wanted to go to answer nature’s call, Pappa would not 

tolerate even a moment’s delay and would refuse to give them permission to leave. 

On Thursday, 22 August 1940, when Baba was visiting with the women, he mentioned the 

Ankai group. Before he began, one woman remarked on how well and beautiful he looked. Baba 

commented in reply, “And yet, last night was a terrible night for me.” 

Then he continued: 

Those on the mountain are having a good time — fog, chilly weather, but a spiritual 

atmosphere. This mountain is a Hindu place of pilgrimage and this is the month of pilgrimage. 

Thousands go there. There is the tomb of a well-known Hindu saint, Agastya Muni. Four of the 

mandali are staying right there in a cave. They walk about on a plateau. Out of the five there, the 

only one who speaks is the Pistol. You can picture him telling them all to go to hell when he cannot 

understand their signs! 

At seven in the morning he gets all the food cooked and ready. He wakes them up at 4:00 

A.M.; if they do not get up he makes such a loud racket they have to get up. Even when he was here 

he used to get up at 2:30 A.M. and wake up the [servant] boys. In a way it’s good — it’s discipline, 

it’s his nature. Before he goes anywhere, he packs his luggage and is ready seven days beforehand! 

Norina remarked, “But he is somewhat stingy.” 

“Well, let’s not criticize!” Baba said and smiled in reference to their orders. It was almost 

quarter to four in the afternoon by then, and Baba stated: 

Until four o’clock we talk of war. Churchill will be marked down in history as the 

greatest Prime Minister of England. America is slowly coming in. One thing is definite. India will 

suffer most of all — internal and external, both. We will be in the midst of war. Bombs will drop on 

Norina’s foot!424 

There are four stages of this war. The first is now over and the second will begin. It will 

be bad. The third will be very bad. The whole world will be aflame. The fourth will be termination. 

The three phases are within one year — four months each. 

The difference in good and bad is so subtle, good for one person is bad for others. Hitler 

really thinks he is doing good, but his “good” is “bad” for others! 

Don’t think because I look so happy and well that it is all so easy. I feel very, very well, 

but very depressed. Last night was very bad. 

Baba then commented about meditation and repeating his name: 

Love comes in the last stage of meditation. It is the longing for the Beloved that brings 

one nearer to that stage. In the morning you say the seven names of God. When I say, “Do it from 

the heart,” it means first you must feel that you are taking the name of God. 

Secondly, you must have the fixed idea in your mind that all these names are One. The 

vibration [of your repetition] helps. These names I have so selected and arranged that they vibrate 

and help if done with feeling. I intend for the masts to sing this. They will help more because their 

minds work either too fast or too slow, so that it seems at a stop. 

Some days later, Baba narrated an amusing incident about meditation: 

I had a follower named Barsoap. While meditating, he would go to sleep, but in the 

posture of meditation. When anyone shook him awake, he would claim he was in deep meditation! 

But one day I caught him, and he admitted he was sleeping. 

So, like Barsoap, don’t go to sleep during meditation, but sing the names sincerely. 

 
424 Norina had strained a ligament in her right foot. 



Baba sent word to Don through Vishnu to proceed to Ankai and see how the mandali there 

were faring. He was to ask them whether they would prefer to stay at Ankai or return to Meherabad. 

Don left on the 26th, and returned the same evening with encouraging news. Pappa had told Don 

that all were happy and that he was caring for them well, saying they would of course continue to 

stay at Ankai until Baba himself sent for them. Poor Savak, Gustadji, Pleader and Bhabananda were 

silent, so they could not tell Don the real story. 

Padri came to Meherabad on 26 August from Bangalore, but Baba did not see him that day. 

 

As instructed, daily Krishna would carry Baba’s meals to him in the cage-room, leave the 

food on the floor, and go away without seeing Baba. A bell was hung in front of Baba’s room. After 

eating, Baba would go inside the cage and pull on a rope to ring the bell for Krishna, who would 

come and take away the empty tiffins. Krishna too had a rope on the outside that was attached to 

the bell. When he rang the bell two times at eight in the morning, for instance, Baba would know 

that Vishnu was coming, so he would retire inside. This went on for six or seven days until the 

following incident occurred. 

One afternoon as Krishna sat in his usual position outside the compound gate, he heard the 

bell ring. Krishna related what happened next: 

I wondered why Baba was calling me in the middle of the afternoon, because it was not 

his tea time. I entered the gate. I had just opened the gate when I saw Baba standing in front of me. 

A blazing light stronger than a hundred suns shone from his body. I was overwhelmed by its 

brightness. I swooned. Catching one side of the gateposts with my right hand for support, I lost 

consciousness. 

Baba hurried over to Krishna and grasped his left bicep. He pulled the muscle so hard it 

tore in two pieces. The searing pain brought Krishna back to consciousness. “Why did you come 

inside?” Baba demanded angrily. “Do you want to burn? Do you want to die? Do you want to be 

blind? Why did you come? Who called you?” 

Krishna was weeping. After a few minutes, he replied, “Baba, the bell was ringing.” 

“Who rang the bell?” 

“I don’t know,” Krishna replied. “I'm innocent, Baba.” 

Baba went inside. Krishna remained slumped by the compound gate, unable to move. Baba 

came out again within five minutes. He was smiling. Baba caressed Krishna’s face. “Don’t worry,” 

he said. “I forgive you. What has happened has happened.” Krishna got to his feet and Nilu was 

called to treat his injury. The muscle never healed properly and left a scar. But it served as a lifelong 

reminder to Krishna of what he had seen that day on Meherabad Hill. 

 

On Thursday, 29 August 1940, when Baba was with the women, he commented, “To be 

with me at this period needs infinite good sanskaras of the past.” Baba instructed the women not to 

send the dog Warrior anymore, because he would be shifting the mad and other masts up the hill 

from the Family Quarters. 

Mentioning Mohammed in a humorous vein, Baba stated: “Mohammed’s imaginary wife 

was to have come tomorrow. When he asked if she was coming we said, ‘Yes, but she has fasted 

for a month and is very weak and ill. If you want we can bring her to you on a stretcher.’ And he 

said, ‘No, no, keep her and feed her well on ghee [clarified butter] and when she is well and fat 

bring her.’ So again it is prolonged.” All had a good laugh at this amusing incident. 

Kaka Baria arrived at night with a mast from Bombay. Baba indicated he was one of the 
three genuine masts of Bombay (along with Tipu Baba and a sanyasi saint). Baba bathed him, but 

sent him back the next day, since there was no space to keep him at Meherabad, and the mast also 



did not wish to stay.425 Chhagan would also bring mad persons and masts to Baba to be bathed, 

some of whom were kept at Meherabad. Of the mandali, only Kaka, Chhagan and Vishnu saw 

Baba. (Baba had, however, called Padri and Murli for a few days from Bangalore and gave them 

certain instructions.) 

From his seclusion, Baba began visiting the women mandali twice a week in September, 

on Sundays and Thursdays. He went to their quarters at 1:00 P.M. on Sunday, 1 September, and 

remarked, “The war has entered the second phase.” 

Pendu had been instructed through Vishnu to build another bathroom for Baba’s personal 

use in the mast ashram compound, as Baba wanted to shift the mad up the hill. Baba was working 

with the masts within the barbed wire compound of the Maternity Hospital, but he would not show 

himself as long as Pendu was within the vicinity. He therefore directed that Pendu only work on 

the two days when he went to see the women. 

The mad and a few masts who had been kept in the Family Quarters in Arangaon were 

shifted up to the mast ashram on the 2nd. Baba indicated he wished to work with them for a month 

before sending them away. It also seemed to coincide once again with activities related to the war, 

as from the end of August 1940 to the first week in September, London was being heavily bombed 

by the Germans. 

The women were mostly looking after the animals, which were still kept on Meherabad 

Hill in the “zoo.” Two female peahens, who were called Idi and Jingi, had been added to the 

menagerie. Norina had strained a ligament in her right foot and was temporarily bedridden upstairs. 

As mentioned, Lucky, the monkey, had been put in her charge. He was under the mosquito net. 

Baba would come to see him, hold and caress him, and the monkey would in turn kiss Baba’s neck. 

Lucky was anything but lucky for the women. He proved to be a great mischief-maker. He 

would break loose from his cage under Norina’s net, throw things everywhere, causing noise when 

Baba wanted silence, and in general proved an incredible nuisance. Mansari had been ordered to 

translate the contents of Meher Baba Journal into Gujarati every month, and Lucky caused havoc 

grabbing her ink bottle, papers and pens and running off with them. This annoyed Mansari, but she 

was on silence and could not shout, “Catch him!” as she would have liked. 

Elizabeth and Norina were supposed to be looking after Lucky, and everyone complained 

to them about him. On Thursday, 5 September, when Baba came, Mansari was so irritated, she 

complained to him about Lucky. Baba replied: 

Mansari gets exasperated and excited in no time and cannot control her ire, because she is 

not so strong. And you all cannot help her, because you too are weak. I want you to help each other. 

I do not want you breaking my orders for a monkey. The more I ask you to be more obedient, the 

less you all obey. You obey less and help less because you are helpless! Unless and until you keep 

strict watch over yourselves, you cannot follow my orders. It is not possible! So try! 

Someone asked Hafiz what spirituality meant and he answered in one ode: Unless you go 

against your lower self, you cannot unite with your higher Self. 

Now what is the lower self? That which makes you think you are small, that which makes 

you feel that you are not satisfied, not happy, that which makes others see you as small. 

So the meaning of going against the lower self is to transform this in quite the opposite 

direction. Be that which makes you look big and makes others see you as big. Remain pleased and 

contented, happy and satisfied. When you are displeased, unhappy or upset and moody, it is your 

lower self asserting itself. 

People always put the blame for their dissatisfaction and suffering on others. But the fact 

is, when one suffers it is one’s own fault. Mansari became excited, she was angry and suffered, and 

she laid it all on Elizabeth, Norina and Lucky. But if she had gone beyond the lower self, she would 

have taken it calmly, swallowed it and remained unaffected. If you are firm, nothing will upset you. 

If you try, you will surely have it. 

 
425 Chanji speculated that the mast was not of the type that Baba wished to work with at the time. 



I don’t want any repression, but I do want transformation. I never for one moment say 

that you must not get angry. Don’t be confused. You must get angry when the occasion arises. But, 

at once, you must get it out of your head. If you are not hungry, to fast has no meaning. 

I have told you this story before. Prophet Muhammad once told his chief apostle, Ali, “If 

you want to know me, try your utmost to control your anger and transform it into love.” 

The very next day, someone challenged Ali to a fight. Ali fought him and won. He 

brought the man down and sat on his chest. 

The man spat right in Ali’s face [the worst insult to a Muslim] and Ali got so angry, he 

raised his dagger to kill him. But then Ali remembered what Muhammad had said and so instead, 

he kissed him and let him go. Now if he had not gotten angry, he would not have had the 

opportunity to control himself. 

That does not mean that you should go on kissing each other when you are angry! 

Norina said something in her defense and Baba replied, “Italians can’t control their 

temper.” Baba then touched on characteristics of other nationalities and groups and observed: 

Like the Italians, the Bengalis also cannot control their anger. They are the curse of India. 

All are anarchists. The Germans are cruel and barbarians, but the Italians are playing a very mean 

part for self-gain. The Punjabis are very good. They get very angry, but they are calm and have 

control. Neither of the extremes is good — those who do not get excited and those who very 

quickly lose their temper. But they are great who, though excited, control their temper. I like the 

Punjabis best for that. To become excited and to express it is the easiest thing on earth. But to 

control anger is a great thing. 

If Nadia’s cat eats the bird, Nadia will not get annoyed with the cat. But if Elizabeth sees 

the cat eating the bird, she will punish the cat and Nadia will be upset with Elizabeth. 

Don’t be Italians nor Eskimos, but be Punjabis! 

Before returning to the mast ashram, Baba went with the women to see Lucky and the other 

pets. Lucky broke loose and misbehaved, smearing toothpaste, so Baba beat him with a stick. They 

finally caught the miscreant monkey in the bathroom. Baba was not at all happy. He remarked, “If 

Lucky would die he would be free. My two pets — Chum and Lucky — both have to be kept tied 

up all day.”426 

Baba changed the timing of the women’s daily chanting of the seven names of God from 

5:30–6:00 A.M. to 5:30–6:00 P.M. Naja was not well at the time and Baba remarked, “If Naja dies 

I will place her grave near Nonny’s.” 

When Baba visited the women on Sunday afternoon, 8 September 1940, he explained about 

world conditions: 

Politics has this meaning today: all a mess and very unclean! The rulers of the Indian 

states, the rajas and ranis, have all led scandalous lives. But the British government ignores that, 

and tells them to govern, because all the native kings side with the British. The coronation 

ceremony [in Mysore] is a farce, and the [Indian National] Congress Party hates it. 

India is placed in the worst situation, internally and externally. You will soon see it. The 

Muslims accepted the Viceroy’s offer, whereas the Congress Party has refused it. If the Congress 

declares civil disobedience, it would be going against the Muslims and British both. 

Some like Gandhi and some don’t like him. But he is the only honest man, although weak 

in some matters. The real calamity for the world has not yet begun. When they know that they do 

not know, then they will know! Now they merely say they know. When India gets its share of the 

world calamity — more than any others — then the real thing has begun! 

Changing the subject, Baba explained about meditation: 

Those who can meditate should do so. Those who cannot, should repeat my name for half 

an hour. You must meditate daily, but the day I come to visit you, it doesn’t matter. 

 

426 Chum was a ferocious watchdog and so had to be tied up. 



For some, meditation is suitable, for others, it is not; and a very few enjoy it. The 

meaning of meditation is to go within yourselves, right inside of you! Those who love God, that 

love takes them within. 

In some ashrams like Madurai and Pondicherry, there are actual meditation classes. But 

meditation has never yet made a person one with God! Hafiz said to the Sufis, “If you have the 

‘whim’ to achieve union with God, become as the dust at the feet of One who has become united 

with Him!” 

Meditation gives peace and some inner revelation to some fortunate ones. Aurobindo 

[Ghose] has written in his book, “I am trying to attain to that state through meditation.” If 

Illumination is attained through meditation, it is no small thing. The meaning of meditation is to go 

deep within one’s self. It is self-hypnotism in the divine way — to lose yourself in forgetting the 

self by not thinking of anything but the Self. 

Aurobindo is on the sixth plane, not by the state of a wali-mast, but by meditation. Chatti 

Baba never meditated, yet he sees God all day and night. And, though both are on the sixth plane, 

there is a great difference between them. Love gives permanence, meditation gives samadhi. After 

union with God, complete permanency exists, whether you come down [to gross consciousness] or 

not. If you come down, you bring God with you! 

Aurobindo writes beautifully about the “deep valley” between seeing God and God 

Himself. He says, “We cry out on this side: ‘O God, we see You but cannot come to you! So, at 

least you come to us!’ ” And God replies, “I always come as Ram, Krishna, Buddha, and others.”427 

Sufis don’t give hell for meditation; they love! 

Meditation is good. If you love and meditate, there is no harm. If you love and do not 

meditate, there is no harm. But don’t meditate as if you have taken quinine powder! Like something 

to somehow or other be done and gotten over with! If you are interested in meditation, you ought to 

do it with joy. If you don’t like meditation, then you have to take my name; and if you love me, 

taking my name ought to give you joy. Do it when and where you like. 

Alluding to outside disturbances and noise, Baba stated: 

Even in the Himalayas, you cannot have complete stillness! But after September, you can 

meditate near the Dome [Tomb]. Samadhi is the state where you do not hear a gun fired even at 

close range! The drawback in meditation is that any noise disturbs it. But love has no such 

obstruction. There, the lover is merged in the thought of his Beloved. He does not meditate, he only 

loves. Neither noise nor any obstacle bothers him. 

From 5:30 to 6:00 P.M., the women sang the Seven Names of God in their (east) room before 

Baba, and Baba remarked, “Sing it here every day.” Then he asked them to tell him funny stories, 

which they did until he left at 8:15 P.M. 

 

Meanwhile the four “prisoners of the Pistol” at the Ankai Cave were having a rough time 

under the strange schedule arranged by Pappa Jessawala. Gustadji got so fed up with Pappa’s 

regimen, he had Savak write a pleading letter to Baba, on his behalf, to this effect: 

Dear Baba, 

I was with Sai Baba; I was with Upasni Maharaj; I was with Babajan; and now I am with 

you, Meher Baba. But I have never come across a “Master” like Pappa! Affairs here have reached 

such a state that, either I will have to go away, or the “Master” will have to leave. If you want to 

save us from this sorry situation, the only solution is to free us from the Pistol’s clutches! 

— Gustadji 

The letter was handed to Baba in his seclusion by Vishnu, and it greatly amused him. He 

instructed Vishnu to send Don on the 8th to call the five men back from Ankai. They returned to 

Meherabad on the 10th of September (driven by Don in a bus supplied by Sarosh), and were 

accommodated in the vacant Family Quarters. Their orders of silence, seclusion and fast were still 

 
427 Even though Baba praised Aurobindo’s writing, on one occasion, when he found Adi Sr. reading a book 

of Aurobindo’s, Baba told him: “What have you to do with saints? You have me — the Avatar! Throw all 

those books away!"  



continued, and Pappa Jessawala too was given silence and had no more connection with the four 

men — much to their relief. 

When Don came on the 11th to report to Baba, a well-known Swiss explorer and travel 

writer named Ella Maillart arrived at Meherabad and requested to meet Baba. Since Baba was in 

seclusion, he did not see her, but Don spoke with her briefly.  

Baba continued to work with the mad and masts on Meherabad Hill until Sunday, 15 

September 1940, when, except for Chatti Baba, Mohammed and Shariat Khan, he sent all the others 

away to their respective places with Masaji and Kalemama, who also were both observing silence. 

Baba continued working with the remaining three masts. 

The date was significant, as it coincided with the ending of the Battle of Britain, Hitler’s 

first major defeat in the war. The Germans had already destroyed the armies and air forces of 

France, Belgium and the Netherlands, and the German army was poised for the invasion of Britain. 

September 15th was the climax of the most critical day of the long series of air fights between the 

R.A.F. and the Luftwaffe, known as the Battle of Britain. It is considered one of the most decisive 

battles of the war, ruining Hitler’s ambition of the conquest of England. 

 

Meeting with the women in the afternoon of Thursday, 19 September 1940, Baba heard 

some portions of books about music read aloud, and commented: 

There are 132 tunes in music. The singing, by an expert musician or maestro, is 

wonderful. But they are very rare. There was a blind singer in Delhi, who is now dead, whose 

performance was quite superb. 

God is infinite naad. Kabir calls it Anhad Naad or Infinite Voice. In each subtle and 

mental plane, there are seven tunes. Thus, there are 43 tunes, 42 in the six planes, and one of God’s 

Tune. Even the best and most exquisite true voice of the gross plane is only the seventh shadow of 

that voice which is God’s, and which Christ, Zoroaster and Kabir have called the “Word of God.” 

The voice of the best singer, which makes the rain fall, lights play and people weep, is only the 

seventh shadow of that voice which is God’s. 

If the tune of the sixth shadow is heard, it will make one completely forget the universe. 

This happens on the first plane. If the pilgrim keeps listening to that note, which is continuous on 

the first plane, he cannot go on. On the second plane, when the pilgrim hears the fifth shadow of 

that Eternal Voice, he neither eats nor sleeps. The second plane is far more powerful than the first. 

It is called naad, which means tune. 

Do not take the examples cited literally. How can it be explained? The Hindus call the 

Word of God “Om.” If you close your mouth, you cannot say anything, but you can utter, “Ommm 

... mmm ... mmm” — the seventh shadow of the Voice of God. 

God is Infinite Voice, Infinite Light and Infinite Love. On the first plane, they hear with 

the subtle ear; on the fifth and sixth planes, with the mental ear; and on the seventh plane, they 

become the Voice itself. 

How can you grasp it? Impossible. How can you understand God as Voice and your 

becoming that Voice? 

Baba laughed and sadly shook his head, then continued: 

What is love? [Even] if you love, it is very difficult to define that love. Then just imagine 

how impossible it is to define infinite love! Vedanta says that the sun and the fiery planets are 

merely the seventh shadow of that Light, which is God. A shadow itself is nothing. Therefore, the 

seventh shadow of that shadow means not even nothing. 

God’s Voice is not what we use when we speak. Imagine God as this Voice — they call it 

voice merely to try to explain it. Vedantists cannot explain it. Sufis explain it differently — not as 

shadow but as a “veil.” They describe it like this: Say that you are God. You look into a mirror. 

What you first see in the mirror is on the sixth plane (the first reflection). Then, you see the 

reflection behind a veil in the mirror and that is on the fifth plane (the second reflection). The 

reflection behind another veil, behind the first veil, is on the fourth plane (the third reflection), and 

so on; veil after veil until the seventh. These are the “seven veils.” 

Continuing, Baba spelled out from the alphabet board, which Mani read: 



Take another example: Say consciousness is God. You, Elizabeth, are conscious of 

holding Kippy in your lap. Then you imagine you have a tiger in your lap. This imagination is the 

first shadow of this consciousness. Then comes the shadow of this shadow, the sixth plane, and so 

on. 

Another example: In India, they make bells by hand, not by machinery. First, they mold a 

bell of earth, then pour melted metal on top, and make a metal bell. After the process is over, they 

remove the earthen bell. Now, this earthen bell is the first shadow of the real bell. Although it is the 

exact replica of the real bell, it is only earth and cannot ring. Therefore, if the difference between 

the bell and its first shadow (earthen bell) is so vast, what must the seventh shadow be? Just 

nothing! 

If in the first shadow there is no metal, but earth, what would they find in the seventh 

shadow? I, who explain this more clearly than anyone in the world, even I cannot explain clearly 

enough in words! 

Once a man who never had a headache went to a hakim [unani doctor], and asked him, 

“What is a headache?”428 The hakim knew what it was, for he had experienced it. He explained for 

hours in words and actions, but the man could not imagine what a headache could be like. At last, 

in exasperation, the hakim got an idea. He picked up a stone and struck the man squarely on the 

head. The man knew at once what a headache was, and with his question answered in this realistic 

manner, he left. 

About the shadows, I can give you the experience in a second, but cannot explain it to 

you in words. 

I said this world is the seventh shadow of God. If God does not exist, the world would not 

exist. But the Voice of God is not sound. Even on the third plane, there is no sound. On the first 

plane is subtle sound — very, very faint. In the second plane, the sound is more “drowning,” and 

you get drowned in it. But that Voice which is God, the shadow of that Voice, is overpowering in 

the third plane. Sufis call it “dumbfounding.” 

Nadine could not grasp it and asked, “Does the shadow of the Voice of God gradually get 

fainter in every plane?” 

Baba replied: 

You cannot say that God is infinite and gets more and more finite on every plane. Infinite 

cannot be finite. If you say God’s Voice becomes weaker, it is not right. God’s Voice cannot 

become weaker. 

It is like the example of the bells. Let us say, the first bell is of gold, and that its first 

shadow is an iron bell; the second shadow is an earthen bell; the third shadow is a paper bell, and so 

forth. All have the same shape, but the gold bell and the paper bell are quite different. So, in the 

case of the paper bell you cannot say the gold bell has become weaker. 

 

Throughout September 1940, Baba continued to work in strict seclusion in the mast ashram 

on the hill. He also continued his visits to the women twice a week, on Thursdays and Sundays. 

During this period, Baba had passed on to Rano a portrait someone had done of him, 

painted on a piece of plywood. Baba instructed Rano to paint his picture over it, in a seated posture, 

wearing a sadra with his long hair open. This she did, titling the work The Avatar.429 

On Sunday, 22 September, Baba asked the women, “Who was it who said, ‘Unless you 

lose yourself, you cannot find yourself?’ ” 

Elizabeth replied, “Christ.” 

“What does it mean?” Baba asked. 

One woman replied, “To conquer desire.” 

Another replied, “To annihilate the lower self.” 

 
428 Unani is the traditional herbal medical system of Muslims.  

429 Rano’s painting is now kept at Meherabad. 



Elizabeth answered, “To quote the words of the saint: ‘Let not my will be done, but Thine.’ 

” 

Baba nodded in approval and stated that Elizabeth’s was the nearest to being correct. He 

explained in detail: 

It means three things in one: first, love God so much that you forget yourself; second, 

sacrifice your carnal desires for the soul; and third, complete resignation to God’s will. 

And when you love too much, you do forget yourself. Now how to do that practically? 

Love for other things like men, women, cars, dogs, et cetera, comes spontaneously. It is no gift, but 

spontaneity; it is natural. Loving God comes by practice and by process to a certain point. But 

loving God most is a gift. To love Baba, you need to think of Baba. If you think of Baba, you do 

not think of yourself. The more you think of Baba, the less you think of yourself. So, to love God 

so much that you forget yourself means that you think of God so much that you can no longer think 

of yourself! By thinking continually, you become what you think of deeply. The mind makes one 

[become] what one thinks of deeply. 

If you think of Baba all the time, you cannot think of yourself. If you don’t think of me, 

you will remain unmoved. Only when Rano thinks of Nonny does she feel bad. When she doesn’t 

think of her mother, there is no feeling. 

Yet another meditation class has opened in Poona, called The Mother’s Lodge. These 

meditation classes do not impart love. Meditation creates peace, not love. Thinking brings about 

love when done continually and deeply. In meditation, you try to stop thinking. The stoppage gives 

peace. But to love, you must think of the Beloved! If your mind becomes still, your Beloved does 

not exist anymore. Then how can there be love where there is no Beloved? 

This is a very important point, this differentiation. When you meditate, you try to forget 

everything, even yourself. In loving, you forget everything and self, but you remember the 

Beloved! In real and perfect meditation, which is rare, you forget your body, yourself and 

everything else. In loving you also forget self, body and everything, but you remember the 

Beloved! In meditation, the Beloved does not exist. That is why it is said that in meditation, the 

most you can get is samadhi — forgetting everything and deriving peace. But never God-

realization! It is only attained by love. 

Baba asked, “Have any of you read about the saint Aurobindo?” Baba spoke again about 

Aurobindo’s spiritual advancement through his meditation. 

Changing the subject to the present war, Baba commented concerning India’s current 

political situation: 

The Congress was first started in 1885 by Dadabhoi Naoroji. Then Gandhi became the 

leader for the past 20 years. Those mad Chauri Chaura riots broke out nine years ago.430 Gandhi 

feels that if you are slapped on one cheek, offer the other. He thinks that will put an end to wars. 

But that is non-violence and nonsense! 

Mahasabha [a Hindu reactionary political group] says you should follow the Gita and act 

as Krishna declared — to defend, but without hatred. Now that is not practical, because the German 

hate is so profound that the reaction on all the defenders must be of hate! 

Krishna’s teaching advocated by the Mahasabha, and Christ’s teaching advocated by 

Gandhi, are both impractical for this war. What did the small nations do? They did not resist and 

were swallowed up! And now they hate more than those who resisted. 

So now will come a new, third way for world peace. First world war, then world peace. 

India fears air raids, and Calcutta office hours are shortened. The Bombay government 

thinks of shifting to Poona. If Egypt falls, India is sure to be bombed. 

Therefore, we should go to one of the ports to stay. Ceylon or Ratnagiri, which is 50 

miles from Sakharpa, and one of the most beautiful parts of India, with beautiful mountains and 

beaches. It is bigger than Karwar. We will go to one of these ports. I would like you all to be 

bombed! 

In response to one woman’s remark about the war, Baba asked: 

 
430 Chauri Chaura is a town in Uttar Pradesh. In 1922 clashes there between British police and protesters 

resulted in the death of 26 persons. As a result, Gandhi and the Congress Party gave up the civil resistance 

movement for some time.  



What is bad about it? The war is teaching people to be brave, to be able to suffer, to 

sacrifice. If a bomb falls here, in two seconds Bhagu [a woman servant] would be in Arangaon. 

[The women laughed.] But she says she would not be afraid if she is with me! 

Baba then narrated this humorous incident about Mohammed Mast: 

The day before yesterday, Mohammed wept and said: “Dada, I never expected you to lie 

to me! You told me my wife is coming, and where is she?” And here he wept, not because his wife 

did not come, but because I lied to him! 

Then we arranged for an old woman to come with a child in her arms and a bandage over 

her eyes, and we taught her to say to him, “I will come when I am well, as now you can see I’m ill.” 

She was taken to Mohammed, and on seeing her, he said, “Oh, you have grown old,” and she 

played her part well. 

So Mohammed is happy, because I kept my word. He advised her to put surma [eyeliner 

which has cleansing properties] in her eyes, and then forgot about her completely. There and then 

he bent down to gather stones. Now he is satisfied I did not lie to him. He is just like a child. Unless 

you become like a child, you cannot enter the Path. 

Sitting under the tin shed after they had played some games that day (the 22nd), Baba 

called for paper and pencil, and drew three faces, which he stated represented Hitler, Mussolini, 

and Neville Chamberlain:431 

 

“Here [pointing to the gross sphere], they fight,” stated Baba. “Here [pointing to the Vidnyan 
Bhuvan (The Infinity of Reality)], they are one. But whatever happens, happens according to God’s 

will. If you have this firmly embedded in your mind, then you will understand that this war business 

is nothing but God’s game.” 

 

For three days, from 27 September 1940 through the 29th, Baba ordered the women to keep 

silence from 8:00 A.M. to 12:00 P.M. There was to be complete silence for these four hours, and 

even the servants were given this order for three days. After this, from the 30th, Baba stated he 

would have a warning bell rung five minutes before he would be starting his work, and for half an 

hour all were to remain absolutely silent. He encouraged them that it would be best if they meditated 

and did not even move their limbs during this time. 

During Baba’s seclusion, he had instructed the women to send the puppy Warrior to him 

for a certain period, and Baba himself fed the pup in the mast ashram. After this, Warrior was not 

well, and Elizabeth, who was looking after him, took him to the veterinarian for medicine and 

 
431 Mani was interpreting Baba’s board, and the sketch below is how she drew the diagram Baba drew on 

paper (which was not preserved).  

 



treatment. But Warrior did not recover, and at 10:00 A.M. on Saturday, 28 September 1940, died on 

Meherabad Hill. Baba came to see the women, and led them to a spot near Nonny’s grave, where 

he stated Warrior should be buried. When the pit was dug, Baba helped with the burial. 

Elizabeth was feeling sad, and in the evening Baba sent her a message: “Be happy. Warrior 

has come to me.” But no one knew how special Warrior really was until Baba explained it to them 

the next day: 

Elizabeth, listen carefully, and you will be proud of Warrior’s share in my work. What I 

am telling you is the truth, and I am not saying it just to please you. As a matter of fact, Avatars, 

Sadgurus and Masters never reveal their way of working. If they do so, it entails more work for 

them. The Sufis say, "One who has found the Truth, hides it eternally.” And it is absolutely so. This 

means that one who is God-realized never reveals the Truth in ordinary words. 

God’s work is hidden work, the same as the Perfect Masters’ secret work. But today I 

will give you an inkling of how their work is done from the case of Warrior. First, you all must 

understand that just as there are seven planes of consciousness — seven spiritual states — so also 

are there seven states of understanding. It is always seven. The number seven is the divine number. 

The seven understandings are: 

1. Instinct 

2. Intellect 

3. Inspiration 

4. Intuition 

5. Insight 

6. Illumination 

7. Realization 

Instinct governs the animal world; intellect, humans; inspiration for those humans whose 

feelings are developed — like poets and artists. Intuition is for those advanced souls who have 

conscious visions and understanding true to the point. What you understand by intuition is always 

true. What you understand by intellect is sometimes true and sometimes not. 

Souls on the fourth and fifth planes have insight; their understanding is direct, without 

thinking with the mind. Illumination means seeing God as He is. The understanding is divine. 

Realization is understanding oneself as God. 

During the process of evolution of forms and consciousness, there are seven turns until 

the human form develops. Now, every turn has a direct connection with God. We will not now 

mention the other six turnings; for instance, in the vegetable kingdom, tulsi [the holy basil plant] is 

on the turning. In the animal kingdom, a dog is on the turning, as it has intuition and also partial 

insight, without being able to use it consciously. 

Saints of the fifth and sixth planes have insight, and they use it. But the dog cannot use it. 

The dog only sees things that ordinary human beings cannot. The dog’s company purifies thoughts 

and atmosphere. That is why Zoroastrians have the custom of bringing a dog to see the corpse when 

someone is dead before disposal of the body; the dog purifies the sanskaras. 

Dogs play an important part when used consciously by the Master. In my seclusion of 

about ten days, I wanted a dog for some work of my own — I won’t tell you what! I could not use 

Chum, nor any of the other pets. The dog I wanted had to be fresh, new, innocent and young. So, 

before seclusion, it all came about that Khorshed happened to mention an Alsatian puppy, and 

eventually we got Warrior.432 I said, “He is my dog.” I did not say so about Jingo and Bingo or the 

other pets. Warrior, you all understood, was Baba’s dog! Warrior was not actually a dog, but was 

temporarily brought down from the spirit world to do this work. I needed a dog for that kind of 

work. I won’t go too deeply into the matter. 

So Warrior came, and I kept on telling Elizabeth that he was to be near me. But I also 

knew that it would be difficult, as things would crop up that would create obstacles. So for the first 

few days, Warrior suffered from worms, germs, et cetera. Eventually, I had him for the time I 

wanted him. I knew he would die, just as I know that before July 1, 1941, Chum too will die. So 

after I worked with him — I fed him with my own hands and gave him water to drink — when my 

work was over, I sent him back. 

Soon after, he got ill, and I discussed with “Soltoon’s sister” [meaning Baidul, since no 

man’s name would be mentioned in front of Mehera] where to bury him when he died. We finally 

selected that spot. When Warrior got very ill and I saw that if he died within three days, he would 

 
432 Since Warrior came from Akbar Press, this Khorshed is most likely Khorshed Damania (Eruch’s first 

cousin and later wife) who lived at Akbar Press; not Small Khorshed.  



again have to take another birth — which would not have been safe for him — I saw to it that he 

did not pass away. So, when in those three days he did not die, I was happy. Now, no more birth for 

him! 

When Masters touch the dead bodies of animals, the animals get human forms in their 

next lives. Those animals who are in contact with Masters get forms of spiritual souls in the next 

birth. But, for Warrior, no more birth! 

Had he died within three days, it would have been different. I remember how he came to 

my gaadi the last time I saw him. I patted him. I knew he would die. He played a part [in my work] 

which none of you can ever grasp. He shared my work and now he is free. 

Even Chum will not be so lucky. He will die before July 1941 and will be buried next to 

Warrior.433 But he will come back as a yogi. Kippy will also be a yogi in her next birth. I will not 

go deeply into details, or you would have understood more clearly. But I have given you some idea 

of my working. 

Warrior, who kept me company in seclusion, died. I am happy. He died in time and not 

before. Even I could not have stopped that. The work was of such a kind that had I stopped it, the 

whole thing would have been in a mess! He was a real warrior! He played an actual part in my 

work. 

How God works! He just takes a spirit from the spirit world, gives it form, works with it, 

and when it is over, takes it away! Ram’s Hanuman, Baba’s Warrior! 

Elizabeth, you are not God-realized. You naturally feel sad about Warrior’s death, but 

knowing what I explained to you, you must be happy! 

 

At the end of September 1940, Meher Baba began making plans to leave Meherabad for 

some other place where he could continue to work in seclusion. At the beginning of October, Kaka 

and Chanji were sent to Ceylon to find a place to stay.434 A wealthy Parsi businessman named 

Rustomji Ratanshah Billimoria knew of Baba, and helped Kaka and Chanji look for a suitable 

residence for Baba and the women. Baba had specified that he wished to stay in a villa on the beach. 

But as none was available, Rustomji put his own bungalow in Veyangoda, 25 miles outside of 

Colombo, at Baba’s disposal. Chanji and Kaka sent a telegram to Baba, and he agreed. 

Baba now began making plans to depart the first of November, and discussed the upcoming 

journey with the women. Baba fasted on Monday, 7 October 1940. That evening, from 7:00 to 11:30 

P.M., he began suffering terribly. “It was hell!” he later remarked. “I had the most terrible time of 

my present life during that four and a half hours!” 

Baba was to break the fast at midnight, but fell asleep at 11:30 P.M., and woke up at 3:30 

A.M. He had milk then. Later that day, the mandali heard the news that German troops had entered 

Rumania on the same day, 7 October. 

Baba had an article prepared on the war from his statements, which he intended to have 

sent to his lovers or published. On the 11th, he came to the women’s quarters and had it read aloud. 

All thought it wonderful, but one of them commented that science should not have been mentioned 

in it, whereupon Baba explained: 

Science must come in [to the article], as it plays a great part in the present war. Science 

can be put to good use, and science can be put to bad use. Chloroform can be used for operations, 

for healing. But robbers also use it on their victims to steal things. In war, science is used for 

destruction. But destruction ultimately means renewal and improvement. What happened when they 

burned London during the Great [Black] Plague? They rebuilt it later, and it is always better than 

before. So when the world is destroyed, a new and better world must spring up from the ashes. 

 
433 Chum’s exact date of death is not known, but he was buried on Meherabad Hill next to Warrior’s grave. 

According to Katie, Chum most likely died of old age (perhaps circa 1943), and Baba was present at his 

burial. 

434 Chanji was staying in Bombay, where Baba had instructed him to keep everyone’s passports ready, but 

he had recently been traveling back and forth to Meherabad for instructions. 



There will be chaos and destruction all over the universe; but after that, there will be no war for 800 

years! 

So, isn’t all this present misery worth that long period of happiness? And those who die 

in this war will be reborn to enjoy the new world and peace. Now they want power and possessions 

and hate each other. How can it all end? In only one way! They must get sick of it all — sick of 

wanting, sick of hating, sick of fighting! 

Suppose you like milk, and you drink and drink it so excessively that eventually you get 

sick of it. Then what do you do? You stop taking milk. In the same way, hate, greed, anger, and so 

forth will reach such a height that everyone will be simply sick of it all. And then what will the 

alternative be? To stop hating and to love, to stop wanting and to give, to stop fighting and be at 

peace. The world of the future will be very nice! 

“But it is all zero!” someone spoke out. Baba nodded: 

Yes, but this is a supreme understanding. Even the present is all zero, and therefore the 

future of zero can be nothing but zero! It is all zero! Nothing exists but God. One day my nearest 

disciples will realize it. Now, the most you can do is to think, “Yes, nothing exists; all is zero.” But 

when you realize it, you will feel it! 

During the period of his seclusion in Meherabad, Baba had given the women a chant to 

sing every day, and also this four-line song: 

You are Formless, Parvardigar, Ahuramazda, Allah, Hu. 

You are Yezdan, You are God, Ahuramazda, Allah, Hu. 

You are Paramatma, Parabrahma; You are Almighty God, Ishwar. 

You are Parameshwar, Ezad, Ahuramazda, Allah, Hu. 

Explaining it on the 11th, Baba stated: 

Ezad means the One who is the first — God the omnipotent, omniscient and omnipresent. 

There are millions of names of God, but those that have a sound effect are few. Every sound you 

make, every thought you think, good or bad, stays. But that sound which results in feeling has force 

behind it which helps or hurts others. 

All this noise of guns, bombs and airplanes, et cetera, of war, will be utilized for the 

spiritual life of the world in the future. Yes, it all stays. It cannot go. Where can it go? It is like 

water which evaporates, forms into clouds and then comes down again as rain. But you all must 

sing the song of God’s names together with rhythm and timing to produce an effect. 

When the name of God is sung with feeling and rhythm, it even has the effect of 

temporarily bringing down the majzoobs [from their superconscious state]. Abdul Baba of Bombay 

is a known majzoob. He was always unconscious — did not eat or drink anything, simply lay 

unconscious. But when one singer would come to his door every day singing, “Allah hu, Allah hu,” 

in rhythm, within half an hour, Abdul Baba would come down to consciousness, begin to look 

about, talk, eat, and then again merge into his former state. 

 

Baba began seeing the women more often in October. On Sunday, 13 October 1940, he 

explained some more points about sanskaras, after his second typed article had been read out: 

Sanskaras must balance perfectly. This cannot be done by a mathematical process, or it 

would be easy. Good and bad sanskaras are both bindings. If you have good sanskaras, you may 

take birth as a great, rich man; with bad sanskaras, you may be born as a miserable leper, and so on. 

But you cannot get freedom without a Master. You do not know how many bad sanskaras you have, 

and how many good ones you need. But the Perfect Master knows, and he will work with you to 

balance them. 

Once, when Buddha was not yet realized [unveiled, God-conscious], after he had 

renounced his kingdom, wife and child, and had gone into the forest, where he remained doing 

penance and fasting, he encountered an old woman who was advanced on the Path. She told him 



that he was bound more than ever before! Before, they were fetters of iron, now they were of gold, 

but both were binding, all the same. Then, she told him the secret.435 

Good and bad are mere terms. Hitler sincerely thinks he is doing good, and the world 

thinks he is doing bad! What is good for him is bad for the world. Good and bad are just man-made 

expressions. Real freedom can only be obtained when you give up all desires. You have to 

renounce them all to attain freedom. 

Nadine was observing silence according to Baba’s instructions, and now communicating 

through hand signs. When mentioning some recent quarrel between her and Norina, Baba 

commented, “You must observe silence, not only of the tongue, but of desires, of hatred, of 

bitterness, of greed, et cetera, too!” 

Returning to the subject of sanskaras, Baba recounted to the women this true story: 

There was a man who was a great murderer. In his life, he murdered 99 people. One day 

he felt very depressed and sick of it all. So he went to a Perfect Master, and frankly and openly 

confessed before him all his crimes, adding that he was feeling most dejected and wanted to end it 

all. The Master told him to go sit by the side of a certain road and think of him. The murderer did 

so. 

One day, while he was sitting there thinking of the Master, a rider came by, stopped 

before him and told him to move aside. The man refused, and the rider started lashing him with his 

whip. Reverting back to his old ways, the man [pulled the rider from his horse] stabbed and killed 

him. And at that very moment the man realized God! 

You see, the rider was carrying on his person a message from one king to another 

ordering the death of 100 spies. By saving the exact number of lives that he had murdered, his good 

and bad sanskaras balanced. The man, of course, did not know all this, and was only thus saved by 

the Perfect Master, because the Master knew. Therefore, if you obey implicitly and 

unquestioningly, you win, because whereas your conception is limited, the Master knows all, and 

gives you just what is best for you. 

Baba then mentioned the recent sickness of all, about food and the importance of keeping 

lizards out of it. He asked, “Are there no such lizards in the West?” 

The Western women replied, “No.” 

Baba joked, with a twinkle in his eye, “Then I will speak in the West, because there are no 

lizards there!” 

 

Baba ordered the mandali to give a feast to the Arangaon villagers on Sunday, 13 October 

and Monday, 14 October, in memory of Dowla Masi and Nonny Gayley respectively. At 5:00 P.M. 

on the 13th, women and children from the village came up the hill, and Soonamasi and Kakubai 

distributed sweets to them. It began to rain, and Baba remarked, “This will make the villagers even 

happier! They need rain more than sweets, so Dowla Masi gave them rain.” 

Baba watched Soonamasi and Kakubai distributing the prasad. Again, the next evening at 

6:00 P.M., showers came just as Rano, Kakubai and others were distributing sweets. As Baba was 

still in seclusion, he did not give his darshan to the villagers at the feast for which the mandali had 

made all the arrangements. 

Baba called all the women to him at three o’clock on the afternoon of 17 October 1940. He 

would usually spend some time with Mehera, Mani, Naja, Khorshed and the other Eastern women, 

alone in their bedroom (the east room of the Meher Retreat) and then call in the Western ladies. 

That day, Baba remarked about Mohammed Mast, “Great news today! Mohammed said, ‘I 

don’t want my wife. She is always sick. There is always something wrong with her. Give me a 

 
435 On another occasion, Baba explained that an old woman unveiled Buddha by giving him pudding to eat 

after his many months of fasting. The woman was a Perfect Master, who played the same role as Babajan 

did for Merwan. 



peacock instead! I am your peacock; where’s mine?’ And then he starts making the sound of a 

peacock!” 

In reference to the vaccination they had taken the day before in order to proceed to Ceylon, 

Baba recalled a story about Baidul. As mentioned, the women were forbidden to mention the name 

of any man in front of Mehera, and so even Baba would spell out, “Soltoon’s sister” when referring 

to Baidul. When reading the newspapers to Baba in front of Mehera, Rano would say “Mrs. Hitler,” 

“Mrs. Mussolini,” “Mrs. Churchill,” “Mrs. Gandhi” and so forth. This was the extent to which 

Mehera was kept secluded. 

As Age noted, “Only the pure could stay in such a strict seclusion. It was only possible for 

Mehera to live such a life because she was living, not for herself, but for her Beloved! Such a life 

is a true life, where love and faith in the Beloved are always active and ever-present.” 

The story Baba narrated about Baidul was: 

Soltoon’s sister was the doctor of his village in Persia. He would boil garlic in oil, and put 

in a few drops of the mixture in the patient’s ears. Taking my name, it cured all sorts of diseases! 

Thus, he made some patients well, and his fame spread so much that he even gave a dying cow 

some drops of the “tonic,” extending her life too.436 

But the fact is that the patients did not get well by his remedy, but by his full and supreme 

faith in me! Every evening he sits with me, and I tell him to talk, and he tells me of Persia and other 

facts and stories. He says, “Baba, only you made them well!” He never took money from any of the 

patients, either. 

It is Soltoon’s sister’s firm faith in my name curing the patients that made the tonic work. 

Had he the slightest doubt, the faintest speck of wavering about it, it would not have worked, and 

no one would have recovered. 

Later in the evening, Baba remarked that he had not rested for even five minutes the 

previous night. He then discussed the present world situation: 

How do you know God does not work through these different leaders? Gandhi is weak, 

but honest. Hitler is strong, but dishonest. God works through both. Who leads them? Only God! 

The One who leads them knows! But they don’t; they just go on. 

Gandhi is out of tune. He is groping in darkness, but he is honest. Churchill is the right 

man for his place. The Congressmen will be put in jail, as they are embarrassing the government. 

Although they say they don’t embarrass, they do. Gandhi too will be jailed. India is in such a mess. 

If things get out of control, there will be a civil war and Gandhi will die of shock for having caused 

it all. 

Only one thing is true and matters — love! All this mess is just a mess! 

About the war, Baba remarked to the men mandali: 

Soon Japan, Burma, Singapore, Iran and Turkey will all be involved. The crisis in the 

West is nearing its climax, and the crisis in the East and in India will begin in January 1941 and last 

until the middle of 1941, at which time it will begin to wane. 

Mussolini will eventually be killed violently; Hitler will commit suicide, though he is my 

star villain. Russia is very crafty. She helps everyone, and in the end will pinch [steal] everything 

— Iran, Afghanistan. Both Russia and Japan want India, but won’t succeed. 

India will suffer more than the West. Fifty percent of the population will be wiped off 

[out], all starting next year. 

Britain will be crushed, but won’t give in and won’t lose; Germany and Italy will be 

crushed and lose. England would have been wiped out except for Churchill, who is really clever. 

He has saved England. If old Chamberlain had been prime minister, England would have been 

finished. 

Baba came to see the women on the 20, 22 and 24 of October. Once, during his visits, while 

sitting under the trees in the compound, he explained about the mind: 

 
436 This was Baidul’s remedy for nearly all physical ailments. 



Mind is a good servant, but a bad master. This means if you control it, it will act as you 

want. The mind is a bad master if it has control over you to go its way. Once the mind’s control is 

firm you are lost! Mind is a storehouse of low desires and always misleads you. It has the stamp of 

animal desires on it from billions of years. 

If you control the mind, desires become inactive. Because the mind also has good desires 

from human lives, those desires are worked out. Mind is a good servant, but a bad master! 

At one point, Baba noticed that Irene was not in a good mood and he asked her, “When 

you ride a horse, what would you do if it goes out of control?” 

Irene replied, “There were certain rules to follow in such situations.” 

Baba explained, “If you get nervous or angry, you cannot control the horse. If you have 

control over your mind, the animal will become quiet. If control is lost, both the rider and the horse 

are lost. The horse is just like the mind; it is good if controlled, but dangerous if it becomes the 

master.” 

 

The following change in the order about fasting was mailed to Meher Baba’s followers in 

October 1940: 

Those who, in accordance with order Number 20, now fast on one solid meal, and milk-

tea or coffee twice daily shall, from October 20, 1940, continue fasting in the following manner: 

Breakfast — Between 6:00 A.M. and 8:00 A.M. 

a. Solid and liquid foods, including tea and coffee, excepting pure milk. 

b. In cases where the above breakfast is unsuitable, it may be replaced by a breakfast 

consisting solely of pure milk up to three-quarter seer. 

Afternoon Tea — One cup (one-quarter seer) of tea or coffee (containing milk, or 

buttermilk, not pure milk), anytime between breakfast and supper. 

Supper — Between 6:00 P.M. and 8:00 P.M. 

Solid and liquid foods, except tea, coffee and pure milk. 

Water may be taken as many times during the day and night as required. Neither 

breakfast nor supper may be started before, or continued after, the time specified above. 

 

Baba saw the women every day during the last week of October and discussed the 

upcoming journey to Ceylon. On one occasion, he teased, “When we go down there, keep smiling 

and look like ripe tomatoes; otherwise I will send you back to Meherabad. You will have the fun 

of your life in Ceylon. Wait and see.” 

Don received his draft notice into the British army at this time, and Baba sent him to Poona 

to get permission to go with the group to Ceylon for two months, which Baba indicated was 

necessary for his work. It was granted. 

Meanwhile the mast Shariat Khan was sent back to Chikmagalur on 26 October 1940, after 

having spent ten months in the Master’s contact. Dolly, Adi’s sister, had been staying with the 

women during this period, but on the 27th, Baba sent her back to Bangalore. She was ordered to 

stay with the Jessawalas, rather than with Adi and Freiny. Norina and Elizabeth went to Bombay 

for a day to finalize arrangements and obtain visas with Chanji’s help. 

From the 28th of October, Baba began a new system of fasting for everyone, as previously 

outlined and mailed. They were to eat between 6:00 and 8:00 A.M. and again from 6:00 to 8:00 P.M., 

with a cup of tea in the middle of the day. 

On the 29th, Baba sent Mohammed Mast to Bombay to stay with Aloba, who was working 

in an Irani restaurant there. Of the masts, only Chatti Baba remained, whom Baba wished to take 

to Ceylon. 

Baba entrained from the Ahmednagar railway station on Friday, 1 November 1940, at 5:00 

P.M. on the Bombay-Madras Express with Baidul, Chanji, Don, Nilu, Vishnu, Krishna, Venkoba 

Rao, Chatti Baba, and the women — 33 in all — plus some of the children. This was the first time 



Baba took everyone by second class. (Usually, he traveled third class.) Tukaram drove the Blue 

Bus to carry all the luggage, as well as to transport a few of the women. Because Baba was still in 

seclusion, he did not say goodbye to the mandali left in Meherabad, such as Chhagan, Homi, 

Kalemama, Masaji, Murli Kale, Padri, Pendu, Sailor, et cetera; nor did he meet Savak, Bhabananda, 

Pappa Jessawala and Pleader, who were still in the Family Quarters on silence. Padri and Murli had 

returned to Meherabad from Bangalore. The only ones still staying in Bangalore now were Adi Sr., 

Dr. Ghani, Eruch and his family. 

Baba did not meet anyone en route. He arrived in Dhanushkodi on the 3rd at 5:00 P.M. They 

boarded a boat there and were ferried to Talaimannar at 7:30 P.M. From there they went by train to 

Veyangoda, arriving the next day at 5:15 A.M. The traveling was especially difficult this time, 

because Baba did not wish his name disclosed and consequently, against his wishes, he and the 

women were made to be present during the customs and medical examinations at Dhanushkodi and 

Talaimannar, while entering Ceylon. 

From Veyangoda they proceeded by taxis to the bungalow, Hickgalla Estate, which 

Rustomji Billimoria had placed at Baba’s disposal. Rustomji and his family had come to 

Veyangoda to receive Baba. With Kaka’s help (he had arrived three days before with a cook), they 

left nothing undone in seeing to Baba and the group’s comfort. 

On the morning of 7 November 1940, after breakfast, Baba looked somewhat disappointed. 

He called everyone and asked, “Why are you staying with me?” 

Rano replied, “To love you.” 

Elizabeth answered, “Because I love you. I don’t know why, but I do.” 

Baba smiled and spelled out on the alphabet board: 

But what a way of loving! Yes, you do love me; otherwise, why should you leave all — 

your families, homes, comforts, et cetera — to be with me. And it is because I love you that I keep 

you near me. 

This year of my working is very important. You all are so lucky to be with me now. The 

universe is now in such chaos. That is why I gave the list of orders to my disciples. If not, the 

reaction would have been such that even the closest of my lovers would have left me. 

But why do you always want to do what you want? You must do what I want! You must 

either do only what you want, or only what I want! But what is this in-between thing to please both 

yourselves and me? That’s impossible. 

If you love me, you must be happy in my happiness. But I try to make it easier for you 

too, for I also let you do what you want. If I asked you to do only what I want, you would not stay 

with me for a minute! I tell you not to fight, not to criticize, but you do what you want. So try your 

best to obey these orders during this important period of my work. For nine months, you all must 

stay with me during my important working. 

To lighten the mood, Baba then described an incident in the town, which he found amusing: 

I accompanied Norina and Elizabeth yesterday in the car when they went for their 

passport work. Elizabeth forgot to park the car in the shade. I was feeling very hot, sitting in the car 

waiting for them. An Englishman came up and asked, “Excuse me, are you Shri Meher Baba?” I 

nodded and he turned to the three Ceylonese standing by and told them, “He is a great person. Go 

bow to him,” which they did. I had never seen him before, but he must have seen my face red from 

the sun and thought it to be a spiritual glow! 

It had been raining constantly since their arrival in Ceylon and all, including Baba, felt 

depressed. (Baba had a bad cold, as well.) One night Norina had a bad dream. The next morning, 

she was irritated and in a bad mood. Baba looked at her sharply and remarked, “She is upset because 

of a dream. Fool! A dream may be good or bad, but in it sanskaras are spent. In the awake state 

when sanskaras are spent, new ones are accumulated. But when they are spent in a dream, new ones 

are not created.” 

On Friday, 8 November 1940, Baba asked Norina, “Which would you rather be, my hat or 

my sandals?” 



Norina said, “Your sandals.” 

“Why?” 

“Because the sandals are your companions over good roads and bad. They pass through 

dirt, rain and mud and are always with you.” 

Baba nodded in agreement, spelling out, “This is the reason why people in India worship 

the chappals [sandals] of the Master and not his hat.” 

 

During his stay in Ceylon, Baba bathed Chatti Baba every day in a separate hut on the 

property. 

Rustomji Billimoria and his family were remarkably devoted to Baba, though this was their 

first meeting. However, for his own reasons, Baba did not want to stay at their house. For his 

“special work,” Baba indicated he needed a house on the seashore or on a hill with a lake or a 

stream nearby. Therefore, as soon as they arrived in Ceylon, the search for another bungalow began. 

Kaka, who was also looking for masts in Ceylon, helped Don, Chanji and Vishnu in this 

search. On the morning of the 8th, Baba went to Kandy with Elizabeth, Rano, Kitty, Baidul and 

Chanji to choose a bungalow from the four selected by the men. They picked up Don on the way. 

They returned in the evening, having found all unsuitable. The search continued. 

That night, Baba narrated to the women a story that Chanji had told him: 

One of my devotees was working in an office, when suddenly he went blind. His family 

was miserable because of his plight. He was treated by doctors and taken to an oculist. But they 

could do nothing for him, except counsel patience. 

Chanji happened to visit the man. Chanji knew he had faith in me so he advised, “Keep 

Baba’s locket in water and apply the water to your eyes.” The man began faithfully following the 

advice, without resorting to any other treatment. He also stopped taking his prescribed medicine. 

Chanji sat with him as the man put a locket of me in a glass of water. 

After a little while, he applied the water to his eyes. Chanji kept him company for the 

next two hours. Suddenly, the man saw a black spot, and in it appeared a vision of me walking 

toward him. He told Chanji, who was overjoyed. 

The next day, Chanji again went to see him. His vision had continued to improve. He told 

Chanji, “Come closer. I can see you very dimly.” After that, his sight improved so quickly that 

within two days he returned to work, to the utter amazement of the doctors. 

The search for a suitable bungalow somewhere in Ceylon continued. Baba expressed his 

wish to return to Bandarawela where he had stayed in January 1933. He liked the Viceroy House 

there, but the owner’s mother had died unexpectedly, and Norina was unable to contact the person. 

Meanwhile Chanji was having a difficult time trying to please Baba — seemingly failing 

every time. He was so distracted that once when he was wearing his glasses, he began frantically 

looking for them. Kaka saw him and asked what he was looking for. When Chanji told him, Kaka 

exclaimed, “They're on your nose!” 

On 11 November, after breakfast, Norina asked Baba, “Why should everything apparently 

go wrong when you wish to work in Ceylon? The weather is awful, we cannot find a place to stay, 

the press interview you gave was not successful. And now some of the local Christians and 

Buddhists are stirring up things against you.” 

Baba explained: 

I have come here for work, and only work matters to me. What is praise or insult to me? 

Opposition is a help, not a hindrance in my work. The sun shines daily, shedding light on all. It is 

not concerned with whether people praise it or speak ill of it. It sheds light equally on those who 

praise it and those who curse it. 

But when the clouds appear, the sun is hidden. Then people long for its light and warmth. 

When the clouds disperse and the sun shines with full splendor, only then do people know its true 

value. Were it not for the clouds, people would not appreciate the sun. Thus, opposition is like the 

clouds — to appreciate the value of the sun’s light, clouds are necessary. 



Continuing, Baba said: 

Can you see how God works? No. Yet whether the atheists believe God does not exist, or 

whether others worship Him, God keeps on working in His own way. He is unaffected by praise or 

insult. 

Take, for example, the ant. You hardly think of their existence; to you they are absolutely 

insignificant, yet they have a body, soul and a world of their own. Say you are spiritually ants, and I 

am spiritually human. I work for the evolution of the ants to make them become human beings. If 

an ant bites you, you brush it off. Therefore, what does it matter to me if an ant bites me or brings 

me sugar? I remain unaffected, but naturally it reacts on the ant. It is nobody’s fault. It all has to be. 

This reporter [who recently interviewed Baba], poor boy, has a limited conception and is 

more interested in my throat not being impaired [by not speaking] than the value of Truth. Chimpi 

[Chanji] said it was all a bad sign. I said, on the contrary, it is a good sign! Now it is definite. I will 

stay here for my work, for opposition helps the work. 

Later in the afternoon that day, Baba decided to move to a house in Kandy. He remarked, 

“In Ceylon everything hopeful is hopeless, and everything hopeless is hopeful! At least in this new 

bungalow there are no ghosts!” When some of the women looked relieved by this last remark, Baba 

commented: 

Why be afraid of ghosts? A ghost means a human being without a body, and in that 

bodiless state he has to remain as long as the sanskaras of his previous birth last. Then he takes 

another birth. Ghosts are miserable. They have desires like any of us. They try to come in contact 

with human beings to fulfill their desires. When it is dark and silent, their subtle, smoky bodies 

become transparent. You have gross, subtle and mental bodies. They have only subtle and mental 

bodies, but these are not as limited as the gross. When stretched out, the ghost’s subtle body 

stretches out in all directions — upward and sideways. That makes you shiver and scream, when 

you see them like that. Depending on surroundings, darkness and quietude, they can be seen. Their 

bodies can enlarge and shrink. That is why in dreams the subtle bodies go anywhere, stretching out 

and out. They can also be photographed in suitable conditions, depending upon the surroundings, 

time, light and the photographer. 

These [discarnate] spirits wish to contact [living] human beings. If Rano, a heavy smoker, 

has no body and for some reason becomes a ghost, she does not get another physical body until 

certain sanskaras are spent. They may be spent in one year or a million years. All depends on the 

contacts made to spend one’s sanskaras. For instance, Rano has her craving for smoking cigarettes. 

She sees Kitty smoking. She, too, wants to smoke, and tries to contact Kitty to have a cigarette. But 

contact with a gross body by the subtle body is almost impossible. Kitty feels the presence of the 

subtle body and is scared. But poor Rano only wants to have a smoke. 

In some instances she [Rano, the ghost] becomes so desperate that she waits until Kitty 

nods to sleep even the tiniest little bit, and then smokes through Kitty’s gross body. The subtle can 

enter any gross body or thing. When it enters you, you don’t even know it, and are not at all 

affected. But it can only enter your body when you are not conscious, when you are sleeping. 

How many spirits have been drinking tea through Norina when she is not conscious? But 

the spirit has no hold, it does not reside in you or possess you, but just goes like the wind. And it 

only happens sometimes. Don’t think about it, or you will go mad! It is of no importance, so trivial, 

so insignificant! 

Sometimes you feel angry for nothing. This might be some spirit wanting to spend 

sanskaras of anger through you. But this is so unimportant, not worth thinking about. Our bodies 

are full of germs, but we don’t think about it. If we did and tried to picture it in our minds, we 

would go mad. Masters are so bothered by these spirits — you have no idea. They want to touch me 

for liberation, and they do. 

Always keep one thought in mind: that only God is real. Who is God? That which is One 

in existence. All things that exist are that One. If you say, “That exists,” then that One is God. 

Everything else is automatically nothing. And if Nothing exists, then that Nothing, too, is that One 

God. 

Can you grasp this? All this is nothing. The only thought you must have in mind is that 

nothing exists — zero exists. This nothing, too, is God. One God exists; nothing else exists. When 

you say nothing else exists, you mean nothing too exists! 

What is Nothing? That, too, is the same One God! To call God “One” is not really right. 

God cannot be two. God is not One — it is all God — everything is God! Nothing is God! So just 

think about it. 



Norina said something about duality, and Baba asked: 

You mean duality exists? What is it? Nothing exists but God, so this duality is also the 

same God. 

And now we come to this: It is the same God playing different parts at one and the same 

time. He plays the part of the Universal God who is beyond everything that is conscious. He plays 

the part of being falsely conscious of being this body. He plays the part of the Creator. He plays the 

part of being Himself consciously in creation. 

Kabir has said: 

One God is the Avatar; 

one God is the Soul of every being; 

One God creates all; 

and one God is everything. 

Baba then drew the following diagram: 

 

 

Explaining what he meant by conscious and unconscious, Baba stated: “Not unconscious 

in the sense of chloroform. Unconscious means that you have infinite power, bliss and knowledge, 

but you cannot use it unless you have normal consciousness — also it means knowing that you 

have this Infinite in you.” 

Kitty interrupted, “Is there a better word for conscious and unconscious?” 

“No other word for it,” Baba replied. “I will give you an example to make you understand 

conscious and unconscious. The example has a flaw in it, but it will make it clearer. 

“There is a mountain of gold. Unless you excavate it, take out the gold, use it and sell it, 

you cannot get money for it. You without gold are helpless, and gold without you is of no use. You 

dig it out, sell it, and with it you get what you want. So ‘used’ gold is conscious — ‘unused,’ 

unconscious. 

“Now the flaw is that gold is a metal and you, however, are human. The mountain is gold 

(God) and you are gold (God) — the one and the same God in all. 

“Why is this creation? God has to experience Himself as having infinite power, knowledge 

and bliss. God does not change.” 

 



While in Ceylon, Baba was giving Chatti Baba a bath each day, but on Monday, 11 

November 1940, Chatti Baba gave Baba a bath! When Baba went to him, Chatti Baba picked up a 

pail of water and poured it over Baba. 

The mast was so happy he took another full pail and asked Baba, “Shall I pour more?” 

Baba nodded, and Chatti Baba was laughing and laughing while Baba allowed him to pour 

ten to twelve more buckets over him. 

“I knew it made him very happy,” Baba later informed the mandali. Although it was rainy, 

chilly weather at the time in Ceylon and Baba was highly susceptible to catching colds, he allowed 

the mast to indulge himself in this manner. 

Hickgalla Estate was a coconut plantation, and Baba gave coconuts to each of the women 

to eat one day. But to Rano he said, “Don’t eat it! It will affect your throat.” 

Rano replied, “In America I used to eat lots of coconuts and they never gave me a sore 

throat.” 

“Why do you always argue?” Baba scolded. “Why don’t you listen to what I say?” Baba 

went on warning her not to eat the coconut, and at last Rano gave in and said, “I won’t eat it, since 

it will affect my throat.” This answer pleased Baba and he forgave her. 

As usual, Baba was busy in mast work, and would sometimes leave Colombo to contact 

different masts. His trip to Ceylon was primarily for this purpose, though no detailed information 

is available of the masts whom Baba contacted. But it is also significant that he traveled with such 

a large group of both men and women during wartime. Although the women could not move about 

freely, each had a duty to perform. Each person was kept under the Master’s grindstone. Their 

minds were continually being assailed, to crush their egos — a state not possible to describe. 

News of Baba’s residence near Colombo spread as an article and editorial about Baba was 

printed in the Sunday edition of the Times of Ceylon on the 10th. A few people arrived at the 

bungalow for his darshan, but Baba did not meet them because of his seclusion. He had publicly 

declared that he would be in seclusion for one year, from August 1940 to August 1941. 

Baba went to see a new bungalow in Kandy with Kitty, Rano, Don, Vishnu, Baidul and 

Chanji on 13 November, and he approved of it. Three days later on the 16th, Baba and the group 

left Veyangoda for Kandy at 8:30 A.M. in two buses, a car and a truck for their luggage. Two hours 

later they arrived at the bungalow, called Primrose Hill Tea Estate on Halloluwa Road, and found 

it very beautiful. Baba stayed on the hill with the men mandali and Chatti Baba. The women were 

accommodated separately at the foot of the hill. 

There were many lizards in Kandy. Because there was a danger they would urinate or 

defecate in the food (their urine and excreta are extremely poisonous), Katie would brush them off 

the wall, and Baidul’s daughter, Dowla, would kill them. On Sunday, 17 November, Dowla 

reported to Baba that she had killed seven lizards in only fifteen minutes. Baba was not happy, but 

Katie said in her defense, “If any of them fall in the food, we could die.” 

Baba instructed them, “Don’t kill lizards. Any animal that directly injures should be killed, 

but not lizards. Catch them and throw them outside. They eat flies and are useful.” 

He added in a teasing manner, “If you kill them, you will be a lizard in your next birth!” 

On the 17th, Chatti Baba’s mood changed, and he got so angry he threw his food and dishes 

out of the window. He kept repeating, “I am hungry! I am a child.” 

But each of the three times the men tried to feed him, he tossed the plate full of food away. 

He asked for two buckets of water and poured them over the stone floor of his room. Then he sat 

in the middle of the puddle. 

The next day, Chatti Baba shut himself in his room and would not open the door. Baba 

wanted to work with him and kept knocking for him to open up. Finally he did, enabling Baba to 



sit alone with him. Later that day (18 November), when Baba went to be with the women, he 

informed them: 

Today I worked with Chatti Baba very well, most satisfactorily. But I was so hot that I 

had to change my clothes twice. I never saw the old mast so happy, all the time laughing and 

uttering, “I am a child, I am old!” He had a big meal today, and mixed his rice, dal and water all 

together. Today he told the boy to bring in mud, spread it on the floor, and he sat in it. I told the 

boys to give him whatever he asked for. I, too, worked hard today. He was quite happy, sitting in 

the mud and water. Every time I go to him I get splashed! 

Just think, he sits in mud and water for 24 hours, with the winds howling through the 

open windows, with practically nothing on, and he never catches a cold or suffers rheumatism. 

Even Sandow [a famous bodybuilder] couldn’t do that. Divine power helps these souls remain 

healthy, because they have no consciousness of the body. They say, “Let God bother!” and God has 

to bother. 

It is a fact: Those from the fourth plane up cannot get ill.437 Does a child ever bother 

about its body or health? The mother looks after that. Saints are real children, and God is their 

mother. And until you become a child, you cannot enter this kingdom. 

Picture Norina as a child — but mad! I can see Nadia as a child, but not as mad. If she 

were mad, she would start biting Norina’s nose! And if Norina were mad, Elizabeth would catch 

the first boat to America! If Kharmen Masi were mad, she would throw Banubai out the window, 

and Mansari would throw each and every one out the window! Kitty would learn ten more 

languages to cook together in one pot! 

Baba was teasing about their various characters. Kitty was supervising the kitchen, and 

because the maids did not understand English, she had dutifully learned a few Marathi words. But 

she could not pronounce any of them properly, which amused Baba no end. 

Two days later, when Baba was trying to bathe Chatti Baba as usual on the 20th, not only 

did the mast persistently and adamantly refuse but he insisted on bathing Baba again with his own 

hands, and Baba was drenched. Later, Baba said he was giving up working with Chatti Baba and 

declared that he would get his work done “in some other way.” He now wished to leave Ceylon 

and instructed Chanji to find a suitable bungalow on the western coast of India.438 

 

Four carloads of people came to see Baba on Thursday, 21 November 1940. But he sent 

Norina to talk to them, and did not meet them, since he wished to remain in seclusion. At 10:00 

A.M., he went with the women in Elizabeth’s car to the Botanical Gardens. 

The next day, Baba stayed with the men the whole day, fasting on water and honey. On the 

23rd, he took the women on a tour of Kandy and to the lake. They also went to see some elephants 

bathing and performing tricks. 

The Blue Bus had been sent from Meherabad, and it arrived in Kandy on the afternoon of 

23 November. The next day, Baba took the women to several places connected with Buddha. They 

left at 7:30 A.M. and reached Dambulla at 10:30 A.M. At Anuradhapura, they saw the Bodhi tree 

under which the Buddha attained God-realization.439 

 
437 Masts and saliks may become ill due to inclement weather, infections, germs, et cetera, but because they 

have no connection with their physical bodies, it does not affect them. Some display outward signs of 

illness, and some do not. 

438 Chanji left the next day for Calicut and Cochin. (Source: Donkin’s Diary, 20 Nov 1940) 

439 This tree in Ceylon is a sapling from the original Bodhi tree in India, under which Gautama “attained 

Enlightenment.” 



Baba came to the women’s quarters at 5:30 A.M. on Monday, 25 November. He directed 

them to sing “Hari Paramatma” at 8:00 A.M. every morning and the “Tu Nirakar (You are 

Formless)” prayer every evening at 6:00 P.M. 

Irene Billo’s father, who had met Baba several times, had died at the end of October. 

Discussing his death on 27 November, Baba informed her: “You should be happy. Your father was 

very lucky. He died like Vivekananda, without suffering. He is free. All relations of those who are 

with me, whether they know me or not, or even if they do not believe in me, get salvation. Krishna 

has said, ‘Seventy-two generations of such lucky ones get liberation.’ ” 

Baba added about present world conditions: “During this period half the world will die — 

perhaps even my mother.” 

 

Before proceeding to Ceylon, Baba had expressed a wish to obtain a quiet secluded place 

near Ahmednagar. Sarosh had shown Baba two or three properties on the way to Rahuri, but Baba 

did not approve of them. Pendu had also shown Baba a spot near Ahmednagar town, but that, too, 

he did not like. 

One day during this period, Vishnu read in the newspaper that some acreage near 

Pimpalgaon Tank was to be auctioned. When the artificial lake was being constructed at the turn 

of the century to supply water to Ahmednagar, a cottage had been built for the British engineer and 

others working on the project. Baba went to see the place, approved of it and gave his permission 

to buy it when it was auctioned. 

In 1927, Baba had visited Pimpalgaon Lake twice. At that time, there was no mention of 

Baba residing in the vicinity, and none of the mandali ever imagined that Baba would one day make 

it his permanent place of residence. He had not even hinted about it then. He had only remarked, 

“This place is really very good, and the climate is good also.” 

The auction was held on 11 November 1940, when Baba was in Ceylon, and that morning, 

he repeatedly asked the mandali with him, “Will we get the rest house at the auction? If we get it, 

it will be good.” Adi Sr.’s father Kaikhushru Irani was a member of the Ahmednagar Municipality 

executive committee, and he intervened in making certain that Sarosh and Pendu won the bid. They 

were successful (with a bid of Rs.800), and on 28 November, sent this telegram to Baba: 

“Pimpalgaon bungalow bought.”440 

Discussions arose about going to Calicut, and on the 28th, Norina complained to Baba 

about the luggage, saying, “How will we accommodate all this baggage in the bus?” 

Baba remarked, “Do you want comfort when people are suffering so much in the war? 

Learn not to complain when anything is bad, and don’t be so pleased if it is good.” 

The next day, while discussing politics with the women, Baba commented: 

There are three types of souls — man, saint and God-Man. The saints are higher than 

men, and the God-Man higher than saints. 

Among men, Gandhi is surely one of the greatest today. Some call him a mahatma, and 

some call him a fool. He has his weaknesses, but he is a great soul. [Gopal Krishna] Gokhale, 

[Lokmanya] Tilak and Pherozshah Mehta were the pillars of Indian politics. All three were great, 

but Tilak was the greatest of them all. In politics, Gandhi was his disciple. 

 

When Baba left Chatti Baba’s hut on 29 November, the mast became so agitated he 

smashed the panes of glass in the door with his fists! When the boy came to clear away the glass, 

Chatti Baba said, “No, leave it as it is!” Baba returned to see him, and this time when he left, the 

 
440 The actual sale deed between the Ahmednagar Borough Municipal Committee and Baba was not 

executed until 18 April 1944. 



mast was quite happy. England was being heavily bombed by the Germans at the time, and Baba 

said that Chatti Baba’s outburst, the first of its kind, was related to this. 

Chatti Baba’s peculiar behavior in Ceylon was not related only to events in Europe but also 

to events which would transpire nearly 50 years in the future, as the following incident reveals. 

Krishna continued to attend to Chatti Baba during the day, and to do nightwatch near Baba at night. 

In Baba’s room, Krishna was not permitted to move while Baba was lying down. If Krishna shifted 

his position even slightly, Baba would say he was disturbed by the sound of Krishna’s clothes 

rubbing together. 

Whenever moving into a new bungalow, Baba always selected rooms for each of the 

mandali and for himself. In Kandy, Chatti Baba’s room was a few doors down from Baba’s. At 

midnight one night, the mast began yelling and screaming. He picked up the metal bath buckets 

and chairs and threw them across the room. Then he tore up his bed sheets. The noise awoke the 

mandali, but Baba was snoring. Krishna began thinking: “What type of God is Baba? Is he really 

all-knowing?” 

After some time, Baba rose and asked for a glass of water. “What are you thinking?” he 

motioned to Krishna. 

“I am wondering whether you are really God.” 

“Why? Why do you think such a thing?” 

“Baba, every night I sit in front of you like a stone. I cannot move an inch. The tiniest sound 

from my clothes disturbs you. 

“But Chatti Baba has been shouting at the top of his voice and throwing things for nearly 

one hour, while you are enjoying a sound sleep.” 

Baba glared at Krishna. He put his fingers to his lips and said “Keep quiet.” 

Again, Baba lay down, but soon he got up and asked, “What are you thinking this time?” 

“The same thing, Baba.” 

“What do you want to know?” Baba demanded. 

“What was the reason for Chatti Baba’s outburst?” 

Baba spelled out, “After many years there will be a civil war in Ceylon. I have done this 

work through Chatti Baba. I have brought him to Ceylon for that purpose. Since Chatti Baba is the 

one who is working, in the meantime I am resting.” 

In the mid-1980s, as Baba foretold, civil war did break out in Ceylon between the Tamil 

separatists in the north and the Sinhalese-dominated government in the south. Thousands upon 

thousands of people have been killed in the conflict. 

 

On Sunday, 1 December 1940, remarking about his work in Ceylon, particularly with the 

women, Baba explained: 

For my work, I have to tour to make inner contacts. When I did that before, I went on 

walking tours with the [men] mandali — we were hungry, thirsty, tired, sleeping out of doors and 

putting up with all discomforts. But you women cannot do that. You want a house with tap water, 

toilets, lights, and so on. This makes a wrong impression on [certain] people. But I don’t mind that. 

I only care about my work. Even with all these conveniences, half of you are sick. 

To be alone would be the greatest luxury for me! Just work; to do as I want, and nothing 

else. But, for my work, I have to keep you all with me. You have not the slightest notion what work 

I have been doing through you. So go on doing as I tell you, and nothing else. In Jaipur, I will park 

you in one place, and go out for some days, and return when my work is over. 

Christ chose the right type of disciples, not too ardent, not too dull. All were fishermen. 

And later on, Christ did so much work through them. The work of the Master is affected by the 

conduct of his disciples, as the public always judges a Master from the behavior of his followers. 



Spiritually, Ceylon is dry. Inwardly, it is dry. Outwardly, it is wet. Ceylon is called the 

land of Ravana. It is like a rock that cannot store water; the water flows away when poured on it. 

These dogmatic Buddhists are so dry, without feeling or emotion. India is the most spiritual, but not 

South India. It is very spiritual northward from Hyderabad. 

Actions and activities done in the world have no meaning for me. Just external worldly 

activity — nursing the wounded, charity for the poor, et cetera. But this life you lead is meaningful. 

For one thing, as you are with me, you are free of worldly actions of greed, lust, et cetera, that 

create attachment. 

Why don’t you go to the movies? You don’t have contact with men, don’t touch money 

or men. Who would not like to go to the pictures? But this outer thing would leave an impression 

on you and you would be unknowingly affected by it. And you learn to have self-control! Don’t do 

what you like, but carry out my wish. But you should do it wholeheartedly, cheerfully and 

sincerely. Otherwise, what’s the good of it? 

On 2 December, Rustomji Billimoria, his wife and daughter-in-law came to see Baba in 

Kandy. Baba met them in the men’s quarters and then took the two women to meet the women 

mandali. As he brought them in, a song was playing on the radio titled What Do You Know About 

Love? Baba repeated the refrain and asked the women: 

What do you know about love? This “love” on the radio is Broadway love, but what do 

you know of real love? 

Here is [a story of] an example of that love. There was a great saint named Zikaria. He 

would always do what pleased God. Once in a dream, God ordered him to sit under a certain tree. 

When he awakened, he went and sat there and never moved for five years, in spite of tears and 

pleading from his family and friends. Hearing about this, the king of the place sent his men, 

ordering Zikaria to come to him, but the saint would not budge. The king then ordered his men to 

saw him in half if he did not obey, and Zikaria let himself be sawed without moving! 

This is an instance of great, real love, obeying God’s order in a dream. And here you 

have God in person, who asks you to do such little things, and you cannot do it! 

 

After finishing his mast work in Kandy, although the Primrose Hill bungalow had been 

rented for three months, Baba left for Calicut at 7:00 A.M. on Thursday, 5 December 1940, having 

stayed for only 20 days. They drove to Mannar in the Blue Bus and cars, and from there they 

boarded a boat to take them back to India. (Most of the men and Chatti Baba left the day before 

and traveled by train.) The journey was not without the usual mishaps: Near Mannar the bus got 

stuck in the sand; Elizabeth’s car tire got punctured; it began pouring rain. “All the bedding, all the 

ladies, and Baba, got wet,” Don recorded in his diary, “and Baba as usual — our King and Avatar 

— is the last to get on the ship at 11:30 pm carrying Elizabeth’s bag for her, after four hours waiting 

about, seeing to everyone and everything. Baba and the ladies slept, or tried to sleep, on the ship, 

and Vishnu and I slept nicely in the bus.” 

The boat left the next morning for Dhanushkodi (India), and Baba and the women reached 

Ramnad by train at 3:00 P.M., where they stayed in a dak bungalow. Don and Nilu had followed in 

the Blue Bus and met them there. Tukaram drove Elizabeth’s car and Don drove the Blue Bus with 

Nilu as his “cleaner” (assistant mechanic). 

In Ramnad, on the 7th, Baba contacted a great saint, a 115-year-old mast named 

Pallukollah Baba. Baba was quite happy with this meeting and contacted the old mast several times 

in the course of the day. He remarked that the saint was exceptional, between the sixth and seventh 

planes, and referred to him as “King of all masts.” 

Meanwhile that day at the bungalow, Katie slipped and fell while carrying a kettle of hot 

tea and got burned when the hot tea spilled on her. Kaka Baria was shaving at the time in his room, 

and seeing her fall, went to help her. At that moment, Baba appeared and harshly castigated Kaka. 

He demanded, “Why did you disobey me? According to the list of orders, touching women is 

forbidden!” Kaka replied he was sorry; that he forgot, and was only trying to help her. Baba scolded, 

“Had you taken the order seriously, you would have remembered it. You think you have done a 

good deed, but you have no idea how much you have hurt me. Even if Katie had died, you should 



not have touched her. Then I would have been proud of how obedient you were. But her fall has 

made you fall, in disregarding my order.” Later, Baba forgave Kaka, and commented to the women 

(without explaining further), “It was a special day today.” 

On Sunday, 8 December, at 7:00 A.M., Baba and the group departed Ramnad by the Blue 

Bus and car, and reached Calicut at 11:00 A.M. two days later. They had traveled via Dindigul, 

Palni, Pollachi and Palghat. (At one point everyone had to get out of the bus and ford across a small 

river on foot!) They stayed five miles outside Calicut at Ceylon Lodge, Eranhippalam. Baba liked 

the place. He immediately did his inner work with Chatti Baba, and soon after went to look for 

other masts in the area. 

Kaka brought a high mast on the 11th, who Baba said “radiated God.” Baidul brought many 

others, some of whom were simply mad or hungry. Baba fed them all, gave them baths and new 

kafnis. Baba delineated a few signs peculiar to masts: 

Masts never stick to an exclusively milk diet, like yogis. They always sit apart. They 

usually have some odd movements of their hands or feet or head. They tie bits of cloth around their 

fingers, toes, legs and arms. They chew tobacco, drink tea, chew pan, or smoke endlessly. They 

may talk nonsense. 

Saints like Chatti Baba, however, don’t act like this. They look venerable, but are often 

childish, as is the case with Chatti Baba. 

One day, soon after arriving in Calicut, Chatti Baba lost his temper and shouted, “This 

place is hopeless and I am burning badly!” 

So Baba bathed him with almost 200 buckets of water. But after half an hour, Chatti Baba 

again wanted a bath! Baba again came to bathe him, but the mast did not allow it this time, and 

instead bathed himself with hundreds of pails of water, and remarked, “This is a place where there 

is neither food nor water!” 

Throughout this period, Baba and both the men and women mandali were adhering to their 

two-meal-a-day fast. On 12 December 1940, Baba explained another point to the women about 

meditation: 

Those of you who are unable to meditate should repeat my name without being bothered 

by thoughts. Thoughts are like mosquitoes, and my name is the mosquito net. When you are within 

the mosquito net, the mosquitoes may buzz around you, but they cannot bite you. Thus, by 

repeating my name, like the mosquito net, it will save you from the stings of the mosquito-thoughts 

that try to distract you, and you will be unmoved. 

On the 13th, after working with Chatti Baba and the new mast in Ceylon Lodge, Baba came 

to the women smiling and remarked, “My work was most satisfactory today. I am very, very 

happy.” To celebrate, Baba distributed toddy, bhujia and chiwada. Baba’s face was glowing like a 

full moon and his eyes radiated light. The women were awestruck and, affected by the strong, 

fermented toddy, began chanting the prayer, “Hari, Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, God, Yezdan, 

Hu!” 

Margaret began dancing for Baba. They were like mastanis while gazing at the Beloved’s 

beauty, and only Mani, Rano and Norina managed to maintain their sense of decorum. Baba then 

went to the men and handed out the treats to them.441 

 

Calicut was too hot, so on Monday, 16 December 1940, Baba decided to proceed to Jaipur, 

and he sent Chanji ahead to find suitable bungalows. It was decided that all should travel to Jaipur 

by train, and that Don and Nilu should bring the empty Blue Bus with the baggage. 

 
441 Kaka and Eruch had brought a chatti of toddy for the men, as well, but the chatti had broken before the 

toddy could be distributed. 



Baba had intended to allow Mehera’s nieces Meheru and Naggu to join him in Ceylon, 

along with the Kotwal sisters Hilla and Najoo, whose mother and younger brother Adi were already 

with Baba. However, the weather in Ceylon had been so inclement their visit was canceled. Baba 

now called Meheru and Naggu to Calicut. They were brought by Masaji about the 17th. After 

escorting the girls, Masaji immediately returned to Meherabad. 

Kaka was sent back to Bombay at this time, and Eruch joined Baba from Bangalore. Eruch 

brought his family and Gulamasi with him. They, too, were to have joined Baba in Ceylon, and had 

been vaccinated before Baba changed the plan.442 Babadas came to Calicut three times, but Baba 

did not see him, for he was still in seclusion and did not wish his work to be disturbed. 

One day, however, according to Eruch, Don was on his way to the Post Office when from 

a distance he spotted a disheveled, bearded figure in a long robe, who he thought was a mast. He 

reported this to Baba, who instructed Eruch and him to bring the person. When Don and Eruch 

approached the man, they were surprised to discover that it was Babadas! Baba had said to bring 

“the mast” to him, so he was brought and Baba chuckled at Don’s mistake. 

Pendu had been ordered to help Chanji in arranging for housing. He left Meherabad for 

Jodhpur. Don reserved two railway compartments for the group, and they prepared to leave. 

The proprietor of Calicut’s Ceylon Lodge was the owner of a Margo soap factory. He came 

to know about Meher Baba and that he was occupying his premises and wished to refund the rent, 

which had been paid in advance for several months. But Baba sent him word to keep it as prasad 

from him. Baba and his group of 42 persons departed Calicut on the afternoon of 23 December, 

after having stayed for two weeks. 

Despite their best efforts, Chanji and Pendu had not been able to locate a house in Jaipur 

city and so they had gone to Jodhpur, Udaipur and Bundi to try there, as Baba had instructed. At 

last they found accommodations on the outskirts of Jaipur on Amber Road at a bungalow called 

Irani Kawasji Bagh, owned by Kawas Bala Bukshiji. The shrine of a Mohammedan saint was 

located in the compound. 

Pendu and Chanji informed Baba, and then received Baba’s telegram stating that he had 

left Calicut and ordering them to reserve train compartments from Agra to Jaipur. Chanji left 

immediately for Agra and Pendu remained behind to make all the preparations for Baba’s arrival. 

It was extremely difficult to reserve empty compartments during the Christmas holidays, but by 

Baba’s nazar, Chanji was successful. Baba and the group arrived in Jaipur at five o’clock Thursday 

evening, 26 December 1940. 

The first thing Baba did on arrival was apportion individual rooms and beds to all in the 

group. As Age describes, “Baba was attentive to the minutest detail of the women’s lives. 

Everyone’s freedom was restricted within the limits prescribed by him. It is difficult to have an idea 

of just how these women were living. In some respects the limitations imposed by Baba exceeded 

those put on prisoners! But the Beloved’s restraints, instead of binding one further, were those 

which served to snap the chains of bondage, and open the inner doors to Freedom. Every thought 

is limited by such restrictions; and the mind, which is hurt the most, revolts at every step. This is 

why it is next to impossible to stay for any length of time with a Perfect Master. Every breath brings 

pain to the ego, and at times, being alive becomes a living death!” 

Pendu was sent to Jodhpur on 3 January 1941 to locate masts, and he returned two days 

later with a list of possible contacts. Baba proceeded to Jodhpur by train on the 6th, to contact a 

few of them, accompanied only by Eruch and Gustadji. One sixth-plane mast named Nanga Sadhu 

lived some miles away near a military barracks. He was a middle-aged man with bushy hair and a 

beard. He was guarded by a sentry and had two servants to look after him. Baba went in a tonga to 

 
442 Dolly, who had been staying with the Jessawalas in Bangalore, remained there with her brother Adi Sr.; 

their sister Piroja was with Baba and the women’s group. 



contact him. The mast has no bodily consciousness; he didn’t eat until someone fed him. He was 

sitting on a heap of sand with his hands over his face. “When he started on the Spiritual Path,” Baba 

explained, “he did not want to see the world at all. So he covered his face with his hands. Now, 

from habit, he still does the same thing.” 

When they arrived, the sentry was on duty. As Baba wished to contact the mast alone, they 

returned to the dak bungalow. But as soon as they arrived, Baba wanted to return to the mast 

immediately, which they did. This time the sentry was gone. Baba told Eruch and Gustadji to stand 

far away while he worked with the mast alone for half an hour.  

By the time Baba completed his work, the sentry had returned and was agitated. Baba said 

to tip him generously, which appeased the man. They returned to the dak bungalow to have a meal, 

but again Baba wanted to return to the mast. Back they went in a tonga for a third time. The sentry 

was not there and, again, Baba contacted the mast alone for half an hour. When Baba was with the 

mast, the mast did not cover his face, but when Baba was leaving, the mast kept looking at him 

through his fingers.  

Baba also contacted a high mastani named Mastani Mai, who likewise was not conscious 

of her body. She was covered with rags, and flies hovered around a wound on her leg which was 

swollen. Rich devotees gave her food and clothes, but she left it all by her side and gave it to the 

poor. Baba contacted her seven times near the dak bungalow, once when she was alone without 

devotees around her. 

Baba returned to Jaipur at noon on 8 January. Meeting with the women that day, Baba 

described his contacts. (“Baba gave a delightful imitation of the mast who peeped through his 

fingers at Baba,” Mani recorded.) Emphasizing the importance of his mast work, Baba remarked, 

“Before I speak, I have to contact 75 percent of the masts in the world. I have already contacted 70 

percent; now only five percent remain.” 

Baba also commented: “What chaos prevails in the whole world! Here we don’t realize all 

the misery. When Margaret has a toothache she says, ‘Damn the world and its quarrels. I have a 

toothache!’ For her toothache, Margaret wishes the whole world to hell, but why not for me? Create 

such an ache for me that your ego is uprooted.” 

He once told them, “Unless you become the dust of the Master you cannot stay with me. 

You can all go to hell! I have a strong mind to send you all away.” 

One evening soon after they had arrived in Jaipur, Baba humorously related to the women, 

“We are going to publish a new book on milk and Kitty’s adventures with the milkman. Every day 

the cows don’t give [enough] milk and the mandali and Kitty and the milkman all go crazy arguing 

about it. 

“Then the milkman turns to me and says, ‘You are the only good man here. All the others 

harass me!’ ” 

Fierce tigers abounded in Jaipur. A local old man used to come and tell the mandali to 

beware, as a tiger had just killed an animal or human at such-and-such a place. Once Krishna told 

this to Baba, and Baba directed him to ask Chatti Baba about it. When he approached the mast with 

the news, Chatti Baba said, “Everyone will be butchered to pieces!” but did not elaborate. 

When it was reported to Baba that a tiger had killed a man just a mile from their bungalow, 

Baba ordered the women to lock all the doors by seven o’clock each evening. He then quipped, “I 

don’t mind tigers — I mind fighting disciples!” 

 

It was in Jaipur, on Thursday, 9 January 1941, that Baba dictated his well-known message, 

The Seven Realities of Meher Baba’s Teaching: 



Meher Baba’s teaching gives no importance to creed, dogma, caste systems and the 

performance of religious ceremonies and rites, but to the UNDERSTANDING of the following 

seven Realities: 

1. The only Real Existence is that of the One and only God, who is the Self in every 

(finite) self. 

2. The only Real Love is the love for this Infinity (God), which arouses an intense 

longing to see, know and become one with its Truth (God). 

3. The only Real Sacrifice is that in which, in pursuance of this love, all things, body, 

mind, position, welfare and even life itself, are sacrificed. 

4. The only Real Renunciation is that which abandons, even in the midst of worldly 

duties, all selfish thoughts and desires. 

5. The only Real Knowledge is the knowledge that God is the inner dweller in good 

people and so-called bad, in saint and so-called sinner. This knowledge requires you to help all 

equally as circumstances demand, without expectation of reward, and when compelled to take part 

in a dispute, to act without the slightest trace of enmity or hatred; to try to make others happy, with 

brotherly or sisterly feeling for each one; to harm no one in thought, word or deed, not even those 

who harm you. 

6. The only Real Control is the discipline of the senses from indulgence in low desires, 

which alone ensures absolute purity of character. 

7. The only Real Surrender is that in which the poise is undisturbed by any adverse 

circumstances, and the individual, amidst every kind of hardship, is resigned with perfect calm to 

the will of God. 

This message was especially significant because, for the first time perhaps, Baba ordered 

thousands of copies of it printed and then sent to his disciples and followers throughout India in 

order for them to distribute them wherever they lived. Ghani and Adi Sr., in Bangalore, headed up 

the printing and distribution tasks, and thousands of copies of this message were handed out 

throughout India in the beginning months of 1941 and also sent to Europe and America. Baba’s 

mandali were sent to various cities in India, and instructed particularly to give it to persons in charge 

of temples, mosques, ashrams and churches. 

 

Baba sent Gaimai, Manu, Meheru, Meherwan and Eruch back to Bangalore on 14 January 

along with Gulamasi Satha and Sarwar. Eruch was ordered to help Ghani and Adi Sr. with the mass 

distribution of the Seven Realities message. Meheru and Naggu were sent back to Nasik. 

Baba left Jaipur later the same day at four o’clock, with Gustadji and Savak (who had 

joined him from Meherabad), for a mast tour of Gujarat, Kathiawar and the Girnar Mountains. Kaka 

joined them at Ahmedabad, and Baba contacted masts there and at Rajkot, Morvi, Junagadh, 

Jamnagar and Dwarka. 

Two masts were particularly interesting. In Rajkot, Baba contacted a saintly mast whom 

he called Makkhiwala Baba. He was a strange but good mast who had sat for years in one particular 

spot. Horrible as it may sound, his body was covered with thousands of flies (makkhi) so one could 

barely see the figure of the man for the numerous flies on him, and hence his nickname. 

In Jamnagar, Baba communed with the spiritual chargeman of the area, named Coatwalla 
Baba. This great mast wore several coats and never removed his clothing. He lived isolated in a 

cemetery. When Baba met with him for the second time near a forested area, the saint wept loudly 

before Baba and shouted in a heartbreaking cry, full of anguish, “I have found God in the wilds!”443 

During this tour in Rajkot one day, while Baba was sitting on a commode having a bowel 

movement, Savak was nearby and thought to himself: “If I eat Baba’s excreta, I will surely make 

great progress on the Path.” Savak was quite new in the Master’s circle and had gotten this peculiar 

 
443“Junglemein khuda mil gaya!” 



idea from a book he had read about Upasni Maharaj performing such an act.444 When Baba was 

through, he called Savak and instructed him in a warning tone, “Clean this commode thoroughly, 

but remember: Don’t let even a speck of excrement touch your hands. Use a brush. If even a speck 

touches you, you will turn into a leper!” 

Savak was dumbfounded, and his wish to perform such a penance remained unfulfilled. 

Baba had read his thoughts, and Savak learned that it was best to carry out the Master’s wishes and 

not try to “gain” something on his own! 

Baba returned to Jaipur on Friday, 24 January 1941 and described his trip to the women 

mandali: 

We visited twelve cities in ten days, and I bathed seventeen masts. During this tour, we 

spent every night in the train, and lived like the very poorest, eating baked chickpeas, apples and 

ganthia.445 We traveled by third class, and the compartment meant for 30 people contained 60. I 

thought that no one would recognize me, but on alighting at the first station in Kathiawar, a Hindu 

came and took my darshan. So, [from there on] I had to keep my face covered at every stop. 

But the one who most amused me during this journey was Fatty [Kaka]. We all had colds, 

but Fatty completely lost his voice! He could only whisper, which he did without stopping. I was 

silent, and so was the other one [Gustadji]; only one of us could speak [Savak], but he was 

occupied with looking after the luggage, purchasing tickets and seeing to other things. So, with the 

two maunis [silent recluses], a third was there, Fatty, and I thought it very funny. 

Seventeen masts were contacted during these ten days. One was of a very high order. He 

was quite naked, and had been sitting in one place for the last 40 years. He was covered with 

billions of flies, as if clothed by them. But he was very robust and strong. His name was Bapu [also 

known as Makkhiwala Baba]. 

Then, commenting on the war, Baba spelled out: 

All are killing one another now. From March onwards, it will increase. Besides killing, 

there will be floods, earthquakes, fires, famine and diseases — all of which will take a great toll. 

Nature killing them, and themselves killing each other. And God does all this. Why? 

The root of the evil is so deep-rooted that unless drastic and worldwide remedies are 

applied, it cannot be uprooted. It has to be knocked from every side, and then [only] can it be 

exterminated. Then, real peace and happiness will be permanent. It will be automatically 

established. People will then learn to love one another, to help one another. 

[How is it possible for] the greatest sinners to become saints? Because their penance is so 

drastic and complete. The transmutation is real and full. 

The world is miserable. And India, too, is miserable, though it is not directly involved in 

the war. 

Baba again asked the women on Sunday, 26 January 1941 to sign a written promise to obey 

the list of orders, until August of that year, with renewed zeal. He then observed: 

I am certain all the outside devotees will follow the orders, but I have not the slightest 

hope of you all — my inner circle. For the next 20 days, you must keep your mood at its best. 

Under any circumstances and conditions, you are not to get excited, not to have moods, but always 

to be happy and smiling. This is the greatest help to me. 

People join the war, fight, get wounded and suffer untold hardships — but that is easy in 

comparison. To keep your best mood in every situation, never to be upset or sad, to speak gently 

and lovingly, never using a harsh word, not to get excited when someone steals your chapati, but to 

say from the bottom of your heart: “May Baba bless you!” — that is really difficult. To control the 

 

444 Such an act on the part of Upasni Maharaj was connected with his state of coming down after he was 

God-realized by Sai Baba.  

445 Ganthia is a dry chickpea snack consumed by the poor in India. 

 



self is more difficult than walking on fire or glass. It is easy to win a war of nations, but most 

difficult to win your own self. It is the only real thing on this Path. To keep a calm head, tolerate 

and swallow everything. The Sufis call it zapt. 

My mother helps me the most now. She gives ample opportunities to others to control 

themselves. You have won the greatest war when you win yourself. When she [Shireenmai] comes, 

you will have more opportunities of controlling yourselves. For example, I feel like murdering her 

sometimes, yet I embrace her lovingly. You [should] do the same. 

Baba repeated: “As Christ has said, ‘What availeth the man who gains all the world and 

loses his own soul?’ And I say: ‘It is easy to win wars, but difficult to win one’s own self.’ It means 

the same thing.” 

They then discussed their upcoming journey to Quetta. It was decided to go there in the 

Blue Bus and cars. There was a discussion about packing, and Rano, who had been doing this duty 

all along, since the start of the Blue Bus tours, said she would continue. After everything was 

settled, Baba joked: 

Six of you will die. With Silla we will bury her fan; with Banubai her snuff box; with 

Norina her typewriter; and with Nadia her notebook. You will die in pairs — Masi and Kakubai; 

Kharmen Masi and Banu; Norina and Elizabeth! 

On the way to Quetta, we will go sightseeing and see new places. But in Quetta, there 

will be no time for sightseeing. There, I will be in seclusion and fast, and do all the things an Avatar 

has to do. Do your packing and keep your bags ready by the 20th of February. Then, we leave 

Jaipur for the place where all of you might get kidnapped, buried or bombed by the Russians! 

Baba then asked, “If someone asked you who is Meher Baba, what would you say?” 

Nadine answered, “God!” 

Norina said, “The God-Man!” 

Baba concurred, “Not God, but God-Man. God-Man is more than God! God is absolute. 

One who manifests the absolute is the God-Man. 

“The person who is one with God is Man-God; it is wrong to say just God. Jivatma = man; 

mahatma = pilgrim on the Path; Paramatma = God. When Jivatma becomes one with Paramatma, 

it is called Shivatma. Paramatma cannot be called Shivatma.” 

In the early morning of Monday, 27 January 1941, Baba rode to Alwar village in 

Elizabeth’s car to contact masts, and returned at 1:20 in the afternoon. Later that day, he explained 

to the women: 

Today, my work was done in five minutes. A very well-known mast lives in the house of 

a merchant. He is about 45 years old and is called Yasin.446 

There are two types of mad — first, the worldly who go mad for money and women, or 

because of some loss or shock, and so forth. The other, the God-mad, whose minds become 

paralyzed on the Path; they are like yogis, but those who get confused and go mad. 

“Mast” means intoxicated. Masts are intoxicated with divine love. The expression “drunk 

with wine,” used by poets, means that [divine] intoxication. Masts are [generally] on the third and 

fifth planes, and sometimes on the fourth; but never on the first or second planes. The wali is of the 

fifth plane, but he is not a mast. Majzoobs, too, can be on the fifth plane. 

A mast on the fifth plane is drunk with love of God. He sees neither the world nor 

himself, but only longs for union with God. A wali on the fifth plane sees the plane and himself, but 

is not attached to the plane, and longs for union with God. 

A majzoob of the sixth plane is one with that plane; a majzoob of the seventh plane is one 

with God. If he “comes down,” he is Qutub, Sadguru, the Perfect Master, the Man-God. 

One on the sixth plane is called a pir. He sees himself everywhere, fully conscious, and 

longs for union with God. 

So there exist the: 

Majzoobs — on the 5th, 6th or 7th planes 
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Pirs — on the 6th plane 

Walis — on the 5th plane 

Masts — on the 3rd, 4th or 5th plane 

God-mad — on the 1st or 2nd plane 

And the world-mad — on the zero plane! 

Between the third and fourth planes, and between the fifth and sixth planes, and between 

the sixth and seventh planes, there are stages, called mukam-e-hairat, where souls become stupefied 

[and enter a divine coma]. 

When Margaret is intoxicated, what does she experience? Does she remember worldly 

worries? Does she then care for anything? Similarly, the mast who is drunk with God-love cares for 

nothing, sees nothing. As the majzoob is one with the plane he is on, he is drowned in it. How can 

you differentiate between the mad, the God-mad, the mast, the majzoob, the wali — when all act 

alike? 

When I once sent Soltoon’s sister for a mast, he instead came back with seven worldly 

mad! How do you differentiate between an ordinary madman and an ordinary drunkard? The 

drunkard totters, and the mad does not. That one movement of tottering is an indication that he is 

drunk. 

The mad and mast act alike, but there are certain gestures and signs by which one can 

know. The mast here bites and throws stones and filth, but he is a very good mast, and not mad. 

Even the majzoob on the seventh plane, who is one with God, acts like that. But they are all like 

children; they are mad and ghosts all in one. They attract only when necessary. Otherwise, they lie 

hidden, like a jewel in a pile of coal! 

At seven o’clock on the morning of 28 January 1941, Baba again left Jaipur in Elizabeth’s 

car for mast contacts in Alwar district. Gustadji and Chanji accompanied him. Savak had been sent 

ahead to arrange the meetings, ascertain the masts’ locations and prepare to take Baba to them 

immediately upon his arrival three hours later. 

In Alwar, Baba contacted five masts and requested absolute privacy, instructing the 

mandali to stand at a distance and not even to look toward him while he contacted them. To contact 

one mast, they had to drive three miles outside the city, and Baba then had to walk another four 

miles through a desert. But even this he did with the zealous enthusiasm of one eager to finish a 

job. He returned smiling, in spite of the fatigue from walking those long miles, happy that his work 

had been successfully completed. 

From Alwar, Baba and the men drove to Ismailpur to contact the sixth-plane jamali mast 

Gokhale Baba.447 After many wrong turns and confusion in finding a guide, Baba was able to 

contact the mast in a small temple on the outskirts of the village. The old saint, well over 100 years 

old, was greatly revered and lived in that humble temple with five or more dogs. Gokhale Baba 

welcomed Meher Baba on their last meeting, with the words, “God has come.” 

On a different occasion in January or February of 1941, Baba had contact with the spiritual 

chargeman of Jaipur, Nanga Baba. This great mast and saint lived outside Jaipur at the village of 

Amber and Eruch was sent to bring him to Baba. The following is Eruch’s account of his encounter 

with Nanga Baba: 

He was completely naked, and carried a forked stick with bits of dirty rag tied to it. He 

lived on a mountain facing the Amber Palace, and each morning walked down to Amber village, 

took some sweetmeats from a shopkeeper who gave them to him, and speaking to no one, returned 

to his mountain. About halfway up the mountain, at a small temple where there was a spring of 

water, he washed, ate the sweetmeats, drank water, and then walked back up to his mountain top. 

At this little temple, he used each day, after eating and refreshing himself, to make mud 

balls. I asked him what these “mud balls” were for, and the mast told me that he was ordered to 

throw these “fire balls” on big cities in other parts of the world, and because of this he was very 

busy, and could not come with me [to see Meher Baba]. 

I then asked him what his peculiar forked stick was for, and he replied that the stick and 

the knots of old rags on it helped him to aim and point toward the cities on which he threw the “fire 

 
447 The mast’s name Gokhale is also spelled Gokul. 



balls.” In no uncertain terms, he then told me to go away, but he promised to come for contact with 

Meher Baba one day when he visited Jaipur. I tried with more persuasion to get the mast to come 

with me at that time, but he refused, and hit me. 

A few days later, however, Nanga Baba was spotted by Eruch walking along the road past 

Baba’s bungalow in Jaipur, and the mast was coaxed into the garage, and contacted by Baba. So 

Nanga Baba kept his promise, although he seldom ever left Amber. 

Also during January of 1941, Baba contacted another very high mast in Jaipur called 

Chuttan Shah. This jalali mast, who was very dirty and of a violent nature, lived in a most 

disreputable area near the prostitutes’ quarter of the town. Chuttan Shah was brought to Baba’s 

bungalow for one or two days, and Baba would not allow him to be left alone and had various 

members of the mandali sit with him in rotation for two hours each. Chuttan Shah was revered by 

the local townspeople who also feared his violent temper, and it was said that he had once killed a 

man by throwing a stone at his head. 

 

Meanwhile Don and Nilu had been ordered to bring the Blue Bus from Calicut to Jaipur, 

and they endured countless hardships in carrying out Baba’s instructions. The tires and tubes on 

the bus were completely worn out, and it was extremely taxing to drive it in that condition over 

hundreds of miles. Don had to stop often for repairs. One time, when they had a flat tire, he had to 

stuff a blanket inside the tire until they found somewhere to fix it. At one point, the back wheels 

fell off on one side. Whenever they would stop, a crowd would gather to stare at the strange vehicle 

— piled high with all sorts of odd baggage, but no passengers! At times Don had to wash and clean 

the bus himself. They subsisted on whatever meager food was available along the way. Thus, after 

much hardship, Don and Nilu brought the bus to Jaipur at the end of December, and Baba was very 

pleased with them. Both were given the duty of looking after the mandali’s health. 

At this time of the year, Jaipur was infested with flies. Swarms of them would hover, 

especially during mealtimes, making eating a battle of evasive action. Elizabeth would eat sitting 

under a mosquito net. Margaret applied honey to her toe so the flies would be attracted there, 

leaving her to eat in peace. Baba finally insisted that Don and Nilu think of some way to get rid of 

the pests, and although they brainstormed for a solution, every plan failed. 

In Jaipur, Don received his notice to appear for an interview to join the army, and he left 

temporarily for Hyderabad. He was told to report for duty on 1 March at Poona. His wartime 

postings were to be in Poona, Secunderabad and Bangalore (where he was in charge of a 160-bed 

hospital for Italian prisoners of war, because he spoke Italian). Don would come to see Baba 

whenever he had leave.448 

During this period, a young man from Delhi named Keki (Kaikobad) Ardeshir Desai, 29, 

read in the January 1941 issue of Meher Baba Journal that Baba would be staying in Jaipur. He 

came there to meet Baba on 1 February. He had first heard of Baba twelve years before in Navsari 

from his brother Ader Desai, who was a follower. When Keki came to the Jaipur bungalow, 

however, Baba was working with Chatti Baba. He sent this message through Norina: “I am pleased 

that you have come, but since I am in seclusion, I ask you to return to where you have come from 

by the first available train.” 

Although disappointed, Keki obeyed. It would be a year before he met the Divine Beloved 

in form. 

Baba wished to wash the feet of the poor in Jaipur. Two residents of the city, Lala 

Chiranjilal Agrawal and C. G. Nair, were assigned the task of selecting and bringing to Baba’s 

 
448 When the war ended in 1945, Don rejoined Baba and was with him permanently. 



bungalow 50 truly poor and needy destitutes.449 These two men had wished for Baba’s darshan, but 

because he was in seclusion it was not possible. However, since they had participated in the 

program for the poor, they did have the good fortune of seeing Baba then. 

Agrawal and Nair brought the poor persons to Baba on Sunday, 2 February 1941. He 

washed each person’s feet, placed his head on their feet and gave them clothes and sweets. Agrawal 

was deeply impressed. He later related to Chanji: 

What an accumulation of greatness! I was asked to pour water and hand Baba the soap, 

but I had to be constantly reminded of my duty, because my mind had become absolutely blank. I 

felt such an extraordinary feeling of joy, which was contagious. I was staring at Baba, drawn by his 

charm, which one cannot describe. 

While I was in that state of ecstasy, a vision I had in the past came back to me in all its 

details. I dreamt of Lord Krishna coming along a wide road, followed by Arjuna. Meher Baba had 

that same expression of joy as I saw in Krishna’s face. Lord Krishna stopped in front of me. He 

opened his mouth and showed me the entire universe, as he had shown it to Arjuna. My joy was so 

great that even in my dream, I clapped my hands loud enough to scare the family in the house, who 

immediately came and asked what had happened to me. 

I had not recalled this dream for years. But when I stood in the presence of Meher Baba, 

it came back in all its reality. I feel happier today than I have ever felt before. I can believe that the 

power of such a man can go a long way in bringing about the solution to the present world chaos. 

C. G. Nair too was moved and related: 

What a wonderful man! You cannot describe him! What nobility, what grace ... you 

cannot define it. 

I can now understand why you all flock to him and stick to him as you do. He is like a 

huge magnet that draws you to him. I could not resist, in spite of his precise orders to the contrary, 

not to fold my hands in reverence when first facing him. His smile will always remain with me. It is 

so bewildering. I understand now the meaning of the word Awakener. He touches you, and 

something happens inside of you. 

I believe he could be a genius in all departments of life. He works so systematically and 

with such precision. I am sure he knew how much water to pour on one, and how much on the 

other. When he was bathing the poor in that little dark room, it seemed filled with light. 

When the function was over, I was so deeply touched by his truly divine personality and 

by the experience I had, that I could not resist an inner urge to pay my respects to him before 

leaving. But he had already ordered that we could not see him any more and that we should leave. 

This meeting will be the turning point in my life! 

On Sunday, 5 February, Baba again departed from Jaipur for Delhi to contact masts with 

Chanji and Gustadji. At the Delhi station, Baba and Gustadji sat near the telegraph office, while 

Chanji went to look for Kaka, who was arriving by a different train. Minoo Kharas of Karachi had 

suddenly been ordered to go to Delhi on official police work, and Chanji was shocked to see him 

standing on the platform. Since Baba was traveling incognito, as per his standing order, Minoo 

covered his eyes when he saw Baba and turned away. Chanji asked him to help find Kaka and then 

leave, without meeting Baba. “It’s a torture!” Minoo pleaded to Chanji — but he obeyed.  

Baba and the mandali stayed the night at the Regal Hotel, and early the next morning, 

Chanji was sent to Minoo’s hotel next door with a message from Baba. Minoo was to accompany 

Chanji late that night to contact a mast at the Jama Masjid, which he did.  

Jal Kerawalla, also, arrived in Delhi and accompanied Baba around the city looking for 

masts. Baba’s most significant contact was with Hafizji Nabeena, the spiritual chargeman of Delhi, 

whom he had contacted previously in 1939. Baba spent three hours searching for him on the 

 
449 L. C. Agrawal was a lawyer, and C. G. Nair was the United Press of India representative in Jaipur. 



morning of the 6th and went out again that afternoon, at which time the totally naked mast was 

located. Baba was very happy with the work done.450 

Baba next journeyed to Saharanpur, Lucknow and Benares, sending Chanji back to Jaipur. 

He contacted masts in these cities also and afterward left for Calcutta. 

From Calcutta, contacting masts along the way, Baba went south to Jagannath Puri on the 

11th, where Baidul and Savak were waiting for him. Baba contacted masts there and then, 

accompanied only by Baidul, left for Waltair and Madras. Gustadji and Savak were sent back to 

Jaipur. 

Adi Sr., after not seeing Baba for many months, had been ordered to come to Madras. He 

met Baba there on Thursday, 13 February 1941 in his Vauxhall car. Jal Kerawalla had come with 

him. They immediately left at one that afternoon in Adi’s car for Ramnad, where Baba was again 

to contact the revered saint and mast, Pallukollah Baba, who Baba indicated was between the sixth 

and seventh planes. 

Baba gave Adi as much tea as he wanted to fortify him for the long drive. The following is 

Adi’s recollection of the event: 

The cups of tea no doubt gave me a nerve stimuli, but none so invigorating as the 

dynamic presence of Baba himself in the car. The depressing memory of my stay at Bangalore ever 

since Baba’s departure in April of 1940 — a long, tiresome and soul-enervating period the likes of 

which I never experienced before — faded into nothingness before the radiance of his sunny smile, 

his familiar gestures and his loving remarks by means of the alphabet board. 

Baba told Adi, “The mast at Ramnad is the most important in India. He is the king of all 

masts, and it is a very significant stage of my contact with masts to be contacting him again. You 

are lucky to be with me on my birthday [the following day], driving me on this important errand.” 

They reached Trichinopoly at nine in the evening and continued driving throughout the 

night, stopping at a dak bungalow to rest from 3:00 to 6:00 A.M. Baidul slept near Baba on the 

verandah and Adi and Jal slept in the car. They started again and at 8:00 A.M. reached Kilakkarai 

(ten miles from Ramnad, the southernmost part of India) where Pallukollah Baba stayed. Baba 

ordered the men to fast until his contact with the old mast was over. Baba fed Pallukollah a little 

food and sat with him, but for only ten minutes. However, he indicated that he was greatly pleased 

with the contact. 

They immediately began their return trip to Madras at nine that morning, reaching there at 

midnight. Baba directed Adi to drive back to Bangalore in his car, and Baba proceeded to Chanda 

by train, accompanied by Baidul and Jal Kerawalla. Baba contacted a fifth-plane mast in Chanda 

named Lohewala Baba, who lived deep in a forest. This mast gathered junked iron pieces from the 

railway salvage yard and hung them high in the treetops of the forest. 

Baba went to Nagpur, where he contacted more masts. Then they boarded a train for Delhi, 

where they would take another train to Jaipur. In Delhi, they had a few hours to wait before the 

Jaipur train departed, so Baba took the men went to see a new Charlie Chaplin movie, The Great 
Dictator.451 Baba liked the movie immensely. “It is the only film I would have liked to see seven 

times,” he remarked. He had a letter written to the Meherabad mandali, instructing that everyone 

should see the movie, any number of times they liked, and he further added that those who had 

 

450 Hafizji Nabeena died a few months later on 6 July 1941. 

451 The Great Dictator was a satirical attack on Hitler and Mussolini. (Chaplin depicted the Nazi swastika 

as a symbol of betrayal — “the double cross.") Hitler was outraged by the film and protested against its 

showing.  



been forbidden to see films under the current restrictions were allowed to see only this movie when 

it came to their area. 

After having covered almost 5,000 miles in two weeks, through the north, south and east 

of the country, Baba returned to Jaipur late at night on 18 February 1941. Age summarized Baba’s 

recent journeys: “Throughout this exhausting, if not excruciating journey, Baba literally spent every 

night in crowded third class train compartments. During the daytime he had no rest as he was 

constantly looking for masts. It was scorchingly hot in Ramnad and Madras and, adding to the usual 

wartime obstacles of traveling in India, when Baba entered Lucknow there was a riot. Civil 

disturbances occurred at Calcutta, also, and at other places Baba visited.452 

“Who can have an idea of the great love Meher Baba had for these masts? To contact a 

mast he would travel thousands of miles by train, car, on foot, in bullock carts, riding on horses and 

camels, in the heat, rain and cold without proper rest, food or drink — amidst the worst imaginable 

discomforts. Even to snatch a few hours of sleep was not possible. The only rest Baba had was in 

serving those he loved — by bathing them, shaving them, feeding them, pressing their feet, 

massaging their bodies, and complying with their every word and whim! That was the elixir and 

antidote to all his tiredness!” 

 

After this exhausting tour, instead of resting, Baba went out and contacted several masts in 

Jaipur city. He also worked with Chatti Baba, who was still being cared for by the men mandali. 

Also, soon after Baba settled back in Jaipur, he issued the following circular to be mailed to his 

followers in India: 

The 15th of February 1941, in Ramnad (the day I saw that old saint), was the day I 

decided:453 

First, that on the 1st of August 1941, my speaking operation would begin (speaking to 

myself); 

And Second, that my world manifestation would come to full expression on the 15th of 

February 1942. 

My present seclusion system will continue until April 15. Throughout the time, beginning 

from April 15, 1941 until February 15, 1942, my seclusion will be absolute. (From August 1 to 

February 15, I will literally not be seen by anyone, even my closest disciples.) During this period, I 

shall lead the world affairs to the climax imperative before my manifestation in 1942, which will 

make [mark] the beginning of the general adjustment of the world, and bring out the subsequent 

unfoldment of spiritual revival. 

I have decided to send Norina, Nadine and Elizabeth to the U.S.A., and Margaret and 

Irene to Europe, to spread my message there. By April end, this declaration will be announced 

universally, and my disciples will personally deliver the final continuation message in places 

allotted by me. 

All those ordered to observe special orders will be free from obeying these orders from 

August 1st, and [thereafter] will observe the orders they obeyed throughout their connection with 

me. But from January 1, 1942 to February 15, 1942, they all (and those who have been promised 

spiritual advancement or Illumination, or even the highest experience of Self-Realization) will fast 

on one and a half seers of milk a day (pure or with tea or coffee, or made into buttermilk), to be 

drunk anytime, and any number of times, as desired. Tea or coffee can be drunk made in pure milk, 

or milk and water, or only water. The quantity of milk taken during the whole day must not exceed 

one and a half seers. The quantity of sugar must not exceed eight tablespoonfuls during the whole 

day. Water and aerated soda water can be taken as much as desired. 

 
452 Prior to beginning the mast journey, Baba had intimated many of his lovers: “All orders [such as fasting 

twice a week, et cetera] given to you are, as already stated, to be followed until July 31, 1941; but from 

February 1st to February 20, 1941, I want you to follow all these orders, not only implicitly, but also with 

the utmost zeal.” 

453 Baba’s actual contact with Pallukollah Baba was on 14 February 1941. 



From August 1, 1941 to February 15, 1942, Gustadji Hansotia, K. J. Pleader, Swami 

Bhabananda and Savak Kotwal will retire into seclusion in the mountains, as I will order. 

Regarding his upcoming 47th birthday in 1941, Baba had already announced: 

This year, being the most important one in spiritual history, my birthday, falling on 

February 15th, will not be celebrated publicly or privately. 

 

Memo arrived in Jaipur on 17 February 1941, “to give the others ample opportunities for 

control,” as Baba had put it, accompanied by her son Jalbhai. Baba was away, however, when his 

mother and brother arrived. 

One of the men who had helped in the poor program, Agrawal, was a well-known lawyer 

in Jaipur. He asked Baba to permit public darshan, but Baba refused. Baba did, however, allow 

Norina to deliver two lectures about him in Jaipur — one to a group of lawyers on 18 January, and 

another for the general public on 13 February. 

Dr. Deshmukh then invited Norina to give a lecture at Nagpur University, where he taught 

philosophy. With Baba’s consent, she went there on 18 February. Her lecture was so effective, three 

students, Ram P. Pankhraj, Abdul Majid Khan and Narayan (“Nana”) Gopal Kher, came into 

Baba’s close contact after hearing her speak. 

Abdul Khan’s mother had recently expired, and the shock was so severe he had wept for 

days. But after Norina’s lecture, he was so impressed by her speech, he requested an interview, and 

went to Deshmukh’s house the day after the lecture to meet her. Abdul poured out his heart, telling 

Norina how depressed he had been since his mother’s death. Norina spoke to him tenderly about 

Baba. He was so comforted he took Norina to be “God’s angel,” and all his sorrows and grief went 

away. 

Norina later spoke to Baba about the young man and Baba sent him this message: “Feel 

you are watched by me.” 

 

Plans for a journey by Baba and the group to Quetta had already begun. Eruch was called 

to Jaipur from Bangalore, and was given the duty of driving the Blue Bus. Elizabeth would drive 

her own car, with Baba, Mehera and a few others. 

Pendu and Rusi Pop Irani had been instructed at Ahmednagar to go to Quetta, and arrange 

living accommodations for Baba and the group. Pendu and Rusi came to Jaipur on 22 February 

1941 and the following morning had a long discussion with Baba about the arrangements. Rusi Pop 

was a former resident of Quetta, and during the 1920s Baba had stayed at his house three times. 

Following Baba’s advice, Rusi and his family had left Quetta and were now residing in 

Ahmednagar. Rusi’s daughter Katie had joined the women mandali on the Blue Bus tour, and 

another daughter, Goher, was studying to be a doctor in Bombay. During her vacations, Goher 

would eagerly come and stay with Baba, as she too had tasted Wine and longed for more. 

For his work, Baba indicated that, en route to Quetta, he wanted to cross the Indus River 

and its five tributaries. Plans were chalked out to travel this way, although it was a precarious route, 

infested with thieves and dacoits. “Where his work was concerned, no thought of safety was 

considered,” Age noted. “Besides, where is the question of safety for one who has the whole 

universe in the palm of his hand?” 

As directed, taking the mast Chatti Baba with them, Baidul, Gustadji, Krishna, Venkoba 

Rao and Vishnu traveled to Quetta by train, preceding Baba’s group. Chanji also left by train for 

Agra with Memo and Jalbhai. Baba left in Elizabeth’s Buick with Mehera and five more women at 

six o’clock on Tuesday morning, 25 February 1941. The others followed in the Blue Bus. The bus 



was completely packed — 28 persons squeezed into seats designed for 14. Eruch was driving, and 

Nilu (and later Jalbhai) sat next to him in the front seat.454 

Reaching Agra at noon that day, they stopped at a dak bungalow. Baba directed Eruch and 

Nilu to unload all the bedding from the top of the bus, and throughout the journey they had to do 

this task. After settling in, Baba sent Eruch out to find masts while Nilu and Jalbhai did the 

marketing. In the afternoon, after a lunch of fried potatoes, bread, butter and chutney (brought from 

Jabalpur), Baba took the women to the Taj Mahal, the Agra Fort and other places of interest. 

While at the Taj Mahal, Baba was informed about a saintly old woman who lived in a 

deserted horse stable not far away. Baba was guided there by a gardener at the Taj Mahal. When 

Baba and the men approached the stable, they heard a wild cry like a roaring of a tiger, and when 

they entered the stable they found the woman. She was pacing back and forth, roaring in this 

extraordinary fashion, and when Baba approached her she stopped. She beckoned to Baba with 

respect, and Baba gestured to Eruch to ask her if she was happy to see him. She replied that she 

was truly very happy. Although old, she was a large, strong woman, both of her arms covered with 

bangles, and she had a bright attractive face. Baba remarked she was a very high mastani and 

referred to her as Mastani Mai. 

Later that evening, Eruch brought a mast with whom Baba worked at night. Very early the 

next morning, Baba bathed and clothed another mast in Agra. Eruch and Nilu were kept so busy 

with the mast work they could hardly attend to servicing the old bus. 

Baba drove in Elizabeth’s car with his mother Memo, Margaret, Jalbhai, Nilu and Chanji 

to see Fatehpur Sikri after breakfast on the 26th, and then returned to Agra at 9:30 A.M. It was 

decided that Chanji should escort Memo and Jalbhai to Delhi by train that afternoon. Baba dropped 

them at the station in Elizabeth’s car and then went out to contact masts with Eruch. 

Baba woke everyone else very early, at 3:30 A.M. on 27 February, and Nilu and Eruch 

hurried to tie the bedding and baggage on top. At quarter to six, they left Agra for Delhi, a distance 

of 127 miles. Elizabeth’s car drove much faster, at 60 m.p.h., and outdistanced the old Chevrolet 

bus, which could only go 40 m.p.h. at top speed. The bus’ tires were old, and along the way they 

had three blowouts. Baba arrived in Delhi that morning at ten o’clock, and checked into the Regal 

Hotel, where they were to stay for three days. When the bus had still not shown up by noon, he 

drove back and found them fixing yet another puncture. They explained the problem of worn-out 

tires, but Baba dismissed it, demanding that Eruch, “Drive faster next time!” 

As soon as they arrived in Delhi, Baba sent Eruch in search of masts. He was only able to 

find one near the Jama Masjid. Baba contacted the man in the evening. On the 28th he took the 

women to the Qutub Minar, the tomb of Humayun, and the Hindu temple of Laxmi Narayan. 

Early Sunday morning, 2 March 1941, Baba sent Memo and Jalbhai back to Poona by train 

with Chanji, and the rest of the group started for Jullundur, 215 miles ahead. Before arriving at 

Ambala at noon, the bus had another flat tire, and Baba had to wait for it to catch up. 

At Ambala, Baba sent Eruch to bring masts. Despite searching for an hour, not one was 

found. Baba was displeased and left for Jullundur at two that afternoon. 

Baba instructed Eruch to drive at 45 m.p.h., which Eruch tried to do, despite the heavy load 

and consignment of passengers. But the tires kept getting punctured, causing irksome delays. Baba 

became more and more upset. Twenty miles from Ambala the Blue Bus had another flat, and Baba 

went ahead in Elizabeth’s car to contact a mast 80 miles from the Sirhind railway station. Because 

of all the delays, the mast was not there when Baba arrived; he had left just minutes before. Baba 

expressed his disappointment. 

 
454 Nilu was again to serve as assistant mechanic. 



Slowly, the bus lumbered into Ludhiana at four that afternoon. Baba took Eruch out to look 

for masts in a tonga, and Baba was pleased to be able to contact and feed one. They managed to 

repair one of the tires on the bus before departing at 7:30 that evening, and drove 50 miles to 

Jullundur, arriving at midnight. 

On the morning of the 3rd, they left at 5:30 for Lahore, 87 miles away. Again, punctures 

and delays were the order of the day. Nilu and Eruch pleaded for new tires and tubes, but, for his 

own reasons, Baba would not permit it; they were forced to make do. Besides the poor condition 

of the tires and tubes, the bus had two wheels on one side at the rear and only one on the other, 

causing it to be very awkward to maneuver. 

They had to stop at Amritsar for two hours because of punctures.455 While Nilu oversaw 

the repairs, Baba and Eruch went out in search of masts. Afterwards, all left for Lahore. Baba’s car 

arrived at 11:30 A.M. and the bus three and a half hours later. They stayed at the Braganza Hotel. 

Eruch located two masts in Lahore, whom he brought to Baba. One was an old mastani. 

Baba had his contact with them as well as with three other masts. 

On hearing their repeated entreaties, Baba at last gave in and allowed Nilu and Eruch to 

buy one new tube and one new tire, which were fitted to the bus. While in Lahore, Baba took the 

women to see Shalimar Gardens, Anarkali Bazaar and other sites in the city. 

On the morning of Wednesday, 5 March 1941, they left Lahore for Montgomery, 102 miles 

away. After only 40 miles, the bus broke down again and Baba was quite peeved. He wanted to 

contact a high mast in Pakpattan, and so ordered Nilu into the front seat of Elizabeth’s car with him 

and drove off. (Four of the women were in the back seat, curtained off.) Eruch was left to manage 

alone and told to meet them in Montgomery. Baba’s car arrived at eleven o’clock. After leaving 

the women at the P.W.D. bungalow, Baba, Nilu and Elizabeth drove to contact the mast 30 miles 

away in Pakpattan, near the tomb of the Perfect Master Baba Farid Shakkar Ganj. The unnamed 

mast had a tall, stout physique. 

Later in the evening, Baba took three of the Western women and contacted a young mastani 

of eighteen in a squalid shack where she was said to have been living for the past twelve years. The 

girl had been God-intoxicated since age six. 

At night, again Nilu and Eruch beseeched Baba to purchase four new tires and tubes. Again, 

Baba denied their request. 

On the morning of the 6th, they left Montgomery for Multan, 137 miles away. Baba ordered 

Eruch to drive faster — at least 45 miles per hour. Nilu listened in silent trepidation. They had 

barely gone 40 miles when the bus suffered yet another puncture which Eruch and Nilu tried to 

mend. Baba was waiting ahead in the Buick, and when the bus caught up with him, he took Nilu in 

the car to contact masts in Multan, which he seemed anxious to reach. Eruch was left alone for the 

second time to mend the tire by himself. 

Baba’s car reached Multan at 11:00, due to Baba constantly urging Elizabeth, “Drive 

faster!” Seventy m.p.h. may not seem much on modern highways, but it is a breakneck speed on 

the rough, often unpaved roads of India at the time, where at any moment a stray animal or villager 

might wander across. 

Baba contacted one mast and one mastani in Multan. The bus arrived late in the afternoon, 

amazingly with only one puncture along the way. Eruch and Nilu were sent into the town to hunt 

masts. Eruch was also to bring a few boys, and Baba selected one to join them on the pretext that 
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the boy would be taught to operate a movie projector and get a job at the Sarosh Cinema in 

Ahmednagar. But Baba had a hidden reason for the boy he chose. 

In Multan, at last, with much unwillingness, Baba allowed Eruch and Nilu to purchase two 

new tires and tubes. The road from Multan to Quetta was notorious for its highway robberies. Even 

though it was infested with mountain brigands, Baba chose to go that way — in spite of the presence 

of the women. 

They left at 7:00 A.M. on 7 March, for the town of Khar, a distance of 110 miles.456 After 

fifteen miles they came to a railway bridge. As Eruch took the bus across at a crawl, the wooden 

planks of the bridge heaved and rattled under the weight of their five-ton load. The bridge began 

tilting. Nilu was terrified. It was pouring down rain and the roads were very bad. They had to cross 

five more bridges, and the last one, after Muzaffargarh across the Indus, was the longest and proved 

to be the most treacherous. 

The toll-keeper said he would not be responsible for any mishap, since the bridge was built 

to support vehicles of not more than two and a half tons. He allowed them to pass only after their 

most vigorous protests. The bridge groaned and rattled as the Blue Bus followed the car across. 

The women inside were loudly repeating Baba’s name. Behind them some of the wooden planks 

cracked into pieces and went flying off into the air. After they crossed, all shouted Baba’s name in 

thanks! They all were perspiring despite the cold, and they realized that, were it not for Baba’s 

vigilant nazar as he watched from the other side, everyone and the bus would have gone tumbling 

off the bridge to their deaths in the Indus River. 

The boy whom Baba had brought from Multan was with him in the car and had no idea 

who the friendly silent stranger was. The boy was singing to himself, but when the women started 

shouting, “Sadguru Meher Baba ki jai,” he realized that he was in the presence of someone great. 

They reached the town of Dera Ghazi Khan at 10:30 and filled the tanks with gas. In the 

meantime, Baba went with Elizabeth to the post office to send a telegram to America. On the drive 

there, the Buick got stuck in a stretch of mud and had to be pulled out with another car and ten 

people pushing. 

The local folk of Dera Ghazi Khan warned them about the dangers of traveling to Quetta 

by this route. The people said that even the military were hesitant to travel by this road because of 

bandits, and that route was taken only with the greatest precaution. Baba was determined, however, 

and they drove on toward the mountains. 

It continued to rain throughout the day as they proceeded toward Khar along the narrow, 

tortuous roads which wound up the steep mountain and around sharp curves. The area was so 

desolate and wild, there was actually no sign of human life along the entire drive. At two places the 

car and bus got stuck in the mud and were freed only when everyone got out and pushed. They 

reached the town of Khar at five in the evening and settled in at the dak bungalow on top of a 

mountain for two days. 

At Khar, Baba dictated a continuation of his last circulated message given in Jaipur. He 

stated: 

I will speak on the 1st of August 1941 the Divine Word to myself and in myself, the word 

of the will of God that will begin the resurrection of the dead world and start the general adjustment 

of the world. 

This speaking-to-myself operation will continue until the 15th of February 1942, the day 

that I will publicly and universally speak, the day that my world manifestation will come to full 

expression, the day that the six months self-speaking operation will bring out the unfoldment of the 

spiritual revival, and the day that the disciples of my circle will realize the Truth. 
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My present seclusion will continue until April 15th, but from April 15, 1941 to February 

15, 1942, my seclusion will be more absolute. 

The group left Khar on the 10th, at 7:20 A.M. for Loralai, a distance of over 130 miles. The 

whole way was through mountain passes and was the most dangerous part of the journey. Ten miles 

away, they stopped at Rakhni to pick up hired military escorts. Baba and the women were 

entertained with a small horserace, and Baba rewarded the winner with five rupees. 

They left at 11:30 A.M. with guards riding on each side of the car and strong Baluchi 

soldiers, with guns in hand, riding on top of the bus. The bus got stuck along the way and was 

pulled out by Elizabeth’s car. They reached Loralai at quarter to seven that evening and stayed in 

the dak bungalow. 

There in Loralai, the boy who had been accompanying them was identified as the son of a 

vicious dacoit. He had begun giving them trouble, so Baba sent the boy back to Multan. Baba’s 

reason for bringing him was now revealed. The dacoits had not attacked them knowing the boy was 

traveling with them. 

Leaving Loralai on the morning of Tuesday, 11 March 1941 (without any guards), they 

reached Quetta at five o’clock in the evening. For Baba’s accommodation, Rusi Pop had rented 

Abdul Wahid’s bungalow just opposite the Persian Consulate. As soon as Baba arrived, he plunged 

into his mast work, and remained in seclusion, not seeing anyone. 

Three days after they arrived, Baba sent Eruch back to Bangalore, and Baidul, Gustadji, 

Krishna, Nilu, Venkoba Rao and Vishnu remained with him. Vishnu would do the marketing while 

Baidul, Krishna and Venkoba looked for masts. Whenever Baba would actually go out to contact 

the masts, Baidul would always be with him. Krishna and Venkoba would keep nightwatch by 

Baba’s side. Soon after Baba’s arrival in Quetta, Pilamai arrived from Karachi and was permitted 

to stay for a week. 

Nilu had no faith in masts and, from a medical point-of-view, considered them to be 

innocent madmen. But one day he saw that Chatti Baba had sat on a block of ice throughout the 

night, and had not left his seat despite a freezing storm outside. Nilu had spent the night in his bed 

huddled under four woolen blankets, and wearing his overcoat — yet still he was cold. The sight 

of Chatti Baba sitting naked in the intense cold of Quetta, and in a completely happy mood, 

profoundly impressed Nilu. His questioning mind could not find a satisfactory answer to such a 

wondrous sight, and he was then fully convinced that the mast was not an ordinary man. 

During Baba’s month-long stay in Quetta, Chatti Baba would not stay indoors in his room, 

but would roam about all night outside in the cold, inclement weather. He remained healthy, but, 

more amazing, he continued his daily bath of 100 bucketfuls of ice-cold water! 

One day Baba told Krishna to go ask Chatti Baba whether he wanted a bath. Krishna did 

so and at first Chatti Baba laughed, but then agreed. Baba came and began bathing him. During the 

bath Baba gestured to Krishna to ask Chatti Baba whether he felt cold. Krishna asked him and he 

said, “Cold? I’m on fire! ... I'm burning up!” 

Krishna looked puzzled and asked, “You're having a cold bath, yet you feel that you are 

burning?” 

Chatti Baba nodded toward Baba and said, “This fire is burning me!” 

Baba wished to give Chatti Baba a bath every morning at 6:00 A.M. Krishna would prepare 

kangi (cream of wheat) and an omelette for the mast’s breakfast, and keep it ready, so that he could 

be fed immediately after his bath. On one occasion, Baba wanted the bathwater to be very hot. That 

morning, Krishna was late but by only ten minutes. Angrily, Baba knocked loudly on his door and 

demanded that he hurry up. Baba went to the other men and complained, “Krishna is eating and 

sleeping like a pig!” 



Sending for Gustadji, he gestured to him, “I am so upset, I cannot forgive Krishna for his 

mistake. You'd better forgive him.” 

Gustadji replied with hand signs, “If you cannot forgive him, Baba, how can I?” 

Addressing Krishna, Baba scolded, “Why are you always so careless? I am paying you ten 

rupees per month, besides feeding you and sending money to your mother. And, still, you don’t do 

your duty properly. If you accept wages, then you must work faithfully and be honest.” 

Krishna snapped back, “Do you think I am staying with you for money?” 

“Then why do you take payment from me? But be warned, to do your work without 

compensation, like the mandali, will be still more troublesome. It requires exactitude. Only he 

whose head is ever-bowed at my feet can work like that. You are hopeless! Useless! It is better you 

go away!” 

“If you think that I am here for wages, then I will leave.” 

“Where will you go?” 

“Anywhere ... I will find work.” 

“Had you any love for me, you wouldn’t talk like this,” Baba said and left the room. 

Krishna felt terrible and decided to leave Baba. When he took one step toward the door, 

Chatti Baba began laughing loudly. Krishna asked the mast, “Why are you laughing?” 

“Where are you going?” 

Peeved, Krishna replied tersely, “I'm going somewhere! What difference does it make to 

you?” 

The mast then declared, “Go anywhere in the world you like; wherever you go, he will be 

there. There is no place where he is not.” 

Krishna opened the door. Baba was standing outside. Krishna told Baba that he was leaving 

him. Baba replied, “Fine, but do one thing first. Give Chatti Baba his breakfast. When he finishes, 

then you may go.” Krishna agreed. But by the time the mast finished eating, Krishna’s temper had 

cooled. Baba said, “Now go.” 

“I would like to stay,” said Krishna. 

Echoing Chatti Baba’s words, Baba said, “Go anywhere, but I will always be with you. I 

am in you, and throughout the world. Even if you leave me, you will come again and be with me 

in your next birth. If you want to stay, stay; but stay for me, and not for the self!” And thus Baba 

forgave him. 

 

One day Baba sent Elizabeth to the railway station in Quetta on an errand. On the platform, 

she saw a large black spaniel who began following her. Elizabeth, always drawn to a wayward 

animal, did not know what to do. On inquiry, she learned that the dog’s owner had abandoned him 

and gone away. 

The thought came to her that Baba had sent her to the station only for this dog, and so she 

took it back. Baba was happy to have it; he named it Foundy, and fed it himself for a few days. 

Once in Quetta, while Kitty was in the courtyard drawing water from the well, Baba passed 

her, and as he did so he struck her on the back. She thought nothing of it, and went on pulling the 

rope to raise the pail. Later, Baba sent for her and asked, “Did you feel hurt that I struck you as I 

passed by the well?” 

“No, Baba,” she said. “I thought nothing about it.” 

Baba explained, “There are times when the work on other planes does not go quite right, 

and sometimes I pass on part of the burden by striking someone. One is extremely fortunate if I do 

occasionally throw my mood on them.” 



Rustom and Freiny’s youngest son Jangoo had been staying with Baba practically since he 

was born. Khorshed had been given the responsibility of looking after the infant, and because of 

her charge, whenever they would stop somewhere, she would always demand more space for 

herself and the child. This constantly caused a clash between herself and Rano, who was in charge 

of the luggage space and seating arrangements. 

In Quetta, too, Khorshed asked Rano for more space, and Rano ignored her. Baba then 

criticized Rano, “Why didn’t you tell Khorshed she cannot take up so much room?” 

“What is the use in quarreling when she does not listen?” Rano replied. 

Baba cracked, “Because she has Jang-oo with her, she fights!” (Jang, in the vernacular, 

means to fight.) 

On Saturday, 15 March 1941, Baba discussed with Norina, Nadine and Elizabeth 

disseminating his message in America, and with Margaret and Irene doing the same work in 

Europe. The next day, Baba told them: 

You must come back from the West, if alive, before I speak. Spirituality says life and 

body are zero. So if we spiritualists don’t die, then the materialists must never die. Yet they are 

dying for their country. You all must die too — or you ought to have died long ago. So, you all 

must really die soon. 

Margaret and Irene will have plenty of opportunities to die, if they do as I instruct, but 

with no hesitation. So, be ready to go and be prepared to stay! 

On the 17th, Baba talked of George Bernard Shaw (what he said is not recorded) and also 

commented on the state of the war: 

They do not know that no one will win and no one will be defeated. It will be quite a 

new, third result. England will suffer very much. India will be in a mess. Russia holds the key. She 

is very clever. Russia sides with all and none — and thus appears so aloof. 

The English barber [Don] hopes to be posted in the I.M.S. [Indian Medical Service], in 

either Bangalore, Poona or Ahmednagar. He feels miserable to be away from me, but he will have 

to go! It is the law, and I have assured him he won’t leave India. 

Roosevelt’s speech means war. America will play a very great part in the battle of 

humanity in the future. India has over 700 communities and castes, and so it is very difficult for 

India. 

Norina asked, “Won’t all this take a long time to end?” 

Baba answered, spelling out: 

In one second, thousands died in the Quetta earthquake. So we have many seconds to 

work in. If, all of a sudden, Hitler dies, Mussolini is killed, Stalin has heart failure and their 

followers are fed up, it doesn’t take [much] time.457 

People would prefer Germany and Italy, to Japan. Japan is like a snake! If India had 

unity, she alone could crush Japan, for all parties hate Japan. India is unanimous in its hatred for 

Japan. 

India will get bombed — by not one, but millions! At least, troops going abroad leave 

marvelous dogs behind [such as Foundy]!” 

Chanji arrived in Quetta to see Baba on 22 March, and showed Baba some recent critical 

articles about him, which had appeared in the Gujarati newspapers (most likely written by Colonel 

Irani and Venkatapathaiya, the Bangalore attorney). Baba directed Chanji to ignore the 

inflammatory articles and keep quiet. Shortly thereafter, Chanji was sent to Karachi with Pilamai, 

to arrange for Norina and Deshmukh to give public lectures there. He had already traveled 1200 

miles to see Baba but, with hardly any rest after their meeting, he was asked to journey another 700 

miles the same day. 

Baba was working with Chatti Baba several times a day. Meanwhile, as much as they tried, 

Baidul and Rusi Pop failed to bring a single mast to Baba’s bungalow, so Baba had to go out to 
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contact them, and would bathe, clothe and feed the masts where they were on the streets or in 

hovels. 

On the 25th, as Baidul was trying to persuade a particular mast in Quetta to come with him 

to see Baba, the mast blurted out, “I won’t go! ... My boat will be drowned in that Ocean!” This 

mast was Nadir Ali Shah, the spiritual chargeman of Quetta, who lived outside in a tent even in the 

coldest of winters. Baba did not contact him in person, but circled round his tent in a car. 

Baba held separate meetings with the men and women mandali on the 25th, and it was 

decided to leave Quetta as soon as possible. By then, half the women were ill due to the cold 

climate, and the bungalow was too small for such a large group. Chanji was wired at Karachi to 

look for suitable accommodation there. After a few days, Chanji informed Baba that he was unable 

to find any such place. Pilamai had been longing to see Baba and have him near her. She was very 

disappointed that some place for the group could not be found. Baba sent her a telegram on 1 April, 

calling her to Quetta, and she came there for a day. 

Baba was in seclusion and not permitting public darshan, but people were anxious to know 

more about him. Norina and Deshmukh went to Karachi to give three lectures there on 11, 16 and 

17 April, and Jamshed Mehta arranged another program on the 20th, which nearly 1200 people 

attended. From Karachi, Norina and Deshmukh went to Sukkur, where on the 22nd they delivered 

another lecture on the Master. 

From Tuesday, 1 April 1941, Baba began another fast of four weeks: for the first fourteen 

days to remain only on fruit; for the next seven days on one cup of tea, three times a day; and for 

the last seven days to remain only on water. 

 

Because of the unavailability of accommodation in Karachi, Pappa Jessawala and Savak 

Kotwal were asked to look for residences in Dehra Dun. Pappa and Savak arrived there from 

Meherabad on 3 April, and contacted Keki Nalavala. Keki had not yet met Baba, but he had come 

to know about him from Keki Desai of Delhi. Keki Nalavala helped Pappa and Savak look for 

vacant bungalows, and when they found one they informed Baba in Quetta. 

Thus, the Karachi plan was canceled, and preparations were made for going to Dehra Dun. 

It was decided to go as far as Lahore by train, so the Blue Bus and Elizabeth’s car were sent there 

by rail. Pappa and Savak were told to meet the group in Lahore, and Pappa was also instructed to 

find and keep a boy ready for Baba to work with when he arrived in Lahore. 

A third class railway compartment was reserved, and after finishing his work in Quetta, 

Baba left for Lahore with the entire group on Monday, 7 April 1941. After two scorching nights 

and a day on the train traveling through the desert regions, they reached Lahore at ten o’clock on 

the morning of the 9th. Pappa and Nilu, who had been sent three days ahead, received them. 

Pappa had brought nearly 60 boys, whom he had made stand at attention in a row on the 

railway station platform. He proudly told Baba, “Select whomever you like. You've no idea how 

difficult it was to find such fine boys!” This made Baba laugh, and giving a rupee to each boy, he 

sent them all away. 

Pappa asked incredulously, “Didn’t you like even one?” 

“There’s no question of liking,” Baba said. “My work is over.” 

“Your work is over? How could it be over by paying a rupee to each? I could have done 

that, and it would have saved me the trouble of rounding them up and bringing them here.” 

Smiling, Baba replied, “It is my work; how can you understand it?” 

“Strange ... very strange work indeed! With so much effort, I found and brought so many 

boys — and you sent them all back. Is this the way you work?” 



Again, this made Baba laugh, and he calmed him, “Don’t worry, Pappa. You will reap the 

fruit of your labor. This work was given to you solely for the purpose of allowing you to serve me.” 

Baba did not stay in Lahore. Alighting from the train, he immediately left for Dehra Dun 

in the Buick, while the others followed in the Blue Bus. Since Eruch had been sent back to 

Bangalore, Pappa now drove the bus with Nilu as his assistant, and Elizabeth drove the car. The 

other men mandali proceeded to Dehra Dun by train with Chatti Baba. On the way, Baba contacted 

a mast in Amritsar and two other masts in Khanna. 

Pappa was not a good driver (“the worst I ever met,” Nilu recorded), and there were 

frequent mechanical failures. More problems arose. After they fixed the bus in Ludhiana, a 

windstorm broke out and raised clouds of dust for more than an hour, dangerously impairing 

visibility. Fortunately, a few showers of rain fell and soon settled the dust. 

Baba and the group spent the night in the dak bungalow at Khanna, and reached Dehra Dun 

the next afternoon, the 10th of April. 

Meanwhile, at Laksar, the men mandali had to change trains with Chatti Baba, who refused 

to board it. The train was about to leave when Vishnu thought of this trick: He told the mast, “We 

are trying to take you back to your native place, but we can’t, if you won’t board the train.” The 

ruse worked and Chatti Baba happily climbed on board. When Baba heard of it, he laughed, and 

joked, “Vishnu is short and does all the work of marketing and travel arrangements. But now I see 

that not only does he look like Napoleon and labor like Napoleon — even his brain works like 

Napoleon’s!” 

Reaching Dehra Dun, Baba occupied himself with mast work. He contacted some in the 

town, and brought some to his bungalow, called Sushila Bhawan at No. 1, Laxmi Road, in 

Dalanwala. According to schedule, on the 15th, he stopped fasting on fruits and began his fast on 

tea. A separate house was rented to house the masts, where Baba remained in strict seclusion for a 

week, from the 22nd of April. During this time, he did not even see the women mandali, and was 

fasting on only water. He worked with Chatti Baba and also with masts brought by Baidul and 

Pappa. 

Baba had fasted many times before, but this month-long fast considerably weakened his 

health. Kaka had been away for a few days and arrived on the 26th of April; Chanji, Deshmukh and 

Norina came to see Baba on the 28th, after their lecture tour. Chanji discussed various matters with 

Baba for a few hours, and then returned to Bombay as instructed with Nadine (who had some work 

there). 

During their conversation, Baba appeared so weak that he could barely nod his head to give 

a “yes” or “no” to Chanji’s questions about the work. The mandali had never seen such an ebbing 

of Baba’s strength. “This was a very painful sight,” Chanji recorded. “In the past, Shree has often 

fasted, but never have we seen such weakness. Conditions in the world are at a critical stage, Baba 

said, and on top of that, after 9 August [1941], he wishes to go into complete seclusion.” 

Chanji elaborated in a letter to Minoo Kharas (dated 30 April 1941):  

This time, [Baba] means “business” and although surprises as such have lost all charm for 

us – his seasoned disciples – we would still be surprised for anything that may happen, any day, 

any moment, and would have a rude shock of our life. The trend of events world over and the strain 

of work (internal) which Baba is having on himself portend drastic events in the near future. It 

seems everything has to be shaken from its very foundation, especially things that have stuck deep 

down and rigidly for years. And it will need no small shock to root it all out of its foundation. Let 

us wait and watch. 

Vishnu wrote to Adi Sr. at this time: 

Baba must be working internally very hard. I've never seen him looking so run-down or 

feeling so weak during any of his previous fasts. This time his weakness must be due to his working 

very hard under the tremendous pressure of the war ... 



Nilu also recounted: 

During Baba’s fast, especially on water, he was growing very weak, but he used to bathe 

and feed Chatti Baba daily, and attend to other things. Moreover, he used to send Baidul and Pappa 

Jessawala far and wide to bring him good masts, whom he used to feed and then send back. 

This strenuous hard work was telling upon his health during the fast. He never took 

notice of my constant and repeated protests against his hard work. I had to examine his heart very 

frequently every day, and owing to his tendency to high blood pressure, his heart could not stand 

even a slight strain during his fast. But he never listened to me, and went on with his work, keeping 

me worrying all the time. 

His seclusion over, Baba broke his fast on Tuesday, 29 April 1941. He sat with the men 

until midnight on the 28th, after which he gave each a teaspoonful of orange juice. Afterwards, he 

drank one cup himself. For two days, Baba remained on fruit juice, and on the 30th, drank some 

boiled spinach soup. On 1 May Baba began eating rice and dal once a day. 

 

Dr. Daulat Singh was practicing medicine in England when he had a dream in which a 

disciple (Swami Bhabananda) introduced him to his Master (Baba). Daulat Singh had never met 

either Bhabananda or Meher Baba. In the dream, the Master urged Daulat Singh, “Leave England 

and return to India. I have connections with you.” Daulat Singh followed the advice, although he 

did not know who the Master was. 

Once in India, Daulat Singh and his family settled in Srinagar, where he became a 

successful doctor and was even elected mayor. He began searching for his guru, but in vain. One 

day, when he was riding on a train, a man seated next to him was reading a book, and after some 

time, Daulat Singh casually glanced at the book. He was shocked. A picture in it was of the same 

man who had appeared in his dream. He asked to see the book and read the name: “Meher Baba, 

Ahmednagar.” At the next station, he got down and caught the first train to Ahmednagar! As soon 

as he arrived, he made inquiries and took a tonga to Meherabad. Now close to the fulfillment of all 

his wishes after so many years, he rushed to ask for Baba’s darshan as soon as he arrived. Baba was 

at Meherabad then and was informed, but refused to see him. 

Daulat Singh tried to check himself, but his disappointment was too great to conceal. He 

began sobbing aloud, “Am I such a sinner that Meher Baba will not see me? Is my love for him not 

sincere? Have I displeased him in any way?” After a few minutes, he regained his composure, and 

resolved to sit under a tree near the road until Baba granted him darshan. He remained there for ten 

days, without food or water. 

On the tenth day, Baba sent Adi Sr. with instructions for Dr. Singh to return to Kashmir, 

travel on to Lahore, and contact Pilamai in Karachi. Daulat Singh did as he was told, and left 

Meherabad with a broken heart. He contacted Pilamai, and asked her to promise to inform him as 

soon as Meher Baba was in the area. Weeping, he narrated his many years of searching and his 

recent experience at Meherabad. 

Learning that Baba was in the vicinity, Daulat Singh came to Dehra Dun from Kashmir for 

Baba’s darshan on the evening of 29 April 1941. It was summer in India, but Daulat Singh had 

been so restless to see Baba, he had come straight through on the train, 850 miles from Srinagar, 

fainting twice in the terrific heat. Nilu tried to calm him, talking to him at length, and explaining 

that during Baba’s seclusion he was seeing no one. But Daulat Singh would not listen and said, “If 

I don’t get darshan, I will die!” 

Nilu informed Baba, and Baba permitted Daulat Singh to see him from a distance, 

specifying that he should not bow down to him or pay his respects, in any way. Placing six oranges 

on the floor, Daulat Singh said, “I have nothing more to offer you.” From afar, Baba sent him word, 

“You don’t know what you have given me! Whatever you have given is too much! Depart happily, 

and don’t look back!” Daulat Singh obeyed and left after talking with Norina for an hour. “In those 



few moments,” Age declared, “the doctor received that ‘brand’ of Wine which kept him intoxicated 

his entire life long!” 

During this period, Kaikobad (Keki) Rustom Nalavala, 32, also came for darshan for the 

first time. But because of Baba’s seclusion, he, too, was allowed to see Baba only from a distance. 

Baba was in his room, and when Keki stood outside to greet him, he could only see Baba’s feet and 

nothing else. He left bitterly disappointed. But his disappointment brought him Baba’s constant 

remembrance, which, in turn, brought him closer to the Master. He thought Baba would surely call 

him one day during his Dehra Dun stay, but Baba did not. Yet, by keeping Keki at a physical 

distance, Baba drew him inwardly nearer. 

In the hot summertime, no decent fresh vegetables were available in the market, and Rano 

would complain about this to Vishnu, who did the marketing. Once Vishnu brought dried peas. 

Taking out the peas, Rano put them in a bottle and labeled it: “For stomachache, take one tablet 

every hour.” When Vishnu asked her for the women’s shopping list the next day, Rano handed him 

the bottle. Reading the label, Vishnu burst out laughing. But when Baba heard of the joke, he 

ordered Vishnu to take one of the “tablets” every hour. Even during the night, Vishnu had to get up 

every hour to take his “pea-culiar” medicine. 

One of Krishna’s responsibilities was bringing the milk to Dehra Dun from a nearby 

village. One day he slipped alongside the road and fell into the river, and was swept away by the 

swift current. At the exact moment he was struggling for his life, Baba, who was in Dehra Dun, 

grabbed Nilu’s hand, gesturing, “Be careful. You might fall down!” Nilu could not understand why 

Baba had caught hold of his hand, and said so. Krishna was rescued by some passersby. When he 

returned to Dehra Dun and narrated this incident, the men understood the significance of Baba’s 

remark. 

In the intense tropical summer heat, Baba left Dehra Dun for Ajmer on Saturday, 2 May 

1941, accompanied by Kaka, Baidul and Gustadji. In Ajmer, Baba again contacted the majzoob 

Chacha, the special masts Lakhan Shah and Qabristanwala (Socrates) and other masts. A bungalow 

in Ajmer (where Baba had decided to move) was rented at this time. Baba and the men returned to 

Dehra Dun on the 9th. 

On Monday, 12 May, at 4:30 A.M., Baba was driven to Rishikesh, 30 miles away in the 

foothills of the Himalayas, the famous “abode of saints and sages.” He went with all the women in 

a hired bus. Nilu, Kaka and Vishnu accompanied them. While returning to Dehra Dun late that 

night, Baba remarked: “You have seen spiritual India with a Spiritual Master! Of all the places of 

pilgrimage in India, I like Rishikesh the best, because, from all parts of India, visitors and even 

residents are here only for meditating on God and renouncing the world. It is one of the best places 

in the world for its spiritual atmosphere.” 

 

After staying for a month, Baba left Dehra Dun with most of the group in the early morning 

of Thursday, 15 May 1941, at 5:00 A.M. Chatti Baba, Baidul, Gustadji, Krishna, Venkoba Rao and 

Vishnu went by train. Pappa Jessawala was sent back to Meherabad. Tukaram had come, and he 

now drove the Blue Bus; Elizabeth drove the car, as usual, but this time, Kaka and Nilu traveled 

with Baba in the car. 

Ajmer is 560 miles from Dehra Dun, and the group halted first at Ghaziabad for two hours 

to have their lunch. They spent the first night at Khurja and the next at a dak bungalow at Bharatpur. 

Baba contacted a mast at Khurja, and three in Bharatpur, before arriving in Ajmer in the early 

afternoon of the 17th. The rented bungalow that Baba and the women occupied was called Purfiza 

Mahal (Palace Full of Grace). It was nicely furnished and situated on a hill above Ana Sagar Lake 

with a commanding view. Quarters for the men were much less comfortable. 

A British woman named Irene Conybeare Harvey, 51, had been interested in mysticism 

and religion since childhood. In the spring of 1940 she met Will Backett in London, and through 



him learned of the Master. “Could Meher Baba really be the Messiah — Lord of the Second 

Advent?” this highly educated daughter of a famous Oxford professor mused to herself: “It seems 

incredible!” 

Yet over the next few months Irene became convinced of Meher Baba’s Godhood and of 

his personal guidance in her life. She had the overwhelming desire to meet him in person and, 

difficult as it was to travel in wartime, she managed to book passage to India in the spring of 1941.458 

Landing in India, Irene learned from Adi Sr. that Baba was staying in Dehra Dun, and she 

traveled there by train, arriving on 29 April. Baba had been informed and sent Norina and Elizabeth 

to meet her. They took her to a hotel where they told her, “Baba is in seclusion and will not see you 

for the present, but he wishes to know if you would be willing to go to America? All your expenses 

will be paid.” 

“But Baba has not even seen me,” Conybeare protested. “He doesn’t know me!” she said, 

somewhat bewildered at the strange turn of events. 

“Baba does not have to see you to know you,” Norina reminded her. Irene then stayed in 

Dehra Dun for some time, finally agreeing to go as Baba wished, and got her travel papers in order. 

Keki Nalavala would visit Irene and talk to her of Baba (although Keki himself had not yet 

met Baba either), and Irene became more and more anxious for his darshan. Finally, Baba called 

her to Ajmer. She once recounted her first meeting: 

On being shown into a small room, bare of all furniture except for two chairs, I saw Baba, 

who was seated on one ... I had the curious sense of having arrived at the end of my destination, my 

quest for Truth, and felt that I was in the presence of a great spiritual being. It was an indefinable 

sensation ... I knew I was in the presence of no ordinary man. 

Baba spelled on the board, “I am happy to see you. Your spiritual connection with me 

stretches back for lifetimes. Soon you will not only know, but be convinced. There is no need to tell 

me anything. I know you very well. 

“I want you to go to America with Norina, Elizabeth and Nadine. Follow Norina’s advice 

on spiritual matters. In other affairs you may use your own judgment.” 

After her brief, five-minute interview, Irene Conybeare returned to Dehra Dun and 

prepared to depart under Baba’s orders. After she had left, Baba remarked, “She will do beautiful 

work for me in America.” 

 

Immediately on his arrival in Ajmer, Baba had absorbed himself in mast work with double 

the energy. He would send Kaka every day to find masts. However, on 22 May 1941, Kaka was 

sent back to Bombay with certain instructions for Chanji, who was to make arrangements for the 

three Western women who were leaving. After Kaka left, Baba would go mast hunting each day 

with Baidul. 

Krishna, who had to bring bucket after bucket of water to Baba for Chatti Baba’s bath, was 

not always as early as Baba wanted; he sometimes overslept because he had to keep nightwatch 

until early in the morning. Once in Ajmer, when he was a few minutes late again, Baba got annoyed 

and directed him to go back to his home. Krishna was fed up with Baba’s scolding and agreed. 

Before leaving, he went to Chatti Baba. Without telling the mast what had just transpired between 

himself and Baba, Chatti Baba again asked him, “Where do you want to go? Wherever you go he 

is there!” Krishna stayed. 

In mid-May 1941, Baba sent instructions to Adi Sr. in Bangalore to deliver a message to 

Upasni Maharaj at Sakori, concerning a possible meeting between Baba and Maharaj. It had been 

 
458 Conybeare may have written to Baba, but not sought his permission to come to India. Will Backett may 

have informed Baba that Conybeare was on her way, because Baba cabled her not to come. She did not 

receive his telegram, however, as she had already sailed for India. 



a long time since Adi had met the Perfect Master and Adi wept when he saw him. Maharaj told 

him, “Suffering with a Master brings spiritual fruit, while suffering in the world is just suffering 

and bears no fruit worth having.” 

Maharaj also commented, “Now, I am like a husk, empty and lifeless. I have given all my 

spirituality [spiritual charge] to Baba.” 

 

As instructed, Norina, Elizabeth and Nadine left Ajmer on Tuesday, 27 May 1941 to do 

the Master’s work of finding property for establishing a center in America.459 Elizabeth took the 

dogs Kippy and Foundy with her. They proceeded to Bombay, arriving on the morning of the 29th, 

where they were met by Kaka and Chanji. Irene Conybeare joined them at the Regent Hotel. Due 

to wartime restrictions, their American ship was delayed and they did not set sail until 11 June, 

having spent two weeks waiting in Bombay. Norina wrote to Baba: 

We finally leave today ... to the hemisphere where you need us to be ... I put my head and 

heart at your feet and go wherever you send me, with your feet in my hands. I love you, love you, 

love you, love ... 

Age observed, “Norina, Elizabeth and Nadine took Baba with their tears. This separation 

was truly unbearable for them; but to keep the Beloved’s pleasure, the pangs they felt deeply 

piercing their heart were not of pain but of a hidden joy. This life of love is always full of pain, and 

although at times it is severe, without it there is no happiness in life! The lover suffers from this 

affliction, but he comes to love the suffering as an inseparable part of his being.” 

Norina was an emotional, colorful Italian, and Irene Conybeare was a reserved, British 

intellectual — as opposite personalities as one could imagine. Norina, who was always gushing 

about Baba, was disappointed with Irene’s nonchalant and seemingly unenthusiastic manner over 

her meeting with Baba. Norina was constantly asking her, “Don’t you feel transformed, child? 

Didn’t you feel any glowing illumination flowing into you from the Master?” And Irene would 

look glum and reply, “No, I did not feel that.” 

Before leaving Bombay, Irene wrote an exasperated note to Baba requesting: “Please give 

me a speck of illumination to keep Norina quiet!” Some days later, standing on the deck of the ship, 

looking out at the sea, she got her “speck of illumination” as her eyes filled with “inner radiance,” 

as she described it; and she knew, as Baba said she would, and was convinced of its source! 

 

Eruch, who was in Bangalore with his family, wrote a letter to Baidul inquiring about 

Baba’s health after the month-long fast in April. When Baba was in a good mood in Ajmer on 27 

May, he himself replied to Eruch’s letter in the form of a humorous poem in Gujarati: 

We are good, you are good, 

 the whole world is good! 

Kaka is kanya [grain seller], 

 Mama is Marwari [businessman] 

and Savak — kotwal [government officer]. 

 Eruch is Pathan, Pendu is pistoo [pistachio],460 

 and Masaji is considered a Moghul. 

The rest of the lot are all 

 
459 Another reason for their departure was that, at the time, there were residency requirements for 

naturalized U.S. citizens (such as Norina and Nadine) whereby their citizenship could be terminated by 

being out of the country for more than five years. 

460 A Pathan is a hefty, muscular man from Baluchistan, often a soldier. (Babajan had such men as her 

bodyguards.) 



 rice, dal and dhunia [coriander]! 

From 26 May 1941, Baba began fasting again and subsisted only on fruits, orange juice 

and water (with no curtailment in his mast work with Baidul). Six days later, on 1 June, he remained 

on only water, and at one minute past midnight broke his fast with a cup of tomato juice. Later on 

that day (the 2nd), he ate a little rice and dal. 

On 3 June, Piroja left Ajmer with Meheru, Naggu and the Kotwal girls, who had been 

spending a few weeks of their summer holidays in Ajmer with Baba and the women. Savak Kotwal 

accompanied them. He was sent to Meherabad for a day, and returned to Ajmer on the 7th. Swamiji 

had been staying in Bangalore, but became ill after a lecture tour of South India. He died at his 

cousin Sampath Aiyangar’s home in Madras on 4 June. Swamiji had been observing silence for 

many months according to Baba’s orders, but before taking his last breath, he uttered Baba three 

times. Baba was informed and sent this cable: “Nobody need feel sad but rather glad because 

Ramanujan [Swamiji] has come to me.”  

With Baidul and Savak, Baba left Ajmer on Sunday, 8 June 1941 to contact masts. Baba 

had ordered a taxi, but it failed to arrive on time. After waiting half an hour, he walked the distance 

from the bungalow to the taxi stand and took another. As he got in, Baba covered his face to avoid 

being recognized. They traveled by taxi, train and bus for more than 500 miles, but did not rest for 

even half an hour during the entire 78-hour trip. Baba contacted three masts in Nasirabad, but there 

is no account of them. 

In Beawar, Baba contacted an old mastani and then a young, naked mast called Narain 

Baba, who constantly repeated the name of God, “Narain! Narain!” 

The most significant mast Baba contacted was the sixth-plane saint Nuru Baba in Sojat. A 

revered man of 80, he lived naked on the verandah of a chosen house, surrounded by ten or more 

dogs. This saint was a mast from birth, and such types of advanced souls are called madar-zad. 

In the town of Abu Road, Baba contacted Khuda Bakhsh, an old mast of 75 who had for 

40 years sat unmoved, like a living statue, in a Mohammedan shrine, and during all 40 years did 

not speak to any living person. When Baba contacted him, however, he was moving and speaking 

and wandering about the town in his ragged attire. 

Baba had some mast contact in Unawa, also, but there is no account of his work there. 

They returned to Ajmer on the 11th, without ever having unpacked the bulky bedrolls 

which they had taken with them. They had gone unshaven, and had taken no bath during the 

continuous, round-the-clock mast hunt. 

Ramjoo came to see Baba in Ajmer on Friday, 13 June 1941. Baba sent him back to Nasik 

after two days. There had been a letter from Ghani in Bangalore, also, detailing his difficulties 

there. Baba responded through Vishnu on the 14th: 

You always picture yourself as the downtrodden, unfavourite, forlorn and forgotten lover 

of Baba. But the real state of affairs is quite the opposite. Baba knows, the world knows – at least 

the mandali’s world knows – that you are Baba’s favourite disciple – his childhood friend and his 

lifelong companion. Your wit and humour touch his sense of humour as no one else’s. You are to 

him, what Chiko [Chicot] the Jester was to King Louis [Henry] of France. [Chicot] not only made 

the king laugh and forget his worries, but also fought his greatest fights for the king. Are you not 

fighting for Baba’s cause through the Journal? 

…Baba sends his love, in the hope that you prove worthy of it by lifting up your face to 

the sky and saying: 

“I am Baba’s man – I am Baba’s friend, 

I must never ask – I must always lend. 

I must always rise – I must never bend, 

I must never call – I must always send.” 



Baba left on another mast trip on 14 June. This time he went with Gustadji, Baidul and 

Savak. They went to Rewari by train and contacted a young seeker called Pathan. Also in Rewari, 

Baba communed with a very high mast of the sixth plane called Wali Baba. This jamali saint lived 

in the head railway ticket collector’s house, near the train station, and Baba bought him a new 

mattress. 

From there, Baba proceeded to Khairtal by train and from that town to the village of 

Ismailpur by bullock cart. It was dark by then, and the dirt road was bumpy and full of mud due to 

rain which was still falling. Baba worked with the saint Gokhale Baba in Ismailpur (with whom he 

had worked the previous January), and returned to Khairtal in the heavy downpour. All got 

drenched and their bedrolls were soaked. The bullock cart was going very slowly on account of the 

mud, and at places they had to get down and push it, and then somehow clean their feet before 

retaking their seats. It was the middle of the night by the time they returned to Khairtal. All their 

belongings were wringing wet and they had no change of clothes. 

In that condition, they traveled by train to Nimuch, where Baba contacted three masts. One 

was Qabristanwala, whose abode was in a cemetery. Another was Ruiwala, who wandered all over 

the town with no apparent purpose. A good mast there was Samshanwala Sadhu, a thin old man 

who lived in a room among the cremation grounds, and repeated the names of God day and night. 

Baba left Nimuch for Chittorgarh, where he also worked with a good mast called Paniwala, 

who sat in a street offering water (pani) to those passing by. 

They returned to Ajmer on the morning of 17 June. It was observed that Baba’s hectic 

travels in 1941 seemed to quicken world events also. Five days after Baba returned, Germany’s 

army invaded Russia and headed toward Moscow. 

Pendu came to see Baba in Ajmer on the 26th, to discuss finances with him, because he 

was in charge of Meherabad and was distributing money to individual mandali for their clothing 

allowance and other expenditures. Pendu returned to Meherabad on 30 June. 

During this time, while conversing with the women, Baba once remarked to them, “Die 

your death, and live my life!” 

 

On Wednesday, 3 July 1941, Baba again left Ajmer with Baidul, Gustadji and Savak for 

mast work in Baroda and Ahmedabad, where he communed with a highly advanced mast called 

Abba Jan. The mast smoked a clay pipe and handed it round to whomever sat with him. 

Baba then contacted Badshah Bapu, a very good mast whom he called “Tinpot Baba,” 

because he sat by the side of a street with a tin pot in front of him. Also in Ahmedabad, Baba 

contacted Habsi Badshah, a good mast who was cared for by some householders. 

Due to heavy monsoon rains, traffic was at a complete standstill between Bombay and 

Surat. Baba returned to Ajmer after four days, on the 7th, but left again two days later to continue 

his mast work in Ismailpur, Rewari, Delhi and Aligarh. He returned to Ajmer on 12 July. 

Baba sent Kaka to Baroda, Savak to Dehra Dun, Delhi, Lahore and Agra, and Pendu to 

Indore in search of bungalows required for his future six-month absolute seclusion. Close lovers at 

each place were informed to assist them. No suitable place was found, however, so it was decided 

instead to return to Meherabad. Tukaram the driver was ordered to take the Blue Bus and their 

baggage there, and Nilu went with him. 

From Ajmer, Baba informed the mandali at Meherabad and Bangalore and his close lovers 

that he would be staying in strict seclusion for two and a half months in the mast ashram on 

Meherabad Hill, and then for four months at some other place. He also informed them by circular: 

I will not be seen by anyone for the period of six months. No correspondence of any kind 

will be allowed except, only in cases of utmost emergency, by telegram ... 



The last three months of my seclusion will be stricter than ever, in the sense that besides 

not being seen, I shall not even hear a human voice! 

 

According to Baba’s strict directives, Mehera was never allowed to be alone. Either Mani, 

Khorshed or Kharmen Masi was to be with her. If Mehera went to wash her face, if she went to eat, 

or out of the room on some errand or chore, another woman would accompany her. Even when she 

went to the bathroom, one of these three had to stand outside on guard. The difficulties of traveling, 

through crowded railroad terminals and on buses, while following all Baba’s instructions can well 

be imagined. Only Mehera could put up with such a life, and this is why she is the beloved of the 

Beloved! Her only thought was of pleasing Baba! 

During this time, Mehera and Khorshed would cook Baba’s food, and Naja and Katie 

would cook for the women’s group. Mansari was kept occupied translating articles from Meher 
Baba Journal into Gujarati.461 Mani attended to written work and correspondence, along with Kitty 

who was teaching her shorthand and typing. 

Before leaving Ajmer, on 14 July 1941, Chatti Baba suddenly lost his temper. He began 

knocking things about with a broom and creating a lot of noise. He continued causing a ruckus for 

three solid hours. But he became quiet and laughed when Baba came and sat with him. 

Baba, with the mandali and women, left Ajmer by train on the 16th, at 9:45 A.M. for 

Manmad, where Chanji met Baba briefly the next day at 2:45 p.m. From Manmad, Baba sent word 

that his lovers were not to see him when he arrived, so those who were waiting at the Ahmednagar 

railway station left disappointed. But this sort of disappointment is quite different. Inwardly, it is a 

sweet hope which, though creating pain, concentrates the mind on the Beloved. 

Baba arrived in Ahmednagar at midnight, and remained in his train compartment for four 

hours, until 4:00 A.M. on 18 July. Only Sarosh had permission to see him, to receive instructions 

related to the next phase of Baba’s work. After meeting with Sarosh before dawn, Baba left the 

train station with the group, headed to Meherabad in buses and a car. 

Baba had already announced that he would be going into strict seclusion for six months, 

from the 1st of August 1941, and Pendu and the mandali had been busy making the arrangements. 

Pendu and Kalemama had been ordered to erect four cabins on the four corners of Meherabad Hill 

for four night watchmen, who would either be from the mandali or hired villagers. Their job would 

be to prevent anyone from entering the limits of the property, and also to prevent the slightest 

disturbance to Baba. 

When Baba returned to Meherabad, Pankhraj, a young man from Nagpur, was waiting for 

him. Although he knew darshan was not possible during Baba’s seclusion, Pankhraj had come to 

Meherabad and stayed on, hoping Baba would see him. He had been very moved by Norina’s 

speeches in Nagpur, and had eagerly come to meet the Master in person. 

After Baba arrived, Pankhraj sent a message to him through Pendu, Vishnu and Kakubai. 

Baba sent back word for Pankhraj to return to Nagpur at once, assuring him that Baba’s nazar was 

on him. Deeply disappointed, the young man sat under a tree and began weeping. He wept for four 

hours. At last Baba sent him instructions to go to Narayan Maharaj at Kedgaon. Hearing this, 

Pankhraj exclaimed, “I now believe in Meher Baba’s omniscience and know why he has sent me 

this message.” 

The fact was that, just as there had been hostile opposition against Meher Baba and Upasni 

Maharaj, there was also much propaganda against Narayan Maharaj in the press, and Pankhraj had 

 
461 These Gujarati translations by Mansari of Baba’s discourses, however, were never published. 



once been led astray by all the false publicity.462 On one occasion, when Narayan Maharaj had gone 

to Nagpur and was giving darshan to his devotees, Pankhraj stood outside and actually spoke 

against him. But when he read about Narayan Maharaj in Charles Purdom’s book The Perfect 

Master, he repented for his folly. Thus, Baba’s message affected Pankhraj deeply, and again he 

began shedding tears. 

After some time, Baba sent for Pankhraj through Vishnu and allowed him darshan from 50 

yards away. Baba indicated to him, “I am pleased with you. You may now return.” 

Pankhraj left, walking backwards without turning from Baba, and when he had gone some 

distance, Baba sent Vishnu to talk with him. Baba again called him and said, “Whatever you are 

now doing [studying or a job], go on doing. I will call you after a year [to stay with me].” Pankhraj 

left, firmly establishing Baba in his heart for all time, and continued to see him whenever the 

opportunity arose. 

During this period, Narayan Maharaj came to a suburb of Bombay to give darshan to his 

devotees there. Nariman, Arnavaz, Nargis, Roda and Bachamai Dadachanji decided to pay their 

respects to the Sadguru, and went to see him. Inside, they were taken before Narayan Maharaj, who 

was dressed very simply in a white kafni, pajamas and a sleeveless vest and was seated on a chair, 

surrounded by a group of devotees. Narayan spoke to them in Gujarati, asking where they had come 

from and various other questions. 

After some minutes of conversation, Arnavaz wanted to see Narayan Maharaj’s reaction 

to, or comments about, Meher Baba. She broached the topic: “You know, Narayan, my paternal 

uncle [Chanji] is staying with Meher Baba.” 

“Oh, is that so?” he remarked. 

“He has been staying with him for the last 20 years in his ashram.” 

“Where is his ashram?” 

“Ahmednagar.” 

After some moments, Narayan said, “They say he does not speak ...” 

“Yes, that’s right,” Arnavaz answered. 

“Why not?” 

“You should know, Maharaj.” 

After some moments, Narayan said, “You [Meher Baba’s devotees] should make him 

speak! Why don’t you make him speak?” 

Arnavaz did not know what to say to this, so she kept quiet. Narayan then said, “Make him 

speak with the intensity of your love!” 

 

At Meherabad, before entering into seclusion, Baba called a meeting of the mandali on 20 

and 21 July 1941. Joining them were Ramjoo from Nasik; Ghani, Adi Sr., Eruch and Don from 

Bangalore (where Don had been posted); Jalbhai, Adi Jr., Beheram and Sadashiv Patil from Poona; 

along with Chanji and other close ones from Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar (such as Sarosh). 

Baba personally met with each man, and instructed each about his work and individual affairs. 

Baba explained the reason for calling the meeting: “I might die during the next six months 

of seclusion. So by calling you now, I am giving you all this last chance of seeing me. If I die, all 

 
462 Narayan Maharaj actually had to go to court to face a lawsuit at this time. A devotee had given him a 

large sum of money, but for some reason the man turned against Narayan and demanded the money back. 

Narayan would not give the man the money; therefore, the man filed a lawsuit and tried to sue Narayan for 

the money. The man eventually lost the case in court. 



of you will die soon too, as there would be no point in your living then. If however I do not die, I 

will speak and manifest, and you should ‘pass your examination’ [carry out the orders he had 

given]. 

“My poor health has already begun. Yesterday, I had terrible heart pain. It was so bad that 

I couldn’t move for half an hour or so. All the women were very frightened.” 

Each of the men had the same thought: “What would people’s reaction be if Baba’s 

seclusion lasted six more months? Baba had declared that he would break his silence (on August 

1st). Now, what ideas would people have by this extension?” 

But no one said anything about it to Baba, and after the personal interviews and instructions 

on the 20th, Baba called all together the following day, and gave an explanation on God and maya, 

which answered their question. 

Some, however, did mention to Baba that by his extending the period of his silence and 

seclusion, his opponents would have an excuse to stir up all sorts of false publicity about him. To 

this, Baba replied: 

In northern India, there is a mast who stays at an important railway station. He behaves in 

a manner that society would view as shocking. Thousands of people daily pass by him, witnessing 

his disgusting habits, but say nothing. Neither do the police interfere with him. Similar actions by 

an ordinary sane man would be liable not only to prosecution, but severe punishment by the law. In 

the case of this mast, no one takes him seriously and nobody cares about him. Why? Simply 

because they all take him to be stark raving mad and, consequently, not responsible for his conduct. 

Similarly, I take all who are not Realized as mad and pay no attention to what they do or 

say about me or my work, favorably or otherwise. Even in the case of the worst of scandals or the 

foulest of abuses, I know that they are irresponsible, instigated as they are by interested parties, 

whose business it is to create mischief. If you correct them and point out their mistakes, you may 

do so, if occasion demands, with dignity, affection and grace. 

Further explaining about illusion and Reality, and the difference between an ordinary man 

and the God-Man, Baba stated: 

In the universe, there is Reality on one side and illusion on the other. Reality is infinite; 

hence illusion, which is the shadow of Reality, is also infinite. This illusion, in its manifest aspects 

and innumerable forms — life, light, love, power, et cetera — is infinite. But these aspects or forms 

of illusion are so finite that they become negligible, which would otherwise be termed a zero. In 

short, the One in many is infinite, as also many in One. In other words, lives innumerable, 

problems, interests and passions in all their variegated aspects and forms are infinite. 

Behind the God-Man is Infinity, because he is one with it. But at the back of an ordinary 

individual is mind, and the ego in its manifest aspects. The actions of both the God-Man [infinite] 

and man [finite] appear externally similar, because the Infinite has come down to the level of the 

finite. Yet, in spite of this apparent similarity, internally and in reality, there is a world of 

difference. At the back of my actions is Infinity, which has no bindings and hence no impressions, 

because I am beyond mind and ego; whereas at the back of an average man’s actions are mind and 

ego which have bindings and create impressions. 

Suppose a man slaps someone. He does so out of anger because of his mind and ego. His 

action reacts and creates bad impressions on the person slapped and makes him angry, too. But a 

slap from the God-Man does not create any sanskaras, because he is beyond them. On the contrary, 

this action done by such an Infinite Power on someone who is finite has a very definite purpose 

behind it. This action wipes out the impressions of the person slapped, so that he is greatly 

benefited spiritually. 

Baba then humorously remarked: 

You have all come to me with cartloads of illusory sanskaras and are sitting on my chest 

with all your problems! Neither can you free yourselves from me, nor can I free myself from you! 

Your burdens are on my head, and also those of the universe! 

But don’t worry. From February 1942 onward, I will start speaking to myself and 

afterwards to the public. Be ready to hear me speak. 



On the evening of Monday, 21 July 1941, Baba sent everyone back to their homes and 

prepared to enter seclusion. Vishnu was sent to Bombay for a week and returned to Meherabad on 

the 27th. Chanji also returned and saw Baba briefly on the 28th morning, before returning to 

Bombay. On the 25th, Piroja was permitted to rejoin the women’s group on the hill and stayed for 

two months. 

Before entering seclusion, Baba instructed Padri to cut a small piece of bamboo from the 

partition in the cage-room (built originally for the mast Karim Baba), so that Baba could 

communicate on the alphabet board without being seen. His seclusion this time was to be much 

stricter than before. Baba entered seclusion in the cage-room on Meherabad Hill at 4:00 P.M. on 

Friday, 1 August 1941, exactly a year to the day since his previous seclusion. Despite his seclusion, 

Baba continued working energetically with Chatti Baba — the only mast in Meherabad — but saw 

no one else.463 

It was absolutely still. Pendu, Padri, Kalemama, Masaji, Chhagan, Vishnu and Baidul, 

while on watch, were most cautious and saw to it Baba was not in the least disturbed. They 

prevented the dogs from barking and shooed away any birds that happen to be chirping nearby. The 

women mandali on Meherabad Hill would also tread lightly and not let the slightest sound escape 

their lips. 

“The graveyard silence made the hill seem uninhabited!” Age described. “But maya would 

have nothing of this peace and quietude. It grew irritated and jealous at the faithful observance of 

Baba’s orders by his men and women mandali, whom it was incapable of affecting. In its wrath, it 

brought about disturbances in another way: Tumultuous whirlwinds occurred day and night, and 

dust blew everywhere!” 

The mandali had never before witnessed such winds in August. For the watchmen to sit in 

the tiny cabins on the four corners of Meherabad Hill became impossible. The tin sheet roof of the 

mast ashram rattled and created a nerve-racking uproar, disturbing Baba terribly. He sent word, 

confirming, “Maya is working against me.” 

Baba saw none of the mandali during this period. Vishnu would go to him every morning 

for fifteen minutes and, using the alphabet board, Baba would give him instructions through the 

window-like opening of the cage. Vishnu could only see Baba’s fingers moving speedily across the 

board, and no other part of his body. But although unseen, in addition, Baba would cover his face 

with a cloth to completely hide his features. Krishna would come to sweep his room, but Baba 

would go into another adjoining room when he came. 

Baba was fasting at the time on a small amount of rice and dal taken once a day. After some 

days, the fasting, his work, and the howling winds and rattling din of the roof day and night, 

considerably affected his health. When Vishnu went to Baba in the morning for instructions, as 

Baba dictated orders on the board, he would feel so weak he would have to sit and rest every few 

minutes before continuing. 

Baba stayed in the cage-room like this for a week and then shifted to the “Dome” (Tomb) 

on Thursday, 7 August 1941, where he remained for five days doing his Universal work. When 

Baba left the mast ashram to walk to the Tomb, he completely covered his face with a cloth and 

instructed everyone to clear the area, thus maintaining his seclusion. 

The inclement weather continued. Being disturbed in the Tomb also, Baba moved to the 

nearby Tin Cabin on the hill five days later, on 12 August. But here too he was disturbed. More so, 

because Chatti Baba brought his things to the cabin the same day and took possession of it! This 

unusual behavior necessitated Baba’s retiring to another room for the night, which he found 

inconvenient. 

 
463 Mohammed Mast had been staying in Bombay for nine months, in the care of Ali Akbar Shapurzaman 

(Aloba). 



Before going into seclusion, Baba had indicated that he would move the location of his 

seclusion away from Meherabad by mid-October, and would relax his seclusion for fifteen days to 

move at that time. But now, because of his weakened health and the harassment of mayavic forces, 

Baba decided to shift to Panchgani immediately. Bungalows were hired for the men and women, 

and separate accommodation was made for Baba to be in seclusion. 

Maya was shamed! No sooner had Baba announced his new plan, than the dust storms 

subsided! 

Observing the change of weather, the mandali requested that Baba continue his seclusion 

in Meherabad, but he did not agree and fixed the date of leaving for Panchgani. On 1 September, 

Baba stepped out of his seclusion to get ready to leave, and to see the women. 

 

On the morning of Wednesday, 3 September 1941, Baba left Meherabad for Panchgani at 

7:00 A.M. with the men and women mandali in Elizabeth’s car and the Blue Bus. No one saw Baba 

entering the car. As soon as they arrived in Panchgani at 10:45 A.M., Baba went straight into his 

bungalow without being observed. Chatti Baba was kept in Baba’s bungalow, and Baidul and 

Krishna continued to look after the mast. The men and women mandali, as usual, occupied separate 

houses. 

Baidul, Kalemama, Krishna, Nilu, Vishnu and Venkoba Rao were with Baba in Panchgani. 

Bhabananda, Gustadji and Pleader had been sent to Mahabaleshwar to continue their seclusion 

under Baba’s orders. Adi Jr., Murli and Padri were in Meherabad conducting a free medical 

dispensary, and the rest of the men — Chhagan, Pendu, Sailor, Sidhu and Jangle — had been given 

other duties. Kaka was in Bombay, but came to Panchgani for a few days at the beginning of 

September. 

In Panchgani, Baba continued his inner work with Chatti Baba. On the 5th, the mast was 

found to be in a very ill-tempered mood. The next day, however, he was again his usual genial self, 

but he told Krishna to tell Baba to send him back to his home in South India. Krishna informed 

Baba, who remarked, “His time is up. If he asks again I will send him, but all my plans will have 

to be changed.” 

When Baba was in seclusion at Meherabad during August 1941, some distorted reports 

appeared in the press regarding his meetings with Mahatma Gandhi in the early 1930s. Gandhi’s 

English follower, Mirabehn, was reported to have told the author, Rom Landau: 

I know all the details about the connection between the two men. It was always Shri 

Meher Baba who went to see Gandhi, never otherwise. They first met on the Rajputana, and Baba 

sent round word, asking whether Gandhi would receive him. Gandhi, of course, consented. They 

had a talk, and after that, Shri Meher Baba visited Gandhi again in London. But, you may state 

quite emphatically that Gandhi never asked Meher Baba for help or for spiritual or other advice. He 

liked Meher Baba, and he talked to him, as he talks to everyone who wants to see him — that was 

all. 

In Landau’s book, God Is My Adventure, he wrote about this subject. He also told James 

Douglas, the London editor who had interviewed Baba years before, what he had learned. 

Inquiries were made by several newspaper editors about Landau’s statements. Chanji came 

to Meherabad four times in August to discuss the situation with Baba, and an appointment was 

made for Chanji to meet Gandhi at his ashram in Segaon on 4 September to clarify the matter. 

Gandhi was preoccupied with other matters, but Chanji broached the topic with Mirabehn, and 

afterwards wrote Gandhi about it. He came to Panchgani and reported everything to Baba on the 

8th. 

Chanji met Gandhi again on the 18th and 19th of September, and then came to Panchgani. 

After going through the distorted reports, Gandhi wrote to Chanji: 

20 September 1941 



Segaon, Wardha 

Dear Dadachanji, 

With reference to the alleged interview with Mirabehn, and reported by Rom Landau, you 

may announce to the curious that it was not Meher Baba who sought me out on the SS Rajputana, 

but I who sought him out in his cabin, and it was I who used to go frequently to his cabin. And this 

I did for the love of Jamshed Mehta, who had cabled to me that Babaji was a fellow passenger with 

me, and that I should seek him out and try to understand him.464 And, as you were Baba’s 

interpreter of the alphabetical plate through which he held converse with the world, you know the 

spiritual nature of our conversation. 

I had further invited Baba to meet me in London during the time I was there. 

There was no question of Masterhood and discipleship. I have never felt like being [a] 

disciple to anybody in a spiritual way, though I am still, and have always been, in search of a guru, 

as I hold every seeker of God should be. 

Yours sincerely, 

Mohandas Gandhi 

 

As part of his work, on 9 September 1941, Savak brought 15 destitute beggars from the 

village of Wai, whom Baba bathed, fed and clothed at his bungalow. 

The weather in Panchgani stayed sunny during Baba’s first week there, but it started raining 

on the 11th. For the first few days, Baba continued fasting on one scant meal a day; for some days 

he remained on fresh-squeezed orange juice, and at times he would drink only water or tea. Baba 

began his orange juice fast on the 12th, and reentered seclusion the same day. He continued fasting 

for nine days. As it continued to pour down rain during this time, no fruit was available in the 

bazaar, so Baba had to be content with only water and tea for three days. 

Chatti Baba again lost his temper on 12 September 1941, and Baba decided to send him 

home to Nagapattinam with Baidul and Krishna on the 15th. The mast had been staying with Baba 

continuously for almost two years. At the time of leaving, the mast wept copiously. Baba, too, 

appeared filled with sorrow. Margaret Craske recalled, “I have never seen so much sadness in 

Baba’s face as when Chatti Baba’s car drove away.” 

Accompanying Chatti Baba, Baidul had been instructed by Baba to be careful to only drink 

tap water and not to drink river, stream or well water during the journey. When Baidul returned 

from taking Chatti Baba back to Nagapattinam, he had a severe case of typhoid. Baba asked him, 

“Did you disobey my orders?” 

“I was very thirsty and there was no tap water for miles around,” Baidul said defensively. 

“I had to drink from a spring ...” 

“Why did you break my orders?” Baba demanded. “You, who have been in my service for 

so many years. How difficult it was to bring the boys to Meherabad from Persia — but you did it! 

Now in such a small thing, you disobey me and ignore my warning! You would have died, but 

because you still have much work to do for me, you will live.” After a bitter scolding, Baba forgave 

Baidul and instructed Nilu to treat him. He recovered after some weeks. 

Maya seemed still to be active in Panchgani. Without warning, on 10 September 1941, 

Swami Bhabananda committed suicide in Mahabaleshwar. For a few days, the police did not 

connect him with the rest of Baba’s men staying there. Gustadji and Pleader were nevertheless 

reluctant to continue staying so close to the scene of the death, and so Baba called them to 

Panchgani on 19 September. 

Bhabananda had joined Meher Baba in Bangalore and had been staying in Meherabad. The 

men mandali later learned that, before meeting Baba, he had murdered a man and hence, 

 

464 Mahatma Gandhi respectfully refer to Meher Baba as Babaji. 



presumably, his guilt led him to hang himself. After hearing of Bhabananda’s suicide, Baba 

commented, “He will immediately take another birth and advance spiritually.” 

 

Baba began eating on Sunday, 21 September 1941 and stopped his seclusion work four 

days later. On the 28th a telegram was received that Kippy had died in America. Baba left Panchgani 

on a mast tour with Gustadji and Kaka on the 30th. Baba visited many places, and contacted many 

masts, traveling some 3,000 miles in two weeks by the lowest train class. Baba’s identity remained 

concealed, so he could travel incognito throughout the journey, and thus continue his seclusion. 

Baba visited Narsobawadi near Kolhapur, Kurundwad, Itarsi, Allahabad, Fatehpur, Kanpur, 

Ismailpur, Ajmer, Indore and Khandwa before returning to Panchgani on 14 October. At each place, 

Baba would select certain spots, and stay in seclusion for a short time, doing his inner work 

connected with the world. 

All of Meher Baba’s contacts with saints, walis, masts, yogis and advanced pilgrims have 

special and personal significance to him even though much remains unrevealed, and thus unknown 

and unrecorded. Among the significant contacts Baba made on this journey was the one in 

Allahabad, where he contacted the spiritual chargeman of the area, called Bashir Mastan. He was 

a rather unusual mast, Baba said, because he embodied the combination of five distinct 

characteristics of masts. 

In Ismailpur, Baba again contacted the saint Gokhale Baba. In Ajmer, Baba communed 

again with the majzoob Chacha, and the masts Lakhan Shah and Qabristanwala (Socrates). 

In Khandwa, Baba contacted a very good mast named Gorab Shah. This elderly mast would 

not ride in automobiles, yet without an external vehicle he would be known to visit different 

villages. 

Also in Khandwa, Baba contacted the Hindu saint called Harihar Dadaji, who was the 

chargeman of the guru Dhuniwala Baba. And as Dhuniwala Baba always had done, Harihar 

continued to keep a sacred fire (dhuni) burning day and night. This saint was head of an informal 

ashram of disciples. 

Perhaps again, Baba’s movements were related to developments in the war in Europe and 

throughout the world, for during the period of his travel, Germany was heavily attacking Moscow. 

As the German army approached the outskirts of Leningrad, the Russian government evacuated 

Moscow and abandoned their capital, moving headquarters to Kuibyshev. However, Stalin stayed 

in Moscow to lead the Russian troops in their defense against the Germans. Meanwhile Japan was 

preparing to declare all out war, plotting to take over Hong Kong, and planning an invasion of the 

Philippines and an air attack on America. 

In Panchgani during October of 1941, commenting on world conditions, Baba observed: 

The world is truly in a whirl. It has gone mad! Look at conditions all over: Law and life 

nowadays are all upset and in the throes of destruction. There is no regard, much less respect, for 

either. Laws are broken and lives destroyed, inconsiderately and ruthlessly. Words and codes of 

honor have no value. Solemn promises are sniffed at, and documents taken for scraps of paper, all 

for selfish ends and for the gratification of lust and greed. In short, now, law and life are as you take 

them. 

 

When Baba had left on his recent mast tour, he had permitted the Eastern and Western 

women to go together for a picnic or walk while he was away; but he had ordered them not to eat 

any wild fruit they might see. Sixteen of the women went out for a walk at sundown on 13 October 

1941. One of them dug up what she thought was arrowroot, and passed it round to taste. Only 

Kharmen Masi ate some. 



By seven o’clock that evening, she became violently ill with severe stomach pains, high 

fever and a swollen, red face. Dr. Nilu, whom Baba had ordered to look after the women, examined 

her, but could not diagnose what was wrong. All night Kharmen Masi tossed from one side of the 

bed to the other. Everyone thought she was about to die. 

The next morning, Baba returned and heard the full story. He saw Kharmen Masi and put 

his hand on her forehead. It turned out that what Kharmen Masi had eaten was not arrowroot, but 

a poisonous plant given to buffaloes who are fatally ill — to put them out of their misery and kill 

them quickly! By Baba’s nazar, Kharmen Masi gradually recovered within a week.  

 

For several years, Upasni Maharaj had been earnestly telling Gulmai, “I wish to see 

Merwan!” During this period, Gulmai repeated this to Baba who replied, “I will see Maharaj only 

once, and alone,” meaning Maharaj should not ask for another meeting. Baba stipulated that the 

place of meeting should be away from either Meherabad or Sakori, and added, “I will see him on 

the condition that, since I am still observing silence, I will not speak to him.” 

Gulmai told this to Maharaj, and he consented to the terms. Maharaj took Gulmai to 

Dahigaon, a few miles from Sakori, where he showed her a hut. Gulmai returned to Panchgani, and 

informed Baba, who fixed the date of their meeting for 17 October. He stated, “To meet Maharaj, 

I will come out of my seclusion for one day.” 

Baba summoned Sarosh to Panchgani from Ahmednagar with his car on the 16th. That 

whole night, Baba’s health appeared terrible. He had such a high fever, the mandali thought it would 

be impossible for him to keep the appointment the next day. But by the following morning, like a 

beautiful blossoming rose, Baba appeared with his usual smiling countenance, and asked each of 

the mandali, “Do you know why I am seeing Maharaj?” 

All gave a different answer, and Baba explained, “I will present Maharaj with my locket.” 

Baba left Panchgani in Sarosh’s car at 7:15 A.M. on Friday, 17 October 1941. It was Dassera 

that day, an auspicious Hindu holiday. Sarosh was driving, and Savak and Rano accompanied them. 

They reached Poona at 9:30 A.M., where Memo gave lunch to the group. Baba left for Meherabad 

at 11:15 A.M., arriving there at 1:00 P.M. Sarosh went to Ahmednagar to pick up Gulmai and Kaka 

Baria, returning to Meherabad at 2:00 P.M. Rano was left at Meherabad to do some other work, and 

Padri was taken in her place, after he and the other mandali entreated Baba to allow him to 

accompany them. (Padri was anxious to take photographs of the two Masters together.) 

Dahigaon is about 40 miles from Meherabad. The group left at 2:30 P.M. and reached there 

after an hour and a half. Baba looked over the site and was satisfied with it. There was a small 

thatched hut surrounded by a beautiful garden. Yeshwant Rao was waiting for them, as Maharaj 

had sent him in advance to unlock, sweep and clean the hut. 

Sarosh and Gulmai left to bring Maharaj from Sakori at 4:30 P.M. Baba instructed Gulmai 

to bring only Maharaj and no one else from the ashram. 

They drove to Sakori and returned to Dahigaon at 5:30 P.M., with only Maharaj. Alighting 

from the car, Maharaj strode toward the hut, where Baba was already sitting alone. According to 

Baba’s order, the others kept outside the compound, and were not to even look towards the hut. 

They were only to enter the boundaries of it when Baba clapped. 

After half an hour, the mandali heard clapping. It was 6:00 P.M. They saw Maharaj, and 

then Baba, come out of the hut. Baba’s face was flushed. Gulmai rushed forward and garlanded 

both, and the mandali offered obeisance. Yeshwant Rao went forward to take Baba’s darshan, but 

Maharaj prevented him, saying, “Meher Baba cha hokum nahi! [Meher Baba’s order is not to take 

darshan!]” Baba laughed at this. 

Padri was busy trying to take photographs in the diminishing evening light. But both 

Masters would not stand still. Maharaj looked at the camera in Padri’s hand and asked, “What is 



that box?”465 Padri was afraid Maharaj would be annoyed and take a swing at the camera, but 

nothing like that happened, and Padri went on taking pictures — immortalizing the momentous 

meeting. 

After final salutations, Sarosh drove Maharaj back to Sakori, and Gulmai, Padri and Kaka 

accompanied them. Before leaving, Maharaj remarked, “This meeting place was ideal — solitary, 

and at the same time so near.” Maharaj asked when they would be returning to Panchgani and 

Sarosh informed him they would be starting back immediately. Maharaj said to drive carefully. 

Gulmai remained at Sakori. 

Meanwhile Savak remained alone with Baba (for the first and only time in his life, he 

stated, other than nightwatch). Baba asked him to sing and Savak amused Baba with Hindi, Gujarati 

and English “love songs.” When Sarosh returned, Baba and the others left for Meherabad. They 

stopped at Khushru Quarters to collect their dinner, prepared by Sarosh’s wife Viloo, and then went 

to the Ahmednagar railway station, where they ate it. Padri was driven to Meherabad, where he got 

down. Baba, accompanied by Rano, returned to Panchgani, where they arrived at 1:20 A.M. 

On the way, Baba was in a happy mood, and remarked to the men about the meeting: 

I took his darshan. (Avatar or not, he was my Master!) He lifted me with both hands, 

embraced me heartily and wept like a child. We sat down, and he talked for half an hour about the 

war, my speaking, suffering, et cetera. 

Then I motioned, “I must be going,” and he said, “Wait for five minutes. We will not 

meet again. Now Merwan, you have all the work and powers of the great Sat Purushs [the five 

Perfect Masters]. They are all focused in you. I leave everything to you.” And so saying, he folded 

his hands in reverence, and I felt moved. I presented Maharaj with a box of my lockets, which he 

surveyed with deep thought. 

Baba concluded: 

I will speak any day from February 15, 1942 to February 15, 1943, unannounced. It will 

be when all the world has gone to the dogs! And Maharaj will at the same time leave his body. It 

will all automatically be so. But I shall speak unannounced. You won’t know even a day or an hour 

ahead. In the future, there will be infinite suffering for me physically, too. 

No one dared ask Baba more; but when they reached Panchgani, the mandali persuaded 

Vishnu (the usual “stooge” in such matters) to ask more about his meeting. 

Baba elaborated slightly, “I can bring down the stars ... I now have full powers ... Maharaj 

has handed over his side of things to me.”466 

Age was awed by the significance of the meeting and wept with joy. “Baba was meeting 

his Master, Upasni Maharaj, for the first time in nineteen years (since the time of Manzil-e-Meem, 

on 15 October 1922). The infinite Ocean was meeting its reflection! − but it was to be their final 

meeting in physical form.” 

 

At the beginning of October 1941, Baba had directed Chanji to write to Meherjee Karkaria 

in Iran and arrange for himself and the women and men mandali to travel to Iran at the end of 

November. Baba intended to stay at Bandar Abbas for a month, and then after the winter, 

somewhere in the interior of the country for two to three months. Meherjee had written back 

 
465 In 1936, Baba bought a German Rolliflex camera for Padri. Many of the photographs of Baba’s hand 

gestures, and his work with the masts and the poor, are due to Padri, who wanted to convey to the world 

that even though Meher Baba was silent he “spoke” and was "active” and dynamic, not a silent mauni or 

yogi sitting still in a meditation pose. 

466 On a later occasion, in 1954, Meher Baba explained that during their final meeting, Upasni Maharaj had 

requested him to watch over Sakori, Godavri Mai and the kanyas. 



accepting responsibility for making all the arrangements and enthusiastically welcomed Baba to 

come. But after considering the cold climate at that time of year in Iran, as well as the water at 

Bandar Abbas being unfit for drinking, Baba changed his mind and instructed Chanji (who arrived 

in Panchgani for a few days on 19 October) to inform Meherjee by telegram that plans were 

canceled. 

While this was occurring, Baba had also been directing Margaret Craske to write to 

Elizabeth Patterson about the possibility of traveling to America. He indicated it was necessary for 

his work to cross the ocean. Letters and telegrams went back and forth. After his meeting with 

Upasni Maharaj, this cable was sent: 

Momentous spiritual decisions necessitate my speaking any day between February 15, 

1942 and February 15, 1943, and also crossing the ocean in the middle of December [1941] latest. 

Funds insufficient; must cancel America. Therefore, definitely prefer Honolulu, Philippines, or any 

place in the Pacific incurring less expensive fare. 

But in the end, Baba decided instead to go to Karwar, along the western coast of India, and 

then Meherabad. Kalemama was instructed to hire bungalows in Karwar, Dharwar or Belgaum with 

the assistance of Vishwanath Haldankar. 

Only when Japan became aggressively involved in the war in the Pacific, during December 

1941, did Margaret realize the significance of Baba’s cables about that region. 

After Baba’s return to Panchgani, he had the following circular issued by Adi Sr. in 

Bangalore, who handled such matters: 

23 October 1941 

During the momentous meeting with Shri Upasni Maharaj on 17th October 1941, it was 

decided that Shri Baba would speak on any day between 15th February 1942 and 15th February 

1943. BABA WILL NOT ANNOUNCE THE DATE OF HIS SPEAKING BEFOREHAND. 

Baba will be in seclusion until 15th of February 1942. His seclusion in the month of 

November 1941, will be at a place on the seashore. 

Those who have been ordered to observe a certain kind of fast from 1st of January 1942 

to 15th of February 1942, shall also observe the following orders during the same period of one and 

a half months: 

1. To read UNDERSTANDINGLY Baba’s pamphlet on “Meditation” once a day. Those 

who cannot read should have it read by somebody. In this case, the reader need not read it 

separately for himself. 

2. To repeat in low voice for half an hour daily one of the following six lines of names [of 

God]: 

a) Parabrahma Paramatma 

b) Ya Yezdan Ahuramazda 

c) Nirakar Parvardigar 

e) Allah ho Akbar Allah hu 

f) Hari Narayan Bhagwan 

g) God Almighty Omnipotent 

3. Immediately after this half an hour of meditation, repeat the name of your Master for 

five minutes. 

4. No fixed time for observing orders Number 1 and 2 is enforced. They may be observed 

simultaneously or separately, according to one’s convenience of time. 

5. Baba says: 

“My instructions, whatever they may be (that are to be observed until 15th of February 

1942), should be observed with utmost sincerity and interest. Because after the 15th of February 

1942 till the day I speak — which will be UNANNOUNCED — there will not be any more 

seclusion or fast by me. And, accordingly, there will not be any special orders for anybody from 

me.” 

 

On Sunday, 26 October 1941, Baba commented on the recent court case faced by Narayan 

Maharaj, and indicated that he would like to meet Narayan Maharaj also. As mentioned, Narayan 



Maharaj was being sued by a devotee who had given him Rs.5,000 and then demanded its return, 

which Narayan refused. Baba said, 

Why shouldn’t Narayan Maharaj return the man’s money? He is rich enough, as are his 

wealthy disciples which include princes, who could throw away such a sum at a word. Then why 

this refusal for such a small sum? It is for a purpose, to create doubt, as fuel for the opposition, for 

him to work through. It is justified. 

For example: If you fall into a pit full of filth and refuse (representing maya, sanskaras) 

should I not help you and bring you out of it, even if my hands and feet are bespoiled in the filth? 

Should I care for the world — who would misunderstand, ridicule and remark as to why I should 

spoil my hands in filth — or for my work of helping you out? Let the world shout! It is their 

ignorance. Pity them, for they know not what they do, but Masters must go on with the work. 

Before I speak, I must meet all masts and Sadgurus. Mast business, I’ve mostly finished. I 

also met Maharaj. Now I must meet Narayan Maharaj and others. Who should go to give him this 

message? He should come to me. I mustn’t go to him, for certain spiritual reasons. The place may 

be selected anywhere convenient to us both.467 

 

Meanwhile, in Panchgani, the men and women mandali had been instructed to meditate 

according to Baba’s order. Some were having thoughts as to why they had not yet realized God, 

despite serving Baba for so many years. 

Baba narrated to them a story about a Sadguru in answer to their unspoken question: 

A disciple used to always ask his Master why he could not realize God, in view of the 

fact that he had served him so faithfully for so long. The Sadguru continued telling him to have 

patience, and the disciple, in his eagerness, kept pestering him. 

One day a fair was held in a nearby village. The Sadguru told his disciple, “Go to the fair 

with a cup of milk in your hand, and return with the cup still full. Then you will be one with God!” 

So the disciple, thinking it an easy thing, did as he was told. But when he reached the fair 

he was so engrossed with the alluring sights around him, he forgot about God-realization. He 

pushed through the crowds, so as not to miss seeing anything, all the while spilling the milk. When 

he came back to his Master’s residence, no milk was left in the cup. 

Seeing him approach, the Master said, “Now, according to my promise, I will give you 

God-realization; but let me first see the cup.” The disciple was ashamed, and confessed that all the 

milk was lost amidst the wonderful carnival. 

The Sadguru said, “What can I do now? You were attracted by worldly allurements and 

forgot my order. Had you real desire for attaining God, you would not have been caught napping, 

and tried your best to save the milk. But you were ensnared by filthy things of the world which bind 

you, so how could you long for God?” 

The disciple then realized that, despite years of service to the Master, as long as worldly 

attractions last, there is no hope! 

Baba’s mandali, too, had the answer to their ruminations, and they laughed over their 

foolish thoughts. 

On another occasion, explaining about meditation and prayer Baba remarked, citing this 

example: 

Don’t meditate mechanically. Meditate in the form of a prayer, and get so much drowned 

in it that you lose yourselves. 

An Arab always wore a golden ring on his finger. He was a great lover of God, and when 

he prayed he forgot everything. Once when he was praying, a thief cut off his finger and stole the 

ring. But the Arab was so engrossed in prayer he did not feel the slightest pain. 

This is called prayer … This is real prayer! 

 

While Baba was in seclusion, when he went out to contact masts or visit places with the 

women, he had to be careful getting into the car to avoid anyone coming to him and taking darshan. 

When he was about to leave Panchgani on 28 October 1941, at noon, a God-mad man called 

 
467 Subsequently, no face-to-face meeting of Meher Baba and Narayan Maharaj ever took place. 



Jagannath, who was singing loudly, started walking toward Baba. Chanji stopped him, but Baba 

stood by the car, waiting, and permitted the man to approach. As he came close to Baba he uttered, 

“You are the Avatar of Lord Vishnu! Pray, grant me the Lord’s boon!” 

Baba smiled and motioned, “You are quite lucky! I know how immersed you are in your 

devotion for Lord Vishnu. My blessing to you.” 

The man cried out, “My work is done!” He stood before Baba like a beggar, tears flowing 

down his face. Choking, in a shaking voice he uttered, “No one knows you here! I saw you and 

recognized you at once. You are the Avatar of Vishnu! You, too, know me.” 

Baba gestured, “I know everything. That is why I have come to you here.” 

The man became elated and burst forth, “My life’s desire is fulfilled! JAI LORD VISHNU! 

... JAI LORD VISHNU!” 

He bowed to Baba and then left. The same man had passed their houses on the day they 

had arrived from Meherabad. At that time, too, he had been singing and had seen Baba from a 

distance. Referring to Jagannath, Baba remarked, “He is on the threshold of the Path and intensely 

longs for sight of God.” 

Baba and all the men and women then left Panchgani in the car and Blue Bus. Tukaram 

drove the bus and Nilu served as his assistant mechanic. They reached the Dharwar dak bungalow 

at night near ten o’clock, traveling via Satara, Belgaum and Kolhapur. The mandali and servants 

traveled in a separate bus and then went by train to Karwar. 

The next day, 29 October, Baba left for Karwar, where he arrived at quarter past one in the 

afternoon. In Karwar, Vishnu’s cousins, Sushila and Indu, were again called to manage the kitchen. 

Indu’s husband Vishwanath Haldankar was also there with the men mandali, helping with 

arrangements. According to Vishnu, Baba found Karwar “rather unsuitable” at first; the weather 

was sultry and the house in which they were staying was too small. But the women assured him it 

was all right, so Baba agreed to stay. 

Baba asked Margaret to teach the women swimming, which she began doing. Under 

Margaret’s and Rano’s watchful eyes, Mehera, too, was learning to swim. After several days of 

lessons, Baba ordered each of the women to do 15 strokes while he watched from the shore. Most 

of them managed to swim, but Mani sank like a stone. Walu, too, could not swim, and would only 

wade into the water. Baba would accompany the women to the beach early in the morning and sit 

watching them for an hour. In the afternoons, he would sit in seclusion in a room for a couple of 

hours, doing his inner work. In the evenings, he would go for a walk with the women. 

Baba would remain on the sands encouraging the swimmers. “It was a delightful sight,” 

Age remembered. “A wonderful time of great enjoyment. A sweet melody of divine music 

permeated the air and made the swimmers feel that they were swimming in a shoreless Ocean! Of 

course they were constant companions of the Ocean; but when the waves rise up, one’s life derives 

wondrous joy, ultimately leading to real Joy, which has no limit. Playing a part in the divine game 

— and enduring the pain of the arrows of the Beloved’s humor — was opening the floodgates of 

inner joy, transforming the drops’ radiant happiness into unending bliss! 

Baba stayed in Karwar for a week. Chanji arrived there on 1 November. While he was 

there, the local Collector requested an interview by letter. Nilu responded that the Collector would 

be permitted to have Baba’s darshan from a distance, but no interview. The man came in his car on 

the evening of the 3rd. By mistake, he drove to the mandali’s bungalow first and parked there. After 

he saw Baba, a locket and photo were given to him, along with Baba’s blessings, which he deeply 

appreciated. 

When the man returned to his parked car, it was found that the battery was dead. Baba sent 

a special message indicating that this had happened for a purpose. When one approached a Master 

for darshan, Baba explained, it was beneficial to come on foot rather than by car. Therefore, the 



man should walk rather than drive back to his residence. The Collector took it in stride and did as 

Baba indicated. The man offered his car and large bungalow to Baba, where he said Baba and his 

group would be more comfortable, but Baba declined the offer. 

On 8 November 1941, Baba and the group left for Belgaum by car and the Blue Bus. In 

Belgaum, he stayed in the bungalow of the Maharani of Savantwadi, in the suburb of Hindalga. By 

agreeing to stay in her bungalow, Baba remarked, he was giving her the opportunity of seva during 

the period of his seclusion. Kitty was giving typing lessons to Mani and Katie (which were a prelude 

to Mani handling correspondence in the future). 

Gulmai arrived to see Baba on the 10th, and the same day, Baba visited a place called 

Dharamshala, a gathering place for wandering sadhus twelve miles from Belgaum. 

On 12 November, Baba left Belgaum for Dharwar at eleven o’clock, reaching there three 

hours later. Although Mokashi’s bungalow at Saptapur, which had been rented, was quite spacious, 

there was the problem of scarcity of water. Krishna, Venkoba Rao and Kashinath (an employed 

servant boy from Dharwar) were given the work of bringing water, after drawing it up from a deep 

well. But Venkoba was weak, and Kashinath also had the duty of doing the marketing, so the task 

usually fell to Krishna. To bring sufficient water for nearly 40 women was an exhausting task. 

 

On Friday, 14 November 1941, accompanied by Baidul, Krishna, Gustadji, Savak and 

Kaka, Baba left Dharwar by train to see Chatti Baba. He first proceeded to Bangalore, where he 

spent the night at Zulekha Lodge, on Margrette Road. The next day, they traveled on to 

Nagapattinam. Chatti Baba had left his usual place for another spot quite far away and Baba had to 

traverse twelve miles of rough dirt roads to find him. Heavy rain began falling, but Baba continued 

through the mud and slush, wading through knee-deep water to reach the place where the great 

mast was sitting. 

After Baba’s contact with Chatti Baba, he and the men went to Bangalore for the night of 

the 17th, where Baba met the Jessawala family, Adi Sr. and Don. Baba described his meeting with 

Upasni Maharaj to them. (Don recorded in his diary: “It’s like a deep drink of celestial wine to see 

Baba!”) Baba left the next morning and returned to Dharwar on the 19th. On the way back, Baba 

contacted masts in Bellary and Hubli. One mast was called Chela, a subtle-conscious initiate who 

had taken a vow of silence and fasted for long periods. The mast was a disciple of a great yogi 

called Swami Sidharudh, who was famous in the area. 

Chhota Mastan was a very high mast of the sixth plane. He was a young saint, only 22 

years old, who sat naked in all weather on a particular stone in a street, facing a public water tap. 

The people of Hubli called him Dev Purush, meaning Divine-Man. He was truly a remarkable 

young saint. Soon after he was born, the boy was abandoned by his mother and found wrapped in 

cloth in a rubbish dump by a sweeper, who gave the child to a barren woman who longed to have 

a child. The woman adored him as if sent from God and cared for him as her own son. At the age 

of only ten years old, Chhota Mastan was overwhelmed by God’s love and became a mast. He left 

home at age ten and wandered naked to parts unknown in India until he gained sainthood. During 

one contact, Baba put his coat on Chhota Mastan, but the next morning they found he had given 

the coat away to someone and was again utterly naked. 

In Bellary, Baba contacted a mast called Shah Mastan, whose abode was hidden in a 

cemetery amidst a vast forest. Baba and the mandali went in search of him in the cemetery on the 

night of a new moon, which according to superstition is dangerous. People fear that a person could 

easily get lost in a graveyard on such a night. After searching for hours in the darkness without a 

trace of the mast, they persuaded a tonga driver, who claimed he knew where the mast hid, to guide 

them through the cemetery. All night they searched, but they did not find the mast until morning, 

even though he had apparently been in the cemetery the whole time. 



Baba also went to Bijapur, on 24 November 1941, where he contacted Kuanwala Baba, a 

mast who lived on top of a large pile of municipal rubbish. 

A young man named G. S. N. Moorty was a staunch Brahmin. His father was the editor of 

an English monthly journal, and Moorty once happened upon old issues of Meher Message and 

Meher Baba Journal in his father's library. He was drawn to Baba's words and picture, but he did 

not believe him to be an Avatar. On the 23rd of November, in response to a letter from Moorty 

requesting a message for a booklet in honor of Gita Jayanti (the day when the Bhagavad Gita was 

given to Arjuna), Baba sent this message (and even signed it): 

The greatest need of humanity today is love — love divine which is pure and selfless, 

which awakens man to the proper sense and understanding of his real duty in life, [which is] to find 

true happiness in giving, not receiving; in serving and not in being served; and in willfully 

participating in the sufferings of others more than in their happiness. 

My mission in life is to kindle that divine spark of love in all. 

Fourteen years were to pass before G. S. N. Moorty had the opportunity of meeting Baba 

in Meherabad, after which he became his devoted lover. 

Chanji met Baba in Dharwar on the 25th and received instructions for finding 

accommodations for Baba and the group in Satara. 

Once in Dharwar, Krishna was fifteen minutes late in bringing water, as he was feeling 

drowsy and had overslept. Baba was waiting for him at the gate, and when Krishna came he was 

angry with him and scolded, “I don’t want to see your black face ever again!468 How many times 

have I told you to be honest and regular in your duty, but you don’t pay the slightest attention to 

my words. However much one may water seeds on a stone, there is no hope of their taking root. 

And you are like a stone!” 

On another occasion, Baba went for an outing with the women and directed Krishna to be 

on watch at the gate until his return, and not to enter the women’s bungalow. There were four maid 

servants from Meherabad in the bungalow — Lakshi, Bhami, Rakhma and Tani. At one point, a 

snake was seen in the house and Rakhma called Krishna to kill it, but he refused to leave his post. 

When Baba heard about it on his return — the women servants had complained about 

Krishna — Baba asked him, “Why didn’t you kill the snake?” 

Krishna replied, “Your order was not to leave the gate. How could I go to the house?” 

Baba then asked, “Had there been a fire in the house, would you have gone?” 

Krishna said, “No.” 

Baba corrected him, remarking, “I would have been very pleased had you followed the 

order in this way. However, you did not obey for the sake of obeying me. On the contrary, you 

were irritated at my order not to leave the gate. That is why, although outwardly you obeyed, you 

have not obeyed me and have instead given vent to your anger.” 

Baba added, “It was on account of your being in such a bad mood that the snake came in 

the first place. Now if you want to please me, find the snake and kill it.” 

At first, Krishna could not find it, but after three-quarters of an hour he saw the snake crawl 

out of the window of the women’s house. He called Baba and told him, but by that time the snake 

had disappeared, and Baba indicated to let it go. This was unusual because Baba’s standing order 

to the mandali was that whenever a snake was seen, it was to be killed. 

One day Krishna saw a cobra near the women’s bungalow. He threw a stone and struck it, 

but did not kill it. Someone had told him never to let a wounded snake escape, because it would 

return to bite the person who had injured it. When Krishna was keeping watch by Baba’s side that 

 
468 Black face is a colloquial expression relating to someone’s dark thoughts, not skin color (similar to when 

someone is said to be in a black mood). 



night, Baba asked why he looked so worried. Krishna told him about the wounded snake and Baba 

inquired, “Was it a cobra?” Krishna said it was and Baba said, “Yes, it must be killed. It will come 

back and bite you. Are you afraid?” Krishna said he was not. 

At the end of nightwatch at 5:00 A.M. Baba told Krishna to go rest. Before he left, Baba 

warned him repeatedly, “Be sure to tuck your mosquito net inside your bedding; otherwise, ants 

might come inside.” Krishna’s cot was outside under a mango tree. Soon after lying down, Krishna 

heard the rustling of leaves and saw the same cobra coming toward him. He shouted to Nilu and 

Vishnu to bring his stick. Because of the tight mosquito netting around his bed, the cobra had been 

unable to enter. Krishna killed it with the stick. Baba’s warning had saved his life. 

During the years he stayed with Baba, Krishna said he killed 47 snakes. 

 

For their return journey to Meherabad, Baba sent for Sarosh to come to Dharwar and drive 

the Blue Bus to Ahmednagar. The group left on Thursday, 27 November 1941 and spent the night 

in the dak bungalow at Satara. There, Baba spelled out to Sarosh in front of Chanji, Nilu and 

Vishnu: 

This is the last journey of the Blue Bus. You are very lucky to drive myself and the 

mandali in this bus on its last trip. You were the one who had it built and now it is you who are 

taking it on its final journey. 

This Blue Bus is like the chariot of Krishna, and after my manifestation, people will 

worship it! This bus should be sold in a lottery among our close ones and the winner should keep it 

on condition that he does not derive any commercial benefit from it, either by plying it on hire or 

by selling it. 

This bus has great importance, and to keep it is essential. I have done much work through 

it, and it is Sarosh’s great good fortune to be driving God in person on its final run! 

That night in Satara, a draft circular was prepared to be sent to 100 select Baba lovers about 

the raffle. Baba and all returned to Meherabad the next morning, at 11:30, the 28th. The circular 

about the Blue Bus was finalized and posted to those concerned. 

 

 

Chapter 16: WARTIME TRAVEL FOR MASTS 

 

Baba continued his seclusion upon his return to Meherabad at the end of November 1941, 

but this time he began seeing those of the mandali to whom he had assigned different duties. Mostly 

he would keep to himself in the Tomb and do his inner work in seclusion during certain hours. The 

men kept watch on all sides and no one could make any noise or enter the fixed boundary without 

permission. 

Memo, who had come to Meherabad from Poona for a few days, at one point had an 

argument with Gulmai. Remarking about their confrontation, on Thursday, 4 December 1941, Baba 

told the mandali: “Father Sheriarji was a seeker, an extremely good soul. He was very good-hearted 

and he was quiet by nature. But the nature of Shireenmai is just the opposite! I have to balance both 

favorable and unfavorable dispositions. I tolerate a lot, and have to suffer much because of her 

nature. Still, she will be emancipated and gain salvation, as has Sheriarji!” 

On the 5th, discussing with Chanji the matter of Mahatma Gandhi, Baba dictated the 

following message, which he instructed Chanji to send to Gandhi: 

Stick to Truth at all costs, even if it means giving up your political life. Do not try to 

force nonviolence on unwilling adherents, nor even try to establish it, since it is already eternally 

established. 



On the 6th, about some who did not obey him implicitly, Baba remarked, “All are like 

children, playing and making mischief, crying. The parents tolerate it all; they do not throw the 

children out on to the street. Similarly, you are all children and I have to tolerate a thousand-and-

one whims and weaknesses of each. I can’t throw you out, especially those who belong to my 

circle.” 

Pappa Jessawala arrived that day from Nagpur and was given watchman duty on the hill. 

Masaji had been sent to Pandharpur to bring masts, and he brought two on the 7th. Shireenmai 

arrived the same afternoon, and Chanji left that evening (and returned to Meherabad three days 

later). 

When Baba returned to Meherabad, he instructed the mandali to again start lighting the 

dhuni every month from the 12th of December. The mandali thought this was perhaps for the 

purpose of bringing down rain since the dhuni had previously been lighted with that intent. But 

Baba explained, “This time the reason for igniting it is not for rain; it is for a certain definite purpose 

of my work.” 

Soon after, they realized it might be connected with the war, which was about to take a turn 

for the worse.469 Baba continued to monitor daily news of the spreading conflict. The global 

situation in December of 1941 was dangerous and bleak. Everywhere the battered Allies — Britain, 

Russia and China — stood on the defensive. Everywhere the Axis powers — Germany, Italy and 

Japan — were triumphant. Hitler controlled practically all of Western Europe and his armies had 

pushed hundreds of miles into Russia, which seemed on the point of collapse. Italy dominated the 

Mediterranean, and its legions were swarming across North Africa and threatening Egypt and the 

Suez Canal. The Japanese had subdued a large part of China and were now preparing to sweep 

across to the Philippines and advance toward India, Australia and Alaska. 

Britain was torn and bleeding, battered ceaselessly from the skies and threatened with 

starvation. Russia was beaten to its knees, its cities and factories destroyed, its armies decimated. 

So by December 1941, it seemed, as Baba had predicted, that Germany and Japan would wind up 

with three-quarters of the globe at their feet. America was still neutral — but that was about to 

change. 

On 7 December 1941, Pearl Harbor was attacked, and Japan declared war on America and 

Great Britain. Four days later, on the 11th, Germany declared war on America. The same day, Baba 

began fasting on water and weak tea for a week, and informed his lovers everywhere to fast on the 

12th of December, on only one meal. 

Meanwhile, on 7 December, Masaji had arrived from Pandharpur with two masts and 

Memo, Perin and her children returned to Meherabad the same afternoon from Poona. Four days 

later Arnavaz and Nargis came. Eruch and his family arrived from Bangalore on the 12th and 

Meheru and Naggu the following day.  

On the 12th, Baba came down from Meherabad Hill at 6:45 P.M. and stood near the dhuni 

underneath the neem tree. The wooden Table Cabin of Baba’s previous seclusion had been moved 

there and his photograph had been placed on it. 

In Baba’s presence, Gustadji knelt and kindled the dhuni without any arti being sung or 

anything else in the way of ceremony. Neither did Baba allow the mandali to take his darshan. He 

stayed for only five minutes, but he did make some unusual remarks. 

Seeing Pleader he said, “You will see God!” 

 

469 In a similar manner to Meher Baba’s dhuni, it is said that Sai Baba worked controlling World War I 

through oil lamps. 



After a while Baba spelled on the board, “God will see God!” 

Then he added, “You, all of my mandali, will see God!” and told them to repeat, “Amen.” 

After the dhuni had been lit, Baba immediately returned up Meherabad Hill. He had come 

down from the hill completely covered with a white sheet and had taken his seat near the dhuni in 

the same way. Except for the mandali, no one else saw him, and he was conducted in like manner 

back up the hill. 

Baba ordered that from that day on, on the 12th of every month, the dhuni should be lit; 

and his order is accordingly obeyed to this day and will be into the future. 

Baba had been in a pleasant mood and indicated that the dhuni was being lit on this 

occasion, not for rains, as in the past, but for some definite purpose, perhaps a quickening push to 

world events he would be giving through the dhuni. Baba of his own accord had suggested that the 

dhuni be lit. 

Baba was also in a good mood the following day, Saturday, 13 December 1941 and 

reflected on the present world condition and parts played by different leaders: 

Hitler [plays the greatest part] of all. His name will remain immortal for centuries. He 

plays a double role of hero and villain simultaneously, and so marvelously, [in spite of such] a 

burden of worries that would make anyone else crazy, and [as well as] being surrounded by 

enemies [and spies] that endanger his life every moment. He would have been assassinated already, 

but for God’s nazar on him, to enable him to play the role assigned, which he plays so creditably. 

Due to this divine grace on him, a sincere belief and strong conviction are created in him 

so that whatever he does he thinks is for the betterment and good of humanity, and is therefore right 

[no matter how wrong it is]. Even the trickeries and diplomatic moves against other countries of 

Europe and now against Russia are thus justified, he thinks. Otherwise, how could God’s game 

continue as planned? 

Someone interrupted asking, “Is he an agent of the spiritual hierarchy?” 

He is not an agent, but an actor — perfect in playing the role ordained. What organizing 

powers he has! Look at his achievements. Fighting all alone against the whole world, against such 

formidable enemies as Britain, Russia and now America. Truly great! 

But he is a fool and a madcap. His colleagues — Goebbels, Goering — are hopeless 

[vicious]. They have dragged him down.470 

Mentioning Winston Churchill, Baba commented: 

Although not a desirable politician like Lloyd George, [Churchill] is the [right] man to 

hold the position and grave responsibility at the moment. But for him, England would have already 

surrendered [to Germany]. The boldness, the spirit of opposition and fight Churchill awakened, and 

the courage he inspired in his nation, are truly remarkable achievements. 

Stalin is very cunning with his big mustache. He has proved a perfect actor in this great 

world drama, playing his part very well, giving a most astounding stand to Hitler and the attacks of 

the German army on their 2,000-mile front. Russia holds the key position in the final settlement, 

and America will be the deciding factor. 

But poor Mussolini — his plight is pitiable. Literally wiped out! He is now playing 

second fiddle to Hitler. 

World chaos will be so complete that all will be topsy-turvy, and none will understand 

[what to do], much less find a solution. People of the North will go to the South, and those in the 

West will go to the East, drifting, all mixed up. No place on earth, or the sea, will be safe or free 

from the effects of war, directly or indirectly. All will be involved, affected and suffer. 

Baba further stated: 

 
470 Paul Goebbels (1897–1945) was head of Nazi propaganda; Hermann Goering (1893–1945) was the head 

of the Gestapo (secret police) and air and military forces. Both men were sadists and, like Hitler, committed 

suicide. 



After all the current chaos in the world, there will be a complete change. A new world 

order will arise in which all were equal. It won’t be communism, socialism or fascism, which are 

all formed on a material basis. My plan will be on a spiritual basis, in which there will be no poor 

and no rich, but all given equal status communally. Great nations that have enjoyed a predominance 

of power for so long will now have a fall and will [be on par] with others. 

In the afternoon Baba went with all the women in three buses to Ahmednagar to see two 

movies. Since Baba had been fasting, he felt hot and uneasy and left after seeing only one film. 

Kaka had been in Bombay and arrived in Meherabad the same day, bringing Goher and her 

friend from medical school. Raosaheb and his wife arrived, also, and saw Baba in the morning and 

afternoon before departing. 

On 19 December, Baba, accompanied by Kaka, Eruch, Baidul and Savak, left for 

Pandharpur, Miraj and Sangli to contact masts. The only significant account was of Bapu Mahar 

in Pandharpur, who was a naked mast, a Harijan by birth, who lived in the cremation grounds of 

this sacred city. 

Baba returned to Meherabad four days later on the 23rd. When Baba left on this tour, he 

left in such a way that none could see him or recognize him and thus not disturb him during his 

seclusion. 

The same day that Baba returned from his mast trip, the ashes of Elizabeth’s dog Kippy 

were received from America. They were buried next to Warrior’s tomb, and a headstone was raised 

over the grave. 

The next day, Wednesday, 24 December 1941, a telegram was received in Ahmednagar 

that Upasni Maharaj had dropped his body. Sarosh immediately came to Meherabad, arriving at 

two in the afternoon and informed the mandali. Vishnu and Sarosh went up the hill to inform Baba. 

On seeing them, Baba came out of the gate and before they related the news to Baba, he calmly 

asked, “Has it happened?” This surprised them. It was as if he had been expecting the news. 

Sarosh then said, “Upasni Maharaj has left the body.” 

Without a trace of sadness or surprise in his expression, Baba replied, “That’s what I 

meant.” 

Baba directed Pendu, Vishnu, Kalemama, Chhagan, Sarosh, Chanji (who had arrived the 

same morning from Bombay with Goher) and Gulmai to go to Sakori to participate in the last rites, 

which they did on the 25th. Maharaj was buried at Sakori, and they returned soon after the ceremony 

was finished, arriving back at Meherabad at ten that night. Dr. Deshmukh had arrived on the 25th, 

but it was too late for him to go to Sakori, so he remained near Baba at Meherabad. 

On the 26th, Baba called the mandali to the mast ashram on the hill and discussed the recent 

occurrence. Baba had instructed Gulmai to stay at Sakori during specific periods in December 1941, 

and also January and February of 1942, saying that at anytime during these three months Maharaj 

would “pass off.” The first of these time spans was 19–24 December, and accordingly Gulmai had 

gone to stay at Sakori on the 19th. But on the 22nd of December she had returned to Ahmednagar, 

as Maharaj had told her he was leaving for Satana (his birthplace), where he would be staying until 

the end of the month. However, Maharaj had returned the next day, complaining of chest pains, and 

subsequently expired the following day. 

Gulmai felt very bad about not being in Sakori when Maharaj died, as Baba had wished, 

but Baba comforted her, “Don’t worry. It had to happen that way.” 

Baba then commented: 

The breaking of my silence will also be as sudden and unexpected as the passing away of 

Upasni Maharaj. The difference will, however, be in the general “feeling,” which will be very 

strong when I speak. All will feel it. 

It will shake the world like an earthquake. People will feel the shock in different degrees 

in different parts of the world. Thus they will experience it in different ways. 



I feel unconcerned and even happy at this news of Maharaj’s death, since I know that he 

is now relieved of the burden of retaining his physical body after his work was over and the long-

awaited meeting with me had taken place at Dahigaon. 

In memory of Upasni Maharaj, Baba instructed the men and women mandali and his lovers 

everywhere to fast completely, taking tea only twice on 13 January 1942, and to hold a public feast 

on the 14th. He also ordered that the dhuni, which would be lit on 12 January, be kept burning for 

48 hours in Maharaj’s honor. 

A Parsi named Minoo Bharucha had come into contact with Baba during his stay in Nasik 

in the thirties. After this, Minoo had gone to Sakori, where he had Upasni Maharaj’s darshan. He 

became very devoted to Maharaj, who would sometimes visit his home when he came to Nasik. 

Ramjoo and Minoo had gone together to Sakori for the funeral. After a few days Minoo and his 

wife Aimai (who once was a kanya at Sakori) were called to meet Baba at Meherabad. 

Sitting outside the gate at Upper Meherabad, Baba assured Minoo, “There is not the 

slightest difference between Maharaj and myself.” 

Feeling comforted by this, Minoo asked, “Who will take Maharaj’s place [as one of the 

five Perfect Masters]?” 

“A man living near Tibet,” Baba answered. 

Manek Darasha Mehta was the leader of a group of spiritual seekers in Bombay known as 

the Jap Mandal (Group). The group was planning a pilgrimage to all five Perfect Master’s 

headquarters. Kaka Baria brought four of the group, including Mehta, to Meherabad on Sunday, 28 

December 1941 to discuss the matter with Baba, whom they had not met before. The idea was not 

thought to be a sound one. Baba also at first refused to permit the entire group to come to 

Meherabad, but then relented and said they could come and have darshan from a distance, if they 

agreed to come to Meherabad directly from Bombay and return there directly. 

After meeting Baba, Manek Mehta told Chanji that he was convinced Baba was the Avatar 

of the Age. “Any doubts that my mind entertained previously with regard to his claims,” he 

confided, “have been totally removed.” 

That day had been fixed as the date for drawing the lottery for the Blue Bus. One hundred 

of Baba’s followers and lovers had sent in their donations of Rs.50 each. On that day Baba indicated 

to the mandali, “The bus will go to one outside the mandali, who resides at a great distance from 

Meherabad.” 

Baba drew the raffle himself in the mast ashram at five o’clock that afternoon, and true to 

his words, Keki Desai of Delhi won it. Keki was informed, and he expressed his respect for Baba 

by giving the bus back to Baba from his heart. Baba accepted his gesture, and the bus stayed in 

Ahmednagar, where Sarosh had it overhauled. 

 

Every three years in India, a huge religious fair known as the Kumbha Mela is held in 

succession at Hardwar, Allahabad, Nasik and Ujjain. In 1942, the Kumbha Mela was scheduled to 

be held at Allahabad, and Baba expressed his wish to attend the gathering and touch the feet of 

7,000 sadhus and the masts who would come. 

He remarked about this work: 

Just as other people’s God is in idols and rituals, my God is in these masts! Whoever be 

your gods, either you yourselves, or I, as your Master — masts are my gods. 

This mast work, which has been continued up to this day, will end before February 15, 

1942. To give a final touch to this work, I now wish to go to the Kumbha Mela. I have to contact 

7,000 sadhus and masts there. 

After I finish this work and return here, no more fasts, no more seclusions. Then there 

will be no God [gods] for me. I will be alone, and with me, this mandali! 



To make all the necessary arrangements required for Baba’s work, Pleader was sent to 

Allahabad ten days in advance. There he contacted a man named G. S. Srivastava, an Assistant 

Commissioner with the state government, who had first met Baba in 1938 and become an ardent 

follower. Srivastava was already planning to spread Baba’s message of love at the Kumbha Mela. 

Vibhuti and Babadas were coming to Allahabad for the same purpose. But Baba instructed that, 

until his own work at the fair was over and he had left Allahabad, their work should not begin. The 

large painting done by Rano of Baba seated, titled The Avatar, was to be sent to Srivastava to be 

displayed at his house during the Kumbha Mela. But Baba specified that the painting should not 

reach Srivastava until after he had left Allahabad. 

Immediately after Baba’s decision to go to Allahabad was announced, maya seemed to 

cause its usual opposition. The government of India canceled all special, express trains to Allahabad 

on account of military requirements. Even the number of trains was reduced, as were also the 

number of carriages in the remaining trains. 

Baba left Meherabad early in the morning on Monday, 29 December 1941 and went to the 

train station, accompanied by Baidul, Eruch, Chhagan, Gustadji, Kaka, Pendu and Savak. At the 

station they were informed that the tracks were blocked by special army troop trains and it was not 

known when the Allahabad train would arrive. To avoid a long delay, Baba decided to travel to the 

railway junction of Manmad in a private bus provided by Sarosh. 

On the way, they passed by Shirdi and Sakori, and Baba pointed out Dahigaon, where the 

last meeting between himself and Upasni Maharaj had taken place. The men wondered to 

themselves whether it was really an “unforeseen” turn of events that had made Baba change his 

plans at the last moment and travel to Manmad by bus. Or, whether it had deeper significance: 

Namely, that Baba was going to do his important work after having first passed through the spiritual 

atmosphere of the ashrams of two of his Masters. 

As the bus neared the Ankai Hills ten miles from Manmad, Baba decided to stop near a 

stream for breakfast. He sat with the men under a huge banyan tree while all enjoyed the repast. 

Ankai was the place where Baba had sent Gustadji, Pleader, Savak and Bhabananda to stay in 

seclusion, and where Gustadji had revolted against the harsh treatment and regime meted out to the 

group by Pappa Jessawala. 

Meanwhile the mandali became anxious about finding space in a train compartment when 

they reached Manmad station. To their surprise, the train arrived with plenty of room in several 

third class compartments. They had an almost empty compartment to themselves. Baba remarked, 

“Make sure that the carriage is going direct to Allahabad and won’t be detached at an intermediate 

station.” The mandali inquired, and were assured that the compartment was going all the way to 

Allahabad. 

But that night, along the way, at about midnight, they were awakened from their sleep by 

the shouts of a porter who was telling everyone to get down. It had been found necessary to detach 

this compartment from the train. The men began cursing the railway official and arguing, but Baba 

intervened and motioned, “Instead of talking and wasting time, quickly try to see if we can shift to 

another compartment; otherwise, the train will leave.” 

The mandali found a little space in a carriage at the end of the train, and all hurried to it 

with their baggage. During the rest of the journey to Allahabad, a funny looking person who entered 

their compartment at a wayside station provided great amusement for Baba. The short man had a 

large, round belly, thin legs and a large head. He poured out a tale of woe to Eruch, and Baba 

signaled Eruch to give him ten rupees. He took the money, and began filling the ears of all who 

would listen with more of his misery. Baba again had ten rupees given to him, so he went on 

lengthening and elaborating his troubles. In this way, he was paid ten rupees five more times by the 

time the train pulled into Allahabad at ten in the morning, at which time, his income also came to 

a halt. Baba was amused by the man and listened to him with apparent genuine interest, but the 



man had not the least idea from whose hands he was really receiving prasad. (“Hush” money 

really!) 

Pleader had arranged for the group’s stay in a hotel. After some refreshment there and a 

little rest, Baba went to the fairgrounds with a few of the mandali. On reaching the grounds, they 

soon discovered that the work of touching the feet of 7,000 sadhus was not going to be an easy task. 

It was hot and sultry, and the mela grounds near the river were sandy, stretching over a radius of 

two miles. The men suggested different schemes of how best to proceed in what seemed to be a 

Herculean task, as the sadhus were spread out everywhere. But Baba rejected all their ideas and set 

out on his own. 

They followed Baba on a reconnaissance round of four hours of strenuous walking in the 

loose sand under a scorching sun. After having seen the entire place, Baba started making his 

contacts. It was about sunset when he touched the feet of the first sadhu. The man was gazing 

straight at the setting sun, loudly shouting, “Jap! Jap!” — meaning, “Repeat God’s name!” The 

sadhu wore the long garment of a typical sadhu, but on his head he wore an old, shabby solar topee, 

usually only worn by Europeans. The mandali thought it significant that this first contact was 

someone whose dress was a mixture of the East and West. 

The second sadhu contacted was a young, handsome man of about 30, who saw Baba from 

a distance. For a while he began dancing as if overcome with happiness. He paced about and then 

sat down — the feeling had overpowered and exhausted him. Baba embraced him as if he were his 

dearest child! The young sadhu was completely naked, and his body was covered with dust and 

sand. He was known as Nanga Mast. He would walk about Allahabad with his eyes turned upward 

so that only the whites could be seen, without colliding into people or objects. But his conversation 

was irrational. 

He was taken aside to an empty tent to be contacted, and after half an hour, he suddenly 

crawled away under the canvas of the tent, but Baba was highly pleased with the meeting, and later 

revealed to the mandali, “The beginning is good. He is a soul drowned in the Ocean of divine love. 

If someone were to ask me what makes me happiest, my reply would be embracing a mast, like the 

one you saw today.” 

Referring to the love of the sadhu-mast, Baba added, “Such love consumes the false ego 

and annihilates the lower self. Divine consciousness dawns and the Highest asserts itself. Just as 

the state of man’s communion with God, the soul’s identification with the Oversoul, and the lover’s 

union with the Beloved are beyond the realm of understanding, so also is the state of this perfect 

lover of God indescribable.” 

Baba touched the feet of 359 sadhus that first evening. All the mandali were exhausted, but 

nobody complained about it to Baba. To their relief, Baba himself indicated he was tired and the 

work should be resumed the next day. 

The following morning, 31 December, Baba rose early, walked from the hotel and by six 

o’clock began his work of bowing to sadhus. Baba eased the mandali’s duties by directing each to 

stay in one place. Consequently, Baba was the only one continuously moving about on the soft 

sand, while the mandali remained stationary and joined him only when he came to their particular 

area. 

Baba moved about, bowing down, getting up with inexhaustible energy. Not only was he 

moving from place to place, he also had to bend down to touch the feet of the hundreds of sadhus 

who were found, some lying down, some squatting, some themselves walking about, and some in 

small huts with narrow, low doorways. Baba did this work continuously for five hours until eleven 

o’clock, and then went back to the hotel. 

After a late breakfast and about two hours of rest, he took the mandali to the village of 

Naini, five miles from Allahabad, where he contacted a great mast of the sixth plane called Qadir 



Mian, who wielded fourth-plane powers.471 They found the utterly naked saint a rather forbidding 

figure with a long, dark face, sitting on a cot inside a dark room where a fire was burning (despite 

the heat). The saint was known to be exceedingly fond of tea, and Baba had instructed the men to 

bring tea for him in a large tea kettle. 

Seeing them at his door, Qadir Mian, who was in a mild disposition, rose from his bed and 

graciously received them, as if he had been expecting them all along. He took the kettle from Baidul 

and placed it on the fire, telling the mandali to be seated on his cot. He bade Baba to sit separately 

in a corner of the room. While pretending to talk generally to the men about their health, and 

pouring tea for all, he was stealing significant glances at Baba. Both the mast and Baba appeared 

radiantly happy in the small, darkened room. Age observed, “Baba and the mast were conversing 

through their eyes, but none could understand their conversation.” 

After spending half an hour with Qadir Mian, Baba returned with the men to Allahabad, 

and proceeded straight to the mela grounds. He began his work of bowing to sadhu after sadhu from 

six in the evening, and it continued for three hours. By then, he had exceeded the set figure of 

having touched the feet of 7,000 sadhus. Baba chose to contact them at their prayer times in the 

morning and evening, and at the large camps where free food was distributed, because at those 

times hundreds of sadhus collected together and could be contacted easily in large batches. 

Before departing, he found the young, naked sadhu-mast and sat with him for half an hour 

before returning to the hotel. Among the thousands at the fair, this young one was the only real, 

advanced soul there who made Baba happy. Baba referred to him as a “big saint.”472 

Exhausted, Baba drank only a glass of ginger soda, and then took a hot tub-bath before 

going to bed. The next morning, Thursday, 1 January 1942, Baba was up by five o’clock, and after 

tea — in an especially good mood now that his work had been completed to his satisfaction — they 

left Allahabad by the Bombay Mail train. 

The day Baba left Allahabad, his life-size portrait from Meherabad arrived. Srivastava, 

Babadas, Vibhuti, Narayan Singh, Chaturvedi and Tirthraj Panday actively began their work at the 

Kumbha Mela. Rano’s painting was carried in a large parade accompanied by music, and 8,000 

leaflets with information about Meher Baba and his message were distributed. Thousands came to 

Srivastava’s house to take darshan of the painting. They had no idea that the One whose darshan 

they were now having had bowed down at the feet of thousands of sadhus, and had been in their 

midst for two days, having clandestinely come and gone. 

 

Baba stopped in Secunderabad briefly for mast work and then continued by train. A 

touching incident occurred on the train between Secunderabad and Sholapur. Baba was traveling 

incognito by third class, dressed in ordinary clothes, wearing a Kashmiri-type fur hat and dark 

sunglasses. The train was so packed that the only way to enter the compartment was through the 

windows. At one station, an old Muslim with a white flowing beard came running up to their 

compartment, holding up a five-year-old boy, pleading with the passengers to take him inside. 

Those inside began protesting, saying it was impossible since they were already so crowded. As 

the train whistle sounded, the old man became desperate and shouted, “For God’s sake, take the 

child in!” 

At this point, Baba ordered the mandali to help the man and lift the boy inside. Amidst loud 

arguments with their fellow passengers, the mandali did as they were told, brought the boy in 

 
471 Saints can wield the miraculous powers of the fourth plane without any danger. This Muslim saint was 

also called Cha Saheb, because of his fondness for tea (chai). Baba had contacted him previously, in 

October 1941.  

472 Baba later revealed the sadhu was on the fourth plane.  



through the window, and sat him down next to Baba. The old man ran to the next compartment, 

and held on to a railing as the train started. At each stop, he would come back to see that the boy 

was all right. 

Observing the old man’s anxiety, Baba ordered the mandali to make room for the man 

inside. After much trouble and more vociferous complaints from the other passengers, the mandali 

succeeded in pulling the man in through the window. He squeezed in next to Baba and put the boy 

on his lap. 

In the course of conversation with the old Muslim, the mandali learned he was from 

Gulbarga, and asked, as was their habit, if he knew any masts or saints thereabouts. The man was 

surprised by their question and asked, “Why do you ask about saints? People go to a saint with two 

distinct objects: either for obtaining wealth and prosperity, or for God. Which do you seek?” 

Eruch explained, “We are Parsis from Ahmednagar, but spiritually-minded and interested 

in saints.” 

Hearing that they hailed from Ahmednagar, the old man reproached them, “What? You say 

you are Parsis from Ahmednagar and you do not even know about your own great saint who lives 

near there, named Meher Baba? Why are you running after others?” 

The mandali, in order to avoid disclosing Baba’s identity, had to pretend they knew nothing 

about Meher Baba, and casually asked who he was. 

The man laughed derisively at their ignorance, and chided, “Why he is a very, very great 

saint of a high order. He is worshiped by thousands of all communities. I can’t believe you have 

never heard of him! I myself have been to see him at his ashram at Meherabad twice, but was not 

fortunate enough to have his darshan. Once, he was away in a foreign country, and once he was in 

seclusion. But I am determined to pay my respects to him before I die,” he added, “and take my 

whole family to him. 

“At least once in my lifetime, I must have the good fortune of seeing him. I strongly suggest 

you go to him if you are interested in spiritual personalities.” 

At this point, the train stopped at Gulbarga, and the Muslim got down, thanking them for 

making room for himself and the boy. After he had left, Baba asked if they had any of his 

photographs with them. Eruch pulled a copy of Meher Baba Journal from his bedding roll. Baba 

bowed his head to his own photograph, and sent Eruch with the journal to give to the man, with 

these words, “Tell him who his companion on the train has been, and that I bless him and his family. 

Now there is no need for him to visit Meherabad.” 

Eruch caught the old man outside the station as he was about to board a tonga and handed 

him the journal. When the old man saw Meher Baba’s picture in it, and Eruch revealed Baba’s 

identity to him, he exploded in anger. He loudly abused Eruch for having kept it a secret all this 

time. Eruch tried to explain the Master’s reasons for not seeing anyone and traveling incognito, 

saying, “You are so blessed to have journeyed with him for an hour when hundreds of his followers 

thirst for his darshan, which he does not allow even for a moment.” 

But the man would not listen, and cursed Eruch and his entire “younger generation.” The 

man explained how restless he had felt in the other compartment, and that was why he kept 

returning to theirs, somehow irresistibly drawn to be near Baba after having longed for his darshan 

for so many years. 

Eruch ran back to catch the train, and the old man ran after him. Eruch jumped on board. 

The man saw Baba leaning out of the window, without his dark glasses and hat, as if waiting for 

him. The old man bowed his head to him, and Baba placed his hand on his head in blessing as the 

train pulled away. 

At the next junction, Baba stopped in Sholapur to contact two advanced souls. Ghuliappa 

Swami was an 80-year-old yogi of the fifth plane. Salik-like, though Ghuliappa Swami dressed and 



behaved as a man, he referred to himself “in the first person singular feminine, as if he were a 

woman.”473 

Mullah Baba was another very old mast, who was extremely dirty and unkempt, with long 

fingernails. He had sat in one place for fifteen years and was never known to have moved from that 

spot. He was renowned and revered by the people of Sholapur. 

After one day in Sholapur, Baba returned to Meherabad on 6 January 1942. Later that day, 

Baba remarked about the war and India: 

The greatest lesson that this war has taught to all of us is the futility of false values in life, 

such as wealth, property, [possessions], et cetera, which have no consideration or value at all when 

life itself is at stake. People with immense wealth, owning valuable properties which they have 

amassed and built up after years of thought, calculation, labor, and so forth, have to leave it all in an 

instant when life itself is in danger, as during air-raids or direct enemy attack. Nothing of these can 

be carried with one when one has to flee for one’s very life. Not only this, but even one’s own 

relatives and dear ones, for whom one has toiled lifelong for years, have to be left — separated 

temporarily or even forever. None can tell. 

But in spite of this bare fact glaring one in the face, people will not give up selfish ends 

— motives driven by lust and greed — and grab at things which they know would have to be given 

up in an instant’s notice. 

India, which is the land and source of spirituality, has to bring home this most important 

and fundamental lesson of the futility of things in life, by furnishing the world with a living 

example of sacrifice and suffering, in giving things away and being content with the smallest share. 

In short, India has to suffer more than any other country. In order to play the role assigned by 

divine dispensation, India has to sacrifice and suffer most. This is the greatest lesson which India 

has to teach and prove to the world. 

Chanji left for Bombay on the 9th with Pappa, with instructions to deliver a message to 

Mahatma Gandhi at Wardha. 

Meanwhile Mohammed Mast had been in Bombay more than a year, in the care of Aloba, 

who was not having an easy time with him. Mohammed would throw his plate, spoon and glass out 

of the first floor window of the rooms Aloba had rented, hitting pedestrians below. This problem 

was solved by putting a screen over the window. The next headache for Aloba was that Mohammed 

would occupy the sole toilet of the building for four to five hours every morning, and abuse the 

tenants who would come to use it before leaving for their jobs. Aloba then made a private potty for 

Mohammed in his room, telling him the common toilet was out of order and being repaired. 

After a few weeks, Mohammed began repeatedly saying, “I want to go to Ratnagiri [his 

home].” Aloba ignored him at first, but kept being pestered by this request. 

Finally, Aloba wrote to Baba, who wrote back: “Send Mohammed to Ratnagiri.” It was the 

middle of the war and very difficult to obtain steamship tickets, but after a few failed attempts, 

Aloba succeeded and purchased two tickets from Bombay. 

On the morning they were to depart, Mohammed began crying, “I don’t want to go to 

Ratnagiri! I don’t want to go!” 

Baba had instructed Aloba to find a man from Ratnagiri to take Mohammed on the ship. 

Aloba did this. Mohammed left, although he was weeping when he departed. After six months 

passed, Baba wrote Aloba, informing him to bring Mohammed for a day. Aloba cut out a picture 

of the mast from the book The Perfect Master, and gave it to a man who then found Mohammed 

and brought him back to Bombay. 

Mohammed was taken to Baba for a day on 9 January. Baba worked with him for a few 

hours, and gave him a bath and a new kafni. Mohammed told Baba, “I want to go back to Ratnagiri.” 

Although Aloba was by now completely fed up with looking after the mast, Baba ordered him to 

take Mohammed back to Bombay. Aloba had no choice but to comply. On the train returning, 
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Mohammed gave a lot of trouble and by the time they arrived in Bombay, Aloba was on the verge 

of tears. 

At Meherabad, according to Baba’s order, the dhuni was to be lit on Monday, 12 January 

1942, in memory of Upasni Maharaj, and everyone fasted that day. Baba came down from the hill 

at 6:45 P.M. He looked at the photographs of Upasni Maharaj and his own which had been placed 

near the dhuni by the Table Cabin. He sat on a wicker chair facing west, after being garlanded by 

Pappa, to whom Baba had given the privilege of lighting the dhuni. When Baba gave the signal, 

Pappa lit it, and at Baba’s order, Pendu, Padri, Pappa, Sidhu and Vishnu (who were the only men 

allowed to be present) each placed a stick of sandalwood on the fire. Some of them also took 

darshan by bowing to the fire. 

As soon as the fire was beginning to blaze, Baba made a few remarks: 

For me, there is no pleasure in the uncertainties of life, as I know everything. The only 

pleasure for me is to lighten the burden of my appointed duties. 

Today is a day of great significance — today the tide of events is turning. Just as the fire 

is all ready and needs only the match put to it, now, it is as if it were a quarter to seven and it will 

soon be seven o’clock. And when that time comes, I will apply the match [to my work]. One great 

soul and one of my intimate [men] mandali will shortly pass away. 

Baba remained with the men at the dhuni for about 20 minutes, and then returned up the 

hill. Before leaving, he instructed: “Now that Upasni Maharaj has gone, henceforth, those devotees 

who used to go frequently to Sakori and who love me also, should not go there any further.” 

Much to Aloba’s relief, Mohammed Mast was brought back to Meherabad from Bombay 

on the 13th, to stay permanently near Baba. 

Baba called all the mandali to the mast ashram (on the hill) at three in the afternoon, and 

gave this explanation about fasting: 

The body will survive for 95 days if one remains only on water. Just as the body feeds on 

food, so the mind feeds on desires, and indulgence in these desires feeds the mind and the ego. So, 

by starving the mind of these desires, the ego becomes very thin and weak. 

In a physical fast, taking only water as you did yesterday, lust is lessened, but anger and 

hope are increased. During the first three days of a fast, hunger is marked, depression is strong, 

anger is strengthened and lust is diminished. From the third to the seventh day, there is a fluctuation 

in feelings: hunger, depression, anger and lust are all lessened, while hope — for everything — is 

still strong. On the tenth day, the feelings again swing back, and there is increased hunger and 

anger. This lasts until the 14th day, when the feelings again become calm and remain calm. Thus, 

after the 14th day, a fast has no spiritual value! 

Baba then mentioned his future plans: “Before I speak, I have to do two things: I have to 
touch the feet of 7,000 sadhus, which I just did at Allahabad. I have still to visit Nepal and Tibet. 

So, from the 15th of February, I will wander in these regions.” 

Baba then had some Sufi songs played on the record player and explained their meaning. 

 

 

On Wednesday, 14 January 1942, a feast was arranged for the Arangaon villagers and those 

from surrounding places. The feast was held near the dhuni, and Baba came down the hill at six 

that evening to watch the distribution and festivities, and to listen to the bhajan singing. The Satha 

family and other close ones from Ahmednagar had come for the occasion, and had the chance of 

seeing Baba after a lapse of almost a year and a half. Touching Baba’s feet and joining hands to 

him in obeisance was forbidden, but those close ones present were happy nonetheless, to see him 

after so long. Baba remained among the gathering for two hours, and then walked back up the hill. 

According to Baba's orders, the mandali and others in India and abroad, who were able to 

and who wanted to, were fasting on only one meal a day. This was to be done for one and a half 



months, from 1 January to 15 February 1942. Although Baba was to travel on mast tours during 

this period, he too maintained the fast. 

In addition, Baba had instructed his lovers to chant the seven names of God (“Hari, 

Paramatma, Allah, Ahuramazda, God, Yezdan, Hu”) for a certain period every day. Baba had given 

the melody for this prayer, and it held great significance. 

On 15 January, Baba left Meherabad by car with Baidul and Kaka to contact Chatti Baba 

and other masts in South India. He proceeded first to Hubli, where he recontacted two masts. One 

of these was the young saint called Dev Purush. A very advanced mast of the sixth plane, he sat 

completely naked, on a stone. Dev Purush would not leave his chosen spot, and Baba remained 

with him for half an hour at 11:30 P.M. on the 16th. Baba also recontacted Chela, a silent mast who 

seldom ate. 

Whenever Baba was with the masts no one was allowed to come near. Baba would not 

even permit any of the mandali to be present. 

From Hubli, Baba journeyed to Nagapattinam, where on Sunday, 18 January 1942, he met 

Chatti Baba. Chatti Baba was wild with joy at seeing Baba, and like a child would not let go of 

him. Baba treated him most lovingly and embraced him heartily. 

Baba also communed with another high sixth-plane mast-saint in Nagapattinam named 

Moti Baba. From there he left for Nagore, where he sat with Nagore Shah Wali for some time. 

Nagore, a very old man with a long white beard, dressed in fine clothes, but also had long 

fingernails. 

From Nagore, Baba went to Miraj on the 21st, via Erode, Chinglepet, Raichur and 

Kurundwad. In Kurundwad, a jalali mast named Krishna was contacted, of whom Baba remarked 

that he had never seen such a restless mast anywhere. Krishna had two abodes: one was a 

maharaja’s palace, where this mast was dressed like a prince; the other was the streets, where he 

wore rags. 

From Miraj, Baba proceeded to Aravada Village on rough dirt roads, crossing a small 

intervening river by boat. There Baba communed with a Muslim saint named Wazir Baba, whom 

he had contacted before. They then left for Meherabad, arriving there on 23 January. 

On Sunday, 1 February 1942, the Dadachanji family of Bombay came to Meherabad for a 

day. Naoroji’s sons Homa and Dara’s navjot ceremony was performed before Baba at this time. 

Baba repeated to Chanji’s brother Aspandiar, what he had told the mandali the previous month: 

Although this war has shown to people how futile and transitory money, wealth, and 

properties, are — being either [taken away or] destroyed by destructive forces of warfare, where 

life, as such, has practically no value − yet this lesson has to be convincingly taught and brought 

home to India. And for that India has to suffer most of all. India will be literally crushed between 

two pincer movements — from both sides — East as well as West. Then there will be internal 

troubles. Chaos all over, leading to a complete deadlock. It will be then that I will speak. The world 

will have to listen. You will see. 

But don’t worry. For the next four months, carry on as at present. Don’t rush in for 

anything “new.” Let things roll on automatically. Give no push, nor hold them back. Let it all 

happen naturally and force nothing. And whatever you do, I’ll have my nazar on you. 

Arnavaz and Nargis stayed at Meherabad with the women, and the others left. 

 

Baba wanted to work in the vicinity of the Himalayas, so he sent Pappa and Savak Kotwal 

to find bungalows in Dehra Dun. With the help of Keki Nalavala, they arranged a fine two-story 

house. On 2 February 1942, Baba left Meherabad for Dehra Dun with the men and women mandali. 

They boarded a 10:00 P.M. train at the Ahmednagar station. All the Eastern and Western women 

were with Baba, including Arnavaz, Nargis and the servants. Of the mandali, only Baidul, Gustadji, 



Nilu, Vishnu, Krishna and Venkoba Rao accompanied him, while the fifteen or so remaining men 

mandali were ordered to stay in Meherabad. 

The group reached Dehra Dun on the morning of the 5th at six o’clock, and were met by 

Pappa and Savak and taken to the bungalow, called Prem Bhawan, at No. 4 Chander Road. Baba 

occupied the upper floor alone and the women occupied the ground floor. The mandali stayed 

elsewhere, at a bungalow called Sunnyside, at No. 25 New Road.474 

Kaka Baria and Chanji met Baba in Dehra Dun, but Kaka was sent back to Bombay on the 

6th. (He returned a few days later.) Meheru and her sister Naggu had traveled with Baba and the 

group from Meherabad, and Baba sent them back to Nasik, with Chanji, on the 9th. 

A circular was issued at this time stating that Meher Baba’s 48th birthday fell on the 14th 

of February that year (according to the Parsi calendar), which was the last day for observing the 

fast and the other injunctions of meditation for the group. Baba ordered that no celebration was to 

be held, either publicly or in private. After 15 February 1942, all were freed from the orders and 

allowed to eat as usual. 

 

Baba wished to do mast work near the Himalayas, but as it was cold at this time of year 

(and Chanji was unable to obtain permission to travel there from the Nepalese Consulate in New 

Delhi), Baba postponed journeying there until the end of March. Instead, he left Dehra Dun on the 

night of 11 February, for Rajputana to contact masts.475 He was accompanied by Baidul, Kaka and 

Gustadji. They traveled over 2,000 miles in only nine days, by train, bus, bullock cart and on foot. 

Baba contacted 27 masts in places such as Hardwar, Roorkee, Landhaura, Saharanpur, Jalalabad, 

Thana Bhawan, Meerut, Ajmer, Jodhpur, Aligarh, Bareilly and Moradabad. 

In Landhaura, Baba contacted an old jalali pilgrim, Qadir Shah, a high pilgrim of the 

mental planes who was both mast-like and salik-like. Qadir lived in a hut deep in a forest, and the 

journey to him was especially trying, because Baba and the men had to walk during a heavy 

rainstorm through muddy fields deep into the wilderness. Qadir Shah was a tall, bearded, saintly 

old man, who wore a simple kafni. Baba was pleased with the contact, so it was worth all the pains 

taken. 

In Thana Bhawan, Baba contacted a wali called Maulana Ashrafali, who was a thin and 

aged salik who lead the prayers at the humble mosque in the town. It was claimed that Ashrafali 

would be seen simultaneously in Thana Bhawan and in Delhi leading prayers at the great Jama 

Masjid mosque. 

Among Baba’s most significant contacts during the tour were those in Ajmer, where he 

again contacted the majzoob Chacha and the saints Lakhan Shah and Socrates. Baba and company 

had been traveling virtually nonstop for four days when they arrived in Ajmer at ten at night on the 

15th. They went immediately to a dharamshala. Leaving their luggage in a room, they proceeded 

to Chacha’s residence (even though they had been traveling all day in a crowded train and were 

exhausted). Chacha was staying at the time in a room of a house in Ajmer. Upstairs in the attic lived 

a Muslim mujawar (caretaker of a shrine, or attendant to a holy being). The caretaker knew Baba, 

and whenever Baba came he would arrange things for him. The house was situated on a main 

thoroughfare, and there was a throng of people surrounding the majzoob during the day. Baba 

therefore went late, because he wanted to contact Chacha only when he was alone. 
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When Baba arrived, Baidul called out to the mujawar. Chacha was fast asleep, but when 

he heard Baidul’s shouting, out of sheer joy he fell off his bed and tumbled down the stairs to 

receive his illustrious guests. Baba sat with Chacha for an hour and a half. He compensated the 

caretaker handsomely, as his work with the majzoob had gone very satisfactorily. Baba and the 

men returned to the dharamshala at 2:00 A.M. 

In Jodhpur, Baba contacted two masts with whom he had worked the previous year. The 

first was Mastani Mai, the advanced female mast who was famous throughout the region. The old 

woman, carrying an assortment of bundles, wore many golden bracelets, rings, silver coins and 

other ornaments given to her by barren women whose prayers for a child she had answered. 

Also in Jodhpur, Baba again contacted Nanga Sadhu. This was the high sixth-plane mast 

who, when people approached, would hide his face behind his hands and look through his fingers. 

Traveling on to Bareilly, Baba contacted Bashir Mian, an elderly, lean mast, who was 

seldom seen eating, and also reputedly never slept. He was a mental-conscious Muslim saint who 

had 30 to 40 men and women disciples, with whom he lived. In the evenings, these disciples would 

gather round him, play music and sing, and become ecstatic. 

The saint Bashir Mian had a public kitchen in Bareilly for the sole purpose of feeding the 

poor. 

Also in Bareilly, there was a fierce, old jalali mast known as Jara Shah, who was much 

revered and could literally walk into anyone’s house and be greeted with utmost respect. Despite 

all Baba’s attempts, he refused to let Baba contact him in person. Once, when Baidul tried to 

persuade him to come with him to Baba, Jara Shah declared, “The Saheb-e-Zaman is coming, his 

time is near ... I will draw my sword and help him to annihilate the unworthy!”476 

Traveling on to Moradabad, Baba contacted a great salik-type pilgrim of the mental planes 

called Maulana Shamsuddin Ulema. The aged saint was believed to be at least 120 years old and 

was likewise much revered. Ulema had been a scholar of Arabic and Persian and was cared for by 

the family of a government official. When Baba went to contact him, he was resting. When they 

awakened him, Ulema looked at Baba’s face and exclaimed with the deepest of emotions, speaking 

in Persian: “In the darkness of the night I see the light of God!”477 

The trials and tribulations of Baba’s journey to contact these masts are indescribable. Baba 

was on the move day and night. To travel by bullock cart, when rain suddenly came pouring down 

and cold winds began blowing, was extremely uncomfortable. At one place the group had to trudge 

twelve miles through slushy roads. But Baba’s joy was effervescent when communing with masts, 

and to him these physical privations were as nothing! As Age reminds us, “It was no easy matter 

to go long distances day and night without proper food or drinking water, especially during wartime 

when, due to military troop movements, it was extremely difficult to get accommodation on trains. 

But God Himself was in search of His true lovers! Although often hidden, these masts are His real 

devotees and that is why He journeyed thousands of miles to give them his personal contact — at 

great personal inconvenience and suffering on his part!” 

Throughout this present journey, Baba and the mandali traveled mostly at night and would 

invariably sleep on the railway platform itself, or in some dingy third-rate dharamshala. But besides 

these hardships in traveling, the restriction to one meal a day, which the mandali had been observing 

since the 1st of January, was maintained throughout the journey (until 15 February). 
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Baba was completely absorbed and occupied in his mast work, utterly unmindful and 

completely disregarding the physical needs of his apparently frail body, which was continually 

being severely strained. Thus, Baba’s personal example for 24 hours a day was a stimulus to Kaka, 

Baidul and Gustadji — and as they later reported, it literally made them forget about their own 

physical needs of nourishment and sleep. 

 

After having traveled for nine days, Baba and the mandali returned to Dehra Dun on the 

morning of 20 February, at eight o’clock. Later that same afternoon, at three o’clock, Chanji (who 

had been to Bombay, Nagpur, Delhi and other places) met with Baba. 

Pleader had returned to Meherabad, but left for Bombay after 15 February. Baba 

commented, “He will come back. I have the string [of the kite] in my hand. Let him have a brief 

respite.”478 

In Dehra Dun, Baba resumed his partial seclusion for three hours, from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. 

daily, at which time he would work alone in his room undisturbed. 

On Sunday, 22 February 1942, Baba dictated points to Chanji for a new message about the 

war. The main points were: 

From the only real spiritual viewpoint, wars, battles, fights, et cetera, are divine games 

played by God with the help of maya. Maya, being both the medium for entrapping the soul into the 

maze of illusion and freeing the soul from the clutches of spiritual ignorance, has to be handled and 

not discarded, but handled without attachment to it. 

The souls of all warring nations are fundamentally one; only bodies and minds are 

different. So in reality, no one fights anyone. Knowing this, spiritually advanced souls enter God’s 

game to play their parts without the least malice for anyone, without the least thought of gain, 

revenge or hatred, but just performance of their duty and cooperation with the Divine Will. 

The President of China, Chiang Kai-shek, was visiting India for meetings with the Viceroy, 

Jinnah, Nehru, Gandhi and other leaders. Baba complimented him: “He is a great soul, a 

philosopher and a practical leader, who above all is sincere.” 

 

On the 24th, accompanied by Baidul and Savak, Baba was driven around Dehra Dun in a 

tonga between 6 and 8:00 P.M. to contact seven masts, among them the revered Nannu Mian, the 

spiritual chargeman of Dehra Dun. 

Nannu Mian was a lame old man, who hobbled around town carrying a big stick with rags 

tied to it. Oddly dressed, he wore boots and a kafni, and tied a shawl around his stomach. He would 

often be seen at night abusing or quarreling with anyone he encountered. The mast was greatly 

devoted to children, giving them sweets, and was often seen with youngsters swarming about him. 

Masanghatwala Baba was a subtle-conscious sadhu residing in a cremation ground. It was 

claimed he had been in that particular location for at least the past 35 years, and had resided there 

before the cremation ground was built. When the municipality went to construct the cremation 

ground, they had to build it around Masanghatwala, because he refused to evacuate the premises 

and they feared the repercussions of harassing a holy man. This sadhu always kept a fire burning, 

and had three pets: a cat, a dog and a cow, which he would feed in that order before eating his food. 

 

On Saturday, 28 February 1942, Chanji and Don (who was visiting on leave from the army) 

brought Baba up-to-date about the current world predicament of violence spreading nearly 

everywhere. After hearing their reports, Baba commented about Japan and its intention to take over 
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India. (They had just read in the newspapers about Japan’s invasions of Java and Burma.) Baba 

stated: 

India is in grave danger. Unless it unites and makes a common effort, it will be isolated 

from China and Britain. This is Japan’s war strategy and that is why they are executing invasions 

on Burma. If Rangoon and Java fall — which is a probability — the next target will be India. If the 

British government gives India political freedom as it wants — which they will have to give — 

Indians should arise and awaken a spirit to fight [against] the invading Japanese. 

Roosevelt can supply any number of bombers, but where to land them? The Pacific is too 

distant and with no base to land [all being occupied by the Japanese], America’s bombers have 

been lying idle. If they could be utilized now — in India — to fight the Japanese, the Japanese 

would not be able to stand up to them. Because India and China combined would smash Japan. 

It is a question, however, if India will rise to the occasion and show that fighting spirit 

which she has lost due to being out of touch. The British government kept the nation docile; all the 

warlike spirit was subdued and lost during a century and a half of British occupation. Then again, 

when the people were aroused to political awakening, the philosophy of non-violence propagated 

by Gandhi crushed what little spirit was aroused. Consequently, it will now be very difficult and a 

[hard] task indeed to arouse it again, even if we did have weapons. 

And unless permanent leaders like Nehru, [Abdul Kalam] Azad and others come into 

power, travel around and arouse that spirit once again, Japan will land at important points and cities 

and capture all war materials, weapons, supplies of oil, food, et cetera, and cripple India. Hard facts 

indeed, which India will have to face and overcome. All differences of caste, creed and materiality 

will have to be given up and a common stand given to the conquering nation. Let us see how India 

takes it. 

In the midst of all these hardships, I will send Deshmukh, Babadas and two-thirds of the 

mandali with messages from me to be delivered verbally and through leaflets and booklets. That is 

the plan. I am working at it these days [by] sitting here in quiet seclusion. 

Because it looked as if Japan was about to attack India from the Eastern coastline, Baba 

informed the women: “If we are attacked, we must be ready to defend ourselves. We must have 

military training in self-defense.” Baba appointed Margaret Craske to give the women lessons in 

the martial arts. The training began with the swinging of lathis. How to inflict wounds, and how to 

fight if wounded were also taught. Drills were held as follows: Upon hearing a whistle, all the 

women carrying the cudgels would run to their predetermined battle stations, upstairs in the house! 

At one point, Baba advised, “If anyone is wounded, Rano, Kitty and Margaret should 

remain with them. Mehera, Mani, Khorshed and the others should climb to the roof. If the enemy 

attacks, they should be resisted downstairs, so that they may not invade the second story, and 

Mehera would be safe.” 

All, including the servants, took the training seriously. Baba would often go out to 

commune with masts, so in his absence, this provided a lively pastime for the women. 

 

From Sunday, 1 March 1942, Baba resumed his routine of washing and feeding masts at 

the mandali’s bungalow from 8:00 to 10:00 A.M. (some days until noon), in addition to moving 

about Dehra Dun itself to locate masts. That evening, he commented to the women, “Today is an 

important day for India.” 

Baba took part in kindling the Holi, a Hindu fire festival, on the 2nd. A pit was dug in the 

backyard and filled with kindling. Baba lighted the fire and observed, “I am making a fire of the 

world.” One of the women remarked, “Please, Baba, see that none of us get ‘burnt!’ ”  

Two days later, Baba left for Rishikesh via Hardwar to contact masts with Gustadji, Baidul 

and Savak. (Baba had wanted to take the entire group of women, also, but the idea was dropped 

due to the difficulty of lodging and transporting so many.) Baba returned the next evening. Baidul 

was then sent to the ancient, holy city of Ayodhya (the birthplace of Lord Ram), in preparation for 

Baba’s next mast tour to Madhya Pradesh. 



Jal Kerawalla arrived on 10 March and discussed his next posting with Baba. Baba selected 

three possibilities, from which Jal was to choose. The country and global political situation was 

discussed, and in the afternoon Baba sat alone in Nilu’s room for fifteen to twenty minutes. 

On the 11th, a letter from Suloo Meshram of Nagpur was received and read out.479 Baba 

was in a good mood and remarked, “Such devotees and lovers should be worshiped.” Baba then 

joined his own hands together and closed his eyes as if praying, something the mandali had never 

seen him do before. He had the letter read out again and observed: 

Suloo is greater than me in the sense that he loves me with such deep devotion. He has 

seen me only once in Panchgani in 1938 and since then has been kept far away. Lovers in that 

respect are truly great. 

Why did Krishna wash Sudama’s feet and drink the water? Because of Sudama’s love. 

He washed not the feet but the love of Sudama, and drank its waters. 

God always is, was and ever will be. But the existence of God’s great and true lovers — 

like Sudama of Krishna, Suloo and others now — reflects God’s true greatness. The greatness of 

their love is such that it creates faith in a Master, whom the poor, ignorant lover does not truly 

know at all. But because of firm faith, the follower is ready to give up his very life for the Master. 

Isn’t that greater than God? 

God is always greater in His infinity. But if lovers, in spite of their finiteness, rise to give 

up all, sacrifice their very lives just for love and faith in their Beloved (whose true being they do 

not at all know), it is indeed greater. That is why God, even in spite of His infinity, bows to the 

greatness in recognition of the spirit of selflessness that He beholds in the love and faith of his true 

lovers. 

God is always there. He was all the time. He will ever be. But it is the greatness of lovers 

and devotees that they love and adore God and the guru. Even if you [the mandali] don’t feel 

anything such as this boy or other devotees have experienced, the very fact that you have given up 

all, and now stay with me and render service solely out of love, although you do not know me, is 

enough to prove your greatness, which I alone see, know and appreciate. 

While in Dehra Dun, each day Baba discussed with Chanji Japan’s military movements 

and affairs, as well as India’s unpreparedness to fight and its internal political instability. Yet he 

likewise always stressed, “It is all God’s plan.” To the women, Baba remarked on the 11th, “Life 

will be like a whirlwind in a few weeks!” 

On Thursday, 12 March 1942, when Baba heard the news that Sir Stafford Cripps was 

coming to India, being sent by Winston Churchill to meet with Indian independence movement 

leaders, he commented on the current political situation in the country and abroad, and about 

different political figures in India and elsewhere. With perfect mimicry, Baba imitated the typical 

expressions of each one, and said: 

Cripps is clever, sincere, shrewd and sympathetic toward India…. Jinnah is cleverest of 

the whole lot, has politics on the tip of his finger, is the best speaker, but he is not as sincere and 

sensible as Gandhi and Azad, who is a great scholar of Islamic literature. 

Rajaji [Chakarvati Rajagopalachari] is the best among the whole lot: sincere, clever, 

capable, sociable and above all, bold enough to face all situations, flexible to adapt himself to 

changing conditions, though not through weakness, but cleverness. Rajaji is not obstinate or rigid. 

He is the only man who could face Gandhi and tell him boldly what he feels. He would confront 

even a separation, if need be for principles, and is the only person whom Gandhi fears. He is a 

perfect Vedantist, spiritually-inclined, who has the courage of his convictions, which impresses all. 

Nehru is clever, sincere and selfless. He has sacrificed a lot, but is rather rash and quick-

tempered, so as to spoil the whole thing. 

Of all the Indian leaders, past and present, I like Tilak the best. He had the best 

combination of the qualities of head and heart. I liked him more particularly for the spirit with 

which he braved all difficulties like a lion, roaring all the while with all the force of his soul, with 

 

479 Suloo Meshram was the boy from Nagpur who heard about Meher Baba through a newspaper article, 

and whom Baba had described as “fit for this path!” 



all his brainpower, and with a spirit of tremendous self-sacrifice that was amazing. It took not only 

his brain but also the skill of his astute political diplomacy to fight against the ruling forces of a 

mighty power such as Britain. Tilak was a great lawyer, a great orator, a great writer and a great 

student of shlokas, fit to write a commentary on the Gita. 

Regarding Europe and America, Baba observed about its leaders: 

Hitler, however cracked [crazy] and brutal, is sincere in his contentions that what he does 

is for the good of humanity, with unselfish motives and sincerity. He aroused a whole nation to 

prepare them to face the world. Wonderful [Amazing]! Hitler is a perfect medium and actor who is 

playing his role splendidly in the world drama. 

Stalin is also a [good] medium: shrewd, clever and very bold. What he did and achieved, 

no one else could have: getting the entire nation united as one, to face the common foe, in spite of 

internal squabbles and differences. I've said before, Russia is always the deciding factor. 

Churchill is a clever and shrewd politician. He is the spirit of Britain, who, but for him, 

would have failed. How cleverly he handled the delicate situation about India. He got Parliament’s 

vote of confidence, formed a new cabinet, brought in Cripps and cleverly shirked the entire Indian 

problem on to [Cripps’] head and responsibility. 

Roosevelt is good, sincere and capable. He came to India and stayed in the same 

houseboat in Kashmir that I occupied in 1933. The owner himself told Norina and the Westerners 

this. Good at heart, he wants to help and does, but he has to face great odds in his country too.480 

All these great leaders, who play their part in this world drama, will go; but even if they 

won’t live to see the good results of all this destruction and devastation, they have played their roles 

well to bring about a new era of peace on earth, and hence are blessed. 

Baba concluded by stating: “All are mine — you as well as they.” 

 

Later that same day, 12 March, accompanied by Kaka, Gustadji and Baidul, Baba went to 

Gorakhpur in search of masts, visiting many places along the way. His most significant contact in 

Gorakhpur was a high mast of the sixth plane called Chini Shah. 

Once during the ten-day tour, Baba stopped in Sitapur. Although it was not on their 

itinerary and no mast was found, it became evident to the mandali why Baba had come to Sitapur 

when they happened upon a helpless family camping under a tree near the railway station. 

Baba told the mandali to make inquiries about them. The family consisted of three children, 

their father and mother. The mother was so gravely ill she could not move. Local inquiries revealed 

that one of their children had died the previous day. They had no money whatsoever. The illness of 

the woman and the recent death of the child had left the father totally despondent. 

Baba instructed the mandali to first feed them and then question the man about his 

condition. He had been driven almost to madness by his unfortunate situation. Baba and the men 

were on their way to Bareilly, and Baba instructed that the family be taken along in the train. This 

was done, and once they arrived there, Baba instructed that the wife be admitted to a hospital. 

Money was given to the man to feed his family. As Bareilly was a large city, the man said he would 

be able to find employment soon. Once again, Baba’s timely help had saved a family who had 

almost given up all hope and were on the point of dying of starvation. 

After Baba’s mast tour was completed, he returned to Dehra Dun on 22 March. However, 

he indicated that he was feeling unwell. Two days later, Baba sent all the maid servants back to 

Meherabad and instructed the women to manage for themselves. Along with the servants, he also 

sent Kharmen Masi, Arnavaz and Nargis back to Bombay, accompanied by Kaka. 

 

 
480 The houseboat owner was apparently mistaken. It was Franklin Roosevelt's  father-in-law, Elliott 

Roosevelt, who visited Kashmir, in 1881. 

 



Conditions throughout the world had worsened in January and February of 1942. The 

bloodshed was spreading rapidly throughout the Far East, and the possibility of India being bombed 

became a very real threat. Japan had swept through Indo-China and Thailand and captured 

Singapore; Japan held a large part of Asia and dominated the Western Pacific. 

Baba had given out several messages during the war, which were printed and circulated 

among his lovers and the public. In February 1942, he dictated four new messages: Violence and 
Non-Violence, The Spiritual Significance of the Present War, Action and Inaction and The Need 

for Creative Leadership in India.481 

Baba also gave explanations and precise instructions to his lovers, devotees and the general 

public on what they should do in case India was invaded by Japan. Baba especially wished these 

four messages to be delivered to the leaders of India. He chose Chanji and Jal Kerawalla for this 

task and sent them to Delhi on 23 March, with these words: “You have to do this work, even if you 

die doing it!” 

The political situation in India was becoming critical. Japan was approaching India’s 

borders. At the same time, Mahatma Gandhi and others were clamoring for independence after 

more than a century of British rule. To come to some settlement, Churchill dispatched Stafford 

Cripps to Delhi to meet with India’s leaders. He offered what amounted to independence, after 

Japan’s defeat, to secure their immediate cooperation in defending the country. But the proposal 

did not appeal to Gandhi’s concepts of non-violence, and the offer was rejected. 

Baba, who was closely monitoring all this, very much wished the leaders of the All India 

Congress to read his messages before meeting with Cripps (who arrived in Delhi on the 23rd). 

Accordingly, in the intense heat of Delhi’s summer, Chanji and Jal spent a week personally 

contacting about 30 prominent leaders such as Gandhi, Jinnah, Nehru, Rajaji and Stafford Cripps 

himself. They delivered printed copies of Meher Baba’s four messages to each of them. 

Chanji and Jal returned to Dehra Dun on the morning of 30 March. After listening to their 

reports of how “lucky” they had been in contacting all the leaders as Baba wished, despite the heavy 

schedules of the politicians at this crucial stage, Baba smilingly remarked: 

At this significant period when the future of India is being discussed and decided, I had to 

contact the leaders who participated in these discussions through you both. It was all according to 

God’s plan. They will now make decisions according to the thoughts and wisdom God will give 

them. God’s plan is always for the best and although, at times, things appear to be going wrong, in 

fact it is not so. 

Meanwhile, during this period, Baba had called Pankhraj to Dehra Dun from Nagpur. He 

arrived on 25 March 1942, and Baba asked him, “What do you want?” 

“I want to stay with you always,” he said sincerely. 

“It is extremely hard to stay with me. It means total self-surrender. Are you prepared for 

that?” 

“I have come only for that purpose,” Pankhraj replied. 

Counseling him, Baba then explained the meaning of sacrifice and said, “Think it over and 

give me your answer tomorrow.” 

After deep thought, the next day Pankhraj assured Baba, “I am prepared to surrender myself 

to you. You are my Master and the only Beloved of my heart.” 

“I am very pleased,” Baba stated. “You have made the right decision. Now go back to 

Nagpur and find employment. Even if you find a job paying only ten rupees a month, accept it.” 

 

481 These messages were printed in Meher Baba Journal. See Appendix B for some of these discourses.   



Pankhraj stared at Baba, finding it difficult to believe his ears. Baba explained, “Since you 

have surrendered to me, there is no room left for any wish of your own. Now I have full rights on 

you and you must do as I say. If you obey me, it will be like staying with me. This is the meaning 

of surrenderance.” 

Pankhraj obeyed Baba and went back home. Soon after, he got a very good job in Nagpur. 

Still, after some time, Pankhraj grew dissatisfied with his “worldly life,” and wrote to Baba 

about it. Chanji replied, offering some sound advice: 

Baba is very happy to read the outpourings of your heart and says that he is fully aware of 

the depth of your feeling and appreciates the same. 

He wants you, however, to continue as you are now — serving [working] and earning for 

your own self and others — until the time he gives you a call, and not feel at all depressed. For 

Baba is everywhere and when he himself tells you to do a particular thing, he has his own reasons 

— for your own good — as he knows best. So, even while serving there, if your spirit is with Baba, 

there is no reason at all for you to worry about external surroundings that may appear boring. But 

one has to have that experience too, to prepare oneself for the Great Cause. 

Who but Baba knows it all, and if he deems it desirable to direct you that way, he does 

that for your own good. So try to feel quite happy that you are doing his bidding, obeying his orders 

and acting according to his wish. It is easy to practice meditation, concentration, pranayams, 

tapascharya and such other laborious penances, but very, very difficult to obey orders of a guru, in 

whose surrenderance one has placed oneself.  

And that is the best and the easiest way, but destined to very, very few, who come across 

such a real guru. And you are under the direct guidance of the Avatar of our age. Imagine what 

great and enviable luck and a rare privilege it is, and rejoice not only in that, but also in carrying 

out the wishes and instructions of a dear Beloved Master who loves you and lovingly guides you to 

your cherished goal. 

  

On Wednesday, 1 April 1942, Baba left Dehra Dun with Kaka, Gustadji, Jal Kerawalla and 

Baidul for Amritsar, Pathankot, Dalhousie, Chamba and Kangra Valley, where he contacted several 

masts.482 Baba had hinted that he wished to select several ideal spots near the Himalayas where he 

could retire in seclusion for his work, and during this tour he did select one spot on a hill near 

Murree in Kashmir. The mandali were instructed to keep watch below, while he was in seclusion. 

Most significant of his contacts during the tour were two saints, Kala Sain and Bengali 

Baba. Famous in Amritsar, Kala Sain was a salik pilgrim of mental consciousness and was reputed 

to be over 110 years old. He seldom spoke to anyone, and he lived in an isolated place on the 

outskirts of the city. Baba liked him very much. 

In Pathankot, Baba contacted Bengali Baba, a high mast of both jalali and jamali 

characteristics and the spiritual chargeman of the area. 

After these contacts (some of which they had to travel on horseback to reach), Baba 

returned to Dehra Dun on 9 April. 

 

As mentioned, Mahatma Gandhi had his own ideas of what constituted “non-violence” and 

“non-violent resistance,” and he did not truly understand the gist of Baba’s message on the subject. 

While Baba was on his mast tour, he sent Chanji again to Delhi to see Gandhi. He did so on 2 and 

3 April 1942. Chanji returned to Dehra Dun and several letters ensued between himself and Gandhi 

about this subject. Gandhi had been surprised to read Baba’s views, which justified the use of 

violence in certain situations, and called them “wholly inapplicable.” Yet, Gandhi’s views were 

 
482 Savak Kotwal, who usually accompanied Baba on mast tours, had been left behind in Dehra Dun and 

instructed to learn typing, in order to help Chanji with the correspondence and writing work. 



impractical for those on the Path; his idea of non-violence can only be achieved in the God-realized 

state of a majzoob, whereby it is attained automatically! 

While discussing Gandhi and his resistance movement, on Friday, 10 April, Baba further 

clarified: 

Real non-violence, like truth, love and selfless service, is the guide to God-realization. 

My non-violence includes violence under certain circumstances when it is done 100 percent for 

others and without the slightest feeling of malice, hatred, revenge or self-gain. I call it “non-violent 

violence.” 

Non-violence, pure and simple, is the Beyond state of God. It is the goal of humanity. It 

cannot exist where one is still in the stages of a seeker. The seeker can, however, reach this goal 

through the means of “non-violence of the brave,” or of “selfless violence,” which means non-

violent violence. 

Beloved God is the Goal. Love is the means. The lover can reach the Beloved through 

love. God in the Beyond state of Paramatma is love, light and life Infinite. He is everything. Unless 

one realizes God and has love infinite, one cannot be purely and infinitely non-violent. God does 

not include violence, just as love does not include lust. Non-violence, pure and simple, is love 

infinite. 

A lover, who is longing to see the Beloved, is in the same stage and category as a seeker 

on the Path. A majzoob, who has become one with the Beloved through love, is in the same state as 

God. 

The difference between these stages may be explained in the following manner: Suppose 

you are slapped or kicked by someone. If you do not retaliate but keep quiet and do nothing, it is 

the category of a seeker who practices “non-violence of the brave.” In a similar case of a majzoob 

being slapped or kicked by someone, it is quite different. He has neither the necessity to keep quiet 

or control himself, nor has he to make an effort for the same. Because, in his state as a majzoob, 

which is divine bliss, he does not at all “feel” the slap or the kick. He has gone beyond that state of 

feeling. 

The question of “feeling,” even after God-realization, comes only when the God-realized 

being again comes down to the world of phenomena with normal consciousness. There, he can use 

non-violence, pure and simple, which is based on divine love, and try to persuade the aggressor — 

the one who slapped or kicked — through infinite love. In his Beyond state, where all souls are 

One, he is himself both the striker and the stricken, the aggressor and the aggrieved. 

It is either Unity — Oneness — or duality. There is no stage in-between. 

Different yogas have different means; for example, for bhakti yoga, it is love; for karma 

yoga, it is non-violence and so on. In karma yoga, love for individuals is “non-violence of the 

brave,” and love for the masses is “non-violent violence.” The Beloved in karma yoga is non-

violence pure and simple. Now to reach the Beloved aspect, you have to go through the path of 

love. 

Why is God called the “Beloved?” Because we reach Him through love. When you reach 

Him through non-violence, you call Him infinite non-violence. The Dnyanis [advanced souls] call 

Him “Infinite Chaitanya [Consciousness].” Those who follow raja yoga call him Prabhu — the 

Maker and Creator of everything. Thus God is named after the path through which one attains and 

realizes Him. 

Commenting about lust and celibacy, Baba stated: 

If one is lustful, he has a tendency to fasten his lust upon several persons of the opposite 

sex. The ideal of brahmacharya [celibacy] does not allow even the touch of the person of the 

opposite sex. Now if the Master, who is entirely free from lust, wants to help a strongly lustful 

person, he knows that the aspirant is incapable of brahmacharya. Therefore, he allows him to 

legally marry, but he asks him to limit his lust only to one woman. Then gradually, as lust 

diminishes, he may be asked to give up all acts of lust, even with his wedded wife, although he can 

maintain and continue the married life. In this manner, lust is gradually eliminated and the goal of 

brahmacharya is finally obtained. 

While discussing a telegram from Adi Sr. in Bangalore, which outlined certain difficulties 

there, Baba stated: 

Although as a Master, I have to and do shoulder all responsibilities of the mandali who 

depend upon me and have left all to me, at the same time, under certain conditions, I want the 

mandali to participate in this responsibility by suggesting ideas and plans whenever I ask for them. 



Although the entire responsibility always rests on me, this suggestion by the mandali whenever 

asked, lessens my burden to some extent. 

Although everything comes to the same definite purpose, as already chalked out, one way 

or the other, the details and methods differ. For example, if I tell you to go to the station to receive 

someone at a particular time, whether you go by car, tonga, bus, or on foot is left to your discretion. 

The object is to reach there at the stipulated time. 

Baba called Adi Sr. and Ghani from Bangalore to Dehra Dun, and sent them also to Delhi 

to contact certain political leaders. 

On 11 April, Baba wrote to Deshmukh, directing him to meet Gandhi again, and try to 

explain Baba’s viewpoint properly. Deshmukh saw Gandhi at his ashram in Wardha on the 15th, 

but Gandhi still did not accept “non-violent violence” and clung to his own rigid outlook. 

At the end of April, Baba sent Chanji back to Delhi to contact other influential persons who 

had spiritual inclinations, and disseminate his messages to them. Baba particularly wished to 

contact Colonel Louis Johnson, President Roosevelt’s special envoy from America. Chanji gave 

him the messages and he promised to study them. (Messages were also mailed to prominent Indian 

personalities such as Aurobindo.) 

Pilamai came from Karachi and brought Baba two parrots, a male and a female. The male 

did not live long, but the female, named Mittu, lived and traveled with Baba and the women for the 

next few years. 

 

Although Keki Nalavala was a resident of Dehra Dun and already loved Meher Baba, he 

was not permitted to see Baba and had only seen Baba’s feet once, a year ago — that too from a 

distance! Keki Desai of Delhi had likewise come to meet Baba in Jaipur in 1941, but had not been 

allowed even to see his feet. Baba’s coquettishness, however, served its purpose, and on Chanji’s 

request Baba agreed to give darshan to the two Kekis in the mandali’s bungalow, but only for one 

minute. Also permitted to come with them was Adi Noras, a friend of Keki Desai, whose residence 

was in Navsari but who was working in Dehra Dun. All three were warned beforehand neither to 

fold their hands, garland, bow down to, or speak to Baba. 

They came on Tuesday, 14 April 1942 and were led to Baba’s small, ten-foot by ten-foot 

room. A curtain had been drawn across the room. As Keki Nalavala recalled: “We were made to 

stand before the small curtained room as stage actors stand on the stage before the curtain is lifted.” 

At exactly 2:00 P.M. the curtain was drawn aside revealing Baba sitting cross-legged in a corner 

with Jal Kerawalla. “The curtain had been raised, not only in the room,” Age observed, “but from 

their minds and hearts too!” 

They had been forbidden to say anything to Baba. But it did not matter, because when they 

stood in his presence they were so overcome, they could not have said anything even if they had 

wanted to. Nalavala remembered seeing “the glittering sight of the rising Sun” and being “dumbed, 

mummed and stunned!” The Master’s silence poured the wine of love into Nalavala’s heart and 

filled it to the brim. Through the language of his heart, he declared: “Baba, I have become yours.” 

Keki Desai, also, was deeply moved, but because the darshan was over so quickly, and 

because he had been so excited, he had not seen Baba properly to his heart’s content. He later felt 

disappointed about this. But Baba is all-merciful and six days later, on the 20th, he invited Keki’s 

wife Dhun to the women’s bungalow to spend the day with them. Keki was asked to bring her. 

When he went to drop her off outside the house, Soonamasi, who was on guard duty, told him to 

wait. After some time Baba called him inside to the garden. Baba was seated in an armchair, and 

Keki now had the good fortune of seeing him from close range as he had longed for. 

“Are you fully satisfied this time,” Baba asked him, “having seen me from head to toe?” 

Keki later recalled: “His was the most beautiful face I had ever seen or would ever see. I 

was overjoyed on seeing my Beloved at last!” 



 

Pappa Jessawala had been entrusted with the work of disposing of the Byramangala 

property, at the best price available. The land there for Baba’s proposed center was between five to 

seven hundred acres, at the time. Pappa was traveling back and forth between Dehra Dun, 

Ahmednagar, Nasik and Bombay for this work, while his family remained in Bangalore, according 

to Baba’s instruction. 

Pappa arrived in Dehra Dun on the morning of 12 April 1942 and left the following night 

for Ahmednagar and Nasik, after meeting Baba. 

Rumors were rampant at this time that Bangalore was in imminent danger of being bombed 

by the Japanese. There was a huge exodus from the city, and it became almost deserted. Pappa, 

fearing for his family’s safety, sent a telegram to Eruch in Bangalore, telling him to come 

immediately to Dehra Dun with the rest of the family and all of their belongings. 

Pappa sent the telegram from Ahmednagar, on his own, without consulting Baba — but he 

signed it as being from Baba, as he knew his family would obey such an instruction if it came from 

Baba. 

When Eruch, Gaimai, Manu, Meheru and Meherwan, along with Gulamasi Satha and 

Sarwar, arrived in Dehra Dun on 17 April 1942, Baba was very displeased to see them and asked, 

“Why have you all come here?” 

Eruch replied, “Because Pappa sent me a telegram to come, saying it was your order!” 

Later, when Pappa returned to Dehra Dun, Baba asked him why he had cabled his family 

without Baba’s permission. Pappa explained, “Bombs are falling on Chittagaong.483 Who knows 

when they will start falling on India? I was frightened, so I sent them the telegram.” 

“But you should have asked me!” Baba chided. 

“You were not there and to delay in times of danger is not good. Times of war are times of 

worry and trouble. For safety’s sake, steps must be taken immediately.” 

Baba teased, “Everyone thinks you are so brave; now, even you are afraid!” 

“How can one be courageous when bombs are raining down?” Pappa replied. 

On their way to Dehra Dun, the family’s household items had been lost when the baggage 

car of their train got connected to a different train. They had to make do without their belongings 

(though everything was eventually recovered months later). Because he had so few clothes, young 

Meherwan would wear Mani’s blouses. In the words of Pappa Jessawala: “Though their clothes 

were lost, their lives were saved!” 

 

Meanwhile strong winds and violent dust storms were raging in Meherabad, blowing off 

the tin-sheet roofs on many of the structures there. Pendu wrote Baba about it, and Baba sent him 

the following reply, in Gujarati, dictated to Savak Kotwal: 

April 20, 1942 

4 Chander Road 

Dehra Dun 

Dear brother Pendu, 

As instructed by Baba, I write to tell you that the whirlwinds have been a constant feature 

in Meherabad for years together and they will continue to remain so, because Meherabad is 

 
483 Chittagaong is a city, now in Bangladesh. 



Karbala.484 Even if the whole mandali are crushed and perish underneath the flying tin sheets, they 

will realize God. Then Baba too will be free from the bother of looking after all, and you all will be 

free of your bindings. But Baba adds that it is not in his luck! 

In Meherabad you all should live like pallbearers and undertakers. If anyone from the 

mandali in Dehra Dun passes away at any time, his body will be sent to Meherabad, which you 

should bury after the proper ceremony. The women mandali and dogs should be buried on the hill, 

and the men in lower Meherabad. It will be your job to build their tombs. Thus you all should be 

like the Parsi carriers of corpses to the Tower of Silence in Bombay who, though they dispose of so 

many bodies, themselves carry on merrily. 

Another thing: If Adi [Sr.] wants, Freiny and Dolly should be kept in the hospital 

building on the hill. Do not allow them to occupy Baba’s [cage] room. A telegram has been sent to 

you to this effect today. If Shireenmai and Perin come to Meherabad, arrange for their stay on the 

hill in the women’s quarters as telegraphed (but don’t let them stay in Mehera’s room). 

Adi has missed some things by staying on in Bangalore, and now that he has realized it, 

he will come back to Ahmednagar. The piece of roof rafter that broke and fell down is symbolic of 

Adi’s leaving Bangalore and his coming and residing in Ahmednagar now.485 

Baba is very pleased with you and tells you not to worry about anything and remember: 

“Muhammad’s greatness is in Karbala, not in Kaaba!” 

Greetings to all there. 

Baba would also sometimes compose poetry and send it to Padri, demanding something 

better in reply. In case of the slightest delay in hearing from him, Baba would send a telegram about 

it. Thus Baba would keep in constant touch with the Meherabad mandali, who were at a distance 

from him, to keep them close to him. 

At this time, Padri wrote to Baba about some problem he was facing. On 18 April 1942, 

Baba dictated this telegram to him: “Read your letter to Vishnu. Always trusted my pillars [Padri, 

Vishnu, Pendu, Adi Sr.] implicitly and am not now going to lose my faith in your penance. Don’t 

worry.” 

Eruch was sent to Benares on the 22nd to assist Jal Kerawalla in arranging a bungalow for 

Baba in Rishikesh, and they returned two days later.486 Kaka arrived on the 25th morning with the 

Kotwal children, and Jal Kerawalla left that evening for Nagpur and Raipur. 

Chanji made some inadvertent mistake and was “blasted” by Baba on the 24th. When 

Chanji said that his actions were unintentional, Baba said, “If you punch someone in the stomach 

as a joke and he dies as a result, although unintentional it still caused serious injury!” 

Later that evening, Baba was in a much better mood. As he sat with the women outside the 

Chander Road house, he called a despondent Chanji on the road in front of the compound and 

pacified him, explaining, “I do my work in my own way. Why do you worry for things if you 

haven’t done anything wrong? I may create a scene, or a storm, anything for my work, and involve 

anyone I choose, even if not at fault. Why should that person feel sad and worry?” 

 

Baba left on a mast trip on Saturday, 25 April 1942, traveling to Rawalpindi, Sialkot, 

Lahore, Hardwar and Rishikesh. Baba chose a spot near Laxman Jhula (bridge) where he retired in 

seclusion alone, indicating that this was the second of his seven spots. He returned to Dehra Dun 

on the evening of 6 May.  

 
484 Karbala was the famous battleground in Iraq (681 A. D.), where Prophet Muhammad’s grandson Hussain (Ali’s 

son), and Muhammad’s great grandsons, Ali Akbar and Ali Asghar (Hussain’s sons) and other Shi'ahs were killed, 

and where Hussain is buried. 

 
485 In mid-May 1942, Adi Sr. and Ghani left Bangalore for good, and returned to Ahmednagar. Freiny and 

Dolly accompanied them. Adi Sr. began staying at Khushru Quarters with his parents, as did Dolly and 

Freiny. 
486 Presumably the owner of the Rishikesh bungalow lived in Benares. 



From Dehra Dun, Kaka returned to Bombay on 7 May, and Eruch was sent back to Benares 

on the 9th to make final arrangements in Rishikesh for Baba and the group’s trip there. 

One day in Dehra Dun, a singer from Tehri Garhwal came and sang before Baba and the 

women. (Mehera did not appear.) The singer had no teeth, but boasted that the Maharaja of Tehri 

Garhwal had compared him to Tansen, the celebrated singer in king Akbar’s court. He sang a song 

with this line, “Set aside your veil and you will see God!” 

The man’s blandishments while singing were so strange that Baba was quite amused. After 

he left, Baba directed each of the women to sing and mimic him, and their airs and performances, 

being still stranger, further amused Baba. Only Mani was able to successfully imitate the singer, 

but Katie’s mispronounced Hindi sent Baba into fits of laughter. 

Next door to their bungalow in Dehra Dun, an extremely poor (toilet) sweeper lived with 

his wife. The wife was pregnant, and each morning the man would sing Kabir’s couplets to her. 

Unbeknownst to him, as he was singing in their hut, the God-Man would be beating time to his 

songs on a drum in his room. Baba remarked to the women, “That man will have a fine son. I am 

not playing just to amuse myself. He is receiving a boon from me.” 

Baba, with Gustadji, Eruch and Baidul, left Dehra Dun for mast work near the Nepal and 

Bhutan borders on Saturday, 16 May 1942. Whenever Baba went on mast trips at this time, after 

contacting the masts he would visit chosen spots and sit for some time in seclusion. Eventually he 

carried out his work at seven select spots in the Himalayas. 

Once while on their way to contact a mast, Baba and the mandali came across an open-air 

theater. Baba said, “After we come from the mast, go talk with the person concerned and ask 

whether he will arrange an exclusive show for us.” The man agreed, and for a nominal charge, Baba 

and all sat through the entire show. 

This particular mast tour in May, at the height of summer, was grueling. In the extreme 

heat, they traveled in jam-packed, overcrowded, third-class train compartments. Baba had to half-

stand/half-sit on the edge of his seat for hours. People were sitting on the floor, blocking the exits 

and toilets; others were hanging on to the footboards. They had very little to eat, and to contact the 

masts, they had to journey over terrible roads. By the time Baba and the mandali returned to Dehra 

Dun after five days, on the 21st, all were exhausted. 

Minoo Kharas arrived for a private meeting with Baba on 23 May. He was instructed to 

meditate for five minutes a day between 2:00 and 5:00 a.m., and to feed, bathe and clothe the poor 

of Karachi. He left the same day. 

Rustom and Freiny’s daughters, Meheru and Naggu, had arrived from Nasik on 13 May, 

and stayed with the women for a few weeks. Mehera’s mother Daulatmai had accompanied her 

granddaughters, but left for Nasik the same evening after receiving instructions from Baba. 

Gaimai had begun doing the cooking for Baba and the women, along with her daughters, 

Meheru and Manu. She had the habit of adding sugar to add flavor to the food, and she added some 

to Baba’s food. One day someone complained, and Baba sent for her and for Eruch. He asked 

Gaimai, “Tell me the truth: do you put sugar in my food?” 

“Yes, Baba,” she replied. 

Turning to Eruch, he asked, “What sort of mother has God given you? Who in their right 

mind puts sugar in rice and dal?” 

Eruch asked her, “Mother, why do you add sugar to Baba’s food? It will affect his health.” 

Gaimai apologized and said, “I will never put it in again.” 

“Swear to me!” Baba gestured. 

So Gaimai swore, and Baba made her repeat the oath again and again, until finally she 

broke down in tears. He then said, “Now listen carefully to me. Go on cooking as you are doing, 



adding the same amount of sugar. Don’t listen to anyone. I like the food you prepare very much!” 

And Baba embraced her heartily. 

Gaimai stared at Baba, incredulous. Baba had been seriously scolding her for half an hour, 

and now he says this?! There was hushed silence, as the other women took in this scene. He 

instructed her, “Why think about your promise now? Your oath consists in doing as I tell you. The 

first oath was for not putting in sugar, and the second is for putting it in.” 

On another occasion, Baba noticed a magician strolling by their house and, just for fun, 

called him inside to demonstrate his magic. The magician said he wanted a boy, and Meherwan 

stepped forward. The magician very softly whispered in his ears, “Now when I clap, stop speaking, 

and when I clap again, talk!” He then announced to all: “I will now use my magic on this child 

whereby his tongue will be rendered useless.” 

Mumbling some incantation, the magician waved his wand over Meherwan, clapped and 

said to the audience, “Now if you wish to ask him anything, ask, but he won’t be able to answer.” 

Everyone questioned Meherwan, but he kept quiet. Baba too asked him something; still he did not 

reply. 

The magician clapped, and Meherwan began speaking. When the show was over and the 

man had left, Baba asked Meherwan, “Why couldn’t you speak?” 

Meherwan said, “The magician told me not to speak!” 

All had a good laugh at his disclosure, but Baba insisted, “No, no, he hypnotized you and 

prevented you from talking!” 

Meherwan persisted, “No, Baba, really, he told me not to speak!” 

 

At 5:00 A.M. on Tuesday, 26 May 1942, Baba and the women departed in hired buses for 

Rishikesh, where they remained for a month. The men mandali also accompanied him, except for 

Vishnu and Gustadji, who stayed in Dehra Dun. 

In Dehra Dun, there was a sweeper’s daughter named Munni who was very, very poor. The 

women mandali wanted to give her some of their old clothes, but Baba forbade it, remarking, “I 

will dress her in the finest clothes.” 

At the time none could grasp the significance of Baba’s words. But when he was about to 

leave for Rishikesh, he expressed his wish to take Munni with him. Her mother, however, did not 

consent, despite much persuasion. So Baba left, and soon after, Munni suddenly fell ill. When Baba 

found out he wrote to Vishnu to see that proper medical treatment was given to the girl. Vishnu 

admitted her to a hospital where she was well looked after. But within a few days, Munni passed 

away. Only then did her mother repent for not sending her with Baba to Rishikesh. 

Yet, as Age noted, it was destined to happen. “Baba had wished it so. He said he would 

dress her himself in the finest clothes and he did! Along with contrition in the mother’s heart, 

remembrance of Meher Baba’s love also surged!” 

The daily repetition of the seven names of God had stopped on the 15th of February; but 

in Rishikesh, Baba again directed the women to chant them each day. 

On Sunday, 31 May, Baba went into an underground cave at Ganga Bhuwan in Rishikesh, 

and sat there alone from 7:30 to 10:00 A.M. He went back the next day to retire again in seclusion 

for his work. Baba’s seclusion, as before, seemed to be connected with the war. In Europe, the 

beginning of the heavy air attack on Germany began on 30 May with a 1,000-bomber-strong raid 

on the industrial city of Cologne. In the Pacific, the decisive battle of Midway Island took place in 

the first week of June 1942. It was the first major naval defeat for Japan, and proved to be the 

turning point on the Pacific front. 



On the 31st, while speaking about the various forms of worship adopted by different sects 

and creeds, Baba stated: 

Inaction is preferable to action in as much as it does not create binding and 

complications. Every action, however good or righteous, is binding and creates sanskaras, which 

means one more addition to the complication already created by past binding actions. Life is 

nothing but an effort to counteract these complications and release the mind from the bindings of 

past karmas. 

While explaining about good and evil, Baba stated: 

There is nothing such as good or evil. From a moral standpoint, this exists so that the 

affairs of the world may be conducted according to limitations imposed by society. But from the 

spiritual standpoint, both are bindings. 

Standards of good and bad are established according to contemporary standards that may 

vary with time and circumstance. Also in spirituality, very often what is understood to be good by 

the masses is, from the spiritual point of view, bad; and what is understood as bad by the masses is 

often good, from the spiritual point of view. 

For example, robbery is bad by general standards. But suppose there is an extremely 

destitute, pregnant woman. She has nothing to eat and because of her condition, death is certain. A 

man sees her, has pity on her, but he himself has no money and is unable to help. So he steals 

money and uses it to feed the woman. Now it is good that the man helped the woman, but it is bad 

that he stole for the purpose. Yet, because of the bad act, he could perform the good one. 

Also, by general standards, beating others is bad, but if you beat someone with the motive 

of correcting his life, and do so without malice and without anger, this beating is a blessing to him! 

Three things are bad: lust, anger and greed. And among these, anger is the worst. 

There was no indoor plumbing in Rishikesh, so the many sadhus who lived there would 

repair to the jungle to answer nature’s calls. But the women mandali, who were living in strict 

seclusion, could not go off to such isolated places for this purpose. The problem was solved by 

Baba, who instructed Krishna to have a pit dug in back of their compound. Rano, Margaret, Irene 

and Kitty would collect their own daily eliminations in a tin pan, which Krishna would empty in 

the pit and then cover with earth. That of the Eastern women, Mansari would gather and keep 

outside for Krishna to collect and empty. 

Finding out about this, some of the local sadhus were disturbed and complained, “This holy 

place is being made vile!” 

So Baba sent them this message with Krishna: 

By eliminating in the open, flies gather and there is a possibility of some sort of disease 

breaking out. By throwing the elimination in the pit and covering it with earth, no flies are 

attracted. This is a sign of purity, not impurity. 

Many of the local sadhus would come and request Baba’s darshan, but since he was in 

seclusion, he was not meeting any outsiders. 

The women would wash their clothes in the Ganges and lay them out on the sands to dry. 

Baba would sit and converse with them until the clothes dried. Once, when Baba was sitting on the 

banks, two sadhus approached and inquired, “Excuse us, can you tell us where Meher Baba is 

residing?” 

Baba pointed to the bungalow, and Mani informed them, “In that bungalow.” 

They left, and Mehera chided, “You should have met them, Baba.” 

Baba said, “All right. To make you happy, I will meet them.” When the sadhus were 

walking back after some time, they were introduced to Baba, and he allowed them to bow down to 

him. 

Relaxing with the women, Baba mentioned the sadhus in Rishikesh immersed in their 

various sorts of spiritual practices, commenting, “Look at them! Some meditate and repeat God’s 



name day and night without sleeping! They perform all kinds of rigorous penances. And still I don’t 

see them. 

“And here I am, sitting with you all, talking with you and looking after you. How lucky 

you are!” 

One day in Rishikesh, Baba was giving Chanji instructions at the mandali’s quarters when 

a sanyasi came to the gate desiring darshan. Chanji went to him and told him that Meher Baba, 

being in seclusion, was not seeing anyone until his tours in the Himalayas were finished. 

The sanyasi exploded with anger, “Why does he refuse to give darshan? Am I not worthy? 

Do you know that I have visited hundreds of the holiest places of pilgrimage in India? Why should 

I care if I don’t get darshan here!” 

Chanji tried to explain the situation and pacify him, but the sanyasi became even more 

argumentative. He began quoting passages from the shastras, as if to demonstrate his devotion. 

Eventually he stormed off, quoting this couplet: 

Where doest thou seek me, O dear devotee! 

I am always near and with thee! 

Repeating these lines louder and louder, he raised his arms dramatically and walked off, 

looking toward the heavens, as if pleading with God to grant a little sense to poor Chanji to be able 

to recognize someone as sincere as himself. 

But the ironic part of the whole affair was that, had the man not been so absorbed in his 

own performance, looking toward the sky, he would have seen Baba, who was off to one side, 

watching all the time! Twice, he passed Baba without recognizing him. 

After the man had left, Baba explained to Chanji, “His time has not yet come. People like 

him wander from place to place, haphazardly, in search of God, muttering verses and chapters from 

the shastras and chanting couplets from the poets, but all superficially with the tongue, and not from 

the heart. They gain very little — practically nothing, spiritually. 

“It is not merely the desire, but a keen inner longing that, in time, brings one in contact 

with a true saint or Master.” 

In June, Chanji was sent to Madras, Bangalore, Hyderabad and other places to deliver 

Baba’s messages to different prominent individuals. When he returned to Dehra Dun, he was sent 

to Delhi for a week, on 3 July, to contact Gandhi and other political leaders. 

Their school holidays being over, Meheru and Naggu, along with Hilla and Najoo Kotwal, 

left Rishikesh on 9 June. Baba was in Hardwar at the time, and consequently the girls did not have 

the opportunity to bid him goodbye. Feeling sad about this, they were happy at least to see that 

Baidul was waiting for them at the Hardwar station, where their train stopped for an hour. 

Baidul conveyed their love to Baba, who was nearby, and Baba called the girls to him for 

a quick embrace before their train left. 

On Tuesday, 23 June 1942, Baba went back to Hardwar, this time taking the women and a 

few of the men, to witness a large festival going on there at the time. Thousands of pilgrims and 

sadhus from all parts of the country had gathered. The Ganges was flooded, and Baba and the 

women had to walk across the Laxman Jhula Bridge to get to Hardwar. Special arrangements had 

been made for the women to watch the festival from the balcony of a bungalow on the banks of the 

Ganges. They returned to Rishikesh late that night. 

On the 24th Baba went to Panipat for three days to contact masts. Of the several whom 

Baba contacted, all were naked. Two masts were noteworthy. Allah Dia, who was blind and very 

thin, was a very high mast, who sat near the entrance to the shrine of Qutub Buali Shah Qalander. 

Another mast was a wild-looking boy, of about nine years of age only, whom Baba contacted and 



confirmed was a God-intoxicated soul. The boy roamed about Panipat, always naked, covered with 

mud, and would eat anything given — even mud. 

Once, when Baba was returning to Rishikesh from a mast trip, Eruch went to meet him. On 

the way, Eruch passed through a forested area known as the Abode of Sages, where yogis and rishis 

live in tiny white huts and meditate on God. In one dilapidated hut, Eruch saw a handsome teenage 

boy lying down. 

Remembering Baba’s constant desire to find an “ideal boy,” he described the youth to Baba 

and requested that he at least go to the hut and have a look at this unusual boy. Baba agreed, and 

went to the boy’s hut after crossing the Laxman Jhula Bridge on the way back to their bungalow. 

He gestured to Eruch, “First, go ask him what he is doing here.” Eruch talked with the boy 

alone, who told him, “My parents are in Ambala. I am only 14, but I have always had a great longing 

for God’s darshan. So I left everything and started for the Himalayas in search of Him. I have come 

here to meditate and see what can be learned.” 

“Do you have a guru?” Eruch asked. 

“No, I don’t; they talk too much. I want a guru who doesn’t talk!” 

Eruch said, “I know of a guru who has not spoken for the last seventeen years. His name is 

Meher Baba.” 

The boy at once replied, “I have heard of Shri Meher Baba; he is staying somewhere 

nearby, isn’t he? But ...” pausing for a few moments, “But, Meher Baba is too great to accept me 

as his disciple.” 

Touched by his words, Eruch then took the lad to Baba. Upon seeing Baba, the boy was 

overcome with happiness. Baba told him, “I will be your guru. This is the first and last time that 

we will meet. You will never see me again physically. However, if you want me to accept you as 

my disciple, you must carry out four orders. If you agree to obey, then one day you will find me in 

your heart.” 

Baba gave him these four orders: 

1. You should be free from lust, and, until your dying day, you should never touch a 

woman. 

2. Instead, you should only think continuously of realizing the Divine Beloved. 

3. You must never touch money, and you must beg for your food. 

4. As a mantra from me, you must keep repeating night and day God’s name — 

whichever name you wish. 

Without the least hesitation, the boy accepted the four orders and thus obtained the guru of 

his heart’s desire. 

Baba left, and the next day sent Eruch back to the boy with a locket of his image, a book 

on Baba’s life, a mat to sit on, and some flour to make into chapatis and eat as his prasad. The boy 

was extremely thankful for Baba’s gifts. Without evincing the least fear, he continued to live in the 

woods of Rishikesh, which are famous for their deadly black scorpions, numerous snakes and 

occasional tigers. Now that he had found his true Master, there was nothing to fear! 

 

Baba and the group left Rishikesh on Tuesday, 30 June 1942. For the previous two to three 

days, it had been raining heavily in Rishikesh, and the Ganges was flooded. It was pouring rain the 

day they left, and some sadhus remarked, “Let us see how Meher Baba leaves now!” But after some 

time, the sun began shining and Baba and the women walked across the Laxman Jhula Bridge to 

return to Dehra Dun. They were also helped by a boatman who knew and respected Baba. Despite 
the urging of the sadhus that he not cross the river to help Baba, the boatman was ready to assist 

the group. These sadhus had been misguiding and instigating the local populace against Meher 

Baba, for the simple reason that he was a stranger in that sacred Hindu place. 



As Age noted ironically, “The hypocritical sadhus never dreamed that Baba was the same 

One whom they were worshiping and longing to see, and who was now in their midst! How could 

those who are blindfolded be expected to see, and recognize who he was? Although they were 

naked, they were not free of desire; although they were covered with ash, they were not burned to 

ash. Often they lived in external poverty and dirt, but they were not as the dust at the Master’s feet!” 

Reaching Dehra Dun by train and bus the same day, Baba and the women took up residence 

in the same Chander Road bungalow in which they had stayed previously. The mandali traveled 

from Rishikesh to Dehra Dun by hired bus, with the luggage. Although the distance was only 28 

miles, it took them nearly twelve hours to arrive, due to the heavy flooding and the poor condition 

of the bus. 

Baba had instructed Vishnu to store rice and grain for a year, as there was the possibility 

of it becoming scarce during wartime. Vishnu had stockpiled a sufficient amount in a room 

adjoining Baba’s. Some days later, Baba complained to Vishnu, “Because of your sacks of grain in 

the next room, hundreds of rats come and disturb me in my work. You should sell it all.” 

Vishnu said, “If you are disturbed, the wheat and jowar [millet] can be stored on the 

mandali’s side. Because you wished it, it was stored in this room, though I pointed out the room is 

not suitable for it. 

“What do you mean?” Baba asked, “It was all right to store it here then; now I want to sell 

it!” 

Baba, for his own reasons, was anxious about disposing of the grain. It had cost quite a lot 

of money, but it was sold at a lower price. It also cost the labor of dispatching it to the buyers and 

hiring a bullock cart to deliver it. 

Vishnu, who was in charge of accounts, was naturally feeling perturbed by this and stated, 

“Baba, we have suffered a big loss in selling the grain.” 

But Baba replied, “What do you know of the gain this loss has given us? Your job is to 

continue doing as I tell you!” 

Baba sent Kaka and Baidul from Dehra Dun to find a suitable living accommodation near 

the Himalayas. They found a house in Kathgodam and rented it. When Baba received word of it, 

he left Dehra Dun on Friday, 10 July 1942 — the 17th anniversary of his silence. Accompanying 

Baba were Eruch and Gustadji. Adi Sr. (who had been called from Ahmednagar) joined them at 

Bareilly. Baba sent Eruch back to Dehra Dun, and then Baba, with Gustadji and Adi Sr., traveled 

to Kathgodam, arriving at noon on the 11th. 

Baba liked the small cottage Kaka and Baidul had chosen as it was ideally situated between 

two high ranges of hills, making it secluded and isolated from any intrusion. Baba then assigned 

individual duties to all. He appointed Adi to look after his personal work (laundry, cleaning his 

dishes, helping with his bath) and correspondence, as well as the sweeping and general cleaning of 

his room. Baidul was to do the marketing; Kaka to cook; and Gustadji to offer a helping hand to 

all. In addition, all four were required to keep watch for two hours at night by Baba’s side. 

Whenever Baba was on a tour, Vishnu was instructed to send him a telegram and letter 

every day, detailing the men and women mandali’s health. During travels, telegrams were sent in 

care of the railway stationmaster. Baba was very, very particular about this practice. Thus, one of 

the mandali with Baba would go to the station each day to collect any telegrams and letters. If none 

was received, Baba would be annoyed at Vishnu and send a cable to him asking why there was no 

news from him. 

On Sunday, 12 July 1942, a high mast named Uderman Mastan was brought to Baba’s 

cottage. An elderly man, Uderman was a jamali mast, very amiable, and quite suitable for Baba’s 



inner work, according to Baba. From that day onward, Baba sat with him nearly every day in 

seclusion in the cottage at Kathgodam.487 

On the 14th, Baba left Kathgodam by bus for Bhowali, 22 miles away, from where he 

proceeded to Mahargaon and the Hosali mountains on foot. After searching for masts, he returned 

to Mahargaon, where he contacted a young subtle-conscious boy named Nainni Baba. There he 

also found a man who had a “tendency toward spirituality,” whom he blessed. 

Baba then descended Nal Damyanti Valley, where he contacted a yogi called Mauni Baba, 

who had been silent for many years and had a small ashram with a few disciples there. 

Baba and the mandali then started for Bhowali. The hilly tracks they were climbing were 

narrow and rugged. It was very warm and Baba would often stop and touch the ground with his 

finger. Drops of sweat trickled off his forehead. While he was wandering over these Himalayan 

hills, the mandali described Baba as looking “spiritually burdened, after finishing some arduous 

task.” Although he was sweating profusely, Baba seemed to be in an exceptional mood, and would 

not rest for a moment. He had only drunk a cup of tea early in the morning before starting, and 

nothing else during the day; yet he was walking very swiftly over the precipitous trails. At times 

the going was so rough and steep, they had to get down on their hands and knees. 

Every part of their bodies ached. At one point, Baba remarked, “When the Universal Body 

aches, I feel thousands of body pains,” which silenced their grumbling minds. Everyone felt thirsty, 

including Baba, but he forbade any drinking of water. 

By two in the afternoon, they still had four miles of open plain ahead and a final hill to 

climb. Adi was exhausted and felt he could not walk further. Kaka, Baidul and Gustadji were in the 

same condition, but somehow they trudged on and reached Bhowali, having trekked more than 

seven miles. By evening, Baba, Kaka and Adi returned on a bus to Kathgodam, where Baba allowed 

them to quench their thirst. Kaka cooked dinner for Baba, Adi and himself. Baba, looking very 

tired, complained that his head was reeling and that he had pain in his heart. Gustadji and Baidul 

returned to Kathgodam the next day. 

For days now, Baba had been seriously hinting that he would break his silence there in the 

Himalayas. On 16 July, he rose at 3:00 A.M. and, accompanied by all four men, went out at 5:00 

A.M. to find a suitable spot where he could sit for an hour in seclusion. Crossing an aqueduct, they 

began climbing through a thicket and overgrown shrubs for two hours, once again trekking on their 

hands and knees. No one was visible in this jungle-like terrain as they climbed one hill after another. 

Baba walked so quickly it was difficult for the men to keep pace. Adi nearly sprained his ankle 

twice, slipping on some slick boulders in their path. 

They had not been able to find a suitable place, when suddenly Baba pointed to a deep 

valley up ahead and motioned, “The valley is filled with spirits who are welcoming me!” He started 

running and the mandali followed. For an hour, Baba led them on a breathless march around the 

valley and to the top of a third hill. 

He remarked, “Although my seclusion is more important, I must heed the call of these 

disembodied souls.” The purpose was served by Baba’s presence there, and he then returned to the 

second hill where he selected a spot to sit in seclusion. 

At one point, Baba explained, “The purpose of my seclusion is to gather the forces of good 

to swing the balance of humanity’s fate, and sow the seed for a certain direction the war must take.” 

Baba also, once again, strongly hinted that he was about to break his silence. He sat down 

in a corner, leaning against a rock, his face glowing resplendently. He instructed Baidul, Kaka, 

 
487 For his own reasons, Baba gave Adi Sr. chicken to eat on 11 July and liver on the 12th and 13th, while 

everyone else had their usual vegetarian fare.  



Gustadji and Adi Sr., “Sit at a distance of 50 yards away from me, each at one corner, and don’t 

look at me until I clap.” 

His seclusion began at 9:50 A.M. The mandali were exhilarated as they thought to 

themselves: “How fortunate we are that Baba is about to break his silence! Out of all the mandali, 

only we four were selected to hear him!” 

After 55 minutes, at 10:45 A.M., Baba clapped and the mandali approached him. “After all 

these years,” they thought, “what will Baba’s first words be?” But Baba did not utter a sound and 

motioned it was time to go. Baidul collected some of the soil on which Baba had sat in seclusion, 

and preserved it in a box. Baba had now sat in seclusion near the Himalayas in seven such spots. 

The next day, Baba began fasting in Kathgodam on milkless tea taken three times a day. 

He continued to sit alone in his room working for at least an hour each day with Uderman Mastan. 

He also looked over and signed an itinerary drawn up by Adi for an upcoming mast trip to Ajmer. 

They were to have traveled to Peshawar and Lahore, also, but Baba crossed them off the schedule. 

It was pouring down rain on the 18th. 

During this seclusion, Baba expressed a wish to hear qawaali singing and, on 18 July, 

Baidul brought a local qawaal with a group of musicians. The singing began, but within two minutes 

Baba left the room and beckoned Adi to follow him. With the door shut to his room, he revealed to 

Adi, “To lessen the great Universal burden, I wanted to take it easy and relax by hearing a qawaal. 

From where on earth did Baidul bring this man? Is he singing or what?” 

Baba sent for Baidul and asked him sharply, “Who have you brought here? That man can’t 

sing!” 

But Baidul assured him, “He is a famous qawaal. Just come and listen. Give him a chance. 

He was only warming up.” 

So Baba went back to listen again, but after ten minutes he motioned to Baidul to send the 

group away after paying them. When the singer and musicians had left, Baba asked Baidul, “What 

did you pay him?” 

“Five rupees only. He agreed to sing the whole night for that amount.” 

“And his tonga fare?” 

“It was included in the five rupees.” 

“You brainless Irani idiot!” Baba fumed. “Can any real qawaal ever agree to sing for such 

a sum? You should have had some thought about me! That rogue knew he couldn’t sing, so he 

accepted five rupees. 

“You are stupid enough to be happy thinking you had struck such a good bargain. Has your 

father ever heard qawaali music?” Baba then shook his head and chuckled over Baidul’s 

miserliness. 

The mandali shared nightwatch duty, and one morning at tea, Gustadji announced that, 

while keeping watch the night before, he had seen a brilliant light on the mountain opposite their 

cottage. Adi was skeptical and said it must have been someone carrying a lantern. Baba intervened 

and told Adi to pay attention to what Gustadji was saying. Adi still did not believe him, but that 

night while on watch Adi too saw it. Baba divulged that there was a very advanced yogi living on 

the mountain, and therefore the light that was seen came from that yogi. 

It continued to rain. Baba broke his fast after three days, at midnight on Sunday, 19 July, 

with a little rice and butter. He and Gustadji played draughts while Kaka prepared his food. Chanji 

arrived to see Baba on the 21st, and left after discussing certain matters with him for a short while. 

Baidul was sent to Bareilly that day to make advance accommodation arrangements. 

 



Baba and the four men (Adi Sr., Gustadji, Kaka, Baidul) left Kathgodam on 22 July 1942 

and went to Bareilly, where he again contacted the saint Bashir Mian and spent the night at a hotel. 

They reached Najibabad at 6:15 P.M. the next evening, and went from there to the small 

village of Sahanpur some distance away in two tongas. The tonga had to wade through a small lake, 

and their seats and clothes got drenched. Baba changed into some of Adi’s clothes until his own 

dried. All Baba’s strenuous efforts were well spent, for in Sahanpur, Baba found a young mast of 

30 years old called Ghani Baba. 

The mast’s parents confronted Baba, complaining they believed their son had gone 

“insane,” and were terribly distraught about his condition. Baba calmed them, explaining to them 

that their son was, in fact, spiritually advanced, and not insane. He blessed the mast’s parents, 

reassuring them that they were fortunate to have such a saintly son. 

Two other masts were contacted at Sahanpur. Baba vomited three times, once before and 

then after each contact. 

Returning exhausted to Najibabad the same night, they slept on the railway station 

platform. As usual, the mandali took turns keeping watch. During the night, at one point two small 

urchin boys started walking towards them. Just as Adi held up his hand to motion the boys away, 

Baba woke up, and, propped on his elbow, waved to the boys to come forward. He permitted them 

to lie down beside him on his bedding roll, covered them with his arm, and went back to sleep. 

The next day, Baba went back to Sahanpur, where he contacted Ghani Baba again and also 

Kali Kamliwala, before returning to Najibabad. 

Previously in Najibabad, a fat, naked mast known as Riyazuddin was contacted beneath a 

tree. As Baba was bidding farewell, the mast said, “The work is finished.” But on this day, when 

the mast saw Baba, he started running away, and Baba followed after him for three miles. Two 

hours of pursuit, however, did not change the mast’s reluctance to receive the Beloved. 

Also contacted in Sahanpur was an old mast, Tula Shah. Baba had coaxed him into a local 

shop for contact. This amazed the local villagers, because this was the first known occasion during 

which Tula Shah had ever followed anyone’s beckoning. 

When Tula Shah saw Baba on a later visit he evaded Baba, similarly to Riyazuddin, by 

scurrying off into the wilderness outside the village, where he could not be found. So, leaving each 

mast to his whim, Baba contacted them in an invisible manner. 

From Najibabad, Baba and his four companions took a train for Ajmer. On the way, Baba 

spoke about the number of masts in different countries: 

There are two lakhs [200,000] of masts in India. There are one thousand masts in Russia 

and one thousand in China. In Europe there are only a few masts. Masts in India are original “office 

workers" spiritually; those in Europe are agents, who draw spiritual force from Indian masts. In 

Rome, there is one very advanced mast. The agents are linked with the original office bearers. 

Indian masts are officers in charge of regions. They also control the European regions through the 

agents. The Rome agent collects “power” from India and distributes it to the European agents. The 

Russian masts and Chinese masts are like Indian original workers and, in addition, help the 

European masts through the Rome distributer. The Russian, Chinese and Indian masts render 

reciprocal help. 

The dead souls from India, who are spiritually degraded, are reborn in the West. The 

West dead souls who are meritorious are reborn in India and the Indian meritorious are reborn here 

to advance spiritually. 

The Avatar is always born in Asia. Avatars are born only on one world [planet]. As that 

world cools down and becomes uninhabitable, in the meantime, another world becomes life-

evolved and eventually replaces the first one. This is going on from time immemorial. There are 

crores of worlds. 



There was chaitanya [consciousness] when the Ocean was calm; when it moved, 

imagination started.488 

Baba and the four men reached Ajmer on Sunday, 26 July 1942. There Baba and the men 

stayed at the King Edward Memorial Serai. As it was later revealed, the only reason Baba visited 

Ajmer was to sit in seclusion at a certain spot for half an hour, but with a different purpose than the 

seclusion at Kathgodam. 

Baba remarked, “I will work here directing human sufferings in the war so that they will 

bear ultimate good.” 

First, however, Baba went to contact Chacha. But as the mast was reticent, Baba went again 

the next morning at 4:00 A.M. with Baidul and Kaka. That day five masts were brought to the hotel, 

where Baba contacted and fed them. 

Baba then traveled nearby to Pushkar where, near the Pushkar Lake, in an old abandoned, 

dilapidated palace, he found a room in which to remain in seclusion. Baba sat in pin-drop silence, 

posting the four men in all directions as guards. Afterwards, he looked unusually pleased and 

spiritually refreshed. According to Baba, “My work was done quite satisfactorily. I feel as if a load 

has been lifted off my head.” 

As he walked out of the old palace, a parade celebrating the festival of Guru Purnima 

passed by on the road. Baba remarked, “It is a significant coincidence, marking the end of my 

seclusion here.” 

On his return from Pushkar, he stopped and handed a coin to a sadhu, who lived in a small 

house on the roadside. 

“Can our limited human intellect accept the fact that the Avatar journeyed hundreds of 

miles just to sit in a certain spot at a certain time in seclusion for half an hour?” Age wondered. 

“What he did during this half an hour, he alone knew! What is Time and Space to the Perfect One? 

Thirty minutes is a long time for such a Being who could dissolve the universe in the twinkling of 

an eye — and create another in its place!” 

Chacha was again contacted at 11:30 p.m. on the 28th, and Baba sat with him for 20 minutes 

and was highly pleased with the work accomplished. 

They left for Delhi by train the following night and arrived the next morning, staying at the 

Nizam Hotel. Chanji met them there and brought them a meal from Keki Desai’s. Later, Jal 

Kerawalla arrived and met Baba, just as Baba was leaving for Dehra Dun. Chanji and Adi Sr. were 

instructed to remain in Delhi to contact different political leaders, including Feroz Khan Noon and 

Jogendra Singh, on Meher Baba’s behalf and deliver his messages for them to read. They were then 

to go to Bombay and do the same there.489 Baba, Gustadji and Baidul returned to Dehra Dun, where 

Baba resumed his work of contacting masts. 

Irene Billo had fallen seriously ill in Dehra Dun and Nilu was told to treat her. She suffered 

from catatonic fits. To revive her during an episode, Margaret Craske would massage her feet, toes 

and hands while Nilu gave her an injection. 

On the 4th, the saintly Uderman Mastan from Kathgodam was brought to Dehra Dun, 

where he stayed for the next three weeks. Baba would bathe and feed the mast each day and work 

 
488 Adi K. Irani’s diary, 27–28 July 1942. [Editor’s note: In light of what Baba revealed about masts 

elsewhere, it is possible that in this instance the term “masts” and their various roles in India, Europe, 

Russia and China includes the entire panoply of spiritual agents (direct, indirect and borrowed), abdals, 

avtads, walis, pirs, and other advanced souls — including masts — charged with implementing the orders 

of the Masters.] 

 
489 Feroz Khan Noon later became Prime Minister of Pakistan. Another senior leader of the Indian 

independence movement, Maulana Azad, was contacted in Bombay. 



with him in seclusion. The mast smoked cigarettes continuously. From the 5th, Baba began eating 

only once a day, which he said he would continue for a month, remaining upstairs at Prem Bhawan 

from 7:00 A.M. until noon, and with the mandali from 2:00 until 7:00 P.M. 

Don was allowed to visit from Bangalore. During his three-week stay, Baba sent him to 

Hardwar, Rishikesh and Mussoorie to visits sights associated with Baba’s work. 

A week after Baba returned from his three-week tour, on 7 August 1942, Allied forces, 

composed mostly of American marines, landed on Guadalcanal in the Pacific initiating the Allies’ 

first major offensive against the Japanese Empire. 

 

Baba dictated (on 3 August 1942) the following message, which was published in the 

September issue of an Indian magazine for youth, Comrade: 

It is the privilege of youths to be full of energy and hope. Not being caught up in any 

grooves, their dreams about the future have the advantage of being inspired by an unfettered 

imagination. In the glow of a newborn love, or in the warmth of newly caught enthusiasm, they are 

quick to respond to the call for action and self-sacrifice. Life would be poorer without these 

qualities, which are predominantly present in youths. But if the youths are to derive the full benefit 

of the qualities with which they are abundantly endowed, they must also try to acquire some other 

qualities which are rare in young people. 

Hope should be fortified by a courage that can accept failure with equanimity; enthusiasm 

should be harnessed by the wisdom that knows how to wait for the fruit of action with patience. 

Idealistic dreams about the future should be counterbalanced by a sense of the realities of the 

present. The glow of love should allow itself to be illumined by a free and unhampered play of 

reason. 

It is easy for youths to be so [intent on] realizing the ideal, that they become bitter against 

the present and past; but it is as well to cultivate the spirit of idealizing the real and being 

appreciative of the heritage of the past. The world, as it is, may not seem to follow the pattern 

youths adore, but they must never forget that it is always good enough to merit their most loving 

attention. In their desire to improve the world, let them not surrender their right to be happy by 

becoming bitter. 

Youths love freedom and, as such, they have a natural impulse to rebel against all 

authority and bondage. All this is well and good. But let them make a real effort to keep free from 

the many illusions to which young people are particularly susceptible. True self-expression does 

not necessarily imply irreverence for others; true criticism does not necessarily imply hostility or 

separateness. Freedom without responsibility is a doubtful boon. Freedom is worth having only 

where there is self-restraint and willingness to cooperate with others. 

Youths are always willing to act and take risks. Let them freely yield to this fearless and 

imperative urge of life within them. But while releasing action, let them take every care that it is 

creative and not merely destructive. Let their watchwords always be Love and Service. 

 

A month passed in Dehra Dun with Baba mainly working in seclusion with Uderman 

Mastan and spending time each day with the mandali. From 20 August, Baba fasted on water for 

three days and then resumed his one-meal-a-day fast. 

At one point, Baba decided to move his seclusion towards Maharashtra and sent 

instructions about hiring bungalows. This was arranged in Lonavla. So Baba with the men and 

women mandali entrained for Lonavla on Thursday, 10 September 1942. The women in Lonavla 

numbered about 30 because of the later inclusion of Gulmai, Pilamai, Silla, Arnavaz, Nargis, 

Gulamasi, Gaimai, Manu and Meheru Jessawala, in addition to the resident women, Mehera, Mani, 

Khorshed, Soonamasi, Mansari, Irene, Margaret, Kitty, Rano and so forth. 

Keki Desai was tasked with reserving a bogie for Baba and the mandali, and also to bring 

food for everyone to the Delhi station. Keki and his wife, Dhun, had brought along their neighbor’s 

little daughter. Baba asked Dhun whether the girl was their daughter. When Dhun told him who the 

child was, Baba further asked her, “Are you fond of children? Do you want one?” Dhun replied 



that, though she liked children, she didn’t want one just then. They had only been married two 

years. 

Baba counseled her, “Whenever you want a child, think of me. I will give you a baby who 

should be named Meher,” and he placed his hand on Dhun’s head in blessing. It was not until ten 

years later that the Desais had a daughter, whom they considered as Baba’s gift and, according to 

his instructions, named Meher. 

In the train on the way to Lonavla, there was a frightening incident, as Meherwan Jessawala 

relates: “We were all in a compartment when Baba suddenly became very pale, unable to lift his 

hands and feet. His eyes were open, but he appeared totally drained of blood, and as if he was 

passing away. He lay there helpless, unable to move and totally limp.” 

All rushed forward to revive him. Rano administered a few drops of Coramine (a central 

nervous system stimulant) and within a few minutes Baba recovered. Meherwan concluded, 

“During times of great internal working, Baba would suffer such spells.”490 

Baba and the women and men mandali arrived in Ahmednagar at ten o’clock on the 

morning of 12 September. The Satha family, at Akbar Press, had been informed beforehand that 

Gaimai’s sister, Shirin Damania, and her sixteen-year-old daughter, Meheru, should be on the 

railway station to meet the group with lunch for all. But Baba ordered that no one else from the 

Satha family be present. 

It had been almost two years since Baba had been available to his lovers, and they thirsted 

for sight of him, and for his guidance and personal advice. Baba had previously stated that his 

present period of seclusion would end with the termination of his Himalayan tour, but he again 

extended it. 

Accordingly, Shirin and Meheru were at the train station, and Baba and the women went 

to the waiting room, where they sat down for lunch. Baba turned to Meheru (Damania) and asked, 

“Have you forgotten anything?” She immediately remembered she had left vegetables cooking on 

the stove at Akbar Press. She told Baba, adding frantically, “It must have burnt to a crisp by now!” 

Baba sent Adi Sr. to bring the vegetables. The gas stove had somehow extinguished itself and the 

dish was saved. 

Baba and the group left Ahmednagar at 2:00 P.M. for Lonavla, arriving later the same day. 

Sarosh drove Baba and some of the women in his car; Eruch drove the others in a bus, and the other 

mandali went by train, arriving at midnight. The women stayed in Mr. Dastur’s bungalow, called 

Karanja Bungalow (Quetta House), for a fortnight, and thereafter at Mrs. Deane’s house, Prospect 

Lodge. The men were accommodated in a separate bungalow. 

Chanji had met Baba and the group at the Ahmednagar station, and went with them to 

Lonavla. He had been staying in Bombay, writing Baba’s biography in Gujarati with the assistance 

of Pappa Jessawala. In Lonavla, Baba himself read through the Gujarati manuscript, crossing out 

certain paragraphs from the material previously printed in the Gujarati newspaper Sanj Vartaman 

in 1926, which Baba wished omitted from the new book. Chanji returned to Bombay after some 

days. 

On 15 September 1942, Baba ordered all the mandali with him and those at Meherabad, 

Nasik and elsewhere not to touch any person of the opposite sex over ten years old from that day 

until 15 February 1943, except in cases of emergencies, accidents or fire. 

Jalbhai, Beheram and Adi Jr. arrived from Poona the same day to see Baba. Jalbhai and 

Beheram left at night, while Adi Jr. and Baba were driven to Poona by Ramjoo the next morning 

 
490 Bill Le Page, The Divine Humanity of Meher Baba (Meher Baba Foundation, Australia, 2002), Vol. I, p. 

25. 

 



at 9:00 A.M. to see their mother. They returned the same afternoon by three. On 24 September, 

Memo came to Lonavla and stayed with the women for a few days. 

One of Baba’s early mandali members, Raosaheb Afseri, had moved to Lonavla from 

Bombay in January 1942. He was given the opportunity of serving Baba by arranging for both the 

men and women mandali’s food during their stay. He was overjoyed to be in Baba’s proximity 

again, as he had been feeling sad during his past many years of separation. After some time, the 

mandali began cooking for themselves. 

In Lonavla, Krishna and Venkoba Rao were given the duty of being on nightwatch, Krishna 

outside and inside Baba’s room, and Venkoba Rao by the women’s compound. Venkoba would 

sometimes doze during his nightwatch duties, and Baba had repeatedly warned him about it. One 

night Baba called Krishna and motioned, “Go and see if Venkoba is awake or asleep.” Krishna left 

and was horrified by the sight that met his eyes. Venkoba was sound asleep and a poisonous snake 

was right next to him ready to strike. 

Krishna grabbed a stick and struck the snake. This awoke Venkoba, who jumped to his 

feet. As Krishna was striking the snake, he heard Baba clap. Telling Venkoba to finish killing it, 

Krishna returned to Baba. Baba asked, “What was all the noise?” Krishna informed Baba about the 

snake and Baba sent him back to see if Venkoba had killed it. 

Venkoba had and when Baba was told, he sent for Venkoba and scolded him, “If you fall 

asleep again, you will be bitten by a snake! I won’t save you next time!” 

One night, when Krishna was sitting on watch inside Baba’s room, at 11:30 Baba ordered 

him to sit outside and to make a round every half an hour. On his second round, Krishna spotted a 

large cobra. While killing it, he made some noise and Baba clapped. Krishna brought the snake and 

Baba complimented him, “You have done well. The snake will jump three lives.” 

After five minutes, Baba called Krishna inside his room. He motioned, “Talk about 

something.” Taken aback, Krishna did not know what to say. Baba then asked him, “Who am I?” 

“Meher Baba.” 

“No, I mean previously.” 

“I don’t know,” Krishna said. 

Baba spelled on the board, “M-E-R-W-A-N. I was Merwan. After that I became Sadguru 

Meher Baba. After that, Avatar Meher Baba.” 

Then Baba said, “There are two Meher Babas.” 

Krishna did not understand what he meant. “How is it possible?” he asked. “You are sitting 

here. Where are two Meher Babas?” 

“No, there are two,” Baba insisted. 

“I have not seen another one anywhere.” 

Baba told him to go look at the wall, which was a typical whitewashed, plastered wall. 

“Look at the wall and tell me what you see.” 

Krishna looked but responded, “Nothing, Baba.” 

“Open your mind and look!” 

“It’s just a wall, Baba.” 

Baba came and stood next to Krishna. He grabbed a lock of Krishna’s hair, twisted it and 

said, “Now see!” On the wall, Krishna saw an exact replica of Baba’s form. The image lasted only 

a few seconds. Baba asked, “Did you see it?” 

“Yes, Baba.” 

Baba then explained, “There are two Meher Baba’s. When I take physical form, it is my 

reflection that descends. That is the Avatar. I do not come. I am the Beyond, Beyond God. 



“When I was Krishna, it was really my reflection. I am not that. I am the Beyond, Beyond 

God,” he repeated. 

Krishna asked Baba something he had often wondered about: “Baba, previously you had 

taken birth for the Hindus as Ram and Krishna, then for the Christians as Jesus Christ, after that as 

Muhammad. Now you have come as a Zoroastrian. Have you come only for the Parsis?” 

“No. Now I am for all,” Baba replied. “This time I am the One for all, with only one 

teaching. What is that teaching? Love Me. No prayer, no meditation, only love me.” 

“But we must have something to remember you by.” 

“You have me in the body.” 

“And after that? After you drop your body?” 

“That is why I say only love me. My prayer is that. Each and every thing, from top to 

bottom, is contained in that prayer. Only love me. This prayer is enough for you.” 

“Are you for any religion?” 

“No religion. When the Avatar takes birth it is like the reflection on the wall. When he 

drops his body, the reflection disappears but the wall (God) remains. It is eternal like myself.” 

On Saturday, 19 September 1942, Baba explained about his work: 

Reality is; unreality is not! Unreality, or “nothing,” is in the air. My work, too, is in the 

air and, because of that, it looks to you uncertain. I often make changes. Several times I have 

repeated that this is my last fast, this is my last seclusion, this is my last mast trip! Still, all these 

“lasts” continue without an apparent end. I myself suffer infinitely and am harassed and troubled, 

especially in the mast work. But I like it more than you can ever know! 

Because my work is so undecided, seemingly vague and indefinite, it is real work. In 

such great uncertainty, real work is being done. 

About God, he remarked: 

It is totally wrong to say that God is. Only saying “IS” is true. By saying God is, He is 

limited in all this infinite show. To connect “is” with God makes it finite. And so only IS is real; 

but to describe this Reality, He is called God. 

Baba wished to go into seclusion for his work for fifteen days, and a bungalow two miles 

from Prospect Lodge was rented. It was called Glen View, and Baba moved there on Monday, 5 

October 1942, with the four mandali who had been with him at Kathgodam: Kaka, Baidul, Gustadji 

and Adi Sr. The remaining mandali — Eruch, Krishna, Masaji, Nilu, Venkoba Rao and Vishnu — 

stayed in their quarters. 

Baba began fasting that day, taking only water and milkless tea. From the 6th, he began 

fasting on milk tea and dal taken twice a day. On the 9th, according to Baba’s instructions, Sidhu 

brought Mohammed Mast to Lonavla from Meherabad. Baba also wanted Uderman Mastan in 

Lonavla, and Baidul was sent the day before to Kathgodam to bring him. They arrived on 12 

October, and Baba began working with these two masts and seeing no one else. 

Baba’s schedule during his seclusion was as follows: 

6:00 A.M. — Baba would come out of his room. 

7:00 A.M. — Bath. 

8:00 A.M. — Tea. 

8:30 - 11:30 A.M. — Work in seclusion in his room with the two masts, Mohammed and 

Uderman Mastan. 

12:00 noon - 4:00 P.M. — Rest. 

4:00 - 5:00 P.M. — Again work in seclusion with the two masts. 

5:00 P.M. — Meet with Vishnu. 

Vishnu came daily and met Baba for a few minutes to discuss accounts or requirements of 

those staying in Glen View. Eruch also came when called. 



On 8 October 1942, Baba dictated the following circular, which he ordered sent to his close 

lovers: 

I want every intimate member of my mandali to be ready for a call any day between the 

15th of November and the 15th of December 1942, to join me, to be physically with me and near 

me, with the object of sharing my Universal work, and helping my forthcoming mission of 

spiritualizing the world according to my special instructions to each individually, and general 

instructions to all collectively. 

The circular was typed and dispatched the following day. Four days later, on the 12th, Baba 

dictated a similar message in which he stated that those ready to obey and join him when called 

should sign the circular and return it to him. 

Nilu was permitted to come with Vishnu and Eruch from the 11th, and Masaji also saw 

Baba briefly that day at 3:00 P.M. Baba fasted the next day on water and milkless tea and then broke 

his fast at midnight with a little rice and dal. 

Although Baba was not seeing any outsiders, on 13 October 1942, he called Ramjoo to 

Lonavla from Nasik to discuss certain work. Three days later, Uderman Mastan and Mohammed 

Mast were taken by Sidhu back to Meherabad, where they were kept in the Family Quarters. 

Also on the 16th, Chanji was called with Arnavaz and Nargis Dadachanji. Chanji returned 

to Bombay the next day, and Arnavaz and Nargis returned four days later. Goher also visited for a 

few days in October, during her Diwali holidays from medical school. 

Arnavaz’s family had previously consulted Baba about her marriage to her cousin Nariman, 

and Baba had approved the match. Baba informed Arnavaz that he would engage them formally 

after two months. 

 

Meanwhile G. Y. Dixit, a devoted follower and the vice-chancellor of Kolhapur University, 

invited Baba to participate in the opening of a new Montessori school. Because of his seclusion, 

Baba did not go. Instead, on Sunday, 18 October 1942, he sent Adi Sr. to deliver this message: 

The form of service that a Montessori school takes has a practical value, if one’s service 

is rendered selflessly. It is an important task, as it deals with the infant’s nature in the prime of its 

development. The children’s carefree hearts and restless pranks reflect qualities which are divine, 

and they are blissful in their innocence. The task is to see how far you can make use of this 

“divinity” in man, expressed through the child-God. A little patience, a little kindness, infinite 

understanding and sweet love are the only things by which the teachers can repay for having 

received the usefulness of human service at its purest. 

My blessings to all those who are genuinely responsible for having this school opened, as 

much as to the children who will attend it. 

During Baba’s seclusion in Glen View, he was paying particular attention to developments 

in the war. Each morning, he would anxiously ask to see the newspaper, as if to confirm the material 

effect his spiritual working was bringing about. It is noteworthy that during and immediately after 

this seclusion, the German forces, which had been advancing on all fronts, began retreating under 

the Allied offensive now being launched. 

 

Baba left his seclusion on Tuesday, 20 October 1942 to go on a nine-day mast tour. The 

men mandali staying with him moved back to their quarters, and Glen View was vacated. 

Baba left that day for South India by train with Kaka and Baidul. He made a slight detour 

to meet Don at Jolarpet, for two hours at midnight. Baba spoke about the war and said, “The climax 

of the war will be in India because I [the Avatar] am here.” 

Don recorded in his diary: “Baba was in excellent mood and we strolled about the station 

in the moonlight together.” 



On 23 October, the day of the beginning of the Allied victory at El Alamein in North Africa, 

Baba again contacted the great Chatti Baba in Nagapattinam. Baba continued his journey to 

recontact certain masts in Miraj, Pandharpur and Hubli before returning to Lonavla on the 29th. 

On his return, he took up residence in Kismat Lodge on Khandala Road. Ghani had been in 

Lonavla for the past four days, and Baba met him on his return. Ramjoo also returned on the 29th, 

and Baba discussed their upcoming family wedding between Ramjoo’s son and Ghani’s daughter. 

Both men left the following day. 

Later that day, Nilu gave a humorous demonstration to Baba of his stomach exercises to 

keep down his waistline — urging Baba also to begin doing the same for his waist. 

After four years of publication, Meher Baba Journal ceased functioning with the October 

1942 edition. Since Elizabeth and Norina had left for America the previous year, the journal was 

being edited by Ghani, Ramjoo and Adi Sr., first in Bangalore and from May 1942, in Ahmednagar. 

At first, it was suspended only temporarily, due to paper restrictions on account of war, and the 

irregular and uncertain dispatch of mail to foreign countries; but publication was never resumed. 

 

Because of Baba’s seclusion, he had not been seeing the women mandali. But on his return 

from his contact with Chatti Baba in Nagapattinam, he began calling Mehera and Mani to him at 

his residence. They were the only two allowed to see him. The other women saw him very 

infrequently during this period. 

Once, when he was with Mehera, Baba sent for Gaimai and rebuked her in front of Mehera: 

“What sort of chapatis are you preparing? Are your chapatis made from wheat or leather?” Gaimai 

remained quiet, and Baba asked her to give a chapati to Mehera to taste. Tasting it, Mehera 

remarked, “This chapati is quite good, Baba.” 

But Baba kept up his tirade against Gaimai, though he later explained to her, “Don’t worry 

about what I said. It is a mere pretense on my part in order to call you. Since I am seeing no one, I 

need some pretext as an excuse to see you.” 

Along with Gaimai, Soltoon, Nergiz (Kotwal) and Silla were preparing chapatis for the 

group, while Katie and Manu were doing the cooking. Mehera and Khorshed would prepare Baba’s 

food; Kitty was supervising the household work; and Mani would do typing. Thus, Baba kept 

everyone engaged in one duty or another. 

Gaimai began making baked chapatis (without oil), which all liked very much. But as this 

required more work, Nergiz was somewhat put out, and complained to Gaimai, “Is this a hotel? 

Everyone is eating with zest, but in the kitchen we are being suffocated by all the smoke.” 

Baba happened on the scene during the altercation and intervened, correcting Nergiz, 

“Haven’t you ever heard Mirabai’s song, Make Me a Servant? And I add: Grind the flour, powder 

the chilies and bake nice, hot chapatis!” 

Nergiz was upset and countered, “I don’t want to be a servant. I want to be a Master. Make 

me a Master so that I can drive around in a big car and enjoy life!” 

Baba laughed, and pointed to his head, gesturing, “Your screw is loose!” 

For several days, the women found a few pair of their sandals missing. Baba had the 

watchman posted to catch the “thief” and they found that it was a large stray, male dog. It had a 

skin disease, and its body was covered with bleeding sores. Mehera took pity on it, and sent word 

to Baba. Baba told Eruch to find the dog. The animal, however, had wandered off, and Eruch spent 

hours looking for it. Cursing the women to himself, he finally traced the dog and with difficulty 

brought the mangy creature to Baba. Baba told him to take the dog to the veterinarian every day 
for treatment. Krishna was instructed to care for it, and Baba named it Saifu. Krishna made a paste 

of sulfur, betel-nut and yogurt, which he applied to Saifu’s skin. Baba saw the dog daily, overseeing 

its care, and making sure Eruch took it to the doctor on time. 



Saifu’s suffering had brought it to God’s feet. In two months, the reddish-brown dog was 

as sleek and fierce as a tiger. Saifu was subsequently brought to Meherabad with the group and 

given to Padri.491 

Rano and one of the maids from Arangaon, (Maruti Patil’s daughter) Tara Dalvi, were 

given the work of cleaning the cooking pots in Lonavla. In Rishikesh, Rano had had to carry the 

water to the house, and in Lonavla, her manual labor continued in washing the dishes. 

When the local children on the street happened to pass by their house, they were surprised 

to see a Westerner working in a menial fashion. Rano had short hair at the time and looked like a 

man; hence, the children referred to her as “Saheb.” They would whisper to each other, “Look at 

that Saheb cleaning pots. Why doesn’t he hire a servant?” With Baba, high and low are all one and 

the same; the boss one day becomes a sweeper the next. 

On 5 November 1942, Chanji returned to Lonavla with Nariman Dadachanji, Dina Talati 

and a few others. Baba had a private talk with them about the proposed engagement of Nariman 

and Arnavaz. Pilamai, her son Vithal and Baily arrived from Karachi on the 11th. Pilamai was to 

stay in Lonavla, and Vithal and Baily left the next day. 

On the 11th, Baba and some of the mandali drove to Nasik to attend the wedding of 

Ramjoo’s son, Baggu, to Ghani’s daughter, Bibi.492 Baba and Pendu went with Sarosh in his car, 

driven by him; Adi Sr. drove his Opel with Eruch, Adi Jr. and Savak as passengers. Raosaheb, Kaka 

Baria and Chanji had also come from Bombay. Baba returned to Lonavla late the same night. 

Baggu’s twelve-year-old brother Ali had his doubts about Baba’s divinity. During the 

wedding, their older brother Dadu shot a short film, and Baba turned his head and raised his hand 

as Dadu was filming him. Ali saw this and thought: “Baba is acting so his picture will come out 

better. Were he really God, he would not care about such things. Prophet Muhammad never 

permitted his likeness to be depicted.” Thus, Ali had his doubts about Baba, which were to remain 

for many years.493 

Sarosh came to see Baba at Lonavla on the morning of 19 November, and returned to 

Ahmednagar the same day. 

 

For the past few days, Baba had been discussing the idea with the mandali of holding a 

mass gathering at Meherabad in February 1943. But on 21 November, Baba brought up a new idea. 

Instead of holding one gathering at Meherabad, he suggested that smaller congregations be held at 

seven different places simultaneously. Baba chose Bombay, Poona, Nagpur, Hyderabad, 

Allahabad, Lahore and Sholapur as central points for spreading his message. To make preparations 

for these gatherings, Baba decided to hold a meeting of his intimate followers on 27 December, at 

Meherabad. His lovers were then invited to attend the meeting. 

A message titled “We Must Live for God and Die for God” was also dictated, printed and 

circulated on 1 December 1942:494 

This war is a necessary evil. It is in God’s plan, which is to awaken humanity to higher 

values. If humanity fails to profit by the lessons of war, it will have suffered in vain. This war is 

teaching that even the man in the street can rise to the greatest heights of sacrifice for the sake of a 

selfless cause. It is also teaching that all the mundane things of the world — wealth, possessions, 

 
491 Later, Saifu was mated with one of Padri’s bitches. Two of their first litter were given to Eruch’s sister 

Meheru, and named by Baba, Sadhu and Jogan (a female renunciant). 
492 Baggu and Bibi were nicknames; their real names were Abdul Rehman and Najamunnisa. 

493 Dadu’s film has since been lost. 

494 Ten thousand leaflets were printed. 



power, fame, family and even the very tenor of life on earth — are transitory and devoid of lasting 

value. The incidents of war shall, through the lessons which they bring, win over man for God, who 

is the Truth; and they will initiate him into a new life, which is inspired by true and lasting values. 

People are making unlimited sacrifices and enduring untold sufferings for the sake of 

their country or political ideology. They are, therefore, capable of the same sacrifices and 

endurance for the sake of God or the Truth. All religions have unequivocally claimed man for the 

life in the Truth. It is sheer folly to fight in the name of religions. It is time that man had a fresh 

vision of the Truth that all life is one, and that God is the only thing which is real and the only thing 

that matters. 

God is worth living for and He is also worth dying for. All else is a vain and empty 

pursuit of illusory values. 

On Friday, 4 December 1942, Baba left Lonavla for mast work in Raipur. He returned after 

a week, on the 10th. 

 

Mehera, Mani and Gaimai all had the experience of being bothered by a ghost at Prospect 

Lodge in Lonavla. When Mehera was sleeping, her arm was pulled; Mani’s entire body was shaken. 

Baba assured them, “Don’t worry about it; I will take care of it.” 

Thereafter, the ghost did not disturb anyone. Baba had freed the spirit so it could take 

another birth. They later found out that some years before, a laundryman had committed suicide in 

the well of the compound. Because of this, his spirit was hovering over the place. Baba’s mercy put 

an end to his miserable state, and he was freed. 

Baba explained to the women: “Don’t be afraid of ghosts. They don’t do any [real] harm. 

The atmosphere is full of impressions. Sometimes, when you think you feel the presence of a spirit, 

it is not the actual spirit but the impressions in the place that you feel. That is why I told you all not 

to go near the well where the dhobi committed suicide. All those impressions of his are lingering 

there, but I have now freed his spirit, so it is all right now.” 

Adi Sr. brought his nieces Meheru, Naggu and Tehmi to Lonavla on 13 December to spend 

their Christmas holidays with Baba. Baba permitted Meheru to remain with him from then on, and 

she became a permanent member of the women mandali. The goal of her young life had been 

fulfilled!495 

Since his childhood, Savak Damania of Akbar Press, 30, had been in Baba’s contact and 

was engaged to marry Eruch’s sister, Meheru. Savak had a friend named Homi Pavri, who wanted 

to meet Meher Baba. Savak wrote to Baba at Lonavla, and Baba permitted them to come. 

They arrived in Lonavla, but Baba sent Vishnu to stop Homi near the gate and allow only 

Savak to come inside. Homi had brought garlands and sweets for Baba, and Baba told him through 

Vishnu that he should see him from a distance and then leave. Homi accepted this, saw Baba from 

that distance, handed Vishnu the garlands and sweets, and started to leave. Savak turned to Baba 

and asked, “May I see him off at the train station?” 

“Is he your child?” Baba snapped. “Can he not go alone? You have come to see me and are 

to stay here for four days — at a time when I am not seeing anyone! — but if you want to go, go!” 

“I want to stay,” said Savak, “but what will my friend think of me?” 

“That means you think first of your friend and not of me! If you go to the station when I 

want you to be here — what will I think of you?” 

“Forgive me, Baba; you are right.” 

 
495 Meheru’s mother Freiny had moved back to Nasik on 6 December 1942, where she remained with her 

mother Daulatmai. 



Baba then told him, “Just remember one thing: Think only of my will and don’t think of 

pleasing others. If you keep my will and, if in doing so, the whole world turns against you, you 

should learn to ignore it. 

“The whole world is within me. Everything will be all right if you only think of my wish. 

Whatever your friend had to earn, he has earned it by seeing me briefly. There is nothing for him 

to think now.” 

 

The formal engagement ceremony between Nariman and Arnavaz Dadachanji was held 

before Baba in Prospect Lodge on Monday, 21 December 1942. Both families were present, and 

Baba himself put a gold ring on Nariman’s finger and one on Arnavaz’s, uniting them in his love. 

They garlanded Baba together. 

After 1939, Baba had stopped staying at Arnavaz’s parents Naoroji and Bachamai 

Dadachanji’s house in Bombay, although he would pass through Bombay occasionally. In the past, 

when he was staying with the Dadachanjis, he would always sleep in a particular room and he had 

told Naoroji to keep it for him. From then on, Bachamai kept an oil lamp burning there throughout 

the day and night. 

When in Lonavla, Bachamai asked Baba, “When will you come to Bombay again?” 

Baba replied, “When Arnavaz and Nariman have their own house there, I will come and 

stay with them.” Later it will be seen how this came to pass. 

The Dadachanjis left Lonavla, except for Arnavaz, who stayed on with the women mandali. 

Baba returned to Meherabad with all the men and women mandali on 22 December 1942, 

and arrangements began for the meeting on the 27th. Pendu and Padri were put in charge of the 

preparations, and instructions were sent to those men invited. 

On his return, Baba absorbed himself in his mast work. Mohammed Mast and Uderman 

Mastan were staying in Meherabad. They had been shifted from the Family Quarters to the mast 

ashram on the hill five days prior to Baba’s arrival. In addition to these two, Kaka and Baidul would 

bring masts from other areas, whom Baba would bathe, feed, and sit with for his work. 

Once Baba wanted chapatis for the masts and went to Gaimai in the kitchen. Fresh chapatis 

had not yet been made that day, but Nergiz brought some from the previous day, and presented 

them to Baba. Baba looked at them and criticized her: “You are not preparing chapatis with all your 

heart. If my masts eat these they will get a stomachache.” 

As soon as Baba arrived in Meherabad, he divided the women into five different small 

groups. Each group was assigned a separate room on Meherabad Hill. The women of one group 

were forbidden to speak with the women of the other group, and if anyone had to convey something 

to a woman of a different group, she had to do so through Kitty, who would pass along the message. 

Mehera, Mani and Meheru consisted of one group; Naja, Khorshed and Walu another; Kitty, Rano 

and Margaret the third; Mansari, Katie, Soltoon and Dowla the fourth; and Gaimai, Manu, Meheru 

(Jessawala), Soonamasi, Nergiz and Kakubai the fifth. Irene was still not well and therefore was 

kept segregated. 

Baba had taken up residence in his Jhopdi in lower Meherabad, but he would walk up the 

hill daily to work with the masts and to meet Mehera and Mani. Because he was still in partial 

seclusion, when Baba was walking up the hill, a bell would be rung and all the women would go 

inside their rooms. After meeting only Mehera and Mani, Baba descended the hill. The bell was 

rung a second time and the other women could then come outside. 

Once the bell rang when Baba was coming up the hill, and Mansari, who was missing Baba 

terribly, came out to see him. Baba was annoyed and asked her, “Why did you come out?” 



Mansari pleaded, “I too have a heart, Baba. How can you expect me to bear not seeing 

you?” 

“Let your heart go to hell!” he said. “It is no heart if it does not follow my wish! Why do 

you call it a heart?” 

Baba continued scolding, “What have you gained by seeing me? You cannot see me! When 

you don’t obey me, what is the use of seeing me? You will never be able to see me that way. If you 

want to see me, follow my behests. Do you hope to ‘see’ me by incurring my wrath? That seeing 

is not seeing. Try to please me and one day you will really see me.” 

Baba then ordered all the women, except for Mehera and Mani, to closet themselves in one 

room together when the bell announcing his arrival was sounded, and not to come out until the 

second bell was rung. 

Despite being in seclusion, Baba took the Meherabad women to Sarosh Cinema to see a 

film on 24 December 1942. A significant event occurred there three days later. 

When Japan had entered the war a year before, in 1941, Baba, during one of his discussions 

with the mandali, asked their opinions of what would happen if Ahmednagar were overrun by the 

Japanese. There was a heated argument and Sarosh emphatically maintained, “Baba, why should 

you worry about Ahmednagar. Japan is not going to invade or bomb us.” 

Baba looked at him sharply, warning, “A bomb will be thrown in Ahmednagar and it will 

land in your compound!” 

Sarosh and every other man took the remark lightly and quickly forgot about it. But on 27 

December 1942, when the Sarosh Cinema was full of British soldiers, during the intermission 

someone from the “Quit India” independence movement threw a grenade inside the theater 

compound. Sarosh was closest to the blast, but miraculously escaped injury. One boy working at 

the cinema was killed and several others injured. Sarosh then remembered what Baba had 

predicted.496 

 

On Saturday, 26 December 1942, the out-of-town lovers began arriving at Meherabad for 

the meeting. From Kashmir came Daulat Singh; from Nagpur, Deshmukh and Pankhraj; from 

Nasik, Ramjoo; from Sholapur, Gadekar; and from Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar many other 

close disciples. Ninety-nine men in all attended the program. To make it an even 100, Baba 

instructed Margaret to be present, explaining to her, “You have to do my work in the West, and for 

that you must have some idea of it.” 

Minoo Kharas of Karachi had brought a close relative, Naize Dubash, to whom Baba gave 

a ring, telling her never to remove it. It was a special gift as that day was Naize’s birthday! 

On the 27th, Baba held private interviews from 8:00 to 9:00 A.M. in the Rahuri Cabin. Many 

were meeting Baba for the first time, although they had been waiting for his darshan for years. In 

1939, Vibhuti had opened a Baba center in the village of Angewada about a mile from the town of 

Saoner on a piece of land given by Motiram Kohake Patil. There were thousands of Baba lovers in 

the area, and one particularly staunch follower was a pleader (lawyer) from Saoner named Dinkar 

Harbaji Pophali. His entire family was devoted to Baba. He had been doing much Baba work in the 

area, although he had never met Baba in person. 

Baba called Pophali to him. Adi Sr., Deshmukh, Vibhuti, Ramjoo, Ghani and Vishnu were 

present. Baba was seated on a carpet on the floor of the Rahuri Cabin. Those invited had been told 

 
496 The culprits were later apprehended. They were young college students who had stolen the grenade. A 

Baba lover from the Damania family knew one of the boys and begged Baba to help them. Otherwise, they 

were sure to hang. Baba instructed that the boys wear his locket and say “Meher Baba ki jai” whenever they 

entered the courtroom. The result was that they were eventually released for lack of evidence. 



that to bow down to Baba, to touch his feet or to fold hands in obeisance was forbidden. Pophali 

came and stood before his Master and Baba complimented him, “I am pleased with you and the 

work being done by the Saoner Center.” 

After asking about his family, profession and so on, Baba asked, “What do you want? What 

do you expect from me?” 

“I expect nothing material from you,” Pophali sincerely replied. “I have enough. I have 

come for your help in Self-Realization. That is all.” 

“But to what extent are you prepared to pay its price?” 

“I am ready for any sacrifice you may order.” 

“The kind of sacrifice you are talking about is very difficult for a man who is the sole 

support of his family as you are. If I ordered you to leave your family to its fate, or to fast for an 

indefinite period, live in seclusion, become a sanyasi, jump in a well or in a fire — or give you any 

other orders of whatever type — are you prepared to obey them?” 

“Baba, I will gladly obey your orders whatever they may be. But I want to journey on the 

Path with full consciousness [as a salik], not as a mast!” 

Baba was pleased and assured him, “I am very happy with you. Don’t worry about 

anything. Attend the meeting and return home and work as usual. My orders will come at the proper 

time. I will help you in your spiritual progress and give you what you want.” 

Another new follower was Pritam Singh Sahni. He was a successful businessman running 

a thriving trade in Thailand. Once on Buddha’s birthday, the local Buddhist people paid him much 

respect and greatly honored him. Pritam Singh questioned them, “Why are you felicitating me on 

this day?” And they replied, “You come from the land where our Lord Buddha was born.” 

This answer moved him deeply and lifted a veil from his mind. He thought: “What a pity 

that I know nothing about Buddha, although I come from India; and here these people are 

worshiping him so devoutly. My whole mind is obsessed with making money, and yet these people 

revere me as someone spiritual.” 

Leaving his business, Pritam Singh returned to India and began longing for the darshan of 

the “living Buddha.” He visited several sadhus and saints, but was never satisfied. He had heard of 

Meher Baba in 1936, and read a few of his books, but darshan being unavailable, he had had to 

wait six years before he could meet the one his heart had recognized. On the 27th of December, his 

wish was fulfilled. 

Pritam vividly recalled that first meeting: 

I followed Adi Sr. in a state of immense joy, my heart full of [Baba’s] love, my eyes full 

of joyous tears, running toward the Lord of my heart, who had made me his, long before. 

One step in the hut, I was face to face with my beloved Baba, who was reclining. I saw 

his brilliant face shining as a full moon, more beautiful than any face I had ever seen before. His 

two beautiful eyes, as wide and deep as an ocean, pierced my heart and kissed my soul. His 

graceful smile confirmed forever that I belonged to him and him alone. 

I was lost in him for a while, and then Adi took my hand and bade me sit beside him. 

Baba looked at me and the happiness of my millions of lives cannot equal the bliss of that one 

moment with Baba. Baba held my hand, drew me to his heart, gave me a warm embrace and made 

me aware that I was in the lap of the God-Mother, drinking deep from the well of his love. 

Baba asked, “What do you wish for?” Before Pritam Singh could speak in reply, Baba 

dictated on the board, “I know what you want. For you, words are unnecessary.” And then Baba 

embraced him once again. 

 

A large tent filled with chairs for the men had been erected near the railway tracks. At one 

end of the tent was a platform on which Baba’s gaadi had been placed. The platform had green 

carpeting on it, and the gaadi was covered that day in yellow silk. The general meeting convened 



at nine o’clock on the morning of 27 December 1942. Baba’s opening remarks were read out to the 

men in four languages: by Adi Sr. in English, Chanji in Gujarati, Ghani in Urdu, and Vishnu in 

Marathi:  

I have my own reasons for the work that is going to be done by me in the very near 

future. I know the nature of the work and the seriousness of the instructions. Out of nearly five to 

six hundred followers, I have called only you few. As I do not want any compromise between truth 

and falsehood, between God and worldly things, you must hear the message very carefully and then 

say if you are prepared. 

I won’t be displeased if you say “No.” But if you say “Yes” and then do not do it, it will 

then be a question of naraji [deep displeasure] with me. In this meeting, no female has been 

admitted except Margaret [Craske] who represents the ladies group. 

In God Absolute there is no secrecy. It is infinitely simple. But when Absolute God is to 

be brought on the working plane of duality, some sort of secrecy is to be adopted. So this secrecy is 

only for the good of others. I want every one of you, as my first order for the special work for 

others, to keep that which I will now tell you to yourselves. Personally, I have no vandho 

[objection], but for practical purposes, difficulties might arise. 

We are going to work for the spiritual benefit of the world. The responsibility is mine. 

You have to do as I say. Now we won’t meet in this fashion again — maybe not in any fashion! 

Many of you probably will not see me again. From January, very few will see me. 

The world will see and know me only when I speak, which is very, very near. 

Adi Jr. then read out a prepared message: “Work for the Spiritual Freedom of Humanity: 

A Call to My Intimate Disciples.” In it, Baba began by enumerating different types of freedom, and 

pointed out that “only spiritual freedom is absolute and unlimited.” 

He went on to state, “There is no gift greater than the gift of spiritual freedom, and there is 

no task more important than the task of helping others to achieve spiritual freedom.” But he added: 

Spiritual freedom has to be won by oneself for oneself through watchful and unfailing 

war against the lower self and the lower desires. Those who would be the soldiers in the cause of 

Truth have to help all, not only in launching upon the thrilling enterprise of attaining victory over 

oneself, but also in every step which they take toward that attainment. There is no other way of 

sharing their burden. 

 

The message ended as follows: 

Today I am meeting you with full confidence that you will share this burden. Many of 

you have obeyed my orders and carried out my instructions for years, through faith in me and love 

for me. You have stuck to me and my spiritual cause through storm and stress and thick and thin. 

Now the time has come for you to offer all your services in my mission of helping humanity to 

tread the spiritual path for realizing God. 

The eternal truth that God alone is real has to be clearly understood and unreservedly 

accepted, and it has to be unequivocally expressed through words and deeds. In the full realization 

of the Truth, man shall attain spiritual freedom. No sacrifice is too big for setting man free from 

spiritual bondage and helping him to inherit the Truth, which alone shall bring abiding peace to all, 

and which alone will unfailingly sustain an unassailable sense of universal fellowship, cemented by 

the ungrudging love of all, for all, as expressions of the same reality. 

In this God-willed, divinely-planned and predestined task of bringing spiritual freedom to 

humanity, you, my intimate followers, have to help me, even at the cost of life. In your duty of 

helping others to find God, you have to welcome every type of suffering and sacrifice. 

In the individual groups, each one of you will receive from me detailed spiritual 

instructions with regard to your own specific duty. I have full confidence that you will have no 

hesitation in carrying out my spiritual instructions at any cost and under any circumstances and, in 

respect of your willingness to carry out my instructions, I want each one of you to say “Yes” or 

“No” now, before I talk to you in separate individual groups. 



Baba then divided the 99 men into two groups, “A” and “B.” He had the 72 names of the 

“A” group read out and told them to remain seated.497 The others in the “B” group were asked to 

leave the tent for the time being. 

“But before you all disperse,” Baba stated, “I want you to remember three important things: 

First, I do not want any monetary help from any of you. 

“Secondly, you need not worry, be anxious or lose your peace of mind over what I might 

ask you to do. I know what each one of you can do and so will instruct accordingly. 

“But, and this is the third point, I will use to the utmost the capabilities of each of you.” 

 

To Group A, Baba had the following instructions read: 

I am very happy you all have willingly agreed and promised to implicitly obey my 

instructions to help in my work of establishing spiritual freedom in the world. The instructions that 

I will give you are based on five specific foundations, each different in its aspect of execution and 

result, although the main effect of these different results will fundamentally be one and the same. 

So in short, I am classifying them in five separate functions, and calling them five instructions. 

I will issue to each of you one of these five instructions. None of you will have more than 

one of the five instructions. I will decide which of these is to be given to whom. 

These five instructions might bring in its wake to you personally the following five 

conditions: 

1. Dying 

2. Prison 

3. Sanyas [renunciation] 

4. Infinite physical hardship which might perhaps give lifelong physical defects 

5. Ridicule, beating, scandals, starvation and begging 

 

All of these five instructions will be concerned with the establishing of my work of 

spiritual freedom as mentioned in my introductory message of today. Each of these five instructions 

will have an explicit, separate, independent basis for its execution with a fixed, definite, separate 

result, although in some cases results may unintentionally coincide. Therefore the dying, the going 

to prison, renunciation and physical and mental hardships will all have been done for God and God 

alone. 

All these five instructions will necessitate giving up worldly ties, permanently or 

temporarily. 

Instructions will be clearly given to each of you, by post or hand delivery on February 1, 

1943, as to how, when and where they are to be carried out. Funds will be provided when and if 

necessary. Whether you have to give up your present worldly ties permanently or temporarily will 

be made known to you definitely on February 1, the day that you will receive my instructions, 

which will have to be put into execution on February 28, 1943. 

 
497 Group A consisted of the following 72 men: Abdulla Jaffer, Adi Sr., Adi Jr., Ali Akbar (Aloba), 

Annasaheb Kale, Babadas, Babu Kamble (arrived on 31 December), Baidul, Beheram Gandhi, Beheram S. 

Irani, Burjor Mehta, Cawasji Vagaiwala, Chanji, Chhagan, Coover A. Jaiwalla, Daulat Singh, Deshmukh, 

Dhake, Don, Edke (arrived on 31 December), Eruch Jessawala, Eruch Patel, Feram Workingboxwala, 

Gadekar, Ghani, Gustadji, Homi Bhatena, Jal Kerawalla, Jalbhai, Jamshed A. Irani (arrived on 28 

December), Jamshed Desai, Kaikobad, Kaka Baria, Kalemama, Khak Saheb, Krishna, Kuppuswami, 

Manekar, Manek Mehta, Maneck Ranji, Maneksha B. Cooper, Masaji, Meherjee Mehta, Minoo Bharucha, 

Minoo Kharas, Nusserwan Kharas (Minoo’s father), Nadar A. Bohariwala, Naoroji Dadachanji, Nariman, 

Nilu, Noshir Kapadia, Padri, Pandoba, Pappa Jessawala, Pendu, Piloo Mama Satha, Pophali Pleader, Pritam 

Singh, Raosaheb, Ramjoo, Rusi Jehangir (Rusi Pop), Sadashiv Patil, Sailor, Sarosh, Savak, Sayyed Saheb, 

Sidhu, Slamson Hansotia, G. S. Srivastava, Venkoba Rao, Vibhuti, Vishnu. 

 

Four others, who were included in Group A but who did not attend, were: Savak Damania, Homi Hansotia, 

Sampath Aiyangar and Mudaliar Vadivelu. 

 



Baba concluded, “I want every one of you to observe absolute secrecy about all I have told 

you now. Therefore, none of you should tell anyone not present here anything about these 

instructions.” 

 

Group B, consisting of the following 22 men, were then called back in:498 

73. Aspandiar Dadachanji (Chanji’s brother from Karachi) 

74. Arwind U. Vasavada (a friend of Nariman’s from Benares) 

75. Baggu (Ramjoo’s son) 

76. Behli J. Irani (Baily) 

77. Dattu Mehendarge 

78. Homi J. Damania 

79. Jamadar (watchman) 

80. Jangle 

81. Limkar 

82. Meherjee Satha 

83. Minoo Pohowala 

84. Mulchand G. Pahlajani (of Sukkur) 

85. Murli Kale 

86. Nooru (Ramjoo’s brother-in-law) 

87. Pankhraj 

88. Raj Krishna (of Dehra Dun) 

89. Rusi Irani (Pilamai's son) 

90. Vishwanath Haldankar 

91. Vishwan G. Pahlajani (of Sukkur) 

92. Vithal Bhokre 

93. Waman Subnis 

94. Yeshwant Rao 

These instructions for Group B were read: 

I am very happy you have willingly agreed and promised to implicitly obey my 

instructions to help in my work of establishing spiritual freedom in the world. The instructions that 

I will give you are based on four specific foundations, each different in its aspect of execution and 

result, although the main effect of these different results will fundamentally be one and the same. 

Therefore, in short, I am classifying them in four separate functions, and calling them four 

instructions. The four specific foundations forming the basis of these four instructions are: 

1. Temporary fasting 

2. Temporary seclusion and solitude 

3. Special concentration and meditation 

4. Visiting different places to spread certain spiritual facts 

These four instructions might bring in their wake four conditions: 

1. Physical weakness 

2. Mental exhaustion 

3. Obstacles and difficulties 

4. Numerous inconveniences 

Baba repeated that all of these will have to be undergone “for God and God alone.” He also 

said that he would personally decide which instruction each would have to carry out as of 28 

February, and again stressed the necessity of keeping all this absolutely secret. 

 

 
498 Five others of Group B who did not attend were: Bhagirath, Dinshaw Irani (Sailor’s son), Gosi Irani (of 

Lahore), Homi Desai (of Lahore), and Padma Nair (Krishna’s brother). 



There were also five others, consisting of a “C” group, who were exempt from any 

instructions. The five men were: 

95. Angal Pleader 

96. Sadashiv Borker 

97. Keki Bajan 

98. ? 

99. The ruling chief of Aligarh499 

 

After each set of instructions had been translated into the four different languages and a 

copy handed out to everyone, the morning session came to an end at 11:30 A.M. Each of those 

invited was to read carefully through Baba’s instructions and sign the sheet if they were willing to 

obey. Margaret was to sign for the women’s group. In the afternoon, starting at three o’clock, Baba 

again gave individuals private interviews in his cabin. 

On Monday morning, 28 December 1942, the Arangaon villagers performed a dance on 

Meherabad Hill from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M. In the afternoon from 4:00 to 4:30 P.M. there was bhajan 

singing. 

Then, in the evening from 4:30 to 8:30 P.M., a special ghazal performance in honor of 

Mehera’s birthday was held by a lady singer named Gulzar from Bombay (hired by Adi Sr. and 

Abdur Rehman). This was the first time Meher Baba had publicly celebrated Mehera’s birthday. 

(Mehera and the other women mandali attended, but sat behind a curtain.) 

The next day, all the men left for their respective places, and Baba began his spiritual work 

through them. All minds were focused on the Divine Beloved, as they awaited their instructions 

from the Master. 

 

On Thursday, 7 January 1943, Baba sent Pappa and Gaimai Jessawala and their family to 

Poona with the words: “You are to go now, but I will call you back again.” Sarwar and Naggu were 

sent with them for their education. Baba then reentered seclusion at Upper Meherabad. Vishnu was 

ill with dysentery, so Nilu attended to Baba’s personal work and carried the mail, brought by Adi 

Sr. from Ahmednagar, up the hill once or twice a day. 

Baba’s brother Beheram had rented Bindra House in Poona for the Jessawalas. They moved 

there, but anticipating Baba’s call soon, they did not unpack their belongings for a long time. Baba 

never did call them back to stay in the ashram, but by telling them that he would, he created in them 

a feeling of renunciation. They thus felt detached from the world and eagerly awaited his call. By 

keeping them at a distance, Baba kept them close to him; except for the thought of joining him, 

they had no other thought or desire. Their lives were centered on waiting for the day when Baba 

would send for them, and in their uncertainty and hopes, Baba taught them internal stability. 

Baba’s mother Memo was very pleased to have Gaimai living in Poona, as she loved her 

dearly and would often visit Bindra House. In fact, Baba had explained to Gaimai that one of the 

reasons he wished her to stay temporarily in Poona was because Memo was so lonely there. 

Uderman Mastan, who was elderly, fell ill with a severe case of dysentery. On the 8th, 

Baba decided to send him back to his village, Kathgodam, with Chhagan. But the mast was so ill, 

he died en route, and Chhagan returned to Meherabad after burying him. 

Mahatma Gandhi had started a movement against the British government, actively 

advocating civil disobedience and noncooperation with the authorities in their war efforts. The 

result was that he had been arrested in August 1942 and was incarcerated for the duration of the 

war in the Aga Khan Palace in Poona. 

 
499 A representative from Hyderabad had also been invited but did not attend.  



Nusserwan Satha and Kaka Chinchorkar were associated with Gandhi and had likewise 

been arrested in November. They had been unable to attend the meeting at Meherabad (although 

they had been invited), because they were in jail for their anti-government protests and activities. 

After the meeting, Baba dictated this message to Gandhi, which Chanji delivered on 11 

January 1943 to Gandhi’s associates at Wardha to pass along to Gandhi: 

From the personal individual standpoint of a seeker of God, you did absolutely right. 

Stick to it to the end. Before Truth, everything fades into insignificance. 

One’s life, one’s country, one’s nation, one’s universe — all are set aside where Truth is 

concerned. Because the only thing worth living for and dying for is the Realization of God, and 

after that, making others realize God. 

 

Sripat Sahai Rawat of Hamirpur, called Sribhai, had heard of Baba in Nagpur from 

Deshmukh and Babadas. He was also an active member of the Indian National Congress party, 

agitating for the country’s independence. The British government was arresting all of the Congress 

party leaders for stirring up revolt against their rule, and a warrant had been issued for Sribhai’s 

arrest too.  

Absconding from the authorities, Sahai came to Meherabad in 1942 to see Baba. When 

Baba saw him, he raised an eyebrow and inquired, “You are here? You should be in jail!” 

Sribhai was amazed, as he was coming to Baba for the first time, and had not told him 

anything. Baba spelled out, “Take darshan without touching my feet.” 

Baba then asked him what had brought him to Meherabad. Sribhai described his long 

interest in spirituality, and at the end of his narration Baba dictated, “I am happy about your honest 

seeking for the Real. I am pleased with you. Ask me what you want; you will get it. But express 

your wish in one sentence.” 

Sribhai was greatly affected by his meeting and on the spur of the moment said, “Spiritual 

advancement.” 

For a moment Baba looked serious. Then he gestured, “Granted.” 

Sribhai then admitted he was being pursued by the police, and Baba counseled, “You say 

that the conflict between a political and a spiritual life is now resolved. As you do not want to 

involve yourself further in politics, turn yourself in to the authorities. Send a telegram to this effect 

to the District Magistrate of Hamirpur. 

“Don’t run away,” Baba advised, “Go and surrender yourself to the police. Your going to 

prison is good, and I will have my eye on you.” 

Sribhai obeyed and was imprisoned. He was the first person from Hamirpur District to 

come in the Master’s contact, and it is due to him that the whole of Hamirpur is today at Meher 

Baba’s feet. His contact proved to be a link, and he also informed other Congress leaders in prison 

about Meher Baba. 

At the time, Keshav Narayan Nigam, 34, a lawyer of Hamirpur, was imprisoned also. 

Keshav too had heard of Baba from Babadas, who gave him some books and photographs. But 

Keshav was not interested and he later threw the photographs on the road.  

While in jail, when Sribhai told him more about Meher Baba, Keshav became annoyed and 

caustically remarked, “Meher Baba is not the Avatar. He lies idle without doing any work [for the 

country] and declares himself to be the Avatar so that people may worship him. Mahatma Gandhiji 

is the Avatar who is dying for the country and suffering for it, having renounced everything for that 

sake.” 

Keshav continued to bitterly denounce Baba before Sribhai. However, as events unfolded, 

this bitter “opponent” of Meher Baba turned into one of his greatest workers, devoting his entire 

life to the Master’s cause. 



 

Savak Kotwal was living in the Family Quarters, and his wife Nergiz, who was living on 

the hill with the women, wished to stay with him. She asked Baba, who told her, “You may live 

with him, but live for me! To him who suffers in my darbar [court] without complaint, I will give 

the greatest benefit.” 

He later informed Savak, “Nergiz is gold, but she wastes it weeping without cause.” Nergiz 

then moved into the Family Quarters. Their three children were studying in Hyderabad and would 

come to Meherabad on their holidays. 

Chhagan was also residing in the Family Quarters compound with his wife and daughter, 

as were Jangle Master and his family. 

Baba’s brother Adi Jr. conducted a homeopathic dispensary in Meherabad periodically, 

from 1936 to 1944. Once a sick person came to him, but even when he was given medicine, he did 

not leave. Adi told him graciously, “I have given you your medicine; now you may go.” 

The man demanded, “I want good medicine.” 

“But this is good medicine,” Adi replied. “It will make you well.” 

“Give me some medicine which will cure me instantly,” demanded the man. “You are 

Baba’s brother, and only you can give such medicine.” 

Adi tried to persuade him to leave, but he would not budge. Getting fed up, Adi said, 

“Brother, kindly leave. Don’t bother me further.” But the man continued sitting there. 

Soon Baba came along. Adi explained the situation to Baba, concluding, “This fellow is a 

real headache!” 

Baba replied, “If he is a headache to you, it is good. You should thank him. He is teaching 

you forbearance. Be grateful to him. You are not obliging him by giving him medicine. On the 

contrary, he is obliging you by giving you the chance of serving others.” 

Padri and Murli also took up the practice of homeopathy, by Adi Jr.’s influence, and later 

Padri began treating the villagers of Arangaon and other surrounding villages. 

On another occasion, there was some altercation, and Baba called Adi Jr. to the Rahuri 

Cabin. There was some heated discussion between them as Adi was in a defiant mood. Finally, 

Baba spelled out, “I'm telling you I am God! Bow down at my feet.” Instantly, Adi’s temper cooled 

as he realized the truth of his elder brother’s words. It was the only time Baba ever told him directly 

he was God. 

Baba was driven to Poona to visit the Jessawalas at Bindra House on 14 January. A small 

gathering of his close lovers was held for his darshan in the Ahilya Ashram opposite Bindra House 

at 896 Nana Peth.500 Baba returned to Meherabad the same day. 

Sarosh recalled driving alone with Baba once from Meherabad to Poona for some work. 

On the way back in the evening, Baba spotted a half-naked, unwashed mast and told Sarosh to offer 

the mast tea. Baba was seated in the front seat of the car and the mast agreed to sit in the back seat 

and be driven to a tea stall across Bund Garden Bridge. When Sarosh brought the tea, he watched 

in horror as the mast sloshed half his tea on the back seat upholstery. Baba said to ask the mast if 

he would come with them to Meherabad, to which the mast agreed. He was kept for a few days at 

Meherabad and then sent back to Poona. 

Chanji and Raosaheb came on the 19th and spoke with Baba. On the 23rd, Baba asked Ghani 

to read some of Jigar’s poetry to him. 

 

 
500 The Ahilya Ashram was a school dedicated to the education of dalits (underprivileged, lower classes). 



Preparations began for another mast trip. Often pure drinking water was unavailable during 

these travels. On 24 January 1943, while discussing with Adi Sr. the precautions to be taken during 

the trip, Baba commented, “When thirst is intense and bad water is drunk, it does not affect your 

health. But when the thirst is not intense, if bad water is drunk it will have a detrimental effect.” 

The next day, Baba left Meherabad for Khuldabad, via Aurangabad, with Baidul, Gustadji 

and Mohammed Mast. Adi Sr. drove the group in his car. To make advance preparations, Kaka and 

Chhagan had preceded them and rented a house. Baba did not find it suitable, as it was too small, 

so the next day they shifted into a secluded bungalow near the railway station. Adi Sr. returned to 

Ahmednagar that night by train with Chhagan. 

Reaching Khuldabad, Baba began his work with Mohammed in seclusion, which lasted 

seven days. During this period, Kaka brought a high mast, Mai Bap, to Baba’s bungalow for 

seclusion work. 

On the 30th, Baba contacted a mast of the sixth plane called Qutub Shah — known as the 

“Captain of Aurangabad.” He was majzoob-like, being completely unconscious of all his body 

functions. 

Finishing his mast work on 2 February, Baba returned to Meherabad with Adi Sr. in his 

car, along with Kaka, Gustadji and Mohammed. (Baidul went by train.) The next morning, Baba 

brought all the women to a private film showing at Sarosh Cinema. 

Baba expressed his wish to shift the ashram to Mahabaleshwar for the summer. Kalemama 

was sent to find living accommodations for the men and women. 

Before Baba had left for Aurangabad, he sent some of the mandali, such as Ramjoo, Jalbhai, 

Kalemama and Murli, with instructions to deliver his orders to the 99 individuals in different cities 

throughout India on 1 February, according to the plan announced at the December meeting. The 

men promptly delivered the sealed envelopes containing the Master’s orders for each one. An 

example of Baba’s instructions given to one of the men in the Group A is as follows: 

Reference your signature to obey me implicitly in my work of spiritualizing the world, 

the following are my definite instructions to be carried out by you at any risk, even at the cost of 

life: Join me physically for an indefinite period to take active part with me in my work of 

spiritualizing the world, from February 28, 1943, onwards. Be prepared to sever all worldly ties 

accordingly. 

 

On 10 February 1943 Baba departed Meherabad for Mahabaleshwar with the men and 

women mandali. Besides the Indian women, there were four Westerners living with them: Irene 

Billo, Kitty Davy, Margaret Craske and Rano Gayley. In Mahabaleshwar as he had done in 

Meherabad, Baba formed them into groups, but he now kept Irene with Margaret, and Katie with 

Rano and Kitty. Here, too, Baba would not see any women except Mehera and Mani. They stayed 

in a bungalow called Valley View. A brown horse was bought, which Mehera used to ride in their 

compound. Rano would stand at one end and another woman at the other end, and Mehera would 

ride back and forth between them. 

The men mandali with Baba in Mahabaleshwar consisted of Baidul, Gustadji, Nilu, Vishnu, 

Krishna, and Venkoba Rao. They stayed at a guest house called Union House. Whenever they were 

not with Baba for his work, Eruch and Kaka were constantly on the move looking for masts. Other 

members of the Meherabad mandali also looked for masts. Chanji was in Bombay and was called 

to Mahabaleshwar on the 22nd. Sidhu was also called for some time to help look after the horse. 

On Sunday, 14 February 1943, the day of Baba’s 49th birthday, gatherings were held in six 

different cities: Bombay, Poona, Nagpur, Sholapur, Madras, and Lahore. A seventh gathering could 

not be arranged in Hyderabad, as Baba wished. Baba sent a representative to each place to deliver 

his message, “The Task for Spiritual Workers.” Chanji went to Bombay; Savak to Poona; Babadas 

to Nagpur; Pandoba and Gadekar to Sholapur; Ghani to Madras; and Adi Sr. to Lahore. 



Baba’s message was particularly aimed at the spiritual workers who had been invited to 

these gatherings. He urged them to awaken people to the understanding that the divine treasure is 

always within each one, but it is each person’s duty to experience it consciously. Here is a brief 

excerpt: 

In the Path, the most important condition of discipleship is readiness to work for the 

spiritual cause of bringing humanity closer to the realization of God. I am glad to note that through 

[your] faith and love for me, you have wholeheartedly offered yourselves for sharing my Universal 

work of spiritualizing the world. And I have full confidence that you will not only inherit for 

yourself the Truth, but also become enthusiastic and valiant torch-bearers for humanity, which is 

enveloped in deep ignorance … 

The whole world is firmly established in the false idea of separateness, and being caught 

up in the illusion of duality, it is subject to all the complexities of duality. The spiritual workers 

have to redeem the world from the throes of imagined duality by bringing home to it the truth of the 

unity of all life … 

The minds of the people have to be completely purged of all forms of selfishness and 

narrowness if they are to inherit the life in Eternity which I bring. It is by no means an easy task to 

persuade people to give up their selfishness and narrowness. 

Baba then offered some hints of how to go about the work, and concluded by stating: 

Through the untiring activities of spiritual workers, humanity shall be initiated into the 

new life of abiding peace and dynamic harmony, unconquerable faith and unfading bliss, immortal 

sweetness and incorruptible purity, creative love and infinite understanding. 

 

During February 1943, the British government announced that, due to the war, corn, wheat 

and other grains were to be rationed throughout India. Hearing this news, Memo observed to her 

neighbor, “What is this world coming to? Rationed grain? It is better I die before rationing begins.” 

A few days later Memo sent for the tailor, and giving him cloth to make some blouses, she 

made this odd remark, “I don’t know if I'll be alive to wear these clothes.” The fact was that Memo 

had had a dream in which she saw a red horse enter her house, and had taken this as a sign that her 

end was imminent. 

On Sunday, 21 February 1943, Memo fell and suffered a brain hemorrhage. She was rushed 

to the hospital, but the doctors said they could not save her and that she would not survive. Baba 

was in Mahabaleshwar and was informed immediately. Two days later, on the 23rd, Baba arrived 

at the mandali’s quarters at eight o’clock in the morning, and instructed Chanji to leave for Poona 

to help his brothers (Jalbhai, Beheram and Adi Jr.) deal with the crisis. Baba also warned, “My 

mother might pass on, so inform all concerned in Bombay, Ahmednagar, and elsewhere, to be ready 

at any moment for the news.” Chanji left on the afternoon bus and arrived in Poona at seven in the 

evening. Baba’s three brothers were at the hospital, watching over their mother. 

Memo was brought home on Thursday, 25 February, but she was still unconscious. Yet she 

had a pleasant smile on her face, as if she were watching something magnificent. That night, at 9:40 

P.M., Memo passed away at the age of 65, merging forever in the Ocean of bliss. Chanji recorded: 

The end was remarkably calm and sudden. Just a quarter of an hour ago, we had seen her 

breathing hard, as usual. While Adi Jr., Beheram, and myself were lightly chitchatting in 

Beheram’s house, there was a sudden call that Shireenmai was collapsing. We rushed to her bed to 

find the end was coming. But so smooth was the final stage (about fifteen minutes) that none could 

definitely say when it truly ended. 

Baba received a telegram that night and came directly to Poona from Mahabaleshwar. It 

was late when he arrived, but he did not enter Baba House to see Memo’s last remains, but instead 

stood outside at a distance in the lane. Shortly thereafter, he went to Bindra House with Eruch, who 

had accompanied him. 



At Bindra House, Baba remarked to Gaimai, “It is good Memo died before I came. Had 

she not died, I would not have allowed her to die, and she would have suffered greatly. She would 

have slowly recovered, but she would have been paralyzed for life.” 

Gaimai related to Baba that when Memo had breathed her last, she (Gaimai) had seen many 

tiny, shimmering, golden hands emerge from Shireenmai’s nostrils and hover over her before 

floating away. Baba’s final remark was: “She is now freed.” 

Shireenmai! Age will always remember you! “How blessed you were to have given birth 

to the Avatar!” Age declared. “Words cannot sufficiently praise your fortune. You are the Mother 

of the Age! Your name will be sung for ages to come! O Memo, our supreme farewell to you!” 

Baba and Eruch left for Mahabaleshwar immediately. 

Shireenmai’s funeral was held the following evening, and her body taken to the Tower of 

Silence. A large contingent of devotees arrived from Bombay and Ahmednagar to pay their last 

respects. Some reported seeing Meher Baba bow thrice to his mother’s body.  

The following day, 27 February 1943, Baba returned to Poona, where he stayed at Bindra 

House. This time he did go to Baba House, and saw Jalbhai, Adi Jr., Beheram and his wife Perin. 

Beheram and Perin’s children, Sheroo, age eight, and Gulnar, seven, loved Baba. For a while, Baba 

played with the two children. He then explained to all: “Memo has come to me and is now fully in 

bliss. She helped me so much in my work, and after playing her part she has come to me. She was 

an exceedingly adventurous woman and extremely fearless. 

“When Bobo died, she was all alone here in Poona, as you three [Jalbhai, Beheram, and 

Adi Jr.] were with me in the West. Because of her courage, I was able to take the three of you with 

me. Now, Memo is quite happy and free of all worldly ties.” 

Baba then divided the family’s property among his three brothers, according to his mother’s 

Will, and returned to Bindra House for the night. 

In the afternoon, during a meeting with the mandali, Masaji and Pappa got into an 

argument. Then Kaka and Chanji began fighting about the activities of Manek Mehta and his Jap 

Mandal. As Chanji recorded: 

It seemed as if Baba had come and stayed here expressly for this purpose and created this 

storm [fighting]. As he said, in the end it is his leela [divine game]. His role during all this heated 

debate was of a quiet, silent observer. He even seemed to enjoy it. (Although others raged red hot!) 

But the game was played as he wanted and finished up. How wonderfully it exposed and disclosed 

the weaknesses of all concerned. How acutely it strained the nerves and tested the strength of 

endurance till it all blew-off [up]! What a game! What a leela! And what an experience! 

Baba spent the night at Bindra House and left Poona for Ahmednagar on Sunday, 28 

February, with Gulmai, Khorshed Damania and Adi Sr. in Sarosh’s Chevrolet. Sayyed (driver) 

drove Kaka and Gustadji in the Ford. Baba had lunch at Akbar Press and then went to Khushru 

Quarters, before arriving at Meherabad at 8:30 P.M. After discussing matters with the mandali for 

half an hour, Baba walked up the hill and went into seclusion in the Dome (Tomb). Starting the 

next day, he began fasting on tea without milk taken two times a day, in the morning and evening. 

From the 2nd of March, two men mandali, each by turn, were asked to fast for 24 hours with him. 

Baba would meet only certain members of the mandali, whom he would call up for work. 

Kaka, Gustadji and Baidul, however, stayed on the hill with him, attending to his needs during his 

week-long seclusion. During the last few days of the seclusion, Baba called Sailor, Pendu, Chhagan 

and Murli every evening at five o’clock to play cards and asked them to tell funny stories and jokes, 

also. 

Baba broke his fast at midnight between the 6th and 7th of March, with a cup of orange 

juice. He remarked, “Hereafter, no more seclusion. I will come out publicly for darshan as often as 

required.” 



Baba came down the hill at 9:30 Sunday morning, 7 March, and had a cup of amsul dal and 

coffee at the mandali’s quarters. In the afternoon he ate a bowl of vegetable soup. The next day, 

Baba went to see a comedy with the mandali at Sarosh Cinema. At 2:30 P.M., after the show was 

over, most of the mandali returned to Meherabad, while Baba visited Gulmai at Khushru Quarters. 

He returned to Meherabad in the evening at seven o’clock. 

 

In response to a fervent appeal from his lovers in Sholapur and Barsi, Baba accepted an 

invitation to visit there to give darshan. He left Meherabad by car on 9 March 1943 at 6:30 A.M. 

with Gulmai, Adi Sr., Amir and Sarosh in his car. He went to Baba House and sorted out Memo’s 

estate and then stayed at Bindra House in Poona until 4:45 p.m. Kaka and Adi Sr. left with the 

luggage by the evening train, and Baba, Eruch, Gustadji and Baidul joined them at Dhond, having 

been driven there by Sarosh. Baba gave darshan to his lovers at the station in Dhond in the quarters 

of a railway guard who had lovingly made preparations for Baba’s arrival. Baba and the group then 

boarded the train. Jalbhai and Pappa Jessawala had traveled by train to Dhond from Poona to reserve 

a third class compartment. 

At the Kurduwadi railway station, a throng of followers had collected to see Baba, and he 

lovingly gave his blessings to all. Baba and the mandali continued their journey and reached 

Sholapur at 11:45 P.M., where they were taken to Gadekar’s small house. After a meal was served, 

Gadekar’s family had Baba’s darshan. It was 3:00 A.M. before Baba and the mandali went to rest 

in Dr. Kotni’s bungalow next to Gadekar’s, which had been arranged for Baba and the mandali. 

After Baba had announced that he would be coming to Sholapur, Ghani, Pandoba, Babadas 

and Anna 104 had been sent in advance to see to arrangements. Besides their main duty of 

publicizing the event through handbills, posters and advertisements in front of movie theaters, 

Ghani, with the help of local workers, was appointed to explain to the reception committees at 

different spots the three important conditions attached to Baba’s visit: 

Visitors should not touch Meher Baba’s feet or prostrate themselves before him, even 

from a distance. 

No private interviews should be asked for. 

No material or worldly desires should be expressed by those coming for darshan. 

Pendu, Padri, Kalemama, Murli and Masaji arrived from Meherabad. Gadekar’s wife 

Gunatai arranged fine food for all, and Gadekar oversaw preparations for the darshan function. 

Many hundreds of people in the district had become acquainted with Meher Baba’s cause through 

work done by Gadekar. 

The actual darshan began at 9:00 A.M. on Wednesday, 10 March 1943. Baba gave darshan 

for two hours under a mandap that had been raised adjacent to Gadekar’s house. Then, stopping it 

for an hour, Baba bathed seven mad and masts, whom Babadas and Anna 104 had been instructed 

to bring. After their baths, Baba dressed them in new clothes and served them food. 

In the afternoon, from two to four o’clock, a qawaali program by Krishnarao was held to 

entertain the Master. During the program, some people came to see him for the first time. One 

devout Hindu was Mr. Varad, a trustee of the Siddheshwar temple, who requested Baba to give 

darshan to the devotees of the temple. Baba fixed seven o’clock that evening for the visit. He then 

resumed giving public darshan from four to seven in the evening. Thousands came in those three 

hours. Afterwards, Baba was taken to the Siddheshwar temple to meet the devotees there. 

The trustees of the temple received him in grand style. Baba spelled out to the Hindu priest 

there, “Lord Shiva himself has come to pray in your Shiva temple.” 

At one point during Baba’s stay in Sholapur, he made these statements: 

I am now like a stone which can be used in different ways. Use me either as a brick in the 

wall of your house, pollute me with refuse by using me as part of your W.C. [water closet; toilet] 

— or sanctify me with flowers on a pedestal as a holy idol. 



From now on, no more seclusions. I am prepared to meet all in public, even move about 

in processions. 

You and I are all equal. I have nothing [new] to give you. It is all with you, within you. 

The only difference is I can see it, whereas you cannot. What I have to do is to open your eyes. 

Then you will see it for yourself. 

After the temple darshan, Baba went to Rustom Nagarwala’s bungalow, where most of the 

Zoroastrians of Sholapur had gathered to pay their respects. He then went back to Gadekar’s house 

at eight o’clock, and met select workers of the Meher Spiritual Center of Sholapur for one hour. 

Baba explained some spiritual truths to them, commenting: 

When nothing upsets you, you are at the beginning of the Path. When you desire nothing, 

you are halfway on the Path. When nothing becomes everything, you are Perfect! 

Marwaris [businessmen] and atheists can realize God, but hypocrites cannot. 

In ordinary human beings, it is the body which controls the mind through attachments, 

requirements, cravings, and so forth. In advanced souls on the fifth and sixth planes, it is the mind 

that controls the body. In majzoobs, there being no mind, it is God that controls their bodies. But in 

Sadgurus, their mind being Universal Mind, it is God which controls both the mind and the body. 

Their Universal Mind automatically becomes the expression of God’s will. 

A bhajan program was held from 9:00 to 11:00 P.M., after which Baba retired for the night. 

The next morning, the 11th, Baba and the mandali proceeded 44 miles by car and buses to Barsi, 

where Pandoba and Babadas had made excellent preparations for the program. At ten o’clock, Baba 

was carried in an open horse-drawn, four-wheel carriage and paraded around the town for four 

hours accompanied by a band of musicians. He stopped briefly at the house of Maganlal Lakhani, 

a local devotee, and then was taken to bless a school and the newly opened Meher Baba Center at 

Barsi. The procession ended at the dak bungalow where Baba was to spend the day. 

Baba first bathed and fed seven poor destitutes (or mad persons) before the darshan started. 

Almost 5,000 people came. To a priest of the place, Baba commented, “I have ‘seen’ you all within 

a few minutes of my coming here. Now the question is how soon can you see me in my Real State?” 

Baba gave a short discourse, explaining that the Self exists in all; in Baba, the eyes are open and in 

others they are closed. “When the curtain of ignorance is lifted, there is light and one can see 

everywhere. With the eyes closed, one can only imagine the Reality and sense it. With the eyes 

open, one can see it, and there is no doubt or uncertainty.” 

As each went forward to receive prasad from him, spiritual music was being sung on the 

stage. Sailor Mama’s son-in-law, Homi, a photographer, took pictures. 

After lunch, during a break for rest in the afternoon, only two persons were granted a 

private interview. One was Mr. Kher and the other was a lawyer named Mr. Mahindraker who, 

despite holding a master’s degree in philosophy, was humble, sincere and devotional. Baba joked, 

“Those who claim to know the truth through philosophy should add a d to their degree making them 

M.A.D! Those in search of God should reverse their title from M.A. to A.M., as in I am God!” 

Krishnarao Qawaal gave a performance of ghazals and bhajans, followed by a kirtan 

program from 7:00 to 9:30 p.m. by Chopde Bua. Age was overjoyed. “The doors of the Beloved’s 

wineshop were flung open, and all imbibed the Wine of his presence according to their thirst. Those 

having no thirst received the awareness to create it; and thus, deep into the night, the program 

joyously continued.” 

Baba left Barsi about 10:30 p.m. and returned to Sholapur at midnight. A judge from 

Akkalkot (24 miles away), M. G. Bendre, had invited Baba to his house, and Baba went with the 

mandali at 6:00 A.M., early the next morning. Before leaving, Baba praised Gadekar and Gunatai: 

“I am very pleased with the love of both of you and the splendid arrangements you made for myself 

and the mandali. I wish you to continue, in my love, the work you are doing of spreading my name.” 

Baba then kissed Gadekar’s daughter Nalini and his son Digambar, and departed for Akkalkot. 



Gadekar had rented a large bungalow, known as Dr. Kotni’s house, in Sholapur for the 

function, since many lovers from Bombay and Poona had come and required accommodation. Baba 

advised Gadekar before leaving, “Don’t give up this bungalow for a year. I will pay the rent.” 

At the time, Gadekar could not fathom why Baba had suggested this, as his family was 

small and Dr. Kotni’s bungalow was certainly too large for them. But after Baba’s visit, more and 

more people kept coming for information about Baba, and thus a center with weekly meetings came 

into being in Sholapur. Only afterward did Gadekar understand why Baba had wished him to retain 

the bungalow. Baba had also remarked, “Keep the bungalow and I will come to visit occasionally.” 

Although Baba did come to Sholapur twice after this visit in 1943, he stayed at the dak bungalow 

at those times, not at Kotni’s. However, his presence was felt in Dr. Kotni’s house, as his lovers 

gathered in his name each week to sing his praises. 

After a year, Gadekar was transferred from Sholapur to Ahmednagar and Poona. Then he 

understood why Baba had said to rent the house only for a year. 

In Akkalkot, Bendre arranged a darshan program which many attended. The recent 

programs were the first public darshans Meher Baba had given in three years (and the first ever in 

Sholapur district), hence wherever he went the receptions were large and very loving. 

After the darshan in Akkalkot, Baba left by train at 8:45 A.M. for a mast trip to Vijayawada 

and other points in South India, traveling for seven days. The most significant contact was in 

Kottalanka, where Baba contacted Saiyid Ahmad Alishah, the spiritual chargeman of the area. 

Saiyid Ahmad was an aged, utterly naked mast and a virtual living skeleton. A mixture of jamali 

and jalali characteristics, this mast usually stayed and slept on the verandah of a Brahmin’s house. 

The Brahmin revered Saiyid Ahmad as a saint, and across from his house he built a dharamshala 

for those who came to worship the mast. 

When Baidul initially approached Saiyid Ahmad, he said, referring to Meher Baba’s 

presence in the town, “Rustom has come.” 

Saiyid Ahmad in turn replied, “No, a crow has come,” meaning, a friend was about to 

arrive. 

When Baidul stood up to leave, he touched the saint’s feet in a gesture of respect. Suddenly, 

Saiyid Ahmad likewise stood up and with great force hit Baidul in the stomach with his fist, telling 

him to sit down. For about a half an hour Baidul sat there, and then again stood up to go. Saiyid 

Ahmad gently said, “You are allowed to go, but promise to return.” 

Later that day, Baidul brought Baba to the Brahmin’s house to commune with Saiyid 

Ahmad. Before leaving, Baba gave Rs.20 to the Brahmin for a new mattress for Saiyid Ahmad to 

sleep on, and also for the purchase of perfumes, of which the saint was very fond. 

 

After this mast tour in South India, Baba returned to Mahabaleshwar on the evening of 19 

March 1943. As usual, Krishna and Venkoba Rao were the night watchmen outside of Valley View 

bungalow. One night a tiger came near the house. Krishna saw it but did not move from his position, 

though he was frightened. The tiger glowered menacingly. Krishna had a rifle with him.501 Just as 

he was about to take aim, Baba clapped. Krishna came inside and told Baba there was a tiger nearby. 

“Should I shoot it, Baba?” he asked. 

 

501 When Krishna sat inside Baba’s room, he was not to bring the rifle or long snake-killing stick inside, but 

only a flashlight.  



“Wait, I'll come,” gestured Baba. But Baba did not come for five minutes, by which time 

the tiger had stalked away. Baba motioned, “Now shoot.” Krishna fired in the direction taken by 

the tiger, but the bullet lodged in the trunk of a tree. 

Inside, Baba asked him, “Were you scared?” Krishna admitted that he was. “Don’t be,” 

gestured Baba. “The tiger won’t devour you. Why were you afraid?” Krishna could not explain. 

Teasing him, Baba remarked, “My burden would have been lessened had he eaten you!” 

After this incident, Baba instructed Krishna to sit in the Blue Bus during his watch, instead of 

unprotected out in the open.502 

Bhilar is a remote, jungle-like area between Mahabaleshwar and Panchgani. Baba, 

accompanied by Kalemama, Vishnu and Chanji, went to the village to see a place called Jalki’s 

Bungalow on 22 March. He had Kalemama rent it and ordered him to enclose the compound with 

bamboo matting to ensure privacy for the women.503 

Eruch arrived the next day and drove Baba and the women in the Blue Bus to Bhilar, so 

they could see the new bungalow. On the 24th he drove Baba and the women to Pratapgarh Fort in 

the bus. 

The following morning, Baba gave darshan in Mahabaleshwar to townspeople from the 

area at nine o’clock. Eruch returned to Poona after the darshan. A horse-drawn carriage and another 

mare were sent by Sarosh that day in a large open truck. Sidhu drove Baba in it from Union House 

to Valley View. Since Baba and the women were about to move to Bhilar, the horse and carriage 

were returned to Sarosh. 

Raosaheb saw Baba on the 29th, and then left with Chanji. 

Baba and all shifted to Bhilar on Wednesday, 31 March 1943, and Adi Sr. met him there 

the next day. Baba was to be away for most of April and May, arranging another meeting at 

Meherabad and contacting masts. As a pastime for the women who would be staying in Bhilar, 

three other horses were purchased — one for Mehera, one for Irene Billo and one for Mani, Meheru 

and Katie. Baba continued to meet only Mehera and Mani, but he removed the restrictions of not 

speaking between the groups of women. 

Mehera was not permitted to read or write. Since she had been fond of riding horses since 

childhood, Baba arranged this recreation for her in Bhilar. (And it was the chief reason he had 

shifted everyone to Bhilar, because where they were staying in Mahabaleshwar was not suitable for 

riding.) Rano would stand at one end of a field and Pilamai at the other. Once, when Katie was 

riding, the animal suddenly got frightened and began galloping away. Katie was terrified and called 

out Baba’s name. Rano ran after her and was able to stop the horse. Mani was once thrown from 

her horse, but was not injured. 

 

Previously, on 21 March 1943, Baba had informed his closest lovers that he wished them 

to come to Meherabad for a month, from 15 May to 15 June. But on 1 April, he shortened the period 

to five days, deciding instead to call them a second time, in August 1943, for a month. 

Most of those invited had already arranged everything regarding their jobs and families. 

Now that the plan was changed, they had to make the same arrangements again for the month of 

August. This was to prove a great test for them. 

In his circular of 1 April 1943, Baba wrote to them: 

In view of the difficulties possible, regarding the time, occasion and circumstances for the 

mandali (who are in any case ready to obey at any cost), and also taking into consideration my 

 
502 Sarosh had had the Blue Bus overhauled and was plying it in Ahmednagar. It was given to Baba to use 

during his stay at Mahabaleshwar. 
503 Separate quarters for the mandali were arranged nearby. 



work with you all and for the world to coincide with my manifestation, I have finally decided that 

you should be present in Meherabad on 15th May for five days only. During this time I will instruct 

you how to be ready for the realization and manifestation of ideals in the month of August. Then 

you are to go back to your places and join me for one full month from the 1st of August to the 30th 

of August. 

Naturally, you will be inconvenienced by having to rearrange your affairs and to readjust 

what you now must have already adjusted. But every kind of inconvenience, small or big, now or in 

the future, has to be faced earnestly, according to your having agreed to obey at any sacrifice. 

In short, you should be in Meherabad on May 15th for six [sic] days, and on August 1st 

for one month. During your six days’ stay at Meherabad you will ask me no questions, but listen to 

my instructions, which will be clear and precise. 

Acknowledge this letter immediately at Meherabad address. 

Age explains: “The Master’s change of plans was a necessary, beneficial step for his lovers. 

It was a lesson in being ready to obey the Master and being indifferent to worldly attachments. Out 

of the instability surrounding Meher Baba’s activities came inner stability, as due to his constant 

change of plans, the mind was focused more and more on him, and less and less on the binding 

entanglements of the material world.” 

Gadekar and P. N. Limkar brought Krishnarao and his group to perform again for Baba on 

Saturday, 3 April 1943 from 4:00 to 8:00 p.m. The next day, Adi Sr. drove Baba to Meherabad to 

begin planning for the meeting. (Don met them briefly in Poona on their way.) A feast on the 

evening of the 5th in honor of Baba’s mother Memo was arranged at Meherabad by Pendu 

according to Baba’s instructions. A large meeting of the mandali was held on the 6th. Baba spoke 

to Manek Mehta (who had attended the December meeting) about doing his work and avoiding the 

“greatest pitfall of self-conscious superiority” while carrying it out. Deshmukh saw Baba on the 7th 

and discussed plans for visits to Delhi, Agra and Jabalpur. Ghani and Sailor Mama’s family saw 

Baba at Meherabad the following day. 

On 9 April, Baba left in Sarosh’s car with Kaka, Adi Sr., Gustadji, Baidul and Chanji on a 

tour of Poona, Bombay, Surat and Jalgaon to contact masts.504 As Baba, for his own reasons, did 

not wish to step in Bombay proper, he was driven from Bandra to Kurla railway station. Since there 

were many passengers waiting at the station, he went on to Borivli, where there was less chance of 

him being recognized, and he boarded a train from there. 

A week later, at the conclusion of his mast work, Baba returned to Meherabad on 17 April. 

Baba remained there for two days, discussing the upcoming meeting, and then left on the 20th to 

visit Mehera and Mani in Bhilar. 

The women’s bungalow in Bhilar was surrounded by tall grass on all sides. Walu would 

cut it and burn it to prevent snakes from coming near. One day, when she was doing this, a violent 

whirlwind began blowing and the grass caught fire. Walu was trapped and shouted Baba’s name. 

The women came running and extinguished the fire. Despite being in the midst of the blaze, Walu 

was unharmed, due to Baba’s nazar. 

Another day, in the dry summer weather while Baba was away, the forest in Bhilar caught 

fire, and the force of the wind brought it near their bungalow. Krishna and Venkoba Rao were 

trying to put out the fire, but it was of little use against the strength with which the fire was raging 

nearby. Rano, Margaret and Kitty tied scarves around their mouths and joined the effort, beating 

back the flames with green tree branches. It was no use. The fire was reaching such proportions 

that the whole bungalow was about to be razed to the ground. All began calling to Baba for help, 

and, miraculously, the winds suddenly subsided, and the women and Krishna and Venkoba 

managed to contain the flames. 

After Baba arrived and was informed about the incident, he asked Krishna, “Did you get 

burned?” 

 
504 Pendu and Chhagan joined them for part of the tour, and were then sent to Gujarat and Benares.  



“Not much,” he said. “A little here and there.” 

Baba remarked to him, “Had you gotten burned I would have felt happy.” 

Kitty was supervising the kitchen and had Baba’s order not to let any food go to waste. She 

was daily ordering fresh bread from the market, but each day some would be left over. One day 

Kitty collected the stale bread and made bread pudding. No one liked the dish, so there was a lot 

left over. She wondered what she should do with it. Baba’s order was not to waste anything, so she 

could not throw it away. Failing to find a solution, Kitty sat down and consumed the dish herself 

in four hours, thus carrying out her Master’s wish. 

During this period, as mentioned, Baba was not meeting any of the women except Mehera 

and Mani. But for the upcoming meeting at Meherabad, he wished two charts prepared, and so he 

called Rano one day, explained all the points to her, and she started drawing the charts. 

Margaret was sharing Rano’s room, and her job was to correspond with the West. Baba’s 

“birds” in America and Europe were eager for word from India, and so Margaret was sending them 

news regularly of Baba’s activities. But when Rano began making the charts, Baba would come to 

her room to see them, or to explain some point, and at that time, Margaret was told to leave. 

One day Baba came to inspect Rano’s work, and heeding prior instructions, Margaret left 

before his arrival. Baba examined the charts and then sent Rano to bring Margaret back, motioning 

to her not to tell Margaret he was still there. Margaret walked in and, seeing Baba, was startled. 

“Rano, why didn’t you tell me Baba was here?” she demanded. 

Baba laughed, “Don’t worry, I myself called you.” 

Rano was, of course, delighted that, due to the charts, she had occasion to see Baba. Some 

days later, however, Baba stopped coming to inspect the work, and Rano had no further chance of 

seeing him. Once, when she could not follow an intricate point, she wrote her difficulty to Baba 

and sent the note through Nilu. But Baba still did not call her or go to her room; he simply dictated 

a note in return through Nilu. 

Babadas and Vishnu arrived in Bhilar on 22 April 1943, with Deshmukh. Don had been 

drafted into the Indian Army’s medical service, and, whenever he had leave, he would visit Baba. 

Baba would also write to him. At one point during the war, Baba sent Don this poem:  

The war news is bad. 

The world seems to go mad. 

But don’t at all be sad 

You know who turns the key — be glad! 

On the 24th, Don came to Bhilar in the afternoon for a one-day visit. The next morning, 

conversing with Don about the war, Baba dictated from his alphabet board: 

There is all this noise about the war, and here it is about my work. My work will assume 

double the momentum from August onwards, when it truly begins. I hold the key to everything, and 

as I turn it, things will happen. It is the Master Key. 

There will be a great slaughter in India between the Hindus and Muslims. Stabbings, 

shootings and killings will be the order of the day, and even women and children won’t escape 

them. Rail traffic and transportation will be disrupted. Trains will be looted and derailed, due to 

sabotage on a gigantic scale. There will be great carnage. Japan will try and attack Bengal and other 

parts of the country with their naval armaments. (Half of Bengal would rather join Japan.) 

All this chaos in India will dwarf the developments in Europe and America. Germany is 

not going to be easily defeated even if Tunisia falls. The worst aspect of the war will manifest in 

August. 

Russia is not on friendly terms with America and England, who want to crush her, as they 

fear Russia like Frankenstein! Stalin knows this, and because he is now busy fighting Germany, he 

keeps quiet and pretends friendship with America and England. But when the time comes, he will 

assert himself. Although Russia will not join with Germany, it will neither be in union with the 

Allies. 



It is a pity. Stalin hates all three — Germany, England and America. Russia’s friendship 

with Japan is significant. The Japanese are cunning from the very beginning. 

All this will take more years to subside and finally come to a settlement. 

Curiously, it was reported in the newspaper that Churchill, while speaking to a group of 

coal-miners, had remarked in hindsight about Hitler’s mistake in not invading Britain in 1940: “I 

have a feeling sometimes that some ‘guiding hand’ had interfered. I have a feeling that we had a 

Guardian because we serve a great cause and that we shall have that Guardian so long as we serve 

that cause faithfully.” 

Chanji noted, “However unconsciously spoken by the speaker, they literally describe an 

aspect of the Divine Plan, as explained Baba.” 

While the meeting was going on with Don, Deshmukh, Babadas and D. G. Shahastrabudhe 

arrived and joined the meeting.505 Baba spent most of the day with the mandali until four in the 

afternoon. He was in an exceptionally good mood and commended them: 

I am extremely happy when I see men like Don. What a spirit of self-sacrifice and 

selflessness in giving up everything, everyone so near and dear, and while serving the government, 

dedicating all to me. What sacrifice and service could be greater? That is what makes me happy 

with my men [mandali]. They are men [heroes] in the real sense of the word. 

The time is very near when these special selected ones — 24 of them — will have the 

highest experience, as also others of the circle. 

Baba also met Rupamai and Dina Talati, who had come for the day, and were permitted to 

spend the night before returning to Bombay. 

Other visitors included Mani H. Mehta, the son of a prominent Bahai leader, and a few 

other Bahais. Mehta had met Vishnu in the bazaar, and expressed a keen desire to meet Meher 

Baba. Vishnu explained that Baba was not meeting outsiders, but suggested they take a chance, as 

Baba was at the mandali’s bungalow that day. They went and Baba granted them darshan for a 

moment. Mehta asked Baba in a challenging tone why he had come to Panchgani, and Baba replied, 

“There is no need to explain now. You will understand and come to know in the future. I will 

explain things then.” 

Sidhu came to Bhilar with Mohammed Mast, so that Baba could work with him. Sidhu’s 

main duty in Meherabad consisted in looking after Mohammed and he continued this important 

work until he died. 

On the night of 28 April, Sidhu went out into the jungle to move his bowels. Bhilar was 

situated in the midst of thick jungles and was infested with tigers. As Sidhu was squatting with his 

pants down, a tiger came right up to him out of the dark. Its eyes burned and it began growling at 

him. Sidhu wanted to shout Baba’s name but his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. He was so 

scared, he began perspiring and then he fainted. 

At that moment, Baba sent Krishna to give Sidhu a message. Sidhu was not in his room 

and Krishna informed Baba. Baba instructed him to tell the mandali to go out into the jungle with 

lanterns to find him. Chhagan, Nilu, Vishnu and Masaji, armed with clubs and carrying kerosene 

lanterns, left to look for Sidhu. When they found him, the tiger ran away. Sidhu was so frightened 

he could not utter a word. With difficulty, they lifted him up. But his legs were shaking so much 

he couldn’t even stand. They helped him walk back to the mandali’s quarters and after an hour he 

managed one halting sentence: “Baba ... saved ... me!” 

 

505 Shahastrabudhe owned a guest house in Mahabaleshwar and supplied food for the mandali when Baba 

was there. He believed deeply in Baba.  



On Saturday, 1 May 1943, Adi Sr. drove Baba from Bhilar to Meherabad. Chanji 

accompanied them to Poona and left from there for Bombay. Adi Jr. came with them from Poona. 

Two miles from Meherabad, Adi’s car had a flat, and Baba had to wait under a tree for an hour 

until help came from Sarosh Motor Works. Baba returned to Bhilar on the 5th of May in Sarosh’s 

car, but was back in Meherabad two days later to supervise final preparations for the meeting. 

Baba again drove back to Bhilar on 8 May, but returned to Meherabad three days later on 

the 11th, after seeing Eruch in Poona en route. Kaka arrived in Meherabad the next day from 

Bombay. (Also on the 12th, the German army surrendered at Tunisia, and almost 300,000 prisoners 

were taken.) 

Baba rested during the afternoon on 13 May 1943 on Padri’s cot in the hall at lower 

Meherabad, remarking that it was too hot in his Tin Cabin on the hill. He called the mandali and 

there was some singing. Anna 104 read out portions of the Gita and some Urdu poetry was also 

read from Ghani’s book. As it was being read, Ghani arrived, as did Dr. Deshmukh and Babadas. 

Baba was in a fine mood and dictated on the board: 

There are three ways in which the Avatar teaches: 

a) In ordinary language, for the masses who follow the shariat [custom] and ritual of their 

religion, so that they can understand. 

b) In language both ordinary and mystical, for the few advanced souls. 

c) In language wholly mystical, for the circle. 

Zoroaster gave the masses shariat, as in those days they could well understand good 

thoughts, good words and good deeds. He did not say in clear words: “Act and don’t care about the 

result” — since they would not have been able to accept it. So Zoroaster said the same thing, but in 

a different way. 

Muhammad said: “Keep engrossed in action alone. If you act well, you will go to heaven; 

if you act evilly, you will go to hell.” 

Krishna said: “Act, but do not care for the results. Dedicate them to me.” — Why? 

Because the atmosphere then was full of warring spirits. 

Jesus also said: “Act, but in the spirit of sacrifice.” 

All these teachings given by the Avatars were according to the exigencies of the times 

then prevailing. 

Sailor Mama’s son-in-law Homi Manekji Paghriwala was a photographer, whom Baba had 

helped (giving him Rs.500 to purchase a camera and Rs.100 per month for some time). He and his 

wife Jeannie had stayed at Meherabad and were now living in a house in Ahmednagar, with their 

son. Baba visited the family on 13 May (after he visited Akbar Press and Khushru Quarters). 

Records were played and Baba was photographed. 

For the gathering, Pendu, being the manager of Meherabad, was expert in arranging for the 

pandal and looking after the necessities of such a program. Padri was experienced in engineering 

and was in charge of the water supply and lighting arrangements. Masaji and Chhagan were the 

cooks. Adi Sr. was to look after the guests’ arrival and departure transportation and to read Baba’s 

dictation on the alphabet board during the program. 

From all over India, 125 men gathered in Meherabad on Friday, 14 May 1943, including 

28 from Pophali Pleader’s Saoner group and 15 from the Jap Mandal of Bombay, led by their 

president, Manek Mehta. Don was also able to get leave and come (but he arrived on the evening 

of the 15th, and missed the first day’s proceedings). Only those who had sworn complete obedience 

and who were ready to work in the Master’s cause attended the meeting. 

As the men arrived on the 14th, Baba began seeing them individually. As Age recorded, 

“Baba was in his happiest mood, his features blooming like a rose! His eyes emitted sparks of light, 

gladdening the hearts of all who had come. Before this happiness, the joy of heaven is nothing. 

Heaven’s delight is circumscribed by chains of gold, and the suffering of hell with chains of iron. 

From the spiritual standpoint, heaven and hell’s bondage are both imaginary and can never open 

the doors to emancipation. But at Meherabad, this happiness was leading men on the path to the 

Beyond, detaching them from all types of happiness and pain, for their Beloved.” 



The lovers were housed in lower Meherabad, and Baba spent the nights on Meherabad Hill, 

sleeping in his crypt (or the Tin Cabin). The heat at Meherabad was intense during May, and the 

lovers were to observe a partial fast of one meal a day with tea during their five-day stay. 

On Saturday, 15 May 1943, Baba addressed all collectively. They gathered on the platform 

outside the Tomb at 7:30 P.M. At times, Baba would crack jokes, give discourses, or listen to ghazals 

and funny stories from those assembled. 

In the Saoner group was a man named Ragho Patel. Baba asked him, “Would you offer 

your neck to me? Would you sacrifice your life for me?” 

Ragho was dumbfounded by the question and gazed at his leader, Pophali. He said to him, 

“Pophali Saheb, you have brought me here for darshan, and Baba wants my throat! What will 

happen to my wife and children?” 

There was a burst of laughter, and Baba smilingly asked again, “Are you afraid of death?” 

“What if I am?” he replied. “When I have a wife and children to look after ...” 

“To die is not easy,” Baba spelled out to him. “Thousands and thousands die daily, but it 

is not dying! Dying should be such that it is complete death; then it becomes Life Eternal.” 

“If I offer my neck in your cause, would you keep me alive eternally?” 

“When you are worried about your wife and children, how can you offer your neck?” 

“I am ready, now, Baba.” 

“Quite ready?” 

“I offer you my neck — slash it! I don’t care now if you keep me alive or not.” 

“Now, you have become very brave,” Baba chuckled. 

Baba then asked Anna 104 to recite some shlokas from the Gita, which he did. Baba 

explained their meaning in English and his remarks were translated into Hindi by Ghani. When 

Deshmukh was asked to render them into Marathi, he looked confused and kept staring at Baba. 

He was befuddled and seemed unaware of what was happening around him! 

When told again to give out the Marathi version, Deshmukh looked as if he had just been 

awakened from sleep. He could not do the translation, since he had not listened properly nor could 

he remember what was said. 

Baba remarked about Deshmukh: “Here is a man who has both head and heart which is a 

very rare combination in any disciple. He writes my articles [discourses] in the [Meher Baba] 
Journal from the points I dictate, and writes them well, as you all know. But now in my presence 

he is so lost in love that he looks like a mast!” 

Focusing on the main subject, Baba observed: 

Dr. Ghani and Dr. Deshmukh have both grasped and assimilated the points in the Divine 

Theme chart so well that there is nothing left for me to explain. However, I will make it so clear 

and easy that you will feel that you have got God in your grip. You will feel as if He is in your 

hands by intellectual conviction. So all must come fully prepared to listen to a three-hour 

explanation tomorrow. 

Every one of you must be here on August 1st for one month. Don’t miss the August 

opportunity or you will miss an “august” opportunity. 

I want 25 men who can, under proper circumstances, fast on water for seven days from 

the 25th to the 31st of July. By proper circumstances, I mean the person should be free of any 

responsibility. Otherwise, Dr. Ghani would say it would make his wife weep, and that would hinder 

my work. 

In short, I want those who can fast freely and undisturbed. Either fast or keep silence. 

Even if you were to fast for 40 years, you would never be able to realize God. Otherwise, every 

dumbbell in the world would be God-realized! Adi Sr. has remained on water for 28 days. Pilamai 

of Karachi has lived on water for 31 days, and throughout the time was active in performing her 

household duties. Only when I sent an order from here did she begin taking food. Kitty and Ernest 

[her brother] lived on water in London for 40 days, and similarly others. 



But all this fasting or silence has nothing to do with God or even the Path. The reason for 

this is, as you will know tomorrow, that good and bad both are binding. Not eating binds just as 

well as eating. In short, fasting and not fasting are both binding. God is beyond both. He is even 

beyond hope. 

Why do you fast? With some hope, of course, whether it is material or spiritual. The fact 

is that the very thought of fasting or beginning a fast is binding. One fasts either because one is ill 

or has no appetite. None could be prepared to fast without a motive. Even if you think of fasting to 

death, that thought of fasting itself is a binding. “I will fast to death to see God!” That thought is 

always there. But only a very few rare souls can see God by such a threat. It is heroic but very rare. 

I want 25 men to fast for seven days, primarily for my work in August. 

Selecting 25 individuals was difficult with 50 raising their hands, but Baba managed in a 

good-humored way. It was a surprise to all that Ghani, who always grumbled at the mention of a 

fast, was the last man to raise his hand. Baba praised him and smilingly remarked, “You are worthy 

of being my childhood friend.” Baba then embraced him and directed him to sit with those not 

fasting. Ghani was accepted, but was not to be among the “fasters.” 

Thus, embracing 15 to 20 more men, Baba ordered them not to fast, although he expressed 

his pleasure at their offer and preparedness to do so. Amidst jokes and laughter, he selected the 25 

persons and instructed them as follows: 

You may begin the fast at your respective places from July 25. Come to Meherabad on 

the 31st and, by taking milk on August 1st, break the fast in my presence. I will hand you the milk 

myself. 

Now we shall talk of the program tomorrow. You will find me full of humor because I 

know that if I were in your place, I would have loved a God who laughed and joked and not one 

who was dry and dull. I would love that God who would even kill smilingly! Even if He were to 

take your life He would do so laughingly! 

Tomorrow will be a very busy day for you because of the tight schedule, and the 17th and 

18th will also be difficult. The circulars have been kept ready, which I will explain in detail 

tomorrow. 

Tomorrow, the 16th, will be Meher-raj-ki Raat — the Night of Significance. 

The 17th will be Katla-ki Raat — the Night of Suffering. 

The 18th will be Karbala — the Night of Slaughter. 

The 19th will be the Night of God — of celebration and feasting. 

Ordinarily, it sounds easy, but when I tell you in detail tomorrow, you will find it 

difficult. I will explain tomorrow about the silence, seclusion and meditation. 

Before everyone dispersed, the circular of typed instructions that Baba had mentioned was 

handed to all. 

They were: 

The following instructions, if carried out wholeheartedly by you, will [allow] you to help 

my work of spiritualizing the world. They are not to be treated like long-established sermons, read, 

heard and forgotten. They are not to be understood in the light of philosophical slogans preached 

merely for the sake of preaching. They are simple, eternal truths which I want all of you to try your 

utmost to live. 

The instructions are: 

1. Amidst all your duties and attachments, let the background of all your thoughts be only 

the one thought that: “God alone is real, and all else is illusion.” 

2. Infuse into others the idea that the ultimate goal of all life is to know God in His true, 

infinite aspect. 

3. Think less of yourself and more of others by trying to make others happy, even if you 

have to suffer for it. 

4. Learn for yourself, and teach others that recognition of God’s will means not to 

complain of your lot; that control of the mind means not to be upset by misfortunes; that loving all 

as children of the same One God means not to be jealous of anyone and not to hurt the feelings of 

anyone. 

Now listen very carefully: 

The period of one month, beginning from May 15, 1943 and ending on June 14, 1943, is 

the most important period of my spiritual mission. During this whole month, I want every one of 

you to follow, literally, the following: 



1. Observe strict celibacy, even if you are married. 

2. Do not attend cinemas. 

3. Do not go to theaters and concerts. 

4. Do not attend parties. 

5. Avoid entertainments. 

6. The first thing every morning is to say a sincere prayer from you to God to make you 

understand Him and His Will. 

 

All were up at 6:30 A.M. on Sunday, 16 May 1943 and had tea at 7:30 A.M. Baba held more 

interviews for two hours, from 8:00 to 10:00 A.M. 

The gathering assembled before him at 10:00 A.M. and Baba inquired, “Did you sleep well 

last night? I ask this because you all have to be awake and attentive tonight for three hours, from 

7:30 to 10:30 P.M.” 

All replied that they had slept well, and Baba continued at length: 

Now, listen. I want all to observe silence on the 18th for twelve hours in such a way that 

it equals silence for 1,200 days! This silence must be both within and without — internal as well as 

external. External silence is easy, but the internal is difficult. 

Now, what do I mean by internal silence? It means you must silence your mind for twelve 

hours. When you speak with the tongue, it is speech. When the lips are sealed, it is external silence. 

Now, the mind too has a tongue of its own with which it talks. The continual working of the mind 

is like the mind continually talking. The very creation of a thought is like speaking internally. 

Hence the “lips” of the mind must be sealed. 

Keeping the mind silent for twelve hours is equal to not thinking at all with the mind for 

twelve hours. But the mind does not stop thinking for even twelve seconds! If anyone can 

consciously keep the mind’s thoughts silent for even twelve seconds, he would achieve a very 

advanced spiritual state. 

You feel blank at times for a moment or more, but that does not mean the mind’s working 

has stopped. To stop the mind from thinking, or to make it think and concentrate on one thought, 

are both equal. If the mind cannot be stopped from thinking, the best remedy is to try to engage it 

by concentrating on one particular object. 

If you really from the bottom of your heart wish, as I want you to, to gain in August not 

only the experience but also the knowledge to work for me in the future, then do tomorrow and on 

the 18th as I tell you. 

From seven in the morning to seven in the evening, observe silence externally. Each of 

you should sit at a distance of six to seven feet from one another, and try not to think of anything 

except what I will explain to you tonight on the chart. To drive away thoughts means not to 

entertain or encourage other irrelevant thoughts. 

Just imagine that you are on a special watch duty to guard yourself against grave danger 

to your very life. This “guard” means watching over unexpected and sudden attacks from deadly 

enemies who are determined to kill you. During that time, you have to keep on reproducing in your 

mind all that I will tell and explain to you tonight. If during this process other thoughts, like 

enemies, intervene, you have to be on guard and, because of these, try to stop and eject them. It is 

no ordinary meditation during these twelve hours. Just imagine how alert you would have to be 

under these conditions. Keep yourself like this. 

On the 18th, the external silence will begin from 7:00 A.M., lasting till 8:30 A.M. Then 

the internal silence commences from 8:30 A.M. to 11:30 A.M., which is more difficult, and again 

from 3:00 to 6:00 P.M. You can go up the hill to a quiet spot to sit in solitude during this silence if 

you want. This silence is not like the internal silence of the yogis, nor is it for you. It is for my 

work. You can move about for nature’s call, et cetera, but with the continuity of the same central 

thought maintained. It is not necessary for you to sit apart during the ordinary external silence. But 

it is specially necessary for the internal silence. It is for this reason that I said that the day after 

tomorrow, the 18th, is the day of Karbala, when the suffering will be at its greatest, and the test the 

severest. 

The existence of this whole phenomenal world is all due to your mind. It all exists 

because your mind works. Once the mind stops, the world of phenomena ceases to be. So, you will 

have to win this battle on the 18th. Such an occasion will not come again. We shall see which of 

you are prepared to observe this. 



This program of work has a great spiritual importance and significance. This one day’s 

work, if done from the depth of your heart sincerely, will be equal to 50 years of tapas [penances, 

austerities] and fasts done by a saint, because the Avatar of the Age himself wants you to 

participate in his work for the world. And this is now the culmination of the work he has been 

doing for you. 

So what I want to impress upon you all is to do it with love and without fear of failing. If 

you do it conscientiously, there will be no failing because it is I who makes you do it, and it is I 

who takes upon myself the responsibility. You are not to concern yourself with the result; 

otherwise, if you were to do it yourself of your own accord, it would be a very laborious process. 

You have to keep this thought predominant in your mind: “I have to do it for Baba, and not for my 

individual advancement.” 

Spiritual singing was then held until noon, and lunch was served at 2:00 P.M. It was the 

only meal of the day because of the partial fast. 

That night, Baba gave his company to the men from 7:30 to 9:30 P.M., on the platform 

outside his Tomb. Those at the darshan sat on the ground on a carpet, and Baba sat on his gaadi on 

the platform. 

Thereupon, he stated: 

Now, while you are thinking of the [Divine Theme] chart, its explanation, figure, color, et 

cetera, if, in spite of your efforts, other thoughts do intervene, what will you do? You have to try 

not to let them, not with fear but with love for Baba. If you have these thoughts, don’t despair that 

you have failed and are unable to observe internal silence. You can’t keep your mind free of 

thoughts, even for twelve seconds. That I know. 

Just continue putting up a fight with all these thoughts — whether you win or the 

thoughts win, this is not the point at issue. It is no concern of yours. You have just to put up a fight, 

sincerely and continuously. And my key will turn in such a way that you will really get various 

thoughts! It is because I want you to fight the battle and win. 

You have simply to concentrate on the chart, the explanation, figure and colors which 

will automatically enable you to keep your mind away from other thoughts. Where is the question 

of a fight if you don’t get other thoughts? And, for my own reasons, I want you to keep on fighting 

mentally during these hours. 

Don’t lose without a fight. Don’t take defeat lying down without fighting against the 

strongest of thoughts. 

Here, Baba called up two men from the gathering, a strong, stout person and the other, 

Feram Workingboxwala, quite the opposite — lean and weak. Pointing to them, he explained: 

Look at these two men. One is quite strong and big, and the other quite weak. If the weak 

one is afraid of his opponent’s appearance and gives up the game, the other wins without a fight. 

And in this there is no credit. But if the weakling, in spite of his lean figure, is spirited enough to 

face his opponent, however strong, he will at least give a good fight. 

So you have not to despair, but to give a strong fight. Picture Feram [the weakling] 

fighting an enemy who does not exist. That would be like waving his fists in the air! It is 

foolishness — madness. So, for a fight, there must be an opponent. The more formidable a foe, the 

more spirited the fight, and the more creditable the victory and result. So continue with the fight of 

mental reaction without fear.506 

 

All gathered at 7:30 A.M. on Monday, 17 May 1943 to hear Baba’s explanation of the 

Divine Theme chart: 

You have to follow this very carefully since it is most important. You have to ponder 

over it tomorrow during the internal silence. The explanations in Urdu, Gujarati and Marathi will be 

given again later by the concerned persons, with the aid of the chart. Much of this has already been 

told to you by me in bits and pieces, but now it has all been collected, and I will tell you the whole 

story. 

 
506 In the war, the British R.A.F. had heavily bombed dams in the German Ruhr Valley (on 16 May 1943), 

causing great flooding and devastation. 



Deshmukh then read out the Marathi translation, which Baba had already dictated. 

Deshmukh would read aloud, and intermittently Baba would clarify certain points. At one point, 

Baba stopped him and spelled out, “When we say ‘ages’ it is wrong. In Infinity there is no age. 

There is absolutely nothing like ‘ages.’ But in duality, we have to say that time exists.” 

When Deshmukh had finished, Baba began his explanation by stating: “Today, let us begin 

by saying that only God exists. If there is something beyond God, that too is God, and so every one 

of you is within God.” 

Deshmukh read out the foreword to the chart, and Baba said: “I have already explained all 

this before, but today I will throw more light on it and make it clear.” 

He drew this diagram on the blackboard: 

 

When I was a teacher for 25 days in Nargol [during 1915], I had drawn this diagram. I 

remember it well. 

Before listening to the explanation of the chart, fix your attention to this one point for a 

moment. Because of these covers [of the mind and body], the drop does not see the Ocean. 

Now what happens? The body drops, but the mind remains. And when the body drops, its 

impressions immediately manifest, trying to spread themselves and assume a new body. They want 

expression through the body, and so another body comes into existence which is made up of these 

impressions. 

Thus, with the dropping of every form, the sanskaras want to take another body. If these 

sanskaras are crooked — meaning, evil — the body is also crooked — diseased, for example. If the 

sanskaras are bad, the body suffers pain; if they are good, the mind is happy. 

So long as the mind is there, the impressions also will be there and, with these, the body 

also. The soul won’t see God until the sanskaras are finished. Dropping of the body is therefore of 

no avail, but if the mind goes, then there are no sanskaras left. They disappear. But the paradox is 

that the body’s falling and sanskaras asking for another body (to spend themselves) help the soul 

gradually to gain self consciousness for the drop to see the Ocean — the Oversoul. 

Then what is required? The mind must go; then alone can these impressions gathered 

automatically disappear. Then the body — the drop soul — sees the Ocean. This was the original 

state of God. But at that time the atma [soul] was sleeping with its eyes closed. 

Baba closed his eyes; then opened them and continued his dictation. 

Now the eyes are opened because the veil of the mind and body has disappeared. 

If you listen carefully, your eyes will open too! 

Baba signaled to Deshmukh to proceed with the main points about the explanation of the 

Divine Theme chart.507 After some time, Baba pointed to a large drawing of the chart and stated: 

 

507 See Chart IX in God Speaks, 2nd edition, p. 224. 



This soul — start from “A” — has to become “Z,” God. In truth, both are the same — the 

One. But for this “A” to become “Z,” it has to go through the evolution, reincarnation and 

Realization processes. 

Now, what is represented on the chart? Red represents sanskaras, blue represents 

consciousness. “S” represents the Soul. What you will find from “A” to “Z” about the red and blue, 

is that the red and the blue both go on increasing until the human form. 

But in the Realization process, what do you see? The red gradually decreases, the blue 

remains the same and in the “Z” state the red completely disappears, leaving only the blue. That 

means that up to the human form, during the evolution and reincarnation processes, the sanskaras 

increase, but so also does consciousness. And in the Realization process, the sanskaras gradually 

decrease and only consciousness remains. 

Again, pointing to the chart, Baba continued: 

The winding of sanskaras is shown like this, and the thread begins from here. The 

unwinding process is shown in this way. From “A” is the winding process. This represents seven 

stages of “descent,” and “Z” shows the ascent [involution], although both appear quite the reverse 

on the chart. 

Now, pay attention to this. All these are souls, but in different forms like stone, metal, 

vegetable, animal, et cetera. The corresponding forms are shown above. Remember what I tell you 

now. All these forms and worlds in reality do not exist. What exists is only jivatma [individual 

souls] and Paramatma. Both are the same. But for the sake of explanation, we take this as jivatma, 

and that as Paramatma. Though they appear absolutely different, in fact, they are one and the same. 

Gadekar was fully engrossed in what Baba was saying and Ghani was laughing at him. 

Thereupon, Baba remarked: 

It should be like that. We should go through all this smilingly; if not, it becomes tedious. 

What do you have to try to grasp from this chart? First, listen carefully. It is very simple. 

Suppose this is the Ocean [Paramatma]. We are all atmas [souls] in it, and our bodies are 

bubbles. They are infinite drops in the ocean. Does even one drop differ from the ocean? No. But in 

the ordinary ocean bubbles appear on the surface. In this Ocean [Paramatma], they do not. The 

bubbles are there, but inside the Ocean. 

In the beginning, the Ocean was quite calm and absolutely rippleless. By the urge of the 

lahar [original whim], like a breeze, bubbles were created. 

But, in this Ocean of Paramatma, that lahar and also the “urge” are both inside the ocean. 

So their movements cannot create waves. This is the reason why no movements appear on the 

surface. Keep this point very clear in your minds. 

There is another important point to be clearly understood. If you grasp it properly, 

although it’s a bit difficult, everything will be clear. It is about the winding and the unwinding, that 

is, the seven twists [shown in the chart during the soul’s journey from “A” to “Z”]. 

Pointing toward himself, Baba continued: 

Think, this body is the soul. This is merely for explanation, because, in fact, it is not so. 

The body is not the soul. 

In the beginning, consciousness is like the opening of the eyes. 

Baba closed and then slightly opened his eyes. 

In the beginning, the soul is there, but the “eyes” are closed. So I could not see myself. 

Now what happens? That “urge” that was all along latent in me to see myself gets a lahar 

[whim] or motion. For example, in Knowledge, ignorance is latent. In the Infinite, the finite is 

latent. All the opposites of God one can conceive of were latent in God, because God is also his 

own opposite, since nothing exists but God. So in the “not-knowing” state of God, its opposite urge 

of “knowing Himself” was latent. 

So, with the first lahar, the eyes were slightly opened, and they naturally fell on the 

objects that they confronted facing them. For some time they saw light. With the eyes opened, as 

the soul continued gazing at the light, it got tired, and its body got a twist. With that twist, the eyes 

that were slightly opened in the beginning, became slightly more open, and it could see a little more 

than before. Thus, as it continued getting more twists, one after the other, during the evolutionary 

process from stone to human, the eyes became more and more widely opened and could see more, 

until the soul got a big twist — the human form — when its eyes were fully opened, and it could 



see the sky and the stars, the world of phenomena, and so forth. This happens during the process of 

the descent. 

Then what happened? After the human form, the soul continued seeing everything, here, 

there and everywhere during its 84 lakhs of reincarnation.508 During the reverse process of 

Realization, when it gets the seven new twists, its eyes become dazed. It begins to see downwards 

toward itself; first, from the legs upward, until it sees itself completely. This looking toward itself is 

during the process of ascent. 

We will take the soul “A” and make it “Z,” intellectually of course. Another new point is 

to be cleared, and then we will take up the chart. Everything is to be disclosed. 

These seven “pinches” are twists of sanskaras, and they have seven chief forms — stone 

or metal, vegetable, worm, fish, bird, animal and man. Every twist of the sanskaras gives the next 

form. So, there are seven twists for seven forms, and there are six previous forms before the stone 

form. The first form the soul got was the bubble, which was in the gas state. Then there are five 

other minute forms, until the stone form. From stone to metal and from metal to vegetable — each 

has seven stages. 

So, the real twisting began from the stone form, and there are seven twists up to the 

human form. There are 14 lakhs of species of each of the chief forms from stone to human. That is 

to say, in six forms (not including human) there are 6 x 14 lakhs = 84 lakhs [8,400,000] of species 

= 84 lakhs of bindings. There are 84 lakhs of bindings and seven twists. And after every seventh 

stage, [form] there is a twist. 

The soul first gets the gas form [of a bubble]. Until it gets to stone form, it passes through 

seven forms. That is why the rishis who knew things but could not reveal them to the world 

established worship of the last form of each chief form, such as the Tulsi plant for vegetable, the 

monkey Hanuman for animal, et cetera. 

Because of the twists that the soul gets, it attains consciousness of Self. But this 

consciousness of Self is only partial and just for a second. The consciousness is not full and does 

not last long, similar to the experience of a pinch. At every pinch, or twist, this consciousness is 

used for knowing the Self. It is for this reason that the twists come into importance. 

Now, to make this point clear, we go back again to the first state when the soul had its 

eyes closed. After the first opening, though it is a very slight opening at the stone state, the eye gets 

gradually drawn upward to the second touch and opening. The first six touches shown in the chart 

are soft, but the seventh is strong. 

Baba demonstrated this by lightly tapping his leg six times and, at the seventh, instead of 

a soft tap, he gave himself a pinch, giving a clear picture of the difference between the six soft 

touches and the seventh hard pinch. 

Thus, at every twist, with a hard pinch, the eyes open wider and wider, and the soul is 

aroused to know itself more and more. Through these seven twists, and through 84 lakhs of changes 

through species and forms during evolution, and again through seven twists and 84 lakhs of rounds 

of births and deaths during reincarnation, the “shakings” that the soul gets during all these twists 

and changes gets loosened. 

Ninety-nine percent of the pundits have blundered in taking both evolution and 

reincarnation changes and rounds of births and deaths as 84 lakhs. In their ignorance, they said that 

these 84 lakhs of changes are only up to the human, and after the human form, the body 

reincarnates only four to five times, and then frees itself from this chain of deaths and births in 

mukti [liberation]. 

Coming to the twists again — when you take these twists, every time you have to give a 

shake. There are 84 lakhs during the process of evolution with seven twists. The number is 

absolutely fixed — seven twists and 84 lakhs of shakes. After evolution is finished, and the soul 

incarnates in human form, the same number is there of seven reverse twists and 84 lakhs of shakes 

of deaths and births. 

Baba stopped for a moment, humorously remarking, “If I don’t describe it so clearly and 

at length, then you would start ‘shaking’ your fists in the air!” 

From the gross to God state, there are seven stages of winding and seven stages of 

unwinding. Up to the stone form, there is no winding nor twist. Neither are there species up to the 

stone form. Thereafter, 14 lakhs of species in each of the six forms up to human evolution, equals 

 
508 One lakh equals 100,000; 84 lakhs = 8,400,000.  



84 lakhs of species. These seven twists, where each form changes to another higher one, are for 

making the seven main species thicker and thicker. 

Now, after the human form reincarnates 84 lakhs of times, how does the soul enter the 

subtle world? 

There are always and eternally 84 lakhs of souls who experience subtle experiences. 

Among them, there are seven who are the chiefs and can experience the mental world in the same 

subtle body. These seven have duty. The 84 lakhs of subtle experiencers are existing even today. 

The figure is always constant. There are an equal number who experience the mental world. But in 

each new unwinding, one of the seven chiefs with duty becomes less, meaning he gets no normal 

consciousness nor duty. How many out of the seven chiefs get duty in the subtle? Seven. In the 

mental, six have duty; in the God-state, five. Thus we get the following table:509 

State Participants Chiefs 

Gross millions of human beings  

Subtle 84 lakhs with subtle consciousness 7 with duty 

Mental 84 lakhs with mental consciousness 6 with duty, one dormant 

God-realized 56 5 with duty, two majzoobs 

On the gross plane: 84 lakhs of reincarnations, although there are millions of human 

beings in the world. 

On the subtle plane: 84 lakhs of souls who experience the subtle world. 

Out of these 84 lakhs of those experiencing the subtle world there are seven chiefs who 

have duty. When these seven cross over to the mental plane, only six have duty and one remains 

dormant. When these seven cross over from the mental to the God-state, five have duty and two 

remain dormant. In the God-realized state, out of 56 there are five heads and two majzoobs. The 

majzoob state is attained on the seventh plane. 

The first human form that one gets after the last animal form of monkey is not a complete 

human form. It has no differentiation in sex. The first human form is that of a bahirupi [neuter]. 

That is to say, the first human form is neither male nor female. Then what happens? The same form 

develops a different form with a male sex organ. If you reverse this organ, it is transformed into a 

female sex organ. This is mere phenomena, but it is all the exchanging of sanskaras. 

How does this happen? It is just like a slight flicker, a flash or spark of light. When a 

railroad engine changes tracks, its light flickers. It is the same here. The first human form has both 

the male and female sexes latent in it. Therefore, the first human form is that of a bahirupi. Only 

when the bahirupi takes another form, either male or female, are the organs visible. This causes the 

process of reincarnation to begin. 

That is also why among the five Perfect Masters there are four males and one female. 

These are secrets that no previous Avatar has revealed intellectually, and are essential for 

tomorrow’s “fighting” — quite essential. 

Baba summarized the matter: 

You are all souls, not bodies. Picture yourself as drops, and your body as bubbles inside 

the ocean. Now, each of you drops sees neither your own drop-state nor the drop-state of others. 

You see your own bubbles and bubbles of others, and this large bubble of the world. 

Those who enter the subtle world see their own subtle body and the subtle world, but they 

do not see the gross world. These souls of the advanced state have consciousness of their own 

bodies and also of others; but they do not see the gross world. They can also see all the backward 

forms from stone to human. Those on the subtle plane see everything subtle. They see the gross 

human state subtly [in a subtle state]. They can also see their own sanskaras. So do the advanced 

souls on the mental plane see everything mentally. They see everything on the gross and subtle 

planes as well as all previous forms; but all this time, their seat is on the mental plane. 

I can see your gross and subtle forms and help to bring you to the mental plane. Those on 

the mental plane, while experiencing the mental, can even raise the dead. They are directly on the 

plane of the mind. 

Touching on a few more points, Baba explained: 

The subtle is latent in the gross. Those on the subtle plane can contact those in the gross 

body through their subtle body, because they cannot see the gross. 

 
509 The original table was not preserved; the editors have re-created it based on Baba’s explanation. 



A majzoob is overpowered by the state of God in which he is drowned. Hence, he has no 

idea of the world. He has no mind. He has a body, but is not conscious of it. Then who feeds it? His 

Infinite state [feeds his body].. The majzoob neither sees his own body, nor the body of anyone 

else. 

A Perfect Master contacts God and all other states — gross, subtle and mental — at one 

and the same time. He helps all souls. He is called the ‘camel-driver’ in Sufi literature. He is the 

center of everything. 

The Perfect Master has to work on all planes, and he rests continually on the seventh 

plane and enjoys the bliss of that plane. He balances both the states of bliss and suffering because 

of the infinite bliss, knowledge and power that he possesses. 

Concluding, Baba remarked: 

I have explained to you all what you have to do tomorrow. Remember that much. Do not 

try to meddle with other details. Remember you have to go from “A” to “Z.” After passing through 

all the stages of evolution, you have come here, to human form. Now, I will take you from here to 

“Z,” that is, from the human state to the state of God! 

Someone asked, “On the chart there are different castes and nationalities represented. Are 

any superior to others?” 

Baba replied: 

The souls of different castes, creeds and nationalities shown on this chart are all equal 

and have no superiority or inferiority. The order on the chart has no numerical value. It means that 

all the souls on earth of different nationalities are those who are now foolishly fighting among 

themselves [in World War II], and are all one. They don’t kill, they don’t die, as is supposed in the 

gross world, since this is all gross imagination. 

Some call the Ocean of Paramatma Allah, some call Him Ishwar, some Ahuramazda, 

some God. 

I call Him Meher Baba. 

After Baba’s explanation, the gathering was asked to repeat God’s name continually from 

9:00 to 11:00 A.M.; from 3:00 to 5:30 P.M. they were told to repeat Meher Baba’s name continually. 

In the evening from 7:00 to 8:30 P.M., Baba granted individual and some group interviews. 

In the hall at lower Meherabad on the 17th, Baba spoke more about the five Perfect Masters 

and other God-realized souls: 

There are eternally five Sadgurus — four male and one female. This is a new point being 

explained to the mandali. The four male Sadgurus have circles of twelve members each and the 

woman Sadguru has a circle of one member only. Thus there are 56 God-realized beings, with two 

majzoobs, as follows: 

4 male Sadgurus = 4 

1 female Sadguru = 1 

4 circles of 4 Sadgurus of 12 members each = 48 

1 member of woman Sadguru’s circle = 1 

2 majzoobs = 2 

Total = 56 

The Avatar has a circle of 120 members. So my circle has 120 members who will realize 

me in the near future. Although 84 lakhs of reincarnations are necessary according to the divine law 

for a human soul to become Realized, a Sadguru can directly raise, or make complete, any 

consciousness in no time. So for those who come even in temporary connection to a Sadguru, they 

too can skip off or pass over many stages of births and rebirths. 

My dearest child Tukaram has said, “[The Master] alchemist can make gold not only out 

of metal but out of dust also.” My other son Hafiz says something similar.510 

 

On Tuesday, 18 May 1943, as wished by Baba, the gathering spent most of the day in 

absolute silence from 7:00 A.M. to 7:00 P.M., meditating on the Divine Theme chart. 

 
510 Later, in God Speaks, Baba gave a different picture of the 56 God-realized souls on earth. Refer to p. 

254. 



At 11:30 A.M. all were called, and Baba stated: 

You all tried your level best and almost all of you put up a very good fight. I am 

absolutely satisfied. And if I were to try my divine best to find a flaw, I won’t be able to find one. I 

went to all of you and found none lacking [dozing during the meditation period]. I am very happy. 

Fortunately for Doctor and unfortunately for my sense of humor, I won’t have to 

postpone my August plan. [Dr. Ghani clapped.] And the sure sign for you’re having worked with 

all your heart and soul is that the three hours you were meditating, it remained cloudy all the time, 

and immediately after all got up, I remarked that the sun is now out and shining. When I picture my 

brother Jalbhai and Dr. Ghani fighting so hard [to meditate] it gives me a headache! I’ve decided 

that tomorrow morning with tea, pastry will be served. 

Baba spoke to the group again that evening. At one point, he urged them to “become like 

dust which is flung here and there mercilessly. But the same dust is used in making pots. Whether 

you throw it on your head or crush it under your feet, it never complains.” 

Baba granted more interviews the next morning from 9:30 to 10:30 A.M. and mentioned 

his Universal work: “In August, you will know the significance of the work done here. I will make 

this more clear. After my ‘coming down,’ I had to do many things — fasting, silence, seclusion, 

washing and bathing the poor and masts, et cetera. These were not for myself but for my work. 

Now, all this is to end on the 1st of August.” 

Baba exhorted them to “keep smiling and be happy externally, with your mind calm and 

cool, even if the heart is bleeding.” Baba had a couplet of Ghani’s read: “I love most those who 

keep smiling and feel happy even if their heart is cut to pieces.” 

Baba had Anna 104 read a passage from the Gita about Arjuna’s total surrenderance to 

Krishna. 

At 11:00 A.M. Baba began bathing the poor. Each member of the gathering was instructed 

to hand over either a lehnga (pajama undergarment) or dhoti for Baba to present to the 50 poor men 

who had been collected by Anna 104 and Baidul, and brought to Meherabad the previous night. All 

50 were fed, given laddoos and clothes and then sent away after Baba washed their feet. Baba then 

went up the hill, bidding all goodbye. 

Thus, after five days of his divine company, those gathered left for their respective places 

on the 19th. Chanji noted that Baba had been in “his gayest, happiest mood all the time” during the 

gathering. He wrote: “It was a real treat merely to see [Baba] always with that beaming smile and 

expression depicting the blissful state always enjoyed [by him], and radiating his divine influence 

on all.” 

With their luggage already loaded on buses, all were prepared to leave, when a heavy rain 

began falling. Baba was seen walking back down the hill drenched, and Murli ran to him with an 

umbrella. Baba signaled to him to keep at a distance and stood there getting soaked in the downpour. 

The rain stopped completely after some time, and all left for the railway station and bus stand with 

acclamations of Meher Baba’s Jai! on their lips. 

Their departure had been much delayed owing to the sudden rain. One of the bus drivers 

had not yet come, so Pendu got behind the wheel to drive the bus himself. After he had driven a 

short distance, the bus slipped off the road due to the mud and slush, and struck a large boulder and 

went into a ditch. The bus would surely have overturned had it not been for Baba’s nazar. All cried 

out his name and felt that he had saved their lives. 

By this time another bus came by, and everyone boarded it and left for the station. When 

news of the mishap reached Baba’s ears, he remarked, “Pendu has still much work to do, so I had 

to save him. Even if the bus would have overturned, Pendu would not have been killed. But why 

did he take the wheel in the first place? I have forbidden him to drive. Did he forget my order?” 



Pendu had in truth forgotten Baba’s instruction. In order that the lovers might not miss their 

train, in the hustle and bustle of leaving, he had tried to help them by driving the bus. He learned a 

valuable lesson in the process, and from that day on never drove again. 

The roof of the Mess Quarters in lower Meherabad had fallen in, so Pendu and Padri 

propped it up with four pillars. Once Baba was sitting with his back against one of the wooden 

supports, discussing the matter of fixing the roof. Pendu was in favor of repairing it, but Baba 

observed, “To keep the roof propped up as it is on these four pillars is significant. The four pillars 

signify the four pillars of Meherabad: namely, Padri, Pendu, Adi Sr. and Vishnu.” 

Another time, in a whimsical mood, Baba dictated the characteristics of each “pillar”: 

Padri the child — spoilt or wicked? 

Pendu the bald — his ways are making me bald too! 

Adi the wild — pig or bull? 

Vishnu the mild — a sweet thug. 

When the meeting about the Divine Theme chart was going on, Chhagan was occupied 

with his duty of cooking and did not know what had transpired. He, like some of the other mandali, 

could not attend the programs, since he had to look after things and seldom had time to be present 

in the tent. 

Chhagan was pondering his fate when Baba asked him, “What are you thinking?” 

He replied, “I heard that you explained the Divine Theme to the gathering very well. I 

didn’t get a chance to hear it.” 

“All right,” Baba spelled out. “Now listen to this: In brief, you always live in water, but 

you have no idea what water is! Understood?” 

Chhagan laughed and replied, “Yes, I have understood that much, Baba. I've grasped it 

well.” 

 

On Friday, 21 May 1943, Baba departed Meherabad for Bhilar in Sarosh’s car, with Adi 

Sr. driving. Beheram and Don accompanied them. The women mandali were still there with Baidul, 

Gustadji, Krishna, Nilu, Venkoba Rao and Vishnu. The next day Don drove Baba to visit the Hindu 

High School, run by Kalemama’s son-in-law Raosaheb Pandit and his family, where Baba had tea. 

On the 26th, Baba returned to Meherabad with all the men and women mandali. Don drove 

the Blue Bus, and Baba sat in the front seat with him and Nilu. At Meherabad, Baba slept on the 

hill and came to lower Meherabad occasionally during the day to see the mandali; the women 

occupied their usual quarters on the hill. Baba continued seeing Mehera and Mani, as before, and 

no other women. 

On 27 May, Baba’s mood was spoiled when he found that Don had removed his trunk of 

clothes from Baba’s Jhopdi, where Baba had instructed that it be kept. “I ordered you to keep your 

trunk there as a link with me while you are away [in the Indian Medical Service],” Baba explained. 

Baba had him put the trunk back.511 Don was ordered to meditate on the Divine Theme chart from 

7:00 to 8:00 P.M. daily inside the Jhopdi. 

Rano asked if she could finish the Ten Circles painting at this time; and according to Baba’s 

dictated instructions to her through Nilu, the painting was completed. On the 29th, for the first time, 

Baba had a fifth-plane mast from Ahmednagar brought to Meherabad, where he worked with him 

for a day. This was the great Ali Shah, or Bapji as he was affectionately known, who lived in a 

humble hovel nearby the Ahmednagar bus station off the main road. Baba would continue to work 

with him closely for the next four years. Ali Shah, an exceptionally pure jamali-type mast, later 

came to live at Meherabad. 

 
511 Don continued to store some of his things in the Jhopdi until the end of his life. 



Chanji came to Meherabad on 29 May 1943 with Kaikobad Dastur. They saw Baba the 

following day and it proved to be the happiest day of Kaikobad’s life. He surrendered everything 

he had to Baba, imploring Baba to accept it. Baba fulfilled his wish but, at the same time, gave him 

definite instructions not to give up his job or dispose of his property immediately — to wait until 

November when he would call him. Kaikobad was overjoyed at the prospect of permanently staying 

with Baba. He left with Chanji at 4:00 P.M. the same day. 

Baba brought all the mandali, men and women, from Meherabad to see a private matinee 

showing at Sarosh Cinema on 31 May 1943. Don was sent to Rawalpindi on 1 June to arrange 

bungalows for Baba and the men and women, with instructions that it be kept secret. He was unable 

to find anything suitable. 

On Saturday, 5 June 1943, Chanji returned with Raosaheb and a party of 20 from Bombay, 

including Baba’s aunt Piroja Mami, Meherjee Karkaria, his wife and daughter, and Dr. Alu 

Khambatta. Baba met each individually, and they left by 3:00 P.M. 

Meherjee had been doing business successfully in Iran since 1929. He had come to India 

in 1932 to ask Baba’s permission to marry and again in 1934, but he had not seen Baba since then. 

In 1943, Meherjee again came to Bombay for a visit, and against his better judgment, a friend took 

him to an astrologer. Looking at Meherjee’s horoscope and consulting his palm, the man said, “If 

you are not careful of your business, 60 percent of your wealth will be lost.” At that, Meherjee sent 

a cable to his manager in Persia, instructing him to sell his goods for as much as he was able to 

procure. He then proceeded to Meherabad to see Baba. 

During their meeting, Baba asked Meherjee, “What have you been doing all these years in 

Persia? How’s your business coming along?” Meherjee told Baba everything, and also about his 

recent encounter with the astrologer. Baba twisted Meherjee’s ear and said, “You fool! You believe 

in astrology? Palmistry? After you have surrendered to me? Who am I then?” 

"God, of course," Meherjee replied. 

"When you take me to be God, have I not created and destroyed entire planets? Have I not 

made the stars, and can I not unmake yours? Send a telegram immediately not to sell anything until 

you return!” 

Meherjee wrote the message, and Baba dispatched Vishnu to the telegraph office to have 

it sent at once. Baba advised him to continue his business as he had been doing, and Meherjee left 

for Persia. By heeding Baba’s advice, his business prospered more than ever before. 

Sorabji Rattanji Siganporia, 45, had come with his two sons Noshir and Hoshi. Noshir, 16, 

had been somewhat troubled since childhood and Sorabji wished for some divine intervention. He 

was in the habit of visiting different saints, and had met Babajan, Upasni Maharaj and Narayan 

Maharaj. While reading a book about Upasni Maharaj, he had come to know of Meher Baba. 

However, because of Colonel Irani’s agitation against Meher Baba in the newspapers, and 

having heard others of the Bombay Parsi community attack Baba, Sorabji had no true feelings of 

reverence for Baba. But because of his son Noshir, he came to Meherabad seeking Baba’s help to 

relieve his anxiety. 

Baba first kept Noshir with him, sending Sorabji and Hoshi out. Calling them back after a 

few minutes, he remarked to Sorabji, “Give me Noshir; let him stay here with me.” Sorabji was 

shocked at the idea and immediately left with his sons. He felt confirmed that whatever the Colonel 

had said was true. His mind revolted and he began having disparaging thoughts about Baba. 

But within two to three months, his mental turmoil lessened and he repented for not 

surrendering Noshir to Baba. Noshir became even more abnormal. The boy would visit tombs and 

graveyards and spend the night there. Sorabji arranged his marriage, but the boy’s mentality did 

not change. 



Sorabji was later to come to Baba’s feet again, and greatly repent for his mistake. The man 

who was so hostile to Baba in the beginning became a staunch worker in Meher Baba’s cause and 

was the one who, years later, opened the first Meher Baba center in Bombay.512 

 

During this period, because women were not allowed to step inside the Meherabad estate, 

Baba acceded to the request of some of his local lovers to give darshan in Ahmednagar. On Sunday 

morning, 6 June 1943, he met the women at a private function held at Khushru Quarters. Perin, 

Erin and Gool Nagarwalla, local Parsis, had come, as had Sailor Mama’s wife Najamai, who was 

living in Ahmednagar at the time. 

On this occasion, Baba explained to them about the difference between principle and 

practice: 

Truth, indeed, is the best principle or rule of life. In practical life, however, while 

adhering to this noble principle, adjustments are at times essential and justified, especially in cases 

where such adjustments contribute to the cause of benefit to others. 

For example, suppose a person is wrongly convicted of a serious crime like murder. All 

circumstantial evidence goes against him and the wrongful conviction entails the death penalty. But 

someone turns up and says something that disproves the serious charge — for example, saying that 

the accused was, at the time of the crime, actually seen elsewhere or with himself, in other words, 

at some place other than where the actual action took place. This statement might save the life of a 

man wrongly accused and convicted to be hanged, and to that end, even if something untrue may 

have to be said, it is absolutely justified. In that case it is no falsehood at all. 

A pious man of straight principles, allowing an innocent man to be thus hanged on 

circumstantial evidence, when a few words from him might have saved his very life and proved his 

innocence, is under these circumstances worse than a man of no principles or even a considered 

vagabond, who has the spontaneous spirit to come forward at such a critical moment and give 

evidence — even false — that would save the life of an innocent man being sentenced to death. 

The former is a confused ideal for mere idealists, who have neither the spirit nor grit for 

real action when needed and who cherish their ideals only for selfish ends. Whereas one who has 

no principles, but has the spirit of action whenever needed, even to rush into fire for the sake of 

others, is worth a thousand idealists put together! 

What is the worth or use of an ideal, however sublime, which does not inspire one to 

action for the benefit or service of others? 

Baba then left at 11:30 A.M. for Meherabad. 

 

On Wednesday, 9 June 1943, Chhagan’s brother Vasant Deshmukh arrived to see Baba at 

Meherabad. Vasant had been a close disciple of Upasni Maharaj and was living at Sakori. He 

wanted to know whether he should continue living at the ashram now that Maharaj had dropped his 

body, and Baba assured him that he should. 

In Arangaon, there had been a military camp during the First World War. During World 

War II, a military camp was again stationed there (where the tuberculosis sanitarium is situated, 

near lower Meherabad). But the Meherabad structures, much to Pendu’s relief, were not taken 

possession of. The army camp was quite a separate affair and not a single building at Meherabad 

was commandeered. 

For the military personnel, Sarosh opened a cinema in Arangaon. On the 9th, Baba gave 

duties to the mandali to work there in his absence, as he was planning a trip to Lahore. Pendu was 

made manager of the theater, Savak the treasurer, Padri the projectionist, while other mandali 

worked as doorkeeper and sold concessions. Ghani’s twelve-year-old nephew, Rashid, (the son of 

 

512 The Bombay center started by Sorabji Siganporia is still functioning. Noshir and his wife later stayed at 

Meherabad for some months. 



Ghani’s younger brother Abdur Rehman) was staying with them at this time and was taught to 

operate the film projector. Feram (Workingboxwala) was also a Meherabad resident, and he was 

told to do the business correspondence. 

Baba asked Sarosh to bring two English calves to Meherabad within 24 hours. Sarosh sped 

off to the military dairy in Kirkee, Poona. The manager agreed as they gave away male calves, and 

he told Sarosh to send a truck to transport them. Sarosh said he would take the calves in his car! 

The man was taken aback and pointed out that the car would get spoiled, but Sarosh said it didn’t 

matter. With much difficulty, he managed to bring a white calf and a black one in his car to 

Meherabad within the stipulated time period. He presented the calves to Baba, who gave them to 

Mehera to look after. She fed them milk from a bottle, and Baba, too, would sometimes feed them. 

Baba named the black calf Rajah (King) and the white calf Pradhan (Prime Minister). Mehera, 

with Mani’s help, was also looking after the garden. 

Baba began fasting on water from the 9th. Beginning Thursday, 10 June 1943, he shut 

himself in his room from morning until 3:00 P.M. After three o’clock he would meet the mandali 

until 5:00 P.M. and then go up the hill to see Mehera and Mani. Baba broke his fast after six days, 

on the 14th. 

Although Shireenmai’s body had been disposed of at the Parsi Tower of Silence in Poona, 

Baba ordered a memorial for her and Sheriarji erected on Meherabad Hill, and this work was carried 

out in June. When the memorial was ready, Baba, with his own hands, placed a few of their personal 

effects in it: a silver snuff box of Sheriarji’s and Shireenmai’s eyeglasses. Baba dictated the 

inscription on their tombstone, which reads as follows: 

In eternal memory of Meherbaba’s blessed parents, Sheriarji and Shirinmai, who are now 

merged in Baba’s infinity 

 

Baba took the women to see films four times that month, bringing them in a bus from 

Meherabad to Sarosh Cinema. 

At 8:00 A.M. on Friday, 25 June 1943 Baba held a special gathering of a few of his lovers 

and the mandali to listen to songs and ghazals of Jigar (one of Baba’s favorite poets) being 

performed at Meherabad.513 

Baba was in an especially happy mood, and composed a few of his own couplets on the 

spot. Baba also gave this special explanation, and hint, of what he remarked was the greatest 

spiritual secret: “When you want nothing, you gain everything.” 

He concluded, “You will all be pardoned for all your past bad karmas.” 

 

After making arrangements for the mandali during his absence, Baba was ready to proceed 

to Lahore. Before leaving, he had the following circular sent to his lovers: 

I hereby desire you to know that I have before me two most important workings, planned 

to be finished by the end of this year, 1943. The two spiritual workings referred to can be explained 

as follows: 

 
513 Jigar was the pen name of the poet Ali Sikander Muradabadi (1890–1960) from Merath, in northern 

India. Jigar was not subtle conscious, but his poetry was inspired, and according to Baba “conveyed the 

best of spiritual thoughts.” Jigar had an unhappy personal life and became an alcoholic; but in his later 

years, he found a Muslim Spiritual Master named Azgaar, who inspired him to continue to write.  

Meher Baba never met Jigar in person. However, when Jigar was on his deathbed in 1960 in Gonda, U.P., 

Baba sent a Hamirpur devotee named Baghel with a copy of God Speaks, as a gift from Baba. Baghel 

presented the book, which Jigar touched to his forehead. Baghel told Jigar about Baba, and Jigar was 

consoled and happy. He sent his salutations to Baba and soon after this he died. 



One: The mandali who were with me for five days during the month of May last have got 

to be again with me and near me for one full month. And at any time, during this period of one 

month, I have to give them either God-realization, illumination or inner experience according to 

their connection with me. This divine grace for the fortunate and deserving mandali will also 

coincide with the breaking of my silence and the visiting of some places in India with them all. 

Two: The tree of my Divine Manifestation is to be planted at Mashhad [Meshed, Iran], 

where it will grow and spread, ultimately covering the whole world.514 

At first, I had intended to do the two spiritual workings in the order given above, viz., the 

first in August and the second in November. But due to causes and circumstances (self-created, of 

course) of every kind, both internal and external, a change has been necessitated in the order of the 

working. I have decided, therefore, to do the second working in August 1943 and the first in 

November 1943. 

In pursuance of this modification in plans, I shall be visiting Iran in August, and this 

journey will be via Lahore, Quetta, Duzdab and Baluchistan. I therefore want you to be prepared to 

join me for one full month, commencing from the 1st of November 1943. 

Treating this as a final intimation, and awaiting no further circulars, you will be well-

advised to arrange and adjust from now all your affairs concerning business, service, leave, and so 

forth. It is presumed you shall in no way interpret this as another postponement. You will plainly 

see in this a mere interchange (for my own reasons) of the time and period of the two spiritual 

workings. 

I want you to have full faith in the definite accomplishment of what I have stated, and to 

be brave in heart. Treating this as the final phase of my working, I call upon you to be ready to die 

for God and live as God! 

As Age noted: “This was all Meher Baba’s divine game! It had started from December 

1942, when his 99 workers began tasting Wine through his instructions to make people aware of 

the opening of the Tavern. Baba was creating an inclination in the minds of these workers to 

practice real renunciation, whereby, though living in the world, they might not be of the world, and 

carry on their work in a fitting and proper way. 

“Thus, instability and changes in Baba’s plans took place for this purpose; it was true 

preparedness. The work of turning the world’s consciousness toward spirituality had begun, and by 

degrees, went on increasing in the East and West as the pace of the Master’s activities quickened.” 

 

Baba boarded the Punjab Mail train for Lahore with the men and women mandali on 

Sunday, 4 July 1943, at 11:00 A.M. They arrived in Delhi the following night, where they halted for 

a few hours. Keki Desai and his wife, Dhun, had been cabled in advance to meet them at the station 

and arrange for their dinner. Continuing on the same train, the party reached Lahore on the 6th. 

Chanji had already arranged two bungalows for the women, one for the men and one for guests. He 

made all the other arrangements for their stay with the help of a local Baba lover, Keki Desai’s 

cousin Homi T. Desai. 

In Lahore, Baba divided the eighteen women into two different groups as follows: First 

group: Mehera, Mani, Margaret, Meheru, Rano, Kitty and Walu. Second group: Dowla, Irene, 

Katie, Kharmen Masi, Khorshed, Mansari, Naja, Pilamai, Silla, Soltoon, Soonamasi, and Meheru’s 

five-year-old brother Jangoo. 

Baba stayed with Mehera’s group in a small bungalow at 6 Amrit Kuti, Garden Town, 

seven miles from the city. He would visit the mandali daily. Masaji kept watch during the day, and 

Krishna at night. In the other women’s bungalow not too far away from Garden Town, Kalemama 

was on watch during the day and Venkoba Rao at night. (At one point, Venkoba Rao went to visit 

his family in South India, and then returned.) 

For his own reasons, Baba never visited the women at the other bungalow, and they were 

not even to look toward Baba’s bungalow. The women from Mehera’s group would visit them 

 
514 In June 1931, Baba had spent a few hours each night for three nights in seclusion in a large sacred shrine 

in Mashhad. 



twice a week, and they would come to Baba’s bungalow on Sundays, when he was not present; but 

any talk of Baba and his work was forbidden. If any message were to be sent to the other household, 

it would be sent with Margaret. Some days later, Naja was transferred to Mehera’s bungalow, and 

Khorshed Irani of Lahore was included in the other household. Khorshed was a good swimmer, 

and she, along with Margaret, gave the women swimming lessons in a local pool. 

It is possible that this division of the women mandali into two groups had something to do 

with the eventual partition of India and Pakistan. Baba was often hinting that such a partition would 

take place. “India will be cut up into two parts, and rivers of blood will flow!” he once stated. 

Among the men mandali in Lahore were Anna 104, Baidul, Chanji, Ghani, Gustadji, Kaka, 

Kalemama, Krishna, Masaji, Nilu and Vishnu. They were staying at a house in 294 Garden Town. 

Jal Kerawalla, Babadas, Adi Sr., Gulmai and Deshmukh were occasional visitors and stayed in a 

small cottage on the property, and Don came once in July. 

Adi Jr., Chhagan, Feram, Murli, Padri, Pendu, Savak, Sidhu, Slamson, Sailor Mama and 

his son Dinshaw were among those at Meherabad. Another was A. Mudaliar Kuppuswami, who 

had met Baba in Bangalore and joined the ashram in 1942. Kuppuswami was ordered by Baba to 

be on silence, and he stayed in Meherabad for a year or so. 

Eruch was staying with his family at Bindra House, as were Sarwar and Naggu, who, as 

mentioned, were in Poona for their education. (Jangoo too was later sent to Bindra House.) Najoo 

and Adi Kotwal had also been sent to study in Poona. They were staying in hostels at their schools, 

in Pappa Jessawala’s charge. Their sister Hilla was still studying at Secunderabad. 

Sampath Aiyangar, 66, died in Madras on 29 June 1943. Baba was informed in Lahore, 

and on 5 July cabled this reply to his family: “He has joined me in Infinity.” 

It was extremely hot in Lahore in July — 109° and above, and August was worse. Rano 

and Margaret would try to keep the paved stone floor of their bungalow cool by wetting it with 

water. Due to the heat, Baba permitted the women to wade in the canal, and a spot was selected 

where no one could see them. 

The women were also swimming in a local pool. Mani did not know how to swim and was 

learning from Khorshed of Lahore. One day in the pool, Khorshed was so engrossed in her 

conversation with another woman that she forgot that Mani was in the water next to her. Suddenly 

remembering, she looked around and was terror-stricken to find Mani not there. All loudly shouted 

Baba’s name in alarm, and Khorshed pulled Mani up by her swimming cap and helped her out. 

The electricity in Baba’s bungalow suddenly went out one night, and Baba directed Rano 

to telephone the authorities concerned. Rano was, of course, a total stranger to Lahore and 

wondered whom to contact and where to find a phone. She moved about here and there in the dark, 

and at last went to a neighboring bungalow and knocked on the door. She asked the owner if he had 

a telephone she could use, and was shown in. Rano phoned the power company and then returned 

to Baba’s house. 

Seeing her, Baba frowned, “Why did you take so long?” 

“I did not know where a telephone was.” 

“Why didn’t you acquaint yourself with such information beforehand?” 

“How was I to know the power would be cut off?” 

“It is a common enough occurrence here. If you don’t know that, what do you know? You 

should be more careful about such things. I often go out for mast work, and if you are not alert in 

my absence, what will become of the women? They lead a secluded life, and you should be mindful 

of outside things such as this.” 

Rano had learned by now that the best thing to do at such times was to keep quiet. By this 

incident Baba showed her that he wished her to develop foresight. 



Practically the moment Baba reached Lahore, he started doing his mast work. He would 

walk miles on foot in search of masts in the town and surrounding places. Because of the intense 

July heat, walking for miles on end was exhausting. When the local populace would take refuge in 

their houses in the afternoons for a nap, Baba would be outside in the streets. The Divine Beloved 

would be wandering about in the hot midday sun in search of his lost lovers! 

Baba would cover his head with a wet cloth and start off on foot with Baidul to contact 

masts. Baidul would carry a canteen filled with water, but the water would get warm within minutes. 

The heat was so strong, Baidul would often soak his shoes in water before going off to hunt the 

masts. But Baba never slackened his pace, nor shirked his duty, even under such harsh conditions. 

One by one, the members of both the men and women’s group fell ill on account of the 

heat. Although Vishnu had a fever, he continued to do the marketing for the women. Except for 

Baba and Baidul, all the men and women got sick in Lahore, and Baidul was only spared because 

Baba wished him to be available for his mast work. 

Naja and Katie would cook in the other bungalow and send the food to Baba’s bungalow. 

One day, with Baba’s permission, bhujias were ordered from outside. After eating them, no one 

had any appetite left. The food as usual came from the other bungalow, but none touched it. Kitty 

was managing the kitchen and, according to Baba’s order, would not waste anything. So she sat 

down in the kitchen, and once again started consuming the food all by herself. 

Mehera observed her and asked, “For heaven’s sake Kitty, what are you doing? You will 

die.” 

Kitty replied, “I will die, but die obeying!” When Mehera told Baba about it, he had a good 

laugh. Baba then forbade Kitty from eating any more. Otherwise, given her nature, she would have 

kept on eating the whole night. 

Mittu the parrot was staying with Baba and the women in Amrit Kuti. Baba loved the bird 

dearly, and it, too, was very fond of him. The parrot would sit on Baba’s shoulder and finger, and 

Baba would kiss it. There were still many pets left behind on Meherabad Hill in the “zoo.” There 

were chickens, ducks, a pair of turkeys and dogs, among others. During Baba’s absence, Pendu was 

in charge of looking after these animals. While they were in Lahore, however, Baba cabled Pendu 

to have Chhagan give away the two monkeys, Lucky and Jumpu, to two of his followers, which he 

did. 

 

A black dog would visit Baba’s bungalow in Lahore and it would be fed daily. Then, a 

puppy that was injured also began coming to the door. The women nursed its wounds and looked 

after it lovingly. But one day the puppy went mad, and Margaret was ordered to catch it, and turn 

it over to Nilu to be destroyed. 

A few months later (on the morning of 1 October 1943), the black dog too went mad and 

bit Margaret.515 Krishna was resting after his night duty, when the gardener came at 7:00 A.M. and 

told Krishna that Baba wanted him immediately. Baba was standing with Margaret. The dog was 

lying nearby. Baba pointed to the dog and ordered, “Take this animal away.” It was difficult for 

Krishna to capture it, as it had already bitten Margaret. Hesitant to get near it and be bitten, Krishna 

devised a yoke of bamboo. Quietly approaching the dog, he held its neck with the bamboo and tied 

a rope around it. 

Baba ordered, “Take the dog 20 miles from here.” 

Krishna replied, “That is not possible, Baba. The dog is mad [rabid]!” 

 

515 Margaret had to undergo a series of painful rabies injections after being bitten. 



Baba was adamant. “It is my order!” 

Krishna expressed his inability to transport the dog so far. Baba looked disappointed, and 

dictated, “All right, take him eleven miles. And be certain to count the miles carefully.” Baba went 

inside without giving Krishna a chance to protest further. 

Krishna got on his bike and, using the rope to pull it and the bamboo to keep it at bay, he 

led the dog away. It was an arduous task. Using small pebbles, he counted off the miles. It took him 

five hours to bicycle eleven miles. There was a small pond of water, and Krishna took the dog near 

the water to give it a final drink before letting it go. As soon as the dog touched its mouth to the 

water, it died. Krishna was peeved. “If the dog was to die, why not kill it back in Lahore?” he 

wondered. “Why go to all this trouble of dragging it eleven miles away?” 

Leaving the carcass, Krishna returned to the bungalow. It was almost two in the afternoon. 

Nilu was waiting to inform him that Baba wanted to see him immediately. Baba was walking on 

the verandah. “Did you leave the dog?” he asked. 

“Yes. It died.” 

Baba was very happy. “You went eleven miles?” Krishna nodded. 

“Did you count the miles with the stones?” Krishna nodded. 

Baba smiled, gesturing, “I am very happy. You have done a good job. Go and have lunch.” 

Krishna stood still. “Baba, what is this?” he asked. “Why did you want me to take that dog 

eleven miles away?” 

Baba gave him a kick and twisted his hair. “Get out!” he motioned. “Go! Get out of my 

sight!” 

Krishna, however, stood outside the gate. Baba asked him what he wanted. “What was the 

reason, Baba? Tell me. First you told me to go 20 miles, then 11 miles. After I took the dog all that 

way, it died there. If you wanted him dead, I could have killed him here in five minutes. 

“Why did you make me go to all that trouble? What difference did it make where that dog 

died? What work were you doing?” 

Baba called him back and motioned to him to take a stick and draw a line on the ground. 

Erasing the line with his foot, Baba indicated to draw another line. “That’s correct,” he gestured. 

Then Baba revealed, “In the future, India will be divided into two countries — India and 

Pakistan. This will be the boundary line between the two.” 

Four years later at the time of Partition, Krishna recalled Baba’s words. A dispute arose 

over the exact boundary line, whether it was to be 11 miles or 20 miles from a certain point. 

 

Baba had brought with him from Ahmednagar a lowly sweeper’s son named Amir Syed. 

His sister was working for the women and she had asked Baba to keep her brother. Baba kept this 

poor boy in regal style, and Krishna was assigned the duty of serving him. Baba appeared to be 

very fond of Amir and pampered him. (According to Krishna, “At 5:00 P.M., if Amir would declare 

it was five in the morning, Baba would say he was correct!”) 

Every Saturday and Sunday, Krishna had to escort the boy six miles away to the movies. 

Krishna purchased the ticket for Amir, but he himself (though also young at eighteen) was not 

allowed to go inside the theater. He had to sit outside like a servant, waiting for the boy to come 

out. One day, as they were returning after the movie, a truck passed by and raised a cloud of dust, 

which settled on Amir’s fine clothing and got into his eyes. 

The boy became indignant. “The dust is flying in my face,” he shouted. “Why are you 

taking me on this filthy road?” 

Krishna said, “This is the only way to the cinema. There is no other route.” 



Amir was not consoled. He shouted abuses at Krishna until Krishna could bear no more. 

“You bloody little bastard,” he cursed. “If I weren’t with Baba, I would cut you up into tiny, little 

pieces and throw you away into the garbage pit! Is it my mistake that a truck passed by and raised 

a cloud of dust? Could I have prevented it?” 

Amir went straight back to the mandali’s bungalow and ran to Baba and began to cry in 

front of him. Amir complained bitterly about Krishna. Baba immediately sent for Krishna and 

asked, “Why did you take the boy via such a bad road?” 

Krishna retorted, “He was shouting at me, cursing me on the road. Am I to build his little 

highness a special highway?” For the first time, Baba slapped Krishna. Enfolding Amir in his arms, 

he directed him to go to his room. 

When Amir left, Baba motioned to Krishna, “What are you thinking?” 

“Baba, I am wondering what you are doing. I was not at fault. I did not commit any mistake, 

and still you struck me?” 

“You hate him because you are a Brahmin and he is a sweeper. To banish this hate from 

your heart, I have purposely given you this work of serving him. 

“You should be thankful to Amir for helping to eradicate this prejudice from inside you. 

You hate him, and you also envy him. He does not hate or envy you. This shows that Amir is a true 

amir [nobleman] while you are the pauper.” 

“Then why is he so demanding?” asked Krishna. 

“Were he not so fastidious, how could your hate have manifested? To bring this hate to the 

surface, I have given you this work. Amir does his work well. If the poison were not taken out, you 

would die. He is benefiting you, but you have no idea of it.” 

Baba caressed Krishna, reassuring him, “Don’t think about it any further. It was for my 

work. He is a Muslim and you are a Hindu. There is some work I must do between you two. By 

thrashing you, I did some important work. Now forget about it.” 

During this period in Lahore, Baba once warned Krishna that during the nightwatch, while 

he took his rounds around the bungalow, he should be extra careful and always carry a stick and a 

flashlight with him. Baba repeated this warning three times, and Krishna was puzzled at his 

repeated emphasis on the point. When Krishna saw Baba at night, Baba again harped on the same 

thing. Therefore, Krishna was most careful that night, but nothing happened. 

He then began having thoughts that Baba was unnecessarily repeating things without any 

rhyme or reason just to frighten him. The next night, also, when he was with Baba, Baba brought 

up the subject. Somewhat irritated, Krishna said, “You've told me this before, Baba! What is the 

use of repeating it?” 

Baba scolded, “There is a reason; otherwise, why would I waste my breath! Now repeat it 

to me three times.” 

So Krishna repeated three times: “I will be cautious at night and, when doing the rounds, I 

will always carry a stick and torch [flashlight] with me.” 

Despite all this, Krishna failed to take Baba’s warning seriously. One night, when he was 

walking on his rounds outside, he spotted a large black cobra in the garden near some banana trees. 

Krishna picked up sand and threw it toward it, making the snake turn and come for him. 

Whereupon, Krishna struck it, breaking its back, then finally killed it with his stick. 

The noise made Baba step out of his room. He inquired, “What happened?” 

Krishna replied, “A big black cobra ...” Baba did not ask anything more, and Krishna now 

understood why Baba had warned him so tirelessly. 

 



Baba, accompanied by Baidul, Ghani and Gustadji, left Lahore for mast work in Chorkat 

on Thursday, 15 July 1943. After making the contact, when they were on their way to the railway 

station, Ghani and Gustadji were so exhausted that Baba had to hire a donkey to carry them. Baba 

and Baidul proceeded ahead to the train station. Both Ghani and Gustadji were so overcome by 

fatigue that they fell off the donkey and were late in arriving. The train was about to leave, but the 

stationmaster delayed its departure on Baidul’s request. Finally, both arrived in quite miserable 

condition. 

From there, they proceeded to Kul Mokal. Leaving their luggage in a Punjabi hotel, they 

went to look for masts. Baba contacted the mast Saiyid Ahmad Shah, a four-foot tall, thin old man, 

who was naked except for a sheet he carried. The old mast was most revered in the area and had an 

ashram with several disciples. 

After finishing his mast work, Baba returned to the hotel at midnight. The honest and 

sincere Sikh proprietor had stayed awake, awaiting Baba’s arrival, and had dinner ready. He refused 

to accept payment but, on Baba’s insistence, was forced to take it. The man did not know Baba, but 

was highly impressed by Baba’s expressive features and took him to be a great soul. 

On the 16th, in Kanganpur, at the very sight of Baba, a mast named Saiyid Rehmatullah 

began dancing in ecstasy and welcomed Baba with joy, “Come in, come in; I was waiting for your 

arrival and am ready for you.” He then conducted Baba to a graveyard a mile away where he had 

made his abode, and Baba sat with him alone. This high mast presented Baba with an old sack with 

a piece of iron and wood in it, which he said he had saved for this occasion for many years and 

which Baba lovingly accepted. 

If any mast gave anything to him, no matter how strange, Baba would be most careful to 

keep it safe in a special trunk, which was later stored at Meherabad. Were anyone to see what was 

inside this trunk, he would find it full of pieces of stone, broken glass, bits of iron, wood and tattered 

clothing. But to Baba, these odd things were an invaluable treasure from his beloved masts. 

In Lahore, Baba communed with a young naked mast he had named Bap Dikrawali Mast, 

meaning the Father and Son Mast. The young mast was cared for by his father, who claimed to be 

“his son’s disciple.” The father himself resembled a mast, though he was not. Baba seemed pleased 

with the contact. 

Near Lahore, Baba contacted a very rare seventh-plane God-realized majzoob called 

Shahabuddin. Baba bathed him, and the majzoob led Baba to a secluded spot where they could be 

alone. 

Baba went to Rawalpindi on Friday, 23 July 1943 with Ghani, Baidul and Gustadji. Adi 

Sr. arrived the next day for a ten-day stay and accompanied Baba on his mast tour. Don met them 

in Rawalpindi, where they slept out on the roof of a musaffar khana (Muslim dharamshala) because 

of the heat. That day in Rawalpindi, Baba contacted a very old mastani called Unti Mai. The old 

woman, who sat on a pile of bricks, naked except for a dirty sack covering her body, seldom let 

anyone approach her, but when she saw Baba she called to him to come near. Baba climbed up the 

pile of bricks and sat with her. Hidden under the sack cloth was a piece of stale, moldy bread which 

she offered to Baba, who ate it in front of her. 

Also in Rawalpindi, Baba contacted a quiet old mast called Mastan Shah, who mostly sat 

across from a movie theater. 

Another contact was Nanga Khan, a naked mast of the fifth plane, who would usually run 

around the town for about five miles at a stretch. When he was not running, he rested in a dirt pit 

alongside a road. The mast acted like a marathon runner, and if he did walk about the city, he always 

walked in circles. This mast liked to ask for money, and when given it, threw it away into the street. 



After contacting the mast, Baba sat for three hours alone in seclusion on a hill at a place 

called Satra Mil (Seventeenth Mile) on the road to Murree. Baba and the men returned to Lahore 

by 27 July. 

As Baba was traveling in search of masts, events in the war were rapidly developing. At 

the beginning of July 1943, Hitler not only suffered a defeat with the collapse of his massive 

offensive in the east, but also the Allies landed in Sicily. Two days after Baba’s most recent mast 

trip, Mussolini resigned after 21 years as dictator of Italy. 

 

A victoria (horse-drawn carriage) was hired in Lahore to take Baba and some of the women 

to the movies. The driver did not know who Baba was, but seeing that he was silent, the driver 

would talk with them through hand signs. Baba, in turn, would reply with hand gestures. Although 

they told the man to speak, he would not. Baba understood his signs and he understood Baba’s. 

While gesturing, the driver’s whole body would shake and wiggle, and Baba greatly enjoyed 

“talking” with him. 

Baba took all the women to a film on 29 July 1943 in a bus arranged by Homi Desai. 

Arrangements for acquiring passports and visas for Baba’s trip to Iran were made in 

Lahore, but it was not easy to get the work done quickly. Chanji was sent to Bombay for this 

purpose, but he, too, could not succeed as travel had practically come to a standstill during the war. 

Chanji returned to Lahore with the disappointing news on 30 July. 

Chanji, of course, would have succeeded had Baba wished, but Baba had other plans in 

mind. A meeting was held in Lahore on Sunday, 1 August 1943 to review the situation. Adi Sr., Jal 

Kerawalla and Ghani attended. The other men mandali were also present, and certain decisions 

were made and intimated to his lovers by a circular, a portion of which follows: 

Due to extraneous factors intervening, and the abnormalities of times and circumstances, 

the passport formalities will require a good deal of time (not less than three months) to be gone 

through by the authorities concerned in India and Iran. 

Hence, the August program of a visit to Iran does not seem likely to be achieved as 

originally intended. Consequently, the November plan also automatically undergoes re-

modification. 

Taking all the factors (internal and extraneous) into consideration, I have therefore 

arranged: 

One: the visit to Mashhad [Iran], to take place before the end of December 1943, at the 

latest; 

Two: the program of a month’s stay with me, and near me, to begin from the 15th of 

January 1944, to the 15th of February — the date of my birth [according to the Zoroastrian 

calendar]. 

Unaware as you are of my reasons and purposes for the ever-repeated postponements in 

the breaking of my silence, and for my apparently giving vague promises (which are likely to create 

doubts in the weak ones, but add strength of test in the strong ones), you should be aware of my 

methods of working, as that I always allow things to shape themselves out in the natural course, and 

I seldom put my mind into bringing about merely mundane results. I feel sure you will not get 

dismayed over this new and latest modification in plans. This passport business is nothing more 

than a material incident to be achieved by material means. 

I therefore emphasize, and repeat once again, for you to have full faith in the 

accomplishment of what I have stated, and to remain brave in heart, even if God’s ways, for the 

time being, seem inscrutable. 

On the 5th, this circular was mailed from Lahore to the devotees concerned. 

On the evening of Monday, 2 August 1943, Baba left Lahore on the Bombay Peshawar 

express for Taxila with Ghani and Baidul. Jal Kerawalla was told to join them in Peshawar on the 

4th. Baba crossed the frontier the next day, and returned to Lahore on the night of the 6th, after 

contacting masts en route. 



In Peshawar, Baba had contacted the mast Ashaq Baba, who had turned majzoob-like since 

their previous contact. The mast had become incontinent and sat seemingly immovable in his hut 

— in his own filth. 

Baba also contacted a seeker, much revered in Peshawar, called Miskin Shah Malang, 

whose abode was in a Muslim shrine where he kept a sacred fire (dhuni) burning night and day. 

Also in Peshawar, Baba contacted a somewhat wild jalali mast called Ashaq Shah, who 

lived totally naked in a hut in a cemetery.516 This mast smoked a hookah (water pipe) and abused 

whoever approached him. Even though old by then, he was quite fearsome and brandished a large 

heavy knife at times. Whenever anyone came near him, he would strike a piece of wood with the 

knife. Baba approached him twice, but because of the old mast’s fiery nature, it was not possible to 

have a satisfactory contact. 

Another strange, jalali-type mast in Peshawar was Qaym Baba, who lived in a tiny room, 

where he had stored hundreds of tin cans. He always had a fire burning inside his hut, even on the 

hottest of days. He would sit before his fire writing by hand page after page of notations, seemingly 

in connection with his current conversation, which for reasons unknown to those present, consisted 

almost exclusively of crime and punishment. Qaym Baba would be heard to shout out, “Give the 

poor bastard two years!” or “Fine that crook 50 rupees!” or “Hang that murderous wretch!” or “No! 

Let him go! He is innocent!” Baba’s contact with him was good. 

 

After this significant mast work, Baba left Lahore a week later, on Thursday, 12 August 

1943, on the Punjab Mail, accompanied by Chanji, Ghani and Jal Kerawalla. They arrived in Delhi 

the following morning, and were met by Keki Desai’s family who, according to Baba’s instructions, 

had brought a meal of dhansak. Continuing, Baba arrived back in Meherabad on the evening of the 

14th, where he checked up on the mandali’s activities, and gave each instructions about carrying 

out their duties. 

The next day, Baba was driven to Poona by Sarosh accompanied by Pendu, Ghani and Jal 

Kerawalla. They stayed at Bindra House and Baba met the Jessawalas, as well as his brothers 

Jalbhai and Beheram, and Beheram’s wife Perin and their children. 

Meanwhile, in Bombay, Naoroji Dadachanji’s sixteen-year old son Tehemtan had 

contracted typhoid in the middle of July and had been taken to the hospital. His condition at first 

did not seem serious and improved somewhat with medication. His sister, Arnavaz, whom Baba 

had advised to study nursing, looked after him. Although Tehemtan did not want to take his 

medicine, she would tell him, “Baba wants you to drink it,” whereupon he would dutifully swallow 

it. She wrote to Baba, “In his illness, he is thinking of you the whole time. He sings to himself your 

arti, and your sweet name is ever ready on the tip of his tongue.” 

When Chanji had seen Baba in Lahore on 30 July, Baba had remarked to him, “I am going 

to call Tehemtan to me. Don’t worry. It is for his own good that he should be called to Eternal Life, 

while he is still pure and unstained by the impurities of the world.” 

Tehemtan had always loved Baba dearly, since their first meeting when he was only four 

months old in 1927. On the afternoon of 3 August, Tehemtan died. He was Bachamai and Naoroji’s 

eldest son and they, of course, felt very sad about his unexpected demise. They came to Poona to 

meet Baba, who consoled them. They told him with tears, “An astrologer had told us that Tehemtan 

would be an accomplished engineer or doctor.” 

 
516 Ashaq Shah was also called Nanga Baba. 



Baba replied, “Yes, he would have been a very good engineer, but his life would have been 

miserable. So I cut it short and saved him from such unhappiness. You don’t realize it, but this is 

my mercy for him.” 

Soon after, Baba returned to Meherabad. Manek Mehta had an interview with Baba at 

Meherabad on the 18th. 

On 17 August 1943, Baba went with Adi Sr. to a film at the Arangaon Military Cinema. 

He went again the next day at 4:00 P.M., taking with him five ladies: Gulmai, Savak’s wife Nergiz 

and Sidhu, Chhagan and Jangle’s wives. Baba then visited Sarosh’s home, Viloo Villa, in the 

cantonment and Dinshaw and Soona’s house nearby.517 He then went to Sailor’s house and also 

Khushru Quarters, where he spoke with Khansaheb. 

Baba left from Manmad with Chanji on the Punjab Mail for Lahore on 19 August, arriving 

two days later. 

Lahore was now so hot that all the mandali were practically spent. Vishnu had grown weak, 

and he and Kalemama had fever. Ghani could not stand the constant, relentless heat any longer and 

begged to be sent back to Lonavla, which Baba permitted. 

On 22 August, Nilu humorously wrote to Adi Sr. in Ahmednagar: “It is like Dante’s Inferno 

here! Why Baba has chosen this place no one knows … My argument is that our sins which are 

still left are to be burnt up here! I think that must be the only reason ...” 

 

On the night of 2 September 1943, seemingly to escape the heat, Baba proceeded to 

Srinagar, Kashmir by train with a few of the women — Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Rano — and 

three of the men: Chanji, Kaka and Baidul. With Chanji’s help, Daulat Singh had arranged their 

stay in the Sam Hotel opposite Dal Lake.518 Arriving in Srinagar on the 4th, Baba began his mast 

contacts starting on the evening of the 6th. He went out daily with Kaka and Baidul, and made a 

few successful contacts there: 

Nab Saheb was a very high mast, a man nearly 60 years old, who still lived with his old 

mother and children. When Baba met him, they exchanged hats. 

Amir Saheb Mattu was an old mast, believed to be over 125 years of age. He was usually 

naked in all seasons, and lived in a small hut under a tree, surrounded by his pack of twelve dogs, 

which he usually fed before he ate his food. 

Harthar Namdar was unusual, for he was both salik- and majzoob-like. A highly advanced 

mast, supposedly then over 105 years old, he was usually found naked, sitting aloof under a tree.519 

Rahmin Saheb, an elderly well-known mast whom Baba had contacted before, would 

wander about the lanes and meadows of the village of Tulamul,. 

Choudhari Lath was a high jalali mast who wore many layers of clothes, even in the hottest 

months. He was difficult to contact because of his irascible disposition, and Baidul was even beaten 

on the back by him. He was also said to beat any woman who dared to come near him. He was a 

difficult, fiery mast, but a good one according to Baba. 

Meanwhile Mani fell ill with malaria. Some days, she would have a high fever and some 

days none at all. On the days when she had a fever, she would eat only soup, and on the other days, 

 
517 Viloo Villa was located at 1-B Hunter Road. 
518 Chanji had been sent to Srinagar on 22 August 1943 to make all the advance arrangements, and he had 

returned to Lahore on the 28th. 

519 Harthar Namdar was known as a mahant (head of a Hindu sect) and the head of an ashram where many 

of his disciples lived. 



her appetite was normal. Rano would inform the hotelkeeper what to prepare, as the Eastern women 

were kept secluded and could not see, much less talk directly to, any man. The hotel staff was 

confused over the constant change of diet, thinking: “One day only soup ... the next day a full 

banquet?!” 

After a week, on 9 September Baba left Srinagar, with the women, Baidul, and Chanji, and 

arrived in Rawalpindi at 7:00 P.M. After having tea, they took the overnight Peshawar Express train 

back to Lahore, where they arrived the following morning at 5:30 A.M. 

The next day, Saturday, 11 September 1943, Baba, Baidul and Chanji left Lahore in the 

evening and arrived at Rawalpindi. Baba and Baidul went to buy a good pair of hiking shoes for 

their upcoming walking journey to Jasgiran. Chanji remained behind at the station to look after the 

luggage. Kaka also came to Rawalpindi from Srinagar with a mast, who Chanji was to keep watch 

over.520 Baba then left with Baidul and Kaka on the midnight passenger train (which was two hours 

late) for Haripur, via Taxila. 

Baba wished to contact a great mast in the small village of Jasgiran, which was about 20 

miles from Haripur and was 2,500 feet above sea level. The only way to reach it was on mules, 

ponies or by foot along the stony track. The trip was one of the most hazardous and memorable of 

all the mast journeys Meher Baba made. 

On the 12th, Baba, Kaka and Baidul walked over 20 miles, climbing up and down steep 

mountains of searing rock during the heat of the day, with nary a tree to provide shade for miles 

around. They crossed over dangerous and rugged steep pathways at the edges of mountains looking 

down on deep valleys, and across strong river currents. They had no other food except chilies, 

onions and hard, stale bread. The ponies given them to ride during the initial stages were not used 

to this kind of rough track through the narrow passes. They abandoned riding the ponies anyway, 

as Baba’s thighs became sore and scratched, which made even ordinary walking that much more 

difficult. 

Reaching the village of Jasgiran, Baba tried to contact the very high mast, later revealed by 

Baba to be between the sixth and seventh planes. This great mast was also named Nanga Baba. For 

25 years, he had sat in a squatting position, utterly naked, on a hilltop — virtually a living sacred 

idol or god — exposed to all of nature’s elements, in sun, rain and snow. The saint’s strange diet 

would have been beyond belief, had not Baba, Baidul and Kaka seen him eat it. He would eat dry 

bread with a paste made of wood soaked in water and powdered stones, which was then molded 

into a cake by his caretaker. 

On one occasion, the saint pointed to Baba and told the small crowd, “He is my elder 

brother ... He adjusts and protects the whole world!” Baba sat near the saint for three hours, but 

could not get the opportunity to contact him alone, since Nanga Baba was surrounded by devotees 

during the day, and at night his attendant slept by his side. Baba expressed that he was not happy 

with this manner of contact and wished to be alone with the saint. Disappointed, Baba led the men 

on the trek back to Haripur and from there returned to Rawalpindi, arriving on the 13th and staying 

at the Punjab Hotel. 

Chanji met them in Rawalpindi the following night. But that night, a loudspeaker near their 

hotel disturbed Baba’s sleep, and Baba complained about it again and again, for more than half an 

hour. They had to be up, anyway, by 3:00 A.M. on 15 September, and left by train for Gujranwala, 

where Baba contacted three masts. Mastan Rehmatullah was a filthy mast whose abode was a 

garage; and Nanga Shah (Naked King) was a good mast who lived in a hut near the train station. 

Most significant was Sheikh Malang Baba, a high mast, who lived in the Muslim shrine of 

Kudde Shah. Sheikh Malang was a mild-mannered jamali mast who had once been a judge in a 

 
520 It is unclear from Chanji’s diary whether he took the mast to Lahore or somewhere else, before returning 

to Rawalpindi. 



lower court. He was a chain smoker of cigarettes, and because of his constant smoking and mild 

temperament, Baba compared this saintly man to Ali Shah of Ahmednagar. 

From Gujranwala, Baba, Chanji, Baidul and Kaka traveled to Amritsar, where Baba made 

a contact. They spent the night on the station platform, and at 5:30 A.M. on the 16th took a train 

back to Lahore, where Baba continued his mast work. 

Baba began fasting on liquids, chiefly lemon water, on Sunday, 19 September 1943 and 

continued it for seven days, breaking it on the 26th. During this fast, on the 21st, eight masts were 

brought to Baba’s bungalow, where they were bathed, fed and clothed by him. All except one good 

mast were sent back the same day. Baba kept that one mast with him for two or three days. 

As Age reminds us: “One should not presume that, because Baba was the Avatar, his 

frequent fasts left him unaffected. To fast for six days on water affected him just as much as it 

would an ordinary man. Even while fasting, Baba would not slacken his pace or desist from his 

usual travels to contact masts. Baba’s stamina was truly astonishing. Those who have fasted for 

any length of time can attest to just how difficult it is to be so energetic while not eating.” 

On 28 September, Baba, accompanied by Baidul and Chanji, returned to the village of Kul 

Mokal to contact the revered mast Saiyid Ahmad Shah again. After the contact, a hospitable Sikh 

zamindar (landowner), who did not know Baba, brought a sumptuous meal to the station platform 

for Baba and the mandali. 

On the morning of the 30th, Baba contacted Nawab Ali Shah in a suburb of Lahore called 

Baghbanpura. Baidul had found this mast a few days before, and at that time the mast had told him, 

“I want to go to Aligarh, but the road is closed for me ... There is a world-famous doctor in Lahore; 

I will ask his permission. If he gives it, I will go.” Baidul asked the doctor’s name. The mast replied, 

“Mauni [the Silent One], and you have come from him. Therefore, I am very, very happy.” 

 

During this period, there were numerous reports in the newspapers that famine was 

occurring in Calcutta, Lucknow and other places in India. On 26 September, the day Baba had 

broken his recent fast, he had told Chanji confidentially that he wished to go to Calcutta for a month 

and feed the people there, serving the food and distributing clothing himself. 

On Friday, 1 October 1943, Baba explained further: 

This work of mine is quite distinct from that done by others. For spiritual reasons, I want 

to serve the food myself. There are hundreds of institutions engaged in the work of handing out free 

food, but I do not wish to work through them. The meaning of my feeding people is quite different. 

It is not to fill the stomachs of the hungry, but to feed humanity spiritually. 

My work is not purely for external [physical] relief and aid, but as always has a spiritual 

significance. Relief work for feeding the masses goes on everywhere, to a lesser or greater degree, 

wherever there is distress. But in this particular case, where it is on a mass scale and people are 

dying in the streets by the score, it creates a special situation. My work for those in dire and real 

need, with food and clothing personally given, will have a double significance and benefit to all 

concerned. 

The current world crisis and suffering is to create and does create in mankind a hatred of 

maya, for things worldly, however attractive or dear. Parents giving away their own children, 

husbands deserting their wives, et cetera, are all indicative of a feeling of detachment from maya. 

For me to work under these conditions is very important and beneficial, not only to individuals 

coming in my direct contact, but through them to others of the same class and to humanity in 

general. 

Otherwise, of what use is even spending Rs.10,000 for feeding the poor? Although we 

can ill-afford it, materially it will have very little effect when thousands are in distress and lakhs are 

being spent. But given under conditions of desperation by me personally to the truly poor and the 

needy, selected and brought by my mandali, it has a great significance and a far-reaching effect. 

Baba further indicated, “This work will bear fruit later, after I speak.” 



As usual, Baba did not want people to know of his presence or to recognize him. He 

emphatically repeated that his identity must be kept a secret and not disclosed. This was difficult 

in Calcutta, where Deshmukh had delivered speeches in 1941, and Baba’s photographs had been 

printed widely in many newspapers. Another condition Baba laid down was that the feeding should 

be done in a separate house from the one where he would stay, to further avoid recognition. To 

arrange all this, Baba sent Chanji and Babadas to Calcutta on 4 October. Eruch was instructed to 

leave Poona on the 6th and join them in Calcutta. 

This was, in a sense, not a “feeding of the poor.” Baba wanted to contact those lower-

middle-class people who could not beg, but who had been rendered helpless by circumstances and 

were now destitute. According to the plan, Eruch, Kaka, Baidul and Babadas were to find and bring 

about 50 middle-class persons each day, and also arrange for the utensils and food required. 

Chanji did his best to rent a bungalow in a quiet locality, but he could not find one that was 

available for such a short-term rental of only one month. No place was found for cooking and 

serving the food, either. 

With much difficulty, Eruch was successful in contacting Dr. Rai Chowria, the chief 

organizer of the Puddo Pukkar Relief Center, a charitable food-distributing institution, whom he 

told, “A generous Parsi philanthropist from Bombay is desirous of feeding the poor. If you put 

some suitable place at our disposal, we would be greatly obliged.” 

Dr. Chowria agreed to make a school premises available for the purpose. But before he 

committed himself, Chanji presented before him the following four written conditions: 

1) None of the members of your organization should meet the Parsi benefactor, except 

Mr. Chowria, who can share in the work. The Parsi gentleman would like silence while serving the 

food. [This was specially included so that Chowria would not be inquisitive about Baba.] 

2) No one should observe the generous Parsi and his companions, even from a distance, 

at the time of serving the food. 

3) A room must be arranged for the generous Parsi where he may sit alone to distribute 

dhotis and saris to the men and women. 

4) Your establishment should make complete arrangements (such as providing a cook, 

utensils, grains, servants, et cetera) for which all expenses will be paid. Also, the institution should 

select middle-class persons who need help, and issue invitations to them in the name of the 

generous Parsi, whose guests they will all be. 

Dr. Chowria accepted the conditions, but no private living accommodation for Baba could 

be made. The original plan was that as soon as all arrangements had been made, Chanji was to 

telegram Baba at Lahore, and he would come. But, as was Baba’s habit, he arrived unexpectedly 

on Thursday, 14 October 1943, with Gustadji and Savak. Since no residential quarters had been 

booked, Chanji took them to the Broadway Hotel for one night. Adi Sr., Gulmai, Banubai Irani, 

Deshmukh, Kaka and Baidul arrived the following day. 

In the morning Baba expressed how displeased he was with Chanji, scolding him badly, “I 

sent you out ten days in advance to make proper arrangements, but you did not do a damn thing!” 

He continued, “I did not rest last night. The whole night has been hell for me. Have you no 

thought for my comfort and convenience? If you now fail to find a peaceful, suitable place for me 

to stay, I will have you hung upside down!” 

Finding Baba in such an awful temper, Chanji said not a word, and quietly went out to 

make the impossible possible. He again approached the owner of the house who had refused to rent 

it for a month. The man insisted he would only rent his property for a year, and Chanji’s flattery 

and persuasion had no effect on him. 

A Madrasi official named C. R. Sunder Rajan was residing nearby. When Chanji had 

visited this landlord four days before, Sunder Rajan had overheard Chanji and asked, “What exactly 

do you require, brother?” Chanji explained the benevolent work the philanthropic Parsi wanted to 



do for those who had suffered misfortune, and the Madrasi said, “He can stay in my new premises 

which I am supposed to move into soon.” 

“But you have a family,” Chanji pointed out. “The generous Parsi wants a vacant house.” 

Sunder Rajan explained that his family was leaving for Madras in a day or two, so the house would 

be vacant. 

So on the 15th, Chanji took Baba to Sunder Rajan’s new house. Seeing him from a distance, 

Sunder Rajan was deeply affected. Sunder Rajan told Chanji, “You can use my car also during 

office hours, from 10 A.M. to 5:00 P.M.” He gave the use of his driver and included free petrol 

besides. In those wartime days, gasoline was strictly rationed and very scarce, but Sunder Rajan, 

being a high official in the supplies department, somehow managed to obtain it for Baba’s use. 

Baba approved the house, and Sunder Rajan moved into a tiny adjoining room on the 

premises. Baba “bothered” him every few minutes, sending him word not to make any noise. 

Sunder Rajan had to be content to remain in his room like a statue. When he had to go out, he would 

carry his shoes in his hands and quietly tiptoe out of the house. He would only put on his shoes 

when he was well outside the gate. 

All this may sound strange and unbelievable for one who did not know who Meher Baba 

was. But Baba’s attraction was so strong, even atheists changed their minds about God’s existence 

and were ready to serve Baba when they met him. 

The Parsi mandali were accommodated in the Parsi dharamshala, and Deshmukh (a Hindu, 

not permitted to stay at the Parsi dharamshala) stayed in the Anand Bhavan Hotel. All saw Baba 

every morning at Sunder Rajan’s for instructions. 

Soon after settling in, Baba changed his plan: Instead of feeding 50 people per day for a 

month, he now wished to feed all the hundreds of them at once! Chanji went to inform Dr. Chowria, 

who gladly agreed to the proposal. Every member of his organization worked wholeheartedly. After 

a thorough selection process, they invited the most needy of the middle class to the feast. Tasty 

food was prepared, and dhotis and saris were purchased. 

The “generous Parsi” arrived at the school building on Tuesday, 19 October 1943, for the 

program, and was escorted to a private room where he could distribute the food. One of the mandali 

was posted to make sure no one except the genuinely needy entered. Baba served food to about 325 

middle class persons who had become destitute. All the poor people gazed at him. They could not 

help themselves. Baba was such a unique personality that his splendor could not be hidden. 

The guests murmured among themselves, “This Parsi must be a real Mahatma! How great 

he is to feed us so lovingly without any publicity. Others wish their names in the papers and 

photographers present for any small service.” After the meal, Baba handed each man a dhoti and 

each woman a sari. His name was never disclosed, yet the wave from his Ocean of love touched 

every heart and, in so doing, cleansed it more than they could ever know. 

For the previous few days, besides the feeding of the poor, Baba had been busy hunting for 

masts in Calcutta. He had given instructions also to have 10,000 chapatis distributed free to the 

poor on the streets. Baba blessed the chapatis, and personally went out with Eruch, Baidul, Kaka 

and Babadas in rickshaws to hand out the rotis. This work was done over a period of four or five 

days. 

One day Baba called for sweetmeat and cut it up into tiny pieces. He gave orders that 

everyone who was given a chapati that day must also be given a piece of the sweet, emphasizing 

that, whether or not they actually swallowed the sweet, they must be made to take it in their mouths. 

(His order was given, perhaps, because starving people cannot easily digest rich food.) 

As mentioned, thousands of people were dying in Calcutta due to famine. The price of 

foodstuffs had skyrocketed during the war, and even the middle class had difficulty affording 



eatables. Besides this, in the absence of proper hygienic measures to dispose of the dead, cholera 

was rampant. (One estimate put the number of dead in Bengal during this time at three million.) 

Deshmukh told Baba, “Cholera is spreading throughout the city, and our drinking water 

should be boiled.” Baba agreed, and Deshmukh brought an earthen pot in which to store the boiled 

water. One day, as Deshmukh was out distributing chapatis with Babadas, he felt thirsty but was 

afraid to drink water away from their hotel. The next day, he solved the problem by taking the 

earthenware pot with them, and making Babadas carry it on his head. Deshmukh would go forward, 

and Babadas would follow, as best he could, with the pot balanced on his head. 

Baba sent Chanji and Adi Sr. ahead to Lucknow to arrange a poor-feeding program there. 

Before Baba left Calcutta, he visited several local relief centers doing charitable work, and gave 

money to one of the centers to purchase and distribute 2,000 vests to poor children, to protect them 

against the cold in the coming winter months. Baba arrived in Lucknow at 9:00 P.M. on Wednesday, 

20 October 1943 and stayed at the only available hotel, the decrepit Central Hotel. (No bulb; dusty 

cots; no running water, except during certain hours; and not even a glass and flask for drinking 

water.) 

The program in Lucknow was arranged with the help of Mr. Jayaprakash of the Ram Tirtha 

Publication League. It was held in the Varma Memorial Hall Library on the 23rd, and almost 250 

people attended. There was some disturbance at the beginning, as the Brahmins insisted that 

separate cooking arrangements be made for them, as they did not wish to eat food cooked and 

served by non-Brahmins. They refused to take their meal with people of other castes. But the 

moment Baba arrived at the hall, they forgot their prejudices. 

Age observed, “Baba’s presence was like the rising sun, dispersing the darkness of their 

minds. His presence electrified the atmosphere, and his sweet smile conquered all differences of 

caste and creed — although here, too, Baba’s true identity was not revealed!” 

Everyone sat down quietly, and Baba, Deshmukh, Chanji, Eruch, Baidul, Adi Sr. and 

Babadas began serving the meal. God Himself, in the guise of a charitable Parsi from Bombay, was 

hosting a banquet for them. Those present had never been served food that way before. And during 

the meal, they continuously stared at Baba. 

After the meal, Baba called each guest, one by one, into a separate room, and handed out 

clothing and one rupee to each. Some asked for the generous Parsi’s address, but their requests 

were ignored. 

Chanji recorded these thoughts about the event: 

It was very difficult to arrange the feast in Lucknow, as many there knew Baba from his 

photos and articles about him in the newspapers. Luckily and wonderfully, however, the work was 

done quite to Baba’s satisfaction. It is on the face of it inconceivable to ask people [to help] in a 

work like this, where they had to arrange for so many important details — to collect a certain 

number of the truly deserving (starving) people for feeding; only a certain number; to arrange for 

cooking food for these in a private place — and then to ask the same willing workers who helped in 

all this, to go out and leave the premises for Baba and the mandali to serve them all privately as 

Baba wanted! 

All the time, Baba’s identity was to be kept a guarded secret, and these mandali working 

for this had to tell the local workers that they [the mandali] were doing all this at Baba’s express 

desire and instructions. Even the division of labor and duty was instructed by Baba personally. The 

local people were to arrange for the deserving to come to the feast and to cook food there, and the 

mandali to serve them, in strict privacy with maun [silence] to all except one. This would cover 

Baba’s identity as desired. 

The food was cooked and kept ready; all were ushered inside the hall. Putravali [large 

leaf-plates], salt, et cetera, were already served. All the outside workers were asked to go out, and 

all the doors were closed. Then Baba was brought from the hotel room quietly and ushered into the 

library room to serve all. 

 



Baba left Lucknow later that same day by train. Eruch was sent to Nagpur, Raipur and 

Bombay in connection with a new circular that Baba had issued, postponing the calling of the 

signatories to Meherabad until May 1944. 

Baba and his group arrived in Jullundur the following afternoon, Sunday, 24 October 1943, 

at 2:00 P.M. and stayed at the Punjab Hotel near the station. At dawn the next morning, Baba began 

his mast work, and Gulmai, Adi Sr., Baidul and Chanji accompanied him. They went first a few 

miles away to the village of Jamsher, where, in the house of a weaver, Baba contacted a childlike 

mastani with a sweet, enchanting smile, who was called Munni Bai. 

In Jullundur, Baba contacted another mastani, who was held in much esteem by the local 

people and was called Budhia Mastani. She lived in a Harijan colony. 

Later the same day, Baba, the mandali, Deshmukh and Babadas took a train to Kapurthala, 

where he contacted a 25-year old mast. The young man was always naked, and his parents, who 

were gardeners, cared for him. Baba contacted two other masts and, after working with them, 

returned to Jullundur at 5:00 P.M. 

At 7:00 A.M. on the 26th, Baba, accompanied by Chanji and Baidul, left Jullundur and 

arrived in Phagwara 45 minutes later. He took a tonga to the village of Sangatpur, where he 

contacted Nekishah Baba, a high mast who for 25 years had sat outside his hut, but never went 

inside it! Nearby the mast kept a pile of seven sacks filled with rubbish, and also kept a dhuni 

burning day and night. The mast made fuel cakes from cowdung, and villagers would bring wood 

for his dhuni. He usually sat near the fire, but with a blanket pulled over his head, so people seldom 

saw what he looked like. Nekishah, who was held in high esteem by the villagers, had a small 

ashram where disciples lived.521  

In the village of Khorrampura (Khurampur), Baba contacted Khudai Baba, another high 

mast. He was a sturdy old man dressed like a peasant, who lived in a rather large house with its 

own courtyard, where he kept many head of cattle. This mast was well kept and mannerly, and after 

their contact offered Baba tea. 

In Phagwara, Baba contacted a mast named Khurshid Baba who lived in a cemetery. He 

was dressed like a sadhu in an ochre-colored robe, although he was a Muslim by birth. 

Another mast was Swami Kali Parbat, an old man who was advanced. He was well known 

in the area, where he had an ashram and a group of disciples. After these contacts in Phagwara, 

Baba returned that night to Jullundur. 

Baba, Baidul, Adi Sr. and Chanji left again by the morning train on 27 October 1943 for 

Hoshiarpur, which they reached at 9:00 A.M. Baba wanted to go to the telegraph office first and 

then have a meal, but Baidul suggested going in a certain direction to contact a nearby mast. Their 

tonga driver, however, got lost, and they ended up wasting time rambling about for a long while, 

which upset Baba’s mood. His instructions had been disregarded, and his plans were consequently 

upset. The mast could not be traced. However, Baba did, on the way, come across a young mastani 

walking past their tonga whom he contacted. She was called Mastani Bavaji. She was quite 

beautiful and fair of face, and wore scarlet clothes. She had many devotees. 

They then drove back to the town and found a restaurant where they had a meal. They hired 

another tonga. Baba wanted to go to Harmoya first, where he wished to contact a particular mast. 

Despite the recent memory of his first mistake in overlooking Baba’s precise instructions, Baidul 

made another serious mistake in disregarding Baba’s instruction. Baidul indicated that the village 

of Sisoli was closer, and told the tonga driver to head there. After several hours of futile rambling 

on very rough, sandy roads, they got lost. Finally after crossing through numerous fields and sand 

 
521 When Baba contacted this mast again ten years later, he was called Nuriya Baba. 



(and with the help of a fine young lad as a guide), they arrived at 3:00 P.M. in Sisoli, which was 

only seven miles away. 

Baba worked with an old mast there known as Baba Mastan, who had spent 14 years under 

the same tree. It was too late to go to Harmoya, a village about five miles, so Baba and the men 

returned to Hoshiarpur at 5:15 P.M. (also with great difficulty in finding the correct road and having 

to walk for miles through fields), and then went back to Jullundur by taxi and train. They arrived 

utterly exhausted at 8:30 p.m. The trains were very crowded due to the Diwali holidays, and Baba 

had to sit crammed between other passengers. 

They got up early the next morning at 4:00 A.M. and left Jullundur by the seven o’clock 

passenger train, arriving in Lahore at 11 A.M. on the 28th. There, Adi Sr. and Kaka were sent out 

every day to find an “ideal” boy. 

 

When Baba returned to Lahore, he gathered the mandali on Friday, 29 October 1943 and 

spoke about his recent work in Calcutta and Lucknow: 

The situation in Bengal is pitiable but I am pleased that I managed to do my work there 

incognito with the aid of the mandali. Immediately after my return, the new Viceroy [Archibald] 

Wavell visited Calcutta. Similar crises are to follow throughout India especially in big cities like 

Bombay. For years, I have been repeatedly saying that India must suffer most of all. This is the 

beginning. Even in such awful conditions of famine never seen or heard of before − people daily 

dying of starvation by the thousands in the streets and on the open pavement − this is but one phase 

of more still to follow (such as epidemics and pestilences). Although apparently the British 

government is blamed as the principal responsible authority, what could poor [Leopold] Amery or 

Churchill do against the Divine Will?522 

After all that suffering, the country’s condition will improve. Had it not been for my key 

their fate would have been worse. 

Because of the wartime restrictions, Baba changed his plan of proceeding to Iran and 

declared his intention of moving all back to Meherabad. He dictated the following circular: 

As intimated in my previous circular of August 1st regarding my traveling to Iran in 

November 1943, and then having the intimate group stay near me for a month from January 15th to 

February 15, 1944, both these now necessitate adjustment due to conditions explained below. 

The government of India has just returned all passports unendorsed, expressing its 

inability to grant permission to anyone to go to Iran, except on business connected with the war. 

Even for this decision, the government took over three months. This refusal of the government 

seems to be on the grounds of the large number — about 20 — of the group who were to 

accompany me to Iran. It seems almost certain that permission may be granted for a smaller number 

later. The government’s reply to this, however, cannot be expected before the end of the year, i.e., 

December 1943. 

But the months from December to March being severely cold with snowfall, and so forth, 

in Iran, that period would not be suitable for the particular work I want to do there. I have therefore 

decided to proceed to Iran by the middle of March 1944 and return to India by the middle of April. 

I have also received letters from several of the group stating their difficulty to get leave 

during January 1944, for the group meeting, although they have all expressed their readiness to give 

up their services [quit their jobs] or even studies, if it came to that, to enable themselves to be near 

me for one month. Much as I appreciate their service and spirit of renunciation for the love and 

devotion they have for me, and their readiness to obey me implicitly at any cost, I do NOT want 

them, for reasons of my own, to give up their worldly duties. 

Taking all this, as also other important factors, into consideration, I have now decided to 

have the group near me after my return from Iran, from the 15th of May to the 15th of June 1944, 

when all the students and those serving in educational institutions will incidentally have the benefit 

of their summer vacation, and even others of the group can conveniently arrange for the leave 

required. 

 
522 Leopold Amery was a British statesman and Conservative politician. During World War II, he was 

Secretary of State for India. 
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Except for this postponement, due mainly to conditions created by my own self, all other 

arrangements and programs for the group meeting, as also for the fulfillment of the spiritual 

experiences mentioned in my previous circulars, remain unaltered. 

The doubting ones, the impatient ones and the disappointed ones need not hesitate to back 

out, since that would not be considered by me as their weakness, but will simply be taken as their 

unpreparedness for falling in with the appointed spiritual time, and they will all the same be blessed 

by me as ever. Let those who sign their readiness to accept this postponed period with a heart full 

of faith clearly understand that these postponements mean that the sacrifices for that period will be 

all the more intense and acute. 

Those who have been ordered to fast for seven days in January 1944, should now do so 

from May 8th to 14th (both days inclusive), and break their fast with and near me on May 15, 1944. 

The Master had his own method of working. Baba’s workers were learning by degrees that 

without trials and tests, preparedness was not possible. It is comparatively easy to meditate, 

concentrate and repeat God’s name day and night; but to stay detached in the midst of instability 

and ever-altered plans is truly difficult. Thus, Baba was teaching his lovers a method of easy 

meditation. He would keep changing and postponing his plans so that they would be able to 

remember him all the more! 

His mandali, too, were constantly being tested and had to participate in Baba’s peculiar 

method of working through them, and for them, by berating them. Chanji often had to remind 

himself of this, as the 30 October 1943 entry in his diary indicates: 

Depression and its remedy — to keep away, minimizing and avoiding trass [trouble] to 

Baba — doing our work elsewhere. Question, discussion, and explanation — all sitting [with 

Baba]. Can’t separate now after 20 years. All this [berating of Chanji] is purposely done, for 

reasons. After years, one must know that and feel unconcerned and keep silent, even in unbearable 

circumstances. Therein lies the credit. If one puts up with tests that are easy and bearable, where is 

the credit? The Master throws it all on the one whom he likes and loves most. It is indicative of 

love and not displeasure, as it seems. The more one suffers in silence, the more endearing one 

becomes, even if the Master doesn’t express it. Rather, the outward show is quite the opposite. But 

that is for a purpose. That shouldn’t be taken for the real inner feeling. 

A few months later, when Baba treated him lovingly, Chanji recorded (on 30 January 

1944): 

Baba’s greatest hold on all is his love. Something indefinable and inexplicable that 

attracts all to him. In spite of his mysterious ways of handling things — which none can grasp; in 

spite of his various promises unfulfilled (first given for encouragement and enthusiasm for our own 

good); in spite of intense suffering through separation (born of love he himself awakened and 

gave), through other difficulties in life, complications, unbearable situations in family or business 

matters, or in trade, profession, or service [employment] questions − or complications in any other 

sphere of life that baffle and bewilder us — disappointments and dejections that at times render life 

meaningless and worthless. What is that subtle charm that attracts all, equally to him? None can 

define nor explain, yet it is a fact of facts! 

 

Baba left Lahore for mast work in Jammu on Monday, 8 November 1943, accompanied by 

Chanji, Kaka, Baidul and one of the boys that had been found. Adi Sr. returned to Nasik. They 

stayed at the Premier Hotel. Four masts were located the following morning, and they boarded a 

packed train for Lahore that night. A rude Pathan refused to give them space and Baba had to sit 

between two strangers. The mandali had to sit on their and others’ luggage. In Lahore, Baba was 

taken to the mandali’s quarters at 3:00 A.M., where he washed and rested for a few hours. He went 

back to the train station and left for Jullundur and Hoshiarpur. 

Among the several masts Baba contacted, the most interesting were two he contacted on 

the 11th. One was an old woman called Mastani Baba in Hoshiarpur. She had a large number of 
disciples or devotees, and had her seat near the city gateway. She had a noble bearing and was 

usually smoking a hookah. Baba fed her some food. 



The second contact the same day was in Harmoya Village, where Baba worked with a good 

mast named Baba Hasan Wali. He sat under a tree and was about 60 years old, completely naked, 

and quite fat. Renowned throughout the countryside, he had a large number of disciples. 

It was learned that many years ago, a certain woman asked to become the wali’s disciple, 

and her repeated wrenching pleas so infuriated him that one day he hit her so hard across the head 

that he killed her. At that time the public did not know who Hasan Wali was and he was taken to 

court and convicted of manslaughter. He was imprisoned for many years. After his release, he found 

his way to Harmoya, settled there, and gradually became revered as a wali. 

 

Baba and the mandali returned to Lahore on Saturday, 13 November 1943. Gulmai and 

Kaka were sent back to Ahmednagar by train the next day. Don arrived that day, the 14th, for a 

two-day visit, and Minoo Kharas arrived on the 18th. Baba instructed him to come to Meherabad 

the following May and to remain there for one month. 

After staying in Lahore for more than five months, on 20 November, the majority of the 

men and women mandali were sent back to Ahmednagar. They traveled to Manmad by train and 

then took buses to Meherabad. Pilamai was appointed to oversee the women’s group, and during 

the journey, if any man tried to enter their compartment, Pilamai would shout in Urdu, “Janana! 

Janana!” — meaning this was a “women-only” compartment and no man should enter. Margaret 

would tease her by echoing, “Banana! Banana!” 

Baba left Lahore the next day, going by car to visit the Golden Temple at Amritsar with 

Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Kitty. Chanji and Baidul accompanied them — the former to handle 

travel arrangements and the latter to help Baba in his mast work, which he wished to do along the 

way. 

They then boarded a train for Delhi, arriving the next morning. Baba spent a few hours at 

Keki Desai’s home on Nicholson Road, and also went to the Qutub Minar before continuing his 

journey at 4:00 P.M. on the Delhi Express. The first group arrived in Meherabad on the 22nd, and 

Baba’s party arrived seven days later, on the 29th, after stopping in Udaipur for three days. 

The Pimpalgaon rest house, later named Meherazad, had been bought in an auction in 1940. 

Upon returning to Meherabad, Baba went to see it on Tuesday, 30 November 1943 in Sarosh’s car 

with Sarosh, Adi Sr., Kalemama, Padri and Pendu. 

Baba sent Masaji, Gustadji and Slamson (Gustadji’s brother) to live there. Baba informed 

the women, “For my work, I have to reside in Pimpalgaon with Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Margaret 

and Walu. To help in the work, the rest of you continue staying in Meherabad.” 

Addressing Mansari, he spelled out, “I will be very happy if you remain on Meherabad 

Hill.” 

Mansari began crying and said, “I have come to stay with you, Baba. How could I remain 

away?” 

Baba told her, “If you want to stay with me, you will have to stay according to my pleasure. 

If you cannot do that, then you will not be with me, although you may be with me physically. If 

you keep my pleasure by remaining at a distance, then you will truly be with me forever!” 

Mansari wept bitterly, and Baba sharply stated, “You are mad! I am not keeping you away 

from me. Even if you wanted to be away from me, I would not allow it.” 

Baba took the women to a morning matinee at Sarosh Cinema on 3 December 1943. He 

took them to another film a week later on the 10th at Chitra Talkies. 

In December 1943, an Irani came to Meherabad and wanted to place Rs.500 at Baba’s feet. 

Baba did not accept the money, but the man entreated him again; so Baba motioned to him to give 



it to Eruch, remarking, “You [Eruch] must hand over this amount to a family who is very poor, but 

who cannot beg. You will come to know the whereabouts of such a family in a natural way.” 

Baba had agreed to give darshan in Poona at the end of December, and Eruch was sent 

there in advance. Eruch had had no time to look for such a family in Ahmednagar, but when he 

went to Poona, taking the Rs.500 with him, he began his search. One day he was sitting in a shop 

sipping sugarcane juice. He overheard some of the other customers talking among themselves. One 

said, “What wonder of God that the very rich have become the very poorest, and the very poorest 

have become the very richest.” 

The shopkeeper nodded in agreement and said, “I know of a man in Bhor who is most 

faithful. Previously, he had a good job as a head-clerk. But he was fired from his job. He was not 

afraid to pursue justice, and had a reputation for being absolutely honest. His superior, who would 

always accept bribes, was jealous of him and somehow downgraded him, making him a pauper. 

The poor man has two daughters of marriageable age, but he is now penniless, without proper food 

and clothing.” 

After the customers left, Eruch took down the man’s name and address and went to the 

town of Bhor. When he reached the house and saw the family in their miserable condition, his heart 

reached out to them. The daughters wore tattered clothing, and their small house was in a 

dilapidated condition. Seeing Eruch, the daughters were afraid, as he was dressed in khaki, and they 

thought he was a military officer or policeman. One daughter burst out, “We have done nothing 

wrong; for God’s sake, leave us alone.” 

Eruch calmed her, “Don’t be afraid, sister; I have come to help you. My elder brother has 

sent me to give you aid.” 

The other daughter pleaded, “My father is unemployed. He is out at the moment but will 

return at night. Please come tomorrow as we won’t be able to pay the debts.” 

“I have not come to collect any debts,” Eruch tried to explain. “I have come to present him 

with a gift from my elder brother. Please tell your father to be here tomorrow.” 

Eruch returned to Poona, and the next day went back to Bhor where he met the father. He 

informed him of his mission and the man asked, “Who has sent you?” 

Eruch could not reveal Baba’s name. “By the guidance of God, my elder brother has sent 

me. Oblige us by accepting the money.” Eruch then touched the man’s feet according to Baba’s 

instructions, and handed him the money. 

The man wept and disclosed, “Brother, had you not come today, I would not have been 

alive tomorrow! I had decided to commit suicide. How long am I to continue carrying the load of 

these marriageable girls when I am up to my neck in debt? You can see for yourself our condition. 

We badly need clothes and other goods. But God is the Ocean of mercy! It is for our own good that 

He has kept us this way.” 

Folding his hands to the devout man, Eruch left. Such was Beloved Baba’s play! He is the 

Protector of everyone at every moment, and nothing is hidden from him! 

A cable was received on 25 December 1943 saying that Walter Mertens had died in 

Switzerland. Baba sent a loving message of consolation to Hedi. Hedi had been at her husband’s 

bedside constantly during his final days. But Walter passed away during the one minute when she 

had momentarily left the room. Hedi later asked Baba why he had to die just then. Baba consoled 

her, “It was the only time he could go. Your love was keeping him back.” 

 

Pappa Jessawala, Eruch and Sadashiv Patil arranged a small darshan function in Poona in 
honor of Mehera’s birthday, and Sarosh drove Baba there on the 30th of December. Mehera, Mani, 

Margaret, Meheru and Walu accompanied him and were accommodated at Bindra House. Pappa 

and Eruch had to move into the garage, as they were not to see the women. 



Baba gave darshan to his close lovers on Friday, 31 December 1943, at the Ahilya Ashram 

School hall opposite Bindra House. Many devotees came from Kasba Peth, as well as from 

Ahmednagar, Sholapur, Bombay and Nasik. There was singing from 9:00 A.M. until noon, and Baba 

gave darshan again in the afternoon from 3:00 P.M. to 10:00 P.M. Guests were instructed not to touch 

his feet, but only to fold their hands to him and receive prasad of a large fresh fig. 

The day after the program, Baba ordered Pappa to keep watch near the Bindra House gate, 

and not permit anyone to enter. So, Pappa took up his post and stood at the gate. Soon, Ghani came 

to see Baba, but Pappa prevented him from entering. Annoyed, Ghani asked, “Who are you to tell 

me I can’t go inside?” 

“It is Baba’s order,” said Pappa. 

“Go and inform Baba that I have come. He himself has called me, and it is necessary that 

I see him.” 

“Baba has told me not to permit entrance to anyone, and he did not say to come and inform 

him of anyone’s arrival.” 

Baba was enjoying this scene from the window. Shortly, he called both inside and assured 

Pappa, “I am very happy with you. You do your duty 100 percent. This is the way to obey me. Even 

if a king comes, don’t allow him to enter! Only you obey me perfectly. You are one man who can 

be trusted.” 

Pappa was beaming with pride, and Ghani asked sarcastically, “He can be trusted and not 

us?” 

Baba winked at Ghani, and he kept quiet. 

Pappa said, “I will not permit anyone to enter, Baba. But you, also, should not call anyone.” 

“Quite true, quite true,” Baba gestured. “I will not call anyone else.” 

Reassured, Pappa resumed his position by the gate, where he shortly encountered another 

old lover — Dhake of Ahmednagar. Pappa stopped him, and Dhake became enraged. Pappa then 

went to Baba and complained, “What sort of illiterate people come to you? They have no idea about 

obedience. Dhake should be fired from the mouth of a cannon! He is a bad sort of fellow, and I 

don’t think you should allow him your darshan.” 

Baba called young Meherwan and told him, “Tell Dhake to leave. I don’t want to see his 

black face!” This pleased Pappa and he calmed down. Shortly thereafter, Baba sent Pappa on an 

errand and called Dhake inside. Baba met with him, and he left. 

Pappa returned and resumed his watch at the gate. Then Gadekar came with his wife 

Gunatai. Pappa informed Baba, and Baba teased him, “I had complete trust in you that you would 

not allow even a king to enter. How has Gadekar bewitched you?” 

“Baba, they are both great lovers of yours and above even an emperor! He spreads your 

love everywhere.” 

“Since you praise them so much, I will see them. Send them in.” Gadekar and his wife went 

in, and Baba met them. Baba wanted to see them, and Pappa’s praise gave him the excuse. 

After some time, Gadekar was transferred to Ahmednagar, where he and his family lived 

in Mutha’s Bungalow. The family kept one room reserved specially for Baba. As the house was 

situated on Station Road, Baba would stop there on his way to Meherabad, but he would not inform 

them in advance of his visits. Once Gunatai complained to him saying, “Baba, why do you come 

so unexpectedly, without informing us? The house is in such a mess at times. If we knew you were 

coming, we could keep everything in order.” 

Baba smiled, gesturing, “Is this your house? This is my house. Do I have to inform you 
when I come to my own house?” They showed him to his room, and Baba was pleased, but 



remarked, “Do you want to keep me locked up in only this one room? I want to go to each and 

every room.” Even the kitchen was not left out of his inspection tour. 

Once Baba came to the Gadekars’ house and indicated, “I want to cook for myself,” and 

proceeded to peel potatoes and prepare them and bhujias. 

 

On Saturday, 1 January 1944, Baba returned to Meherabad from Poona. During the next 

few weeks, Baba went back and forth between Meherabad and Pimpalgaon. He also went to 

Aurangabad by train with Adi Sr. on the night of the 3rd to find a house where he could stay with 

the women. They stayed for a day at a bungalow called Prem Basera, whose owner was willing to 

rent the house and provide food for Baba and the mandali.  

Baba began staying at Pimpalgaon from 9 January, and Adi Sr. brought Mohammed Mast 

there for a day on the 10th. Gulmai was permitted to visit at 1:00 P.M. on the 15th. 

Amir, the sweeper’s son, remained at Meherabad. His mother and two sisters had been 

brought to Meherabad Hill to clean the women’s rooms and toilets. One of the sisters, Khaja, was 

kept with the women mandali in grand style, similar to Amir’s treatment. The other sister was there 

too, but she was required to do a little work for her keep. All the women had to pay respect to 

Khaja, who naturally enjoyed her new status. 

When Khaja would visit her father’s house in Ahmednagar, she would not travel by 

ordinary local bus. She would be sent by private tonga, driven by Sidhu, with curtains drawn on all 

sides. Sidhu was forbidden to look at her, and when he stopped the tonga by her house, he would 

go and stand some distance away until she had entered her house. Passersby thought her a girl from 

a very wealthy family. 

Baba had sent Kalemama to Sholapur, where he found a good bungalow for this family, 

enclosed on all sides with bamboo matting. After things were ready, Baba sent the mother, Khaja, 

her sister and Amir in Adi’s car to Sholapur on the 1st of February. Kalemama was kept there to 

look after them.523 

Previously, they had been sweepers — toilet cleaners, the lowest class of domestic servants 

— and now they began living the lives of princesses and princes! Kalemama, who was a Brahmin, 

had to look after them and arrange everything to suit their comfort. Similar to Krishna’s servitude 

to Amir, to wipe out his sanskaras of prejudice, Baba had given him this duty, and he had to bow 

and acquiesce to their every whim and fancy. 

Besides being put in this awkward position of being a servant to Harijans, Kalemama knew 

quite a few people in Sholapur. They would inquire who the new residents in the bungalow were. 

What could Kalemama say? He would hide from his acquaintances and try to avoid their 

embarrassing questions. But when he went to the bazaar, he would be confronted by one person or 

another. When pressed as to why he had been evading them, he would reply: “The pilgrim of the 

Path who is merged in his devotions is not permitted to go anyplace where his practices are likely 

to be disturbed.” 

 

The Zoroastrian navjot (thread) ceremony of Baba’s brother Beheram’s son and daughter, 

Sheroo and Gulnar, was held before Baba at Meherabad on Saturday, 29 January 1944. 

A week later, on 5 February, Baba, accompanied by Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Margaret and 

Walu, left for Aurangabad. The women stayed in Prem Basera the bungalow that Adi Sr. had rented 

in advance in the Ghati locality of the city. Chanji, Kaka, Adi Sr. and Masaji had proceeded there 

beforehand to make arrangements, renting lodging adjacent to Prem Basera, in which Baba and the 

 
523 Later, the family returned to Ahmednagar, where a house was procured for them. 



men stayed. Venkoba Rao was called to do nightwatch, and later Krishna. Kaka and Masaji at times, 

also, shared in nightwatch duty. 

Baba later called all the remaining women from Meherabad to come and stay at 

Aurangabad for a week. Upon arrival, they moved into the house Baba and the men had been 

occupying. Baba and the men moved into Prem Villa, another bungalow that had been rented. Baba 

took everyone to see the Daulatabad Fort and Ellora Caves, and after a week, sent the Meherabad 

women back. 

Baidul was called to Aurangabad, and he would bring masts with whom Baba would work 

in Prem Villa. Baba worked with them daily from 12 February, from eight in the morning until 

noon. Adi brought the high mast Mai Bap from Khuldabad, whom Baba had contacted in 1939. 

Mai Bap was his adopted name, which meant Mother-Father. The mast sat alone with Baba in Prem 

Villa for about 20 minutes, and then came rushing out of the room, shouting: “In this jungle there 

are many thorns!” 

The mast was coaxed to sit with Baba again, but after fifteen minutes came out screaming: 

“A nail has pierced me, and I can’t bear the pain!” 

Kaka thought the mast was referring to some difficult spiritual work Baba had given him. 

Mai Bap was taken back to Khuldabad, and Kaka was told to bring him daily for seven days. The 

mast, however, refused to accompany Kaka the next day, so Baba went to contact him every 

evening at his abode. 

On the 14th, Baba worked for an hour with a mast called Sikander. Baba went out in the car 

the same day to contact two more masts. Early in the morning of the 17th, he went to Khuldabad to 

contact Mai Bap and another mast named Vakilwalla. Both masts were amenable to the contact and 

Baba was pleased.  

On 21 February 1944, Baba’s brother Adi Jr. and Viloo’s younger sister Gulu were married 

in Poona. Baba sent his blessings from Aurangabad, but did not attend the wedding ceremony. Adi 

Sr. drove Baba to Toka for the day early in the morning on the 22nd. 

As he had done in Bengal, Baba was busy chalking out a plan to distribute grain and 

clothing to the poor of the area. Eruch and Jalbhai were sent for from Poona to assist in the work. 

The first program was held on Friday, 25 February 1944, at which Baba distributed two meters of 

cloth and three seers of millet to each poor person gathered in the Aurangabad Town Hall. From 

1:00 P.M. to 6:00 P.M. Baba handed out the prasad continuously to nearly 1200 persons. The grain 

had been brought in trucks, and had been bundled in two meters of cloth by the mandali. This 

making of bundles had been going on day and night for some time. The wonderful fact was that 

these were the days of strict rationing, and millet was unavailable in the market. The millet and 

cloth had been procured from the government with great difficulty. 

There was the additional hardship of collecting needy people. Eruch would ride around 

town in a tonga, and through a loudspeaker cry out, “Poor brothers! At the Aurangabad Town Hall 

at 1:00 P.M., on February 25, free jowar [millet] and cloth will be distributed. Oblige us by accepting 

it.” 

As Eruch was making this announcement, some disgruntled citizens were heard to acidly 

remark, “When our breath is about to fade — this distribution comes.” Children would follow the 

tonga and laughingly mimic Eruch’s words. 

On Friday, 3 March 1944 in Bani Gardens at Khuldabad, the second distribution program 

took place, which Baidul, Kaka, Eruch, Adi Sr. and Jalbhai had arranged. They would visit the 

homes of the poor in advance, exhorting them to accept the gift. People found it hard to believe, 

because at that time it was difficult even to buy grain. Consequently, many were reluctant to come. 

Others spread false rumors that it was all a cruel hoax. The already troublesome task for the mandali 

was thus made even more difficult. 



The third distribution function was held at Paithan on Saturday, 18 March 1944. Baba had 

gone there on the 14th with Adi Sr. and Jalbhai, and over the five-day period he was there, almost 

3,000 persons were given grain.524 The mandali went from house to house distributing coupons, 

requesting people to avail themselves of the opportunity. Baba himself personally oversaw the 

charitable work. 

Baba continued his mast work, simultaneously with these distributions to the poor. In the 

town of Bir, he contacted a half-mad, half-mast on the street called Chandu Mian, but the mast 

refused to move to a more private venue for contact. After waiting for more than two hours, Baba 

left disappointed. A mastani named Shanti Bai was found sleeping on a verandah, but here too a 

crowd gathered and would not disperse despite repeated requests. The mastani became frightened 

when the mandali closed the doors. The mastani was much revered by the local women in Bir, who 

would bathe, clothe and feed her, and sometimes she wore a beautiful sari instead of dirty clothes. 

Shanti Bai was usually found with five to six dogs about her, and like most masts who loved dogs, 

she always fed the dogs before she ate. 

A mast named Maulvi Abdul Wahab was found in Paithan, and brought for contact to 

Aurangabad. Baba liked this rather unusual character. Odd as it may sound, this mast was employed 

as a schoolteacher, though he did not teach any particular subject. He would only exhort the students 

to repeat: “There is no God but the One God,” and urge them to pray to Him. This mast was quite 

revered and an attendant was provided by the state authorities to bring him once a day to the school 

to sign the register there. He actually drew a salary which the government turned over to his wife, 

and a small portion to a shopkeeper who provided meals for the mast. 

Abdul Wahab must have been formerly educated and initiated in Sufi lore, because during 

his contact he clearly explained to Baba and Baidul in articulate language that he had once been 

absorbed in a majzoob-like state, and had written some notes about his spiritual experiences. He 

further explained, in clear terms, that his present consciousness fluctuated between sometimes 

being salik-like and sometimes majzoob-like. 

Returning to Aurangabad after completing his work, Baba informed the mandali he now 

wanted to help 100 families who were poor, but too proud to beg. He directed them to find such 

families in the towns of Narayangaon, Ale, Rajuri and Junnar (which were situated between 

Ahmednagar and Poona). He fixed the 7th of May for the program. 

 

From Aurangabad, Baba issued a circular to his lovers on 13 March 1944, informing them 

of the latest developments in his plans. The Iran question still remained unsolved, as the difficulty 

of obtaining passports had not yet been resolved. Due to food rationing regulations, no more than 

50 persons could be fed at any one time at any particular place. This rendered Baba’s plans for 

accommodating the 200 signatories with him at Meherabad for a month impossible. To sort out all 

these difficulties, Baba called a meeting of 24 of the mandali and representatives of different 

groups, to be held in June at Ahmednagar. 

Baba ended the circular by stating: 

Those who have been already ordered to observe the seven days’ fast should remain on 

special fast without water on the 15th of May 1944, for 24 hours, commencing at 8:00 A.M. on that 

day. Thereafter, the seven days’ fast as already ordered may be observed on the date as may be 

indicated to them in the final circular, which will be dispatched to all after the special meeting on 

the 10th and 11th of June. 

All the difficulties mentioned in this circular are REAL in the gross sense and from the 

worldly, practical point of view, and are as such FACTS without flaw. And yet I, being what I am, 

and considered as all-knowing, all-powerful, who knows everything and knew all, could have 

arranged everything as I [would have] wanted. This therefore leads to the natural conclusion, and 

 
524 Kaka, Eruch, Baidul and Chanji arrived separately. 



conveys the only meaning, that I myself created these difficulties and situations for a further 

postponement, which has a precise purpose and definite and predestined reasons behind it, which 

the fortunate ones alone will soon know. 

That is why in my last circular, I said: “The doubting ones, the impatient ones and the 

disappointed ones need not hesitate to back out, since that would not be considered by me as their 

weakness, but will simply be taken as their unpreparedness for falling in with the appointed 

spiritual time, and they will all the same be blessed by me as ever.” 

Except for this postponement, due to such conditions created mainly by my own self, all 

other arrangements and programs for the group meeting and staying with me for a month, as also 

for the fulfillment of the spiritual experiences mentioned in previous circulars remain unaltered. 

There was a small tank-like pond in the Prem Basera compound, but no pipeline to fill it. 

Men were hired to carry water from a distant well to fill the tank. They would bring it in buffalo 

skins, by bullock cart and motor trolley. Kaka supervised the work and it was completed on 22 

March. Margaret suggested that the women be allowed to swim in the tank, and for some days they 

did. (Kaka and Baidul erected tattas according to Baba’s instruction.) The tank, however, proved 

too shallow and small for much swimming. There was no filter, of course, and after a few days the 

water smelled; so Baba asked Margaret to see that the water was changed. It was summertime, and 

Margaret had to supervise the draining of the pool and its refilling in the hot sun. Although the pool 

was small, it was deep in places and took a long time to empty. It was tiring work and, at times, she 

thought to herself what a bother. 

Later, Baba asked her, “What did you have to do to fill the pool?” Margaret explained that 

she first took the dirty water out, and then refilled the pool with fresh water. Baba spelled out, 

“Within you is dirty water too, and I have also to take it out, to make room for the fresh water of 

my love. Thus, in different ways, I am taking out the dirty water from everyone. I am training you, 

so that you may one day dive deep into my Ocean and obtain the treasure.” 

 

Chanji had been sent to Manmad and Dhond in March 1944 and had met Lobhaji, one of 

the former Prem Ashram boys, on the Kopargaon station platform. Lobhaji was dressed like a sadhu 

and explained that he was living in Satara. He said he had gone to Meherabad thrice but each time 

Baba had been away. He conveyed his respects through Chanji. 

From 1 to 6 April 1944, Baba went out again on mast work to Gwalior with Chanji and 

Baidul. Don was stationed further north but met them in Jhansi, where he had made arrangements 

for the group at a dak bungalow. The next day Baba contacted seven masts there. 

They left for Gwalior and stayed at the Hotel de Gwalior. Here too Baba was able to contact 

seven masts. They returned to Jhansi, arriving at 4:30 A.M. on the 5th, and rested for the day at the 

Jhansi Hotel. 

While Don was taking a bath, Baba dictated a poem to Chanji, which he said was for Don’s 

birthday (which was in November actually): 

Baba’s Gift to Don on his Birthday today 

Whether you come to one of the four places I mentioned or you are sent to Mecca, 

Medina, Morocco, Multan, Murree, in short, whatever happens to you, I bless your faith in me and 

your love for me to remain stronger than ever. 

 

In the moonlight 

  just you and me. 

When everything is bright 

  just you and me. 

In darkness or in light 

 just you and me. 

In wrong or in right 

 just you and me. 

When devil is in flight 

 just you and me. 



When God is in sight 

 just you and me. 

When Truth is all might 

  just you and me. 

When difficulties are slight 

 just you and me. 

In corners all tight 

 just you and me. 

 

You being in my inner circle, everything for you is being decided by the Divine Will, and 

accordingly these three days stay with me will adjust things for you, in view of your future work for 

me. 

— BABA 

Baba left with the mandali by train at 4:30 p.m. on 5 April, and arrived in Aurangabad the 

following day. 

 

Finishing his work in Aurangabad, Baba, with Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Margaret, 

returned to Pimpalgaon on Monday, 10 April 1944. Walu also joined them there. A servant named 

Lakshi was brought to do the cooking, and another servant named Rakhma for household work. 

Gustadji, Masaji (for a time), Slamson, Krishna and Venkoba Rao were the men with Baba at 

Pimpalgaon. Kaka, Baidul and Eruch went in search of poor families in four towns near Poona 

which Baba had specified, and Adi Sr. returned to Khushru Quarters, although he would come daily 

to Pimpalgaon for instructions. 

Baba’s purifying presence in the rural atmosphere of Pimpalgaon filled the area with Wine. 

The hill of Gorakhnath, a famous saint of ages past, could be seen in the distance, and also nine 

smaller hillocks. On one side of the property was a small hill with Khandoba’s (Krishna’s) temple 

on it. Behind the estate was Tembi Hill (which later became known as Manonash or Seclusion Hill, 

because of Baba’s work there). A short distance down the road was the scenic Pimpalgaon Lake, 

adding to the beauty of this sacred place Baba had chosen for his residence. The area was quiet, 

peaceful and secluded. 

When Baba first went to see the property, there was only one cottage measuring 

approximately 60 by 40 feet and divided into two rooms. In addition there was a motor shed, a 

stable, a kitchen and an outhouse. Everything was in disrepair, but Baba liked the location. During 

their stay in Aurangabad, a small house had been built and repairs made by the men mandali. 

After moving to Pimpalgaon, Baba would call Rano from Meherabad to stay for a few 

weeks, and at other times, Kitty. But Baba would regularly drive to Meherabad to visit the other 

men and women mandali. 

Baba was also constantly going out in search of masts with Adi Sr., who would come from 

Ahmednagar daily, as mentioned, and would drive him. Baba would occasionally visit Khushru 

Quarters to see Adi’s mother Gulmai, and stop also at Akbar Press to see the Satha family. 

Goher R. Irani, 28, had finished medical school and had come to Ahmednagar to stay with 

her family. Although she very much wanted to be with Baba, her mother Khorshed was disconsolate 

and wept at the thought of yet another daughter leaving her to join Meher Baba’s ashram. Goher’s 

sister, Katie, had been one of the resident women mandali since 1938, so their mother wished Goher 

to work as a doctor and live at home. Goher’s father Rusi Pop, however, had no objection and 

wanted her to remain with Baba, if that was her true desire. Goher wrote to Baba that after her 

mother’s demise, she would come and stay with him. 

Baba sent for her through Adi Sr. and asked her, “Don’t you want to be with me?” 

Goher replied, “There is no other joy in my life than to be with you. I want to stay with you 

more than anything else! But Mother is crying and crying over the prospect.” 



“Tell her I will keep you here for some time and then send you back,” Baba instructed. 

So, during the period of his stay at Pimpalgaon in 1944, Baba would call Goher to discuss 

these matters. Goher was accustomed to such visits from her college days, when she would come 

to Baba during vacations. 

Kaikobad Dastur, 55, had also been an occasional visitor since 1927. During the 

Pimpalgaon stay, he came to Baba again and said, “I and my family have surrendered to you. My 

every possession is at your feet.” 

Baba accepted his offer of surrender. He instructed Kaikobad to return to Bombay, where 

he was employed as the head cashier of the Sun Life of Canada Insurance Company, sell everything 

except their clothing and wait for his call. Kaikobad left, and faithfully carried out Baba’s 

instructions. 

 

To summarize, during this period in 1944, there were approximately 26 men, 33 women 

and ten children staying with Meher Baba under his orders at Meherabad and Pimpalgaon. Among 

them were (and their ages when known): 

Men at Pimpalgaon: 

Baidul, 54 

Gustadji, 55 

Krishna, 19 

Slamson, 44 

Venkoba Rao, 23 

Women at Pimpalgaon: 

Mehera, 37 

Mani, 25 

Meheru, 16 

Naja, 36 

Walu, 44 

Margaret, 52 

Men at Meherabad: 

Amrathlal K. Deshi 

Anna 104, 56 

Annasaheb Kale, 71 

Bala Tambat 

Chanji, 52 

Chhagan, 38 

Jamadar, 58 

Jangle, 29 

Kalemama, 69 

Kuppuswami 

Lala Kamble, 28 

Masaji, 77 

Mohammed Mast, 30 

Murli Kale, 31 

Padri, 41 

Pendu, 41 

Sailor Mama, 54 

Savak, 41 

Sidhu, 42 

Vishnu, 40 

Women at Meherabad: 

Banubai Lakdawala, 56 

Bhagubai, 23 (Jamadar’s wife) 

Dowla, 21 (Baidul’s daughter) 

Irene (Billo), 28 

Kakubai, 58 

Katie, 24 

Khorshed, 34 

Kitty, 53 

Mansari, 34 

Muktabai, 29 (Jangle’s wife) 

Naggu, 14 (Meheru’s sister) 

Nergiz Kotwal, 36 

Pilamai, 50 

Radhabai, 26 (Sidhu’s wife) 

Rano, 42 

Sarwar, 15 (Baidul’s daughter) 

Shantabai (Chhagan’s wife) 

Silla, 24 

Soltoon, 45 

Soonamasi, 60 

The children at Meherabad were: Adi, 8, Hilla, 13, and Najoo Kotwal, 16 (who came during 

summer holidays); Jangoo, 6 (Meheru’s brother); Shakuntala, 10 (Chhagan’s daughter); Kasam, 

17, and Ali, 14 (Ramjoo’s sons); Naresh, 4, Suresh, 2, and Leela, 2 months (Jangle’s children). 



Besides these living in the ashram, Eruch, 28, Kaka, 54 and Nilu, 41, would come and go 

between Poona and Bombay. Adi Sr., 41, was living at Khushru Quarters, Ahmednagar. 

Age recounted, “Baba’s permanent women and men mandali were composed of people 

who dedicated their all to the Beloved. They were completely dependent upon him. They were with 

him to lead their lives according to his pleasure, without any desire of their own. That is why they 

could remain steadfast in their love and faith in him. One cannot conceive of the sacrifice and 

surrender of such close lovers. There were many who lived with Baba from time to time, but the 

connection of his closest mandali was quite different. His close ones who were with him were 

ground into dust, which they sacrificed at the altar of his feet!” 

 

Jhipra Baba, a rare type of mast whom Baba had contacted in Nasirabad the year before, 

was brought by Babadas to Pimpalgaon on 18 April 1944. Baba worked with the mast in seclusion 

for only one day and sent him back also to his village the same night. 

The fifth-plane mast Ali Shah of Ahmednagar was brought to Pimpalgaon the same day, 

and Baba worked with him for a few days. Baidul would look after the mast in the room between 

the men and women’s sides.525 Invariably, when Baba would go there in the evenings, the kerosene 

lantern would be out. One evening Baba became upset with Baidul. “How negligent you are! Why 

don’t you look after this old man?” Baidul insisted that he lit the lamp each evening. 

That night, Baidul waited in the room itself. He was astounded when he saw the lamp do a 

complete flip and go out! He became somewhat frightened and informed Baba, who confirmed, 

“Yes, there is a spirit, but it won’t hurt anyone.” 

The next day, Ali Shah began abusing the ghost: “You always come and pester me. Get 

out!” He took a sheet and began driving away the invisible spirit, and chased it out of the room, 

apparently. 

One night Baba sent Krishna to look in on Ali Shah. He found him in a vile temper, and 

saw him overturn his kerosene lantern. Krishna picked up the lantern, stood it up properly and went 

to inform Baba. Baba came to Ali Shah’s room and sat with him for some time, until his usual 

serene composure returned. 

The next day, Baba sent a telegram to Eruch in Poona telling him to come to Pimpalgaon. 

When he arrived, Baba instructed him to sleep close to him in his room. Eruch did not believe in 

ghosts, and although Baba had explained to him many times about disembodied spirits, he found 

the whole idea hard to swallow. That night, as Eruch was sleeping, he woke up and felt some heavy 

pressure on his chest, as if someone were sitting on his chest trying to choke him, although he could 

see no one. He struggled to free himself from the invisible intruder, but was unable to and could 

not utter a sound. He tossed and turned on the floor, sweating profusely, and Baba watched the 

struggle from his bed. After a short time, the spirit departed, and Baba asked, “Now, do you believe 

in ghosts?” 

Eruch had learned his lesson and said, “I certainly do now.” The next day, he was sent back 

to Poona. Baba had called him only to give him this experience. 

 

Meanwhile Eruch, Pappa, Sadashiv Patil and Jalbhai had arranged another darshan 

program in Poona at the Ahilya Ashram hall, on Sunday, 23 April 1944. Baba arrived from 

Pimpalgaon that morning by car with Adi Sr. and Deshmukh and gave darshan at the hall for one 

hour, from 2:00 to 3:00 P.M. About 300 bhaktas (lovers) came, mostly Zoroastrians from Bombay, 

Poona, Nasik and Ahmednagar, most of whom had not seen the Master for years. Many were 

 
525 This room was later used by Bhau. 



newcomers who had heard of Baba through the lectures of Manek Mehta, who gave the welcome 

address. 

Chanji attended the program, and later wrote this description to his nieces in Bombay: 

All were so happy to see dear Baba after a long period of separation. Although no 

darshan, no bowing down and no prostration were the specific conditions imposed on all, and Baba 

sat there facing the gathering quite aloof, the clamor for a mere touch of his skirts [sadra] — if not 

his person — and the eventual mad rush of all when he arose to leave, were almost too touching 

and inspiring for description ... The ecstatic smiles of all who rushed through the crowd to have a 

touch of his hands while he was passing by the crowds in the car, conveyed what the magic of his 

profound love meant to everyone. 

In short, all this happened too perfectly and so unexpectedly that it amply compensated 

for the three postponements and the deep longing they all had for a month in anxious waiting of the 

blessed call. It was a scene typical of the love-feasts described in the Bible, revived in our times by 

the living Christ on earth. 

Baba also visited Baba House to meet Beheram, Perin and their children. Gulnar and 

Sheroo had been in Baba’s contact since childhood. Baba would ask them, “Who am I?” 

“God!” they chorused. 

“What does God look like?” 

“Like Baba!” said Gulnar. 

“Bigger than even the sky!” shouted Sheroo. 

Baba asked, “Do you love me or your parents more?” 

“We love you more.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you look so beautiful!” they replied. 

 

Baba spent the night at Bindra House and returned to Pimpalgaon the next day. Four days 

later, on Thursday, 27 April 1944, Baba left at 7:00 A.M. to contact a mast in the village of Vaijapur 

in Sarosh’s new Chevrolet (driven by Chhabu). Baidul, Chanji, Nilu and Pendu accompanied him. 

While passing through Rahata, Baba pointed out the tombs of Upasni Maharaj and Sai Baba, and 

bowed his head to them from the car. 

The mast Baba was hunting was Harigiri Maharaj, but he could not be found in the town. 

A villager approached, informing them, “The mast told me this morning that someone was going 

to come to him today, and it was not good for him to remain here. He has disappeared.” Pendu and 

Baidul went to look for him, but despite their search of almost three hours, they could not find him. 

Baba instructed Chanji to approach some local people from Vaijapur and have them look 

for the mast. They, too, failed, but they were paid for their efforts. Finally, Baba remarked, “If we 

don’t find him by four o’clock, we'll go back.” At quarter past four, quite unexpectedly, a Muslim 

from the village approached them and told them the whereabouts of the mast. Baba walked with 

the Muslim across a river, accompanied by Nilu and Chanji. 

After walking about a mile, they found the mast surrounded by villagers at a farm. Upon 

seeing Baba, Harigiri Maharaj said, “Let us go to our own abode.” He took Baba by the hand, and 

led him to the side of a temple where they could sit in private. When the mandali had seen the mast 

in the midst of a crowd, they were wondering how to coax him to a secluded spot, as Baba always 

wished seclusion when working with a mast. Wonderfully, the mast himself saved them the trouble. 

Within a short time the mast came back, followed by Baba. He sat down on the dry river 
bed, and Baba sat next to him. The crowd drifted to where they were, and although Baba usually 

preferred to be left alone, this time he continued to work with the mast in front of all the villagers. 

He pressed Harigiri Maharaj’s legs for an hour and then declared that his work was done. 



Baba’s work with the masts not only pushed them forward in their journey along the inner 

planes, but also shifted some of the burden of his own Universal work to them. Some masts did not 

want this load transferred to their shoulders and so would try, like Harigiri Maharaj, to evade Baba’s 

contact. 

Baba returned to Pimpalgaon on the 27th, and left for the village of Ale the next day with 

Baidul, Pendu, Kaka and Chanji at 7:00 A.M. Chhabu again drove, but this time they went in an old 

car due to the rough condition of the roads. In Ale, Baba contacted a short old yogi called Vasudev 

Swami, who resembled a crippled child. It was said that Vasudev never lay down to sleep, but 

would doze while seated, bending over a pillow. Baba brought this mast-like yogi back with him 

to Pimpalgaon, and worked with him for three days. He was sent back on 1 May with Baidul and 

Babadas in a public bus, in specially reserved seats. Vasudev had done certain spiritual or yogic 

practices which had led him to become God-mad. Despite that, Baba showed him the sweetest of 

affections and treated him like a lost, injured child. 

 

Meanwhile Eruch, Baidul and Kaka had selected poor families according to Baba’s 

instructions in the four towns of Narayangaon, Ale, Rajuri and Junnar, and had arranged for another 

poor program. Baba, with Adi Sr. and Kaka, left Pimpalgaon for Poona on Sunday, 7 May 1944. 

On the way they stopped at Uttareshwar, where Baba met with a pujari (Hindu priest) about the 

poor programs. From Poona, taking Eruch and Jalbhai with him, Baba reached Narayangaon that 

evening and stayed at the P.W.D. dak bungalow. 

Baidul was waiting for them and on the 8th kept one representative from each of the sixteen 

poor families ready. Baba washed the feet of each person in a separate room, put his head on their 

feet and gave each Rs.50. Some beggars had also come to the dak bungalow, and Baba gave each 

of them two rupees. The poor from Narayangaon and Junnar had been brought to the dak bungalow 

in two buses, and they went back in the same conveyances. 

On 9 May, Baba proceeded to Rajuri where four families from that village, in addition to 

four families from Ale, were brought by buses. After washing their feet and bowing to them, Baba 

gave each family Rs.50, and two rupees to a few beggars who had also come. He then returned to 

Pimpalgaon via Poona. 

On the 15th, Baba spent the day at Meherabad. He left Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. with the 

women and spent the morning at Upper Meherabad with the women’s group. At lower Meherabad, 

he met individually with the mandali from three to six o’clock, and issued instructions to each. He 

returned to Meherazad at seven in the evening. 

On Friday, 26 May, Baba again left Pimpalgaon for Khandwa with Baidul, Chanji, Eruch, 

Gustadji, Jalbhai and Kaka. They traveled from Ahmednagar by train. Krishna, Nilu, Venkoba Rao 

and Vishnu remained in Pimpalgaon to look after the women. 

Baba reached Khandwa the next morning and set out with Baidul and Gustadji to contact 

Gorab Shah, who lived across from a mosque. Baba had contacted this mast three years before, and 

hinted that he was a highly advanced soul. The contact proved satisfactory, making Baba extremely 

happy. 

In the afternoon after tea, in an exceptional mood, Baba remarked about the Masters and 

saints, past and present, in Iran and India: “They are the real flowers of humanity — flowers of 

spiritual power! In Iran, Shams-e-Tabriz, Maulana Rumi and Hafiz all were Perfect. Omar 

Khayyam was not God-realized but highly advanced. 

“Masts are my best medium for work in the world, and that is why I exert myself so much 

to contact them,” Baba revealed. 



In the meantime, Baba had sent Eruch, Kaka and Jalbhai to find and collect the poor. After 

his work with Gorab Shah, Baba washed and laid his head on the feet of about 60 poor persons in 

the Jain dharamshala near the bridge at Khandwa. He then handed a rupee coin to each. 

Whenever Baba would wash the feet of the poor, the entire operation was carried out with 

such precision that some remarked it was like a military exercise. It had to be. Baba was always in 

a great hurry and would not tolerate any wasted motions or time. Finding a suitable place, gathering 

the poor at a fixed time, heating water to wash their feet, and seeing that each person exited in an 

orderly manner after receiving prasad — all these and other chores took place simultaneously. 

In a bullock cart, Baba left Khandwa that night for the village of Borgaon to contact an 

advanced pilgrim called Shivanand Brahmachari. Known as a swami, he seemed to recognize who 

Baba was, and respectfully rose to his feet to greet Baba when he approached. He offered Baba 

food, which Baba declined. After a few minutes, Baba left quickly. 

Baba had said that whenever he is recognized by a mast or saint, for some reason, it makes 

his work more difficult and hence he wished to leave at once.” 

Returning to Khandwa at night, Baba set out the next day, the 28th, for the village of 

Sanawad. There he communed with the mast Chameli Baba. Afterward in a dharamshala at 

Barwah, Baba washed the feet of 40 poor persons and blessed them with his gift of love, symbolized 

by a one-rupee coin. 

On 29 May, Baba went to Burhanpur by bus where he worked with a Harijan mast named 

Raoji Mama. This mast was found at the train station. Although he appeared old and frail, he was 

a rather violent jalali type. After being given food by Kaka, he gave Kaka a sound slap on the face. 

Raoji was not an exceptional mast, but Baba liked him. 

Baba and the mandali then boarded the Delhi Express and arrived in Ahmednagar at 4:00 

p.m. on the 30th. 

After this mast tour, Baba returned to Pimpalgaon. During this period, a Siamese cat named 

Gesu (Geisha) had been given to Baba and stayed in Pimpalgaon with the women as a pet. Baba 

had directed Margaret to look after the cat. At the beginning of June 1944, it was pouring down 

rain one night when Baba suddenly ordered Margaret to throw the cat outside. Margaret hesitated 

and said, “But Baba, it’s raining so hard ...” Baba gave in and left her room. 

The next night, the same scene reoccurred. In the pouring rain, Baba came to Margaret’s 

room and ordered her to throw Gesu out. Again, Margaret started to say something when Baba 

frowned and snapped, “Whose cat is it anyway, yours or mine?” 

“Yours,” she said, and did as she was told. Gesu was put outside. 

A few days later, Margaret read in the newspapers about “D-Day” — the launching of the 

Allied invasion at Normandy on 6 June — and realized the significance behind Baba’s strange 

command. Coincidentally, it had also been storming over the English Channel at the time, and there 

had been a discussion between Eisenhower and the other generals about whether to launch the 

crossing of nearly three million troops in view of the inclement weather. The invasion, consisting 

of over 700 battleships and 4,000 landing craft, had already been postponed a day. Eisenhower had 

been firm and said something to the effect of: “Who’s in command here anyway — you or me?” 

paraphrasing Baba’s words to Margaret almost exactly.526 

 

Before Norina Matchabelli had left India three years before, Baba had directed her, “I had 

given you the order to find me as God Personal. You have found me. Go and tell this to the world. 

You will hear my voice within. You will hear no other voice.” When Norina returned to America, 

 
526 Supposedly, the code words to the French Resistance for the invasion to begin were: “Throw the cat out 

in the rain.” 



she began giving a series of lectures on Baba in New York City and elsewhere. Her talks were so 

powerful and dynamic, many persons came to know of Baba through them, and also later to love 

him.527 

A Universal Spiritual Center for Baba had not yet materialized in India, so besides Norina’s 

publicity work, she and Elizabeth had been actively carrying out Baba’s instructions to locate a 

suitable site for a center in America. Baba had laid down certain conditions to them before they 

left. Now it seemed that they had at last found the perfect spot. 

Here is Elizabeth’s letter to Baba detailing the history of their search: 

June 4, 1944 

Dear Baba, 

You have received a number of cables from me about the property in South Carolina, 

which I hope you will accept for one of your spiritual centers in the United States. When I first 

cabled, the land had been promised to me by Father, but as it belonged to a company of which he 

was part owner, called the Myrtle Beach Farms Company, it took considerable time to be made 

available. In fact, the whole tract of 1800 acres which was used as a hunting and fishing preserve 

by all the partners of the company and others to whom they gave permission to use it, is now being 

divided up in a legal way and Father’s share is approximately 800 acres of this timber land and 

includes two lakes. This preserve is unique in the respect that it has six fresh water lakes, fed by 

springs, which are so close to the Atlantic Ocean that everyone wonders how they can remain sweet 

water! 

We are five, living at your center here now for the month of June, the [Frank] Eatons, 

Darwin Shaw, Norina and myself. When Darwin has to return to work, John Bass will come down. 

We asked Malcolm [Schloss] but he could not come all the way from California and, as you know, 

Jean [Adriel] is spending her time at present on some property which she hopes will become a 

retreat for you eventually, which is at a short distance from Los Angeles. In fact, the plan for five 

spiritual centers in the U.S.A. was projected by you when you first came in 1931, and you told us 

that you would use them for different spiritual activities. 

To outline the circumstances leading up to the South Carolina center, when in June 1941, 

we left India, you told Norina and myself to look for a property in the U.S.A. that would be suitable 

for you and about 60 of your disciples when you came. You gave five qualifications for the land, 

but did not say where the location should be in this country. They were: the place must have 

[equable] climate; virgin soil; ample water; soil that could be made self-sustaining to a large 

number of people; and the property should be given from the heart. Every place Norina and I went 

after we returned, we looked or inquired if there were such land available. 

Particularly we looked in California. The one nearest to this description was at Fairfax, 

across the bay from San Francisco. A fine woman who is a Sufi leader and lived [for] some time in 

India, offered to have you and your disciples stay there when you came. Perhaps you will, as her 

offer seemed to come from the heart; and we all agree that she is the most advanced and 

understanding soul we met out there. Her name is Rabia Martin. When we went there she had a 

place set for you at the table and everything was served to you first, in devotional fashion. The 

property was on virgin soil in fertile country and seemed to have every qualification but one. The 

day we went there it turned out to be very cold, which they always say in California is “unusual” — 

but we saw that it was not equitable climate as far north as San Francisco, although we liked San 

Mateo as much last summer, which is near there. 

Last September when we went to Los Angeles, we saw a number of properties with Jean, 

Malcolm and Markey driving around in a car, but there seems to be a certain lack of water in this 

district. Then on my way back, I stopped off at Lake Geneva, Wisconsin to visit the family place 

there (from where I wrote you) and seeing the farms again after so many years, I realized how 

beautiful and fertile the country was there, but of course the winters would be very cold and had not 

the equitable climate you wanted. 

Last winter I went a number of times to Pinehurst, North Carolina, to see the family, as 

Mother had heart trouble and was staying there. I went over the peach orchard land and other 

 
527 Some followers in New York believed that Baba channeled “thought-transmissions” through Norina. 

She would enter a trance-like state, and the voice that spoke through Norina relayed Baba’s messages, she 

said. But, according to Kitty, Margaret and Rano, Baba at one point remarked that Norina’s claim that Baba 

was speaking through her in these public lectures were not his way of working, but that her talks did help 

his work anyhow. (Donkin’s diary, 30 April 1943.)  



property belonging to Father and others. This was equitable climate, although too hot in 

midsummer, but the soil was sandy and not suitable to growing many kinds of crops and had no 

lake or river. 

I remembered your having mentioned Myrtle Beach many times when we were in India 

and the possible stay of the group here, should you go to the U.S.A.; and Norina and I planned to 

go down, just when your timely letter (dated November 12, 1943) came from Margaret, which you 

will remember, again mentioning Myrtle Beach. 

We went down last February [1944] and stayed at the house that Father had meanwhile 

given to Kenneth and myself, adjoining his house there. So many times I had thought, why did 

Father give me a house that was so nice in every way, except that it was not secluded enough to be 

useful to spiritual purposes or a meditative life, being right on the beach over which anyone had the 

right to walk. Otherwise, it is large enough for a group of yours, having nine bedrooms and five 

baths, et cetera … We five stayed there for three days before we came out to your center property, 

where we are now living for the month of June and we have accumulated supplies, et cetera, for our 

camp life in the woods. 

To go on with the story, I inquired about the hunting and fishing preserve last February 

and Father took us out to see the six lakes. The main highway from Miami to New York goes 

through the property, but after one arrives, there is only a sandy little road which has shrunk into 

almost oblivion. It was the Old King’s Highway, used by Washington and Lafayette, and detoured 

near the lakes (as no doubt they camped and fished here) … We were particularly enchanted by the 

largest lake, which was long and narrow and had a view of the ocean. Here certainly would be 

plenty of seclusion, and it seemed to have four of the qualifications you wanted; the fifth had to be 

worked out — the giving “from the heart.” 

As stated before, the land was not owned by Father as an individual, but as a partner of a 

company, nor had he thought of giving it away, or ever thought of its use beyond a hunting 

preserve (which was the reason he came to South Carolina in the first place, about 40 years ago, 

although many years ago [he] had given up hunting due to his age). However, the Myrtle Beach 

Farms Company had anticipated that they might sell this lake district, which is seven miles up from 

their other activities, as one project at some future date after the war. 

Norina and I at once saw the possibilities for your spiritual center, if only it could be 

obtained, and we were told that the one with the largest lake, with a mile of ocean front and squared 

off to the main highway, would be approximately 500 acres. Of course, I got enthusiastic and that, 

combined with other circumstances (such as my sister Virginia wanting very much to eventually 

own the Lake Geneva, Wisconsin farm; and talk at that time about Father making a will and leaving 

one-third of his property to each of his three children), I had the opportunity to say that I would like 

to own these 500 acres and concentrate my interests around Myrtle Beach, instead of having a third 

slice of properties elsewhere. However, it would be much nicer to have it now than to wait until he 

died, and he would certainly have more pleasure in seeing me enjoy its use. Furthermore, it would 

be used for humanitarian purposes, as you had told me before leaving India that the greatest need 

after the war would be the care of homeless children and one of your centers would be used for that 

purpose. 

I must say that Father was unusually responsive, as Myrtle Beach is his pet place, and he 

has many times in the past said that none of his children had shown any interest in it. I told him I 

had my spiritual interest to consider first in my life, as his religious interests are predominant in his 

life, and I would certainly take an interest in Myrtle Beach if I had some real interest along my own 

lines to work out here, such as this lake property where a center could be formed. 

I cannot help but feel that you were in back of it all, helping matters spiritually, because 

so many circumstances came into the situation to facilitate the dividing up of the 1800 acres now, 

which could never have been worked out so easily if Father had passed on, due to the complications 

of his partnership interest and the different heirs of his estate later. However, it came out better than 

anyone could anticipate when I cabled you saying that Father had promised me 500 acres, as there 

will be another 300 acres which adjoins, which is contracted for but will not come into my 

possession by deed until another year … The 500 acres were actually deeded in my name on May 

15, 1944. 

It is my one desire to give the property to you forever for your spiritual cause. How best 

to do it can be decided when you come ... You may be sure it will be given “from the heart.” Also I 

am pleased to say Father gave it to me “from the heart!” and he knows that it will be used for your 

spiritual and humanitarian purposes eventually. It would be the dream of my life for you to have a 

great center here. I can only hope you find it useful for your Universal Cause. No name other than 

“the Center” for Meher Baba will be given it until you decide that, too. 

Darwin [Shaw] and Frank [Eaton] are exploring the land today to find the highest spot 

with the largest trees, which would be the best place for a great auditorium in the days to come 



when you speak ... As soon as Father definitely promised me the land, we ordered a two-room 

house built, with a screened-in porch, which we call your hut. The hut is on the hill, from where 

you can see the lake and across to the ocean ... 

It has great possibilities for development. Please write and let me know what you want us 

to do foremost and your general ideas about it all. 

Kindly tell me that you will make me happy by accepting it as soon as you come. In our 

every thought and deed it is yours now. 

— Elizabeth — 

In a later letter during 1944, Elizabeth wrote to Baba: 

I forgot to mention that while in Santa Barbara, we motored over to see Krishnamurti at 

Ojai Valley. Norina knew him previously and had a good talk with him. He said it would be a 

privilege to meet you. 

I also gave a lecture in Chicago. You mentioned Chicago as a spiritually important city 

before we left India, but the turnout for my talk was not large. 

Baba cabled Norina on 13 July 1944: 

Am happy to find in all your letters about Myrtle Beach, everything that I personally and 

spiritually approve of and sanction. All my lovers should cooperate to make Myrtle Beach the 

Spiritual Abode for one and all. 

 

 

Chapter 17: MEETINGS and DARSHANS 

 

According to the circular issued in March 1944, a meeting was held in June to resolve the 

problems of having the 200 signatories stay with Baba for one month. The out-of-town lovers 

arrived on Friday, 9 June 1944 and stayed at Meherabad. Twenty-four men were present in the 

meeting held the next day, the 10th, at 3:00 P.M. at Khushru Quarters, Ahmednagar.528 At the 

meeting, Baba stated: 

I have called you, select members of my mandali, to discuss and decide certain points 

mentioned in my latest circular. All these points could easily have been settled and acted upon 

before the war or soon after the war began. I have kept on postponing the time for this, however, 

knowing that as the war progressed, these same problems would become more and more difficult to 

solve. Unless they were most difficult to solve, my work could not be done to perfection. Now, the 

time has come when the work must be done. 

During the meeting, it was decided that Baba would visit Nagpur in September and 

Allahabad in October for darshan programs, and that the signatories would be with him for one 

month in Raipur in December. Due to the trouble in obtaining visas to Iran, it was decided that, 

before the end of 1944, Baba would instead visit the “No Man’s Land” of Peshawar for his spiritual 

work. 

Baba then turned to Chanji and remarked before those present, “You can attend the 

Ahmednagar and Allahabad programs — if you are alive!” 

Chanji said, “Baba is always making me the butt of his jokes like this.” Everyone chuckled 

and took it lightly. But this time, Baba wasn’t joking. Chanji was sent to Nagpur and Raipur to 

make arrangements, with Jal Kerawalla’s help. 

 
528 Those attending the meeting were: Adi Sr., Babadas, Chanji, Deshmukh, Dhake, Gadekar, Ghani, Homi 

Bhatena, Jal Kerawalla, Jamshed Desai, Jamshed Irani, Kaikobad, Kaka Baria, Manekar, Manek Mehta, 

Meherjee Mama Satha, Pandoba, Pappa Jessawala, Pendu, Pophali, Ramjoo, Sadashiv Patil, Sarosh, 

Vibhuti. 

 



The meeting ended at 7:00 P.M., and everyone returned to Meherabad. Baba was staying at 

Pimpalgaon, but went to Meherabad the next day to see his lovers. All returned to their respective 

places on the 12th. 

Sayyed Saheb was an early mandali member, who had suggested the name Meher Baba in 

1920. He had not been present at the meeting, but he came from Nasik to see Baba on 13 June, and 

stayed at Meherabad for two days. 

Chanji returned to Ahmednagar and reported to Baba at Meherazad on the 28th. He had 

seen bungalows in the Nagpur and Chindwara areas, but Baba preferred Raipur. Chanji was sent to 

Bombay to make train reservations. 

 

Baba left Pimpalgaon for Bombay in Sarosh’s car early in the morning on 7 July 1944 with 

Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Rakhma (a servant), and a three-month-old puppy named Typhoon. Sarosh 

was driving and they arrived at noon and refreshed themselves at Kaka’s sister Banu Confectioner’s 

apartment until 2:30 p.m. (Don met Baba here at two o’clock.) Goher joined them in Bombay, and 

they proceeded to Raipur by train. Among the men mandali, Baidul, Chanji, Kaka, Nilu, Vishnu, 

Krishna and Venkoba Rao accompanied him. Gustadji and Masaji were in Pimpalgaon, and the rest 

of the mandali in Meherabad. Margaret was also sent back to Meherabad, along with Gesu the cat. 

In Raipur, Jal Kerawalla was the Food Commissioner, and had made excellent 

arrangements for Baba and the women mandali’s stay in Doongaji’s Bungalow.529 But when Baba 

arrived the platform was full of people seeking his darshan, despite Baba’s specific instructions to 

the contrary. He and the women managed to get off the train from another side and hid behind a 

freight train, before Jal whisked them away in a specially decorated car. 

In Raipur, on 11 July, Baba gave an explanation of the powers of yogis (siddhis) compared 

to spiritual powers: 

Through different yogas, one can attain strange powers such as walking on water, talking 

with persons who are at a distance, becoming immune to snake venom through chanting mantras, et 

cetera. These powers, attained through yoga, control different vibrations, which have different 

effects. Each yogi controls one particular vibration through which he is able to perform certain feats 

impossible for an ordinary human being. 

But the peculiarity of this yogic power is that it can control only one particular vibration. 

So that a yogi who, through his control of a certain vibration, can walk on water, can do nothing 

else. Likewise, one who can nullify the effects of the poison of a snakebite, can do nothing other 

than that. All these different powers attained through yoga practices are phenomenal, and hence 

transient and unreal. These have nothing to do with spirituality or spiritual powers, which are 

already latent in all but manifest only in a few select ones who have realized the Self. 

All life depends on certain subtle vibrations [pran]; their connection is more universal 

through the ether.530 For instance, a yogi wants to obtain a certain connection to something which 

he desires. Just as there are infinite varieties of things in the gross world, so there are an infinite 

variety of things in the subtle realm. A yogi gets hold of one of these things [powers] and gains 

control over the vibration pertaining to that particular thing. 

 
529 The men stayed separately in quarters near Rajkumar College. 

530 Gas in its finest state in the mental world is tej; gas in a very fine state in the subtle world is pran. The 

vibration of ether, gross gas in a fine state, can be accessed in the gross world through deep concentration. 

A yogi who attains the vibration of ether does not need to eat gross food, since the ether helps him maintain 

his body. A yogi can thus live on ether alone. Similarly, poets, writers and artists attain vibrations of subtle 

inspiration temporarily, inspiring them to write poems, epics and create art. But they do not attain 

permanent experience which can only be experienced in the subtle planes through the transformation into 

subtle consciousness. Yogis attain a different vibration from the subtle world in a more concentrated form, 

as a power (form of energy), but that too is temporary (although it can last for years). 



The spiritualists — true spiritual aspirants, saints and Masters — on the other hand, do 

NOT indulge in these petty playthings, because once Realization of God is attained, all powers 

come to him and emanate from him. It is all bliss which he himself experiences, and that bliss 

permeates everything and flows from none other than himself! 

Chanji was not well in Raipur, and Goher was told to look after him. When Chanji had 

recovered somewhat, he was sent to Srinagar on 12 July to make advance arrangements. 

On Friday, 14 July 1944, accompanied by Kaka and Baidul, Baba set out from Raipur for 

mast contacts in Amraoti, Ellichpur, Basim, Badnera, Tatanagar and other places. In the village of 

Dhamangaon, Baba worked with a saint called Mungsaji Maharaj. July is the middle of the 

monsoon season, and it was pouring down rain while Baba was hunting for masts. He had to walk 

three miles through the mud and slush to reach Mungsaji, and when returning, had to travel fifteen 

miles in a bullock cart over very rough roads. 

Mungsaji Maharaj was famous throughout Central India. When asked about Meher Baba, 

Mungsaji Maharaj would refer to him as “The Emperor.” Mungsaji sat in a man-made cave that 
had been excavated to become his shrine after he died. Once a week, there was a festival in his 

honor, at which he would give public darshan and, at the same time, provide free food to the 

multitude of poor people of the surrounding area. 

In Badnera, Baba contacted an old mast called Badri Baba, who in a majzoob-like state 

would for a day or two (sometimes longer) continue standing in a particular position without 

moving — absolutely still like a stone idol or statue. Sometimes he would lie on the ground in one 

position, without moving, for two or three days. 

In the village of Karanjgaon near Ellichpur, Baba again worked with Gulabsha, whom Baba 

had first contacted in 1939 when the mast was brought to the Jabalpur mast ashram. Gulabsha was 

a “wild and frenzied” mast-saint of the sixth plane and was greatly revered. His reverence for Meher 

Baba was evident to all, as the saint would say in Baba’s presence, “I am not fit to sit beside you.” 

Another high mast in Ellichpur was Mastak Mian, who was always found sitting on a wall 

near the entrance to a mosque. Before entering the mosque, the devout Muslims would kiss his 

hand, and he would mock them, “There is no one in the mosque to hear your prayers! Why do you 

go there?” 

In Tatanagar, Baba contacted Chunni Baba, who would daily eat an odd mixture of two 

ounces of tobacco mixed with lime. Baba worked with him in an abandoned air-raid shelter. Baba 

also communed with a mastani called Budhi, who was known for always chewing paan. She was a 

very tiny, old woman. She offered paan to Baba, which he lovingly accepted and ate during his 

contact with her. 

Finishing his mast tour, Baba returned to Raipur on the 21st (or 22nd) of July 1944. 

 

In April 1944, after meeting Baba at Pimpalgaon, Kaikobad Dastur had returned to Bombay 

and sold all his possessions in the belief that Baba was about to call him and his family to join the 

ashram. He saw Baba again at the meeting in June, and had been waiting for Baba’s call ever since. 

But mentally, he was becoming exceedingly restless and running out of patience, and finally 

decided that he would not join Baba if he were not called by August. 

Aware of Kaikobad’s state, Baba sent him a telegram to come to Raipur on 26 July 1944. 

When he arrived, Baba instructed him to immediately return to Bombay, pack everything he owned 

and move to Meherabad. Baba then sent word to Pendu and Pilamai, who were looking after the 

affairs of the men and women mandali at Meherabad. 

Kaikobad and his family arrived in Meherabad on the night of the 31st and remained for 

the rest of their lives. Kaikobad’s wife, Jerbai, 46, and their three daughters, Meheru, 23, Gulu, 21, 

and Jalu, 18, were kept with the other women on Meherabad Hill, and Kaikobad stayed in lower 



Meherabad, in a small cottage that was built for him (on the spot of the old Bathroom Building). 

His son, Ratan, stayed in Ahmednagar and was given a job at the Sarosh Cinema operating the film 

projector. 

When Baba returned from his mast journey, Jal Kerawalla asked permission to arrange a 

public darshan in Raipur, and Baba agreed. Jal began making preparations. The program was 

scheduled for the 6th of August, and Jal invited all the influential citizens of the district. Deshmukh 

and Pankhraj came from Nagpur to help, and Pophali Pleader arrived from Saoner. 

Vibhuti and Babadas were active in informing people about the darshan several days 

beforehand, but at the same time were quarreling among themselves. Baba found out and took them 

aside, admonishing them severely: “Both of you love me. To spread my love, you distribute 

handbills and messages without resting. But it is a wonder to me how you, who inform and acquaint 

others of my love, fight among yourselves! Whatever you wish to do, do it with honesty. Why fight 

and criticize each other? Humility is born of rectitude and precludes criticism of others. Honesty 

demands work without complaint, and leaves the result to my Divine Will.” 

Baba then asked both to forgive, forget and embrace, which they did. 

Baba called Jalbhai, Eruch and Adi Sr. to Raipur on Saturday, 5 August 1944. That evening, 

Deshmukh delivered an inspiring speech about Meher Baba, which made hundreds of citizens eager 

for his darshan. More read about the lecture the next day in the Nagpur Times. 

But suddenly, on the night of the 5th, Baba’s health collapsed. The public darshan was 

scheduled to take place the next day, and Jal Kerawalla grew worried. He had invited many 

prominent people who had heard of Baba but who had never met him, including the Maharaja of 

Baghbahara and other important government officials. Jal was naturally anxious about the 

consequences of canceling the program. 

Baba informed him, “How can I give darshan now? I feel terrible. Cancel the whole affair!” 

In a panic, Jal brought several different medicines, and stacked them all on the table beside 

Baba’s bed. But they had no effect, and Baba began vomiting. 

The following morning, throngs of people began coming to the bungalow for darshan. 

Calling Jal to him Baba remarked, “I feel very, very weak. I cannot stand! I feel giddy. What am I 

to do?” 

Jal was in an awkward position. Weeks of hard work had gone into preparing for the 

function. What was he to do? Were he to cancel the program, people would start backbiting him, 

as those invited were quite new to Baba. He also did not wish to see Baba’s name slandered; because 

for days in the Gujarati newspapers there were articles of propaganda against Baba, misguiding the 

people of the city. Jal wished them to see Baba in person, and judge for themselves whether all the 

allegations were true or false. 

Such thoughts were racing through his mind when Baba gestured, “I will try for your sake. 

If I can sit for darshan, I will; otherwise, I will return to my room.” Holding Jal’s hand, Baba sat 

up in bed with obvious difficulty. He then tentatively stood up and staggered a few paces. Jal’s 

heart was racing and his hands trembled. 

But no sooner was Baba out of the room, then like a flash of light, he suddenly became 

energetic, and his face assumed its usual rosy glow. He strode rapidly to his seat on the dais, and 

his divine smile diffused rays of joy throughout the gathering. 

For Jal Kerawalla, it was a unique experience, and a new understanding dawned upon him 

about the Master. The darshan went on from morning to evening, and Baba’s smile was like nectar 

to those who approached him for darshan. The light of his divine splendor pervaded Raipur, as 

qawaali singers entertained the crowd. 

In between, Baba gave spiritual explanations to the gathering. Almost 5,000 persons had 

Baba’s darshan that day, and later a few came for individual interviews. One of these was Kunj 



Behari Choubey, who later translated all the Master’s Discourses into Hindi. Dr. Baldev Parshad 

Mishra, principal of Bilaspur College, who had edited Choubey’s work, also came very close to 

Baba at this time. 

The three-hour darshan from 9:00 A.M. until noon seemed not to tire Baba in the least, and 

Jal Kerawalla could only shake his head in amazement at Baba’s divine leela. 

 

After the darshan in Raipur, plans were set in motion to travel to Kashmir. Before 

proceeding to Kashmir, Baba sent away both Goher and Rakhma, the servant. Goher was to work 

in a Bombay hospital to get experience before joining Baba permanently (as this was what she 

wished). Baba then sent for Rano, so there would be someone capable to assist the secluded Indian 

women mandali. 

On Wednesday, 9 August 1944, Baba left Raipur in Jal Kerawalla’s car with Mehera, Mani 

and Meheru; Baidul, Kaka, Jalbhai, Eruch and Rano followed in a station wagon. A boy was also 

with them for part of the journey. The other mandali — Vishnu, Nilu, Krishna, Venkoba Rao and 

Chanji (who had returned on the 6th) — were sent ahead by train. Due to mechanical defects, both 

the car and the station wagon broke down numerous times. In the end, the car completely broke 

down along the way, and all had to go to the nearby dak bungalow at Murtazapur, where it took 

two days to have the repairs done. 

Baba had intended to proceed to Kashmir by car, contacting masts along the way. But he 

now dropped the idea, and decided to travel by train. On the evening of the day they were to leave, 

Baba suggested that the women be taken to see a film. Their nicer clothing was already packed, but 

everyone opened their trunks and got ready to go. Baba and all went to sit in the station wagon, but 

it wouldn’t start. Baba was exasperated and after several repeated attempts said it was now too late 

to go. The women tried to get out, but found that the back door would not open. Jal had to pull and 

wrench the doors open from outside, with Rano pushing from inside. 

Late that night, after contacting a mast in the area, Baba left with the group for the train 

station. As the station was small, the train would stop only for one minute, and he warned them to 

hurry and board it as soon as it entered the station. 

Baba was with Kaka and Baidul, and Rano looked after the three Eastern women. It was 

past midnight when the train arrived, and Rano found the women’s compartment locked. She 

banged on the doors and shouted for someone to open up, but all were fast asleep inside. She 

knocked on a window, and then reached in and woke up a passenger, an overweight woman, who 

was kind enough to open the door for them. They managed to throw their luggage inside and hop 

on just as the train was about to leave! 

They arrived in Delhi on 14 August, by the Grand Trunk Express, and stayed the night with 

Keki Desai and his wife. Keki had been warned to keep Baba’s visit an absolute secret. Chanji had 

written, “[Baba] will never forgive you two if ever you inform anyone about this.” 

Jal Kerawalla’s car was meanwhile towed by bullocks to an automobile repair shop. After 

getting it repaired, Eruch sent it back to Raipur, and he left for Poona. 

In Delhi Baba contacted the very high mast Neqabi Hafizji, whom Baba remarked was the 

spiritual chargeman of Delhi since the death of the blind saint Hafizji Nabeena (whom Baba had 

also contacted). Neqabi Hafizji was a mysterious saint who would always wear a cloth veil (a 

neqab, hence his name) over his face, so that his face was seldom seen. Unusual for a mast, he wore 

fine, clean clothes and was from a good family. The saint would wander the streets of Delhi by 

night, and sit in the street by day. Because of his wandering all over the vast city, he was difficult 

to contact, but Baba eventually found him by a well early in the morning and they had their contact. 



Baba then proceeded on to Kashmir. At one point along the journey, Chanji met up with 

the group.531 Since Rano had no traveling permit, she was forbidden from crossing into Kashmir. 

Chanji took her to the proper office in Domel, where she told the officials that she had applied for 

the permit, but she had not yet received it. Rano then returned and went with Baba to the telegraph 

office to inquire further. The clerk listened to her explanations, but failed to check the file. Baba 

signaled to Rano to insist on seeing the file. At last, the clerk admitted, “The permit is received, but 

we cannot show it to anyone before it is sent to the proper office.” Chanji remunerated him for his 

trouble (gave him some baksheesh), as Baba wished. The permit was taken to the office and Rano 

was allowed to proceed. 

They arrived in Srinagar on Friday evening, 18 August 1944. The other mandali had arrived 

three days before. Although Chanji had a high fever and was weak, he still managed to hire a large, 

secluded bungalow which was under construction six miles from Srinagar in Nishat (or Shalimar) 

on Guptaganja Road.532 The bungalow, Bhagat Villa, belonged to a man named Karamchand 

Bhagat. It had a large compound, modern sanitary fittings, and a separate cottage in which the 

mandali could be accommodated. However, since it was not yet ready, all had to stay in the Majestic 

Hotel in Srinagar for a week. 

Dr. Daulat Singh, who was an influential doctor in Srinagar, had been spreading Meher 

Baba’s messages in the Srinagar area, and three people had been brought into the Master’s orbit as 

a result: Trailokya Nath Dhar, P. N. Ganjoo and Was Deo Kain. All three were eager for Baba’s 

darshan. Dhar, in fact, heard that Baba was staying at the Majestic and went there to meet him on 

the 19th. Since Baba was traveling incognito, he was informed that there was no one at the hotel 

by that name. 

Dhar did not give up and asked a young boy working at the hotel if there was a guest there 

with long hair and a moustache. The boy at once replied, “Yes, there is a deaf and dumb Maharaja 

staying on the top floor.” A moment later, Baba stuck his head out of an upstairs window and Dhar 

had his first glimpse of his Beloved. Baba permitted him a few minutes meeting and Dhar became 

a follower for life. 

Chanji’s condition grew noticeably worse and was finally diagnosed as typhoid. On 20 

August, Baba had him admitted to the Kashmir Nursing Home, where Daulat Singh looked after 

him, along with the European staff doctor, an Englishman named Dr. Rollins. Baba had stopped 

giving darshan after the Raipur program, so Kain and Ganjoo had to wait; but they, along with 

Dhar, would visit Chanji in the hospital every day, and they left nothing undone in nursing him. 

It is a curious story how Chanji contracted typhoid. He was very fond of boiled potatoes, 

but Baba had casually given him the order not to eat them. “They will eat you!” Baba had warned. 

Chanji, however, took the order lightly. When Baba arrived in Srinagar, he happened to enter 

Chanji’s room and found him eating potatoes. Soon after this, Chanji came down with fever. 

Settled in Srinagar, Baba began searching for masts. On the 20th, a mast named Subhan 

Mattu was brought to him. When the mast saw Baba, he was overcome with ecstasy and began 

rolling on the ground, exclaiming with sheer joy, “You are Allah!” He placed his turban on Baba’s 

head and covered himself with Baba’s shawl. This mast was reputed to have been seen in towns far 

from one another, at very short intervals. 

Baba went with Kaka and Baidul to Mirak Shah Wali in Shalimar, where they encountered 

a local Kashmiri named Habibullah Baig seated by the saint. With Baba staying behind at a 

 
531 Chanji may have been waiting for them at Delhi, or joined them at the frontier border. 

532 One of Chanji’s final entries in his diary, dated 9 August 1944, is labeled (without further explanation): 

“The Hardest Trial.”  



distance, Kaka and Baidul went ahead and politely requested that Habibullah leave for a while, but 

the man countered, “Why should I go?” 

“A big [important] man from Bombay is coming to see Mirak Shah,” Baidul said, “and he 

does not wish to see him in the presence of anyone else.” Habibullah would not listen, but when 

the wali himself told him to go, he walked away. Baba’s name was not to be disclosed, and only 

Daulat Singh knew of his presence in the area. That is why Baidul would refer to Baba as “a big 

man from Bombay.” 

After Habibullah departed, Baidul called Baba over, and he contacted the wali. Mirak Shah 

was a Muslim saint renowned throughout Kashmir, and had an ashram near the famous Shalimar 

Gardens. He was salik-like, handsome, fair skinned, middle-aged, and wore very fine clothes. 

Mirak Shah used to gather money from those who paid their respects to see him and, in turn, used 

it to provide feasts of free food to the poor. 

After Baba contacted the wali, Mirak Shah sent for Habibullah and, pointing to Baba, told 

Habibullah, “You wanted a job. Now remain in this man’s service. He will pay you Rs.100 per 

month.” 

Through Baidul, Baba said, “You will get Rs.150 per month!” This was an extravagant 

wage for a servant then. 

Habibullah was happy and returned with Baba to Srinagar, taking him to be a wealthy, 

important gentleman from Bombay. Habibullah liked to be in the company of masts. Baba and the 

mandali talked with him and told him that his job would be to draw up a list of different masts in 

the area and act as their guide during their stay. Habibullah did not quite understand how he was to 

go about making such a list, so he went again to Mirak Shah, and with the wali’s help, he began 

preparing one. 

Mirak Shah also wrote to Baba, pouring out his heart to him. In his letter, he wrote, “You 

are God and I want to come and live with you. Pray grant me my request.” 

 

Baba’s journey to Kashmir seemed to have a decisive effect on the war. The American 

forces were now sweeping across Europe, and on 23 August 1944, Paris was liberated by the 

advancing Allies. General de Gaulle took command of Paris two days later. 

On the 24th, Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Rano were to be shifted to Bhagat Villa in Nishat. 

Before proceeding to Nishat, Baba instructed Krishna to follow in the truck with their luggage and 

not to come by bicycle. But after they had loaded everything in the truck, there was no room for 

the bicycle, so Krishna cycled to Nishat and Vishnu rode in the truck. 

When they arrived, Baba scolded Krishna, “Why did you fail to carry out my order? I told 

you not to ride your bicycle.” 

“There was no room in the truck for the bicycle. The driver refused to take it and I ...” 

Krishna pleaded. 

“You should have thrown the bicycle away!” Baba interrupted. “Do you value a bicycle 

more than my words? Is your bicycle greater than my orders? Why don’t you obey me?” 

Then Baba spelled out, “If Chanji comes, you will have to go.” 

Krishna did not understand and Baba spelled out: “If Chanji improves and comes here, you 

will die.” 

That night, Krishna also came down with fever, and Nilu began treating him. Meanwhile, 

despite the best possible treatment, Chanji did not improve. At 5:30 A.M. on Friday, 25 August 

1944, with Baba’s name on his lips, Chanji shut his eyes forever to the world, and opened his eyes 

to see his Divine Beloved in His Pure Being! He was 52 years old. 



Baba’s words to Chanji the previous June (“You can attend the Ahmednagar and Allahabad 

programs — if you are alive!”) now took on added meaning. In fact, in 1929, when Baba was on 

his way to Harvan Village from Srinagar, he had casually remarked to Chanji, “Your tomb will be 

here.” And Chanji would often remark, “When I die, I want to die in Kashmir — it’s so lovely 

there.” Baba had fulfilled his request. 

Baba himself attended Chanji’s funeral in the Parsi cemetery and strewed flowers over his 

last remains. Thereafter, a headstone was raised and Chanji was finally given a rest after 20 hectic 

years in India and on trips abroad as Baba’s personal secretary. 

During journeys, even in crowded third-class train compartments, Chanji carried a portable 

typewriter and would type letters and his diary notes, sometimes even at night. Despite his sincere 

labors, he was inevitably the one whom Baba “picked on” most and who served as Baba’s 

scapegoat. When Baba slapped him (and he did so many, many times), Chanji would say, “Go on 

Baba ... You have the right to treat me like this ... You are the Master, you have the authority.” 

But, as Age knew, “All this was not the Master’s abuse but the expression of his deep love 

for the disciple. The Master’s apparent cruelty toward the slave, who had dedicated everything at 

his feet, was in fact his benevolent mercy. It was no ill treatment; it was the pouring out of his love, 

soaking the heart through and through. A disciple such as Chanji was truly incomparable! 

“Chanji, our salutations to you! Age thanks you for what you have left us. The treasure of 

Meher Baba’s divine words and working, which you preserved, will serve as a memorial to your 

love and discipleship. Your notes will inspire the world for generations to come! By your life you 

have shown others the way to his blessing!” 

After burying Chanji, Baba left Srinagar immediately for Nishat, and instructed Vishnu to 

inform Adi Sr. and Chanji’s family about his demise. Baba dictated this cable: 

CHANJI HAS COME TO ME FOREVER. HE HAS JOINED ME ETERNALLY AND 

NO ONE SHOULD WORRY. 

There was no one to take the telegrams from Nishat to Srinagar, but Habibullah was ready 

to do it, and Vishnu paid him Rs.100 for expenses. When Habibullah gave back the balance of 

Rs.90 to Vishnu the next day, Baba gestured to him to keep it. Habibullah asked, “Why should I 

keep so much? The most I want is ten rupees.” 

But Baba replied, “You have done a very important work of mine. Ninety rupees is nothing 

before it! Have some clothes made with the amount.” 

Habibullah accepted it and his heart overflowed with love for Baba. Baba was no longer 

the “big man from Bombay.” From that day on he became the friend of Habibullah’s heart. 

News of Chanji’s death pained Baba’s lovers in the East and in the West. He was the one 

who kept them informed of Baba’s current activities. Solely due to Chanji’s efforts, many, many 

people from Bombay had come into Meher Baba’s contact. When they learned of his demise, they 

were deeply saddened. Bachamai, Arnavaz, Nargis and Naoroji were especially grief-stricken. Age 

wondered, “Who will convey all the details of Baba’s life and movements now? Who will keep 

them drunk with tales of the Beloved’s Wine?” But it was all Baba’s wish and, for his own reasons, 

he called his secretary Chanji to him at this time. 

 

A taxi owned by a Sikh was hired and Baba set out on a mast tour with Kaka, Baidul and 

Habibullah on Monday, 28 August 1944. Rahim Saheb, an elderly well-known mast, whom Baba 

had contacted before, would wander about the meadows and lanes of the village of Tulamul. When 

Baba contacted Rahim Saheb on the 28th, the mast gave Baba a piece of an old brush and a chunk 

of brick. 



At another place, Baba, standing under a tree, sent the three others ahead to see a mast. 

Immediately upon seeing them, the mast began throwing stones, but since they did not leave, he 

sicced his dogs on them. 

Frightened by the dogs and the mast’s anger, Kaka, Baidul and Habibullah ran back to 

Baba and told him what had happened. Baba instructed, “Sit separately on three sides and don’t 

allow anyone to come to the mast.” Then Baba went to the mast’s room. Habibullah began laughing. 

Kaka asked him the reason and he replied sarcastically, “The mast will receive the Boss with great 

respect!” 

Baba remained with the mast for an hour and this set Habibullah thinking: “Now, Boss 

won’t return ... The dogs must have torn him to pieces.” But when Baba emerged smiling, 

Habibullah asked Kaka and Baidul, “Who is our Boss anyway?” 

“A saheb from Bombay,” they replied. 

But Habibullah now understood that Baba was something more than what he professed to 

be. They proceeded in the taxi and after it had gone some distance, Baba had it stopped. He turned 

to Habibullah and said, “This is your time for offering namaz. Have you forgotten? Offer it here 

wholeheartedly. We will wait.” 

Being a Muslim, Habibullah was diligent about performing his daily prayers and did so 

this time, reflecting: “This Boss is so good that besides being careful of my well-being, he also 

reminds me of the time for prayer.” 

Going farther, they came to another mast. Baba went to him alone and took off his hat. 

From a distance, Habibullah saw Baba’s long hair and ruminated: “This saheb seems to be a wali 

[saint]. He could not be an ordinary man. 

“But why is he silent? He must be approaching the masts to regain his speech. But why 

should a wali go to masts?” 

After working with the mast, they continued their search. Along the way, Baba now began 

teasing the Sikh taxi driver through Kaka and Baidul. He told him, “You aren’t a very good driver, 

are you? You really don’t drive too well.” This angered the Sikh and he said something in return. 

Baba then asked, “Who gave you a driving license? Did you have to bribe the officer? How much 

did you have to pay him?” This set the man’s temper in a rage, and in his anger he uttered a few 

vulgar curses. 

He added curtly, “I have to return to Srinagar by six o’clock this evening.” 

“How can you return before our work is completed?” Baba asked. “You promised to stay 

with us until it was finished. It’s not good to break a promise.” 

The taxi driver, despite much persuasion, would not agree to go further. At last Baba agreed 

to return to Srinagar. The driver turned around, but before he had covered seven miles, both the 

front and back tires got punctured. The driver changed the tube on the back tire, but had no spare 

for the front. It was evening and Baba inquired, “You have urgent work to attend to in Srinagar. 

How will you be able to manage?” The driver kept quiet. 

Baba, through Habibullah, arranged with the headman of the village of Mangom to spend 

the night. Baba slept in the chief’s house and food was sent to the driver. Rising very early the next 

morning, Baba left the house and went and sat on a riverbank alone. Kaka, Baidul and Habibullah 

found him there and Baba directed Habibullah, “Go and see how the taxi is.” 

When Habibullah confronted him, the driver repeated the very question Habibullah himself 

had asked, “Who is that man?” 

“How is it you are so curious about him?” Habibullah inquired. 



“Last night I had some experience of his glory. He must be someone great. I have lied to 

him. There was no urgent work in Srinagar. I am now ready to remain with him as long as he 

wishes.” When Baba heard this, he was pleased and forgave the Sikh driver. 

In Mangom, Baba communed with a jalali mast named Pandit Kashkak. He was a very 

high and powerful mast, nearly 70 years old. He was mostly of a jalali temperament, and his fiery 

physical appearance reminded Baba of Upasni Maharaj. 

When Baba was working alone with Pandit Kashkak, Habibullah snuck around and 

curiously peeped into the room. When he saw Baba on his knees, putting his head on the mast’s 

feet many times, he thought the mast Kashkak must be much higher than Baba. When Baba came 

out after his work, he began scolding Kaka and Baidul harshly, “I told you both to be on guard! 

What were you two doing while I was inside? 

“While working with the mast I had forbidden anyone to see me. But today, because of 

your carelessness, someone has committed a very grave blunder. Had I not saved him, he would 

have turned into ashes.” 

Kaka and Baidul did not know what Baba was talking about, but by this, Habibullah was 

convinced the Boss from Bombay was aware of everything. He had been careful to look inside the 

room from a place where it was impossible for Baba to have seen him. 

As they resumed their journey, they stopped to buy apples from an old woman on the road. 

Baba sent Habibullah to her and the woman agreed to sell sixteen apples for one rupee. Habibullah 

added a few more words of bargaining and the woman threw in two more. He returned with the 

fruit and they drove on in the taxi. Stopping the taxi after about a mile, they got out and sat under 

a tree to enjoy the snack. Habibullah gave sixteen apples to Baba, which he distributed. Baba then 

noticed the two extras and asked Habibullah where he had gotten them from. “The old woman gave 

them to me,” he replied. 

“Did you pay her?” 

“She gave them to me for free.” 

“Go back and return them,” Baba commanded. So Habibullah walked back over a mile to 

return the apples. The fact was that after he had already agreed to buy sixteen and had paid the 

woman a rupee, he had coaxed her into giving him two more as his commission. 

In Chhundangam, Baba contacted Navab Shah, a nearly 60-year-old high mast, who lived 

with his children and old mother. During the contact, the mast put Baba’s hat on and put his own 

dirty Pathan cap on Baba. 

The group returned to Nishat on 29 August. Meanwhile, while Baba was away, Krishna’s 

condition had worsened. He had contracted typhoid, and Nilu was worried that he too would die. 

Telegrams were sent to Baba, who cabled back that he would be arriving the following day. When 

Baba came, Krishna was barely conscious. Baba fed him two or three spoonfuls of porridge and 

gave further instructions to Nilu. Gradually, Krishna began to improve.  

Just two days after arriving, Baba was off again. On the 31st, he contacted a high mast 

named Asat Saheb at Wanagam. The naked mast had dry, scaly skin and asked Baba to scratch his 

back, which Baba did with great pleasure. 

A mast named Guruji was also contacted that day. He used to drink cooking oil, and his 

clothing and person were saturated with it. Baba gave him five rupees to buy more and the mast 

appeared delighted. 

On Friday, 1 September 1944, Baba contacted a high mast called Noor Shah in the village 

of Chindlur. The mast presented Baba with a cucumber which Baba ate after having it cooked. 



Throughout September, Baba continued to contact masts, about 20 in the Srinagar vicinity, 

including one mastani simply called Mai, who lived on raw grass and cooked rice. Five of the masts 

were considered saints. 

 

After finishing this phase of his mast work in Kashmir, Baba enigmatically remarked to 

the mandali, “Two mountains will bump into each other and will become separate. In between there 

will be one mountain which will be the root cause of continued clash thereafter.” Baba was referring 

to the partition of the country into two parts — India and Pakistan — and Kashmir, which would 

be the cause of dispute between the two countries for years to come. 

During their stay, Baba once took the women to the village of Harvan and showed them 

where he had sat in seclusion in 1929. Pointing to a place in the mountainous area, Baba made the 

sign of the cross and remarked, “That is where Jesus’ body is buried.” Baba also took the women 

on a tour of Srinagar and showed them other places of interest. 

In Srinagar one day, Baba went with Habibullah up a mountain to a shrine. While 

descending he asked, “Where is your house?” Habibullah said it was nearby, and Baba expressed 

a desire to visit it. This dumbfounded Habibullah, as important persons had been coming to see 

Baba for darshan which he had not granted. 

Habibullah said, his heart full, “Baba, I am a poor man and my house ...” 

Baba, taking him in his embrace, gestured, “I too am very poor. Visiting your house will 

give me joy.” 

Habibullah then led him to his family’s humble home, where Baba picked up Habibullah’s 

younger brother Majid in his arms, and sitting on the ground began playing with him. Baba gave 

ten rupees to his older brother Amin and inquired from the father about his health. The father said, 

“I am fine, but my son Habibullah has asthma.” 

Baba replied, “He is not your son, but mine. So don’t worry about him.” The whole family 

was greatly touched by Baba’s love, and Habibullah began to think of staying with Baba 

permanently. 

Habibullah was a clandestine chain-smoker. Returning from his house, Baba asked, “Do 

you really suffer from asthma?” 

Habibullah admitted, “Yes, for the past many years.” 

“Do you smoke?” asked Baba. Habibullah admitted that he did. Baba gestured, “Go on 

smoking.” From that day onwards, Baba himself would give Habibullah cigarettes which he felt 

embarrassed to accept. Daily, Baba would give him one after another, with the result that 

Habibullah gave up smoking and his asthma disappeared! 

 

During Baba’s stay in Nishat, a circular was issued on 15 September 1944, in which Baba 

stated that because of the death of his very dear disciple Chanji, Baba himself would have to do the 

work, acting as his own secretary. About the one-month meeting, Baba decided that Adi Sr. should 

see all concerned at the end of September, and after getting their opinions, a date should be fixed 

for the meeting between 15 February and 15 May 1945. Mention was also made about Baba’s visit 

to Nagpur and Saoner in November, and his visit to Peshawar before the end of the year for his 

spiritual work in “No Man’s Land.” 

Thus, the one-month meeting went on being postponed, which naturally created a sense of 

detachment in those concerned. By degrees, Baba’s trustworthy workers became impervious to the 

transient, impermanent life of illusion so deeply rooted in them, and their increasing inclination 

toward following Baba’s words made them gradually long only for his love. 



Daulat Singh had spread Meher Baba’s name in Srinagar well, and the devout became eager 

for his darshan. At the time of Chanji’s burial, Dhar, Ganjoo and Kain had the chance of seeing 

Baba (Ganjoo and Kain for the first time), and Baba’s smile had turned that sad occasion of 

bereavement into a joyful one of celebration for them. All prayed to him to permit others an 

opportunity for his company. 

One day Baba asked the doctor what he was thinking. Daulat Singh replied, “Some of my 

friends and family are anxious for your darshan, but I do not wish it without your permission.” 

Daulat Singh was completely merged in Baba’s love, and Baba did not have the heart to 

disappoint him. Smiling, he spelled out, “If you won’t pray for it, then I pray to you to bring them 

all here for an hour on the 20th. But I can’t spare more than an hour.” 

Daulat Singh was overjoyed and informed those interested. Accordingly, darshan was held 

at Karamchand’s Bungalow in Nishat on Wednesday, 20 September 1944. Almost 500 people 

came. After meeting each briefly, Baba sent them back, but he did give some extra time to Daulat 

Singh, his family, Was Deo Kain and a few others. 

Kain had had many visions of Baba prior to meeting him, and on this occasion too, he 

describes:  

I was alone with Baba. Baba asked me what I wanted. I told him, “There are three 

enemies — anger, lust and greed — which always are following and pestering me. I want to get rid 

of them!” 

Baba said, “Don’t worry about it. I will look after them. Just love me.” As he said so, I 

saw Baba disappear. As if from the seventh heaven, I could hear the chuckle of laughter and there 

was all light. So much light; so much effulgence. I could see Baba’s feet and nothing else.  

In a split second, Baba again appeared. Again, that beautiful face, all smiles, all love. I 

realized how lucky I was to have had had a glimpse of Baba’s Real Self. I had seen God face to 

face. 

Among those who met Baba that day was a sanyasi who described his austerities to Baba 

and also his visits to different saints. Baba praised him, and in the midst of talking with everyone 

observed, “Daulat Singh is a gem!” 

The renunciate replied with a knowing smile, “He is a gem, but he is still worldly. He has 

not yet renounced the world.” 

Baba just smiled and did not comment. He began discussing something else and after a 

while said, “I remember a story. Would you like to hear it?” All expressed their eagerness and 

Baba’s fingers flew across the alphabet board, which Vishnu read: 

A man renounced the world and was passing his time in meditation, solitude, repeating 

God’s name, and so forth, and also visiting different saints and mahatmas. Years passed by like 

this. Once he had the luck to encounter a Perfect Master. He prayed to him for God-realization, and 

the Sadguru told him to stay with him in his ashram. 

The Master also had other followers who were living under his orders. There was no 

spiritual practice of any sort in the ashram and the sanyasi thought all the others there were useless, 

as he did not observe them doing anything “spiritual.” Some were cooking, some were washing, 

some were cleaning and thus, according to the words of the Master, keeping themselves busy. 

Although now living with the Perfect Master, the ascetic had continued his spiritual 

practices. One day he asked the Master, “When will I see God?” 

The Master replied, “If you act according to my orders, you will gain the sight of God 

very soon.” The sanyasi nodded in accord. The Master, picking up a small piece of stone, then told 

him, “Go to the market and, in exchange for this, bring five seers [a weight measurement] of 

vegetables.” 

Looking at the stone, the ascetic replied, “Maharaj, this is a stone. Who will give five 

seers of vegetables in exchange for it? No one will touch it.” 

The Master said, “You have promised to obey me and now you are arguing! Do as I say 

and you will have God’s darshan!” 

The sanyasi went to the market, but no vendor was ready to agree to the bargain, and all 

laughed in derision. With great difficulty, one agreed to give him two seers of vegetables. Refusing, 



the aspirant returned and said to the Master, “Maharaj, I had told you from the beginning the 

exchange was foolhardy. Who would give five seers of vegetables for a stone? I could get nothing.” 

The Sadguru said, “Now go to a sweetmeat shop and bring five seers of sweets for this 

piece of stone.” The recluse left thinking his Master deranged. No one was willing to give five seers 

of sweets and the most he could argue for in one shop was three seers. So he returned, again empty-

handed. 

The Sadguru then directed him to approach a goldsmith and bade him to bring back not 

less than Rs.5,000 in exchange! Now the ascetic was convinced the Master was completely crazy, 

but he went anyway. The goldsmith examined the rock and announced that he was ready to pay 

Rs.1,000. This surprised the sanyasi as now he was being offered Rs.1,000 in exchange for a stone 

against which previously he could not even get five seers of vegetables. He then thought the 

Sadguru knew what he was doing and there was something more to it than met his eye. 

He returned to the Master and told him what had transpired. The Master next asked him 

to go to a jeweler and sell the stone for Rs.100,000! So he went and the jeweler agreed to the sale 

and paid him the amount. The sanyasi brought the money and the Master told him, “You did not 

value the stone, but the jeweler knew its true value. He knew that it was in fact a diamond! Only a 

jeweler’s eye could recognize the stone’s genuine worth. 

“The vegetable vendors, the sweetmeat shopkeepers, the goldsmiths — all are like those 

who are veiled; they can only evaluate things according to their consciousness.” 

The Master then told the sanyasi: “I am the Jeweler and I know the capacities and 

capabilities of those around me. They act according to my wish, leaving their own aside. Those 

who reside with the Jeweler are truly spiritual. Whomever you have approached in your years of 

wandering until now have all been like vegetable sellers, shopkeepers and goldsmiths — limited by 

their own limited viewpoint. So, it is better to remain with the Jeweler who knows your true worth 

and who, in time, will make you a Jeweler like himself.” 

In this manner the sanyasi was convinced and held fast to the Master’s feet. 

And the ascetic monk seated before Baba also learned a good lesson from this tale, 

especially about Dr. Daulat Singh. 

 

On Thursday, 21 September 1944, Baba left Srinagar for Rawalpindi with Baidul and Kaka. 

(Adi Sr. was also with them, but was then sent to Nagpur and Raipur.) Baba journeyed on to 

Peshawar, where he contacted an old mast named Ghafur Rehman. Ghafur was a good mast, in 

Baba’s terms, who sat in front of a hut in a public garden with all manner of rubbish about him. 

When Baidul was on his way in search of other masts, he encountered a man who 

remembered him and told him that ever since 1943, when Meher Baba had contacted Ashaq Baba, 

a mast in Peshawar, the mast had remained in a tiny hut, and that he had become incontinent, sitting 

in his own excreta. From all appearances, he concluded, Ashaq had become a majzoob. Although 

Baba was informed about Ashaq’s condition, he did not go to see him. 

From Peshawar, Baba proceeded to “No Man’s Land,” the barren region that borders 

Afghanistan, to sit in seclusion for a few days, as he had previously outlined. Baidul and Kaka kept 

watch during Baba’s work. Baba and the men then traveled back to Lahore, where he met the 

women mandali (Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Rano) and the other men (Krishna, Nilu, Venkoba 

Rao and Vishnu), who had left Srinagar on the 26th of September.533 

Habibullah Baig had also come with them to Lahore and desired to remain with Baba. Baba 

explained to Habibullah, in no uncertain terms, “It is extremely hard to live with me. Those who 

are with me tread on thorns.” 

“I would like to stay with you, nonetheless,” Habibullah assured him. 

But Baba advised, “Your father is old. Look after him instead.” With Habibullah’s 

agreement to this, Baba arranged a monthly stipend for Habibullah’s family, and sent him back to 

Srinagar. Habibullah did not give up, however, and years later came to see Baba in Ahmednagar. 

 
533 Baba may have traveled back to Rawalpindi, rather than Lahore; his itinerary is uncertain. 



From Lahore, Baba proceeded to Agra, arriving at midnight on the 30th. Baidul and Keki 

Desai had been sent to Agra a week before to secure accommodations, which they did at the Agra 

Hotel on Cariappa Road. In Agra, Baba contacted five masts on 2 October 1944. The most advanced 

among them was Raja Nam, also called Mahatma, who lived alone in a small fortress-like hut 

isolated from human contact in the sandy wastes of the Jumna riverbed. 

The following afternoon, Baba, Baidul and Kaka left Agra on the Punjab Mail for Delhi. 

They had dinner at Keki Desai’s house, where they spent the night. The next day around noon, 

accompanied by Keki, they left Delhi by train for Mathura, where several masts were contacted, 

including the greatest in the area, Inayatulla, a sixth-plane saint and the spiritual chargeman of 

Mathura. This saint was a very tiny old man, quite naked, who loved sweets. 

After completing his mast work in Mathura, Baba returned to Delhi the same evening and 

again had dinner and rested at Keki Desai’s. At 7:45 A.M. on 5 October, Baba, Kaka, Baidul and 

Keki left Delhi by the Peshawar Express for Panipat, where Baba recontacted certain masts. After 

finishing his work, he boarded the Bombay Express that evening. Keki got down at the Delhi 

station, where his wife Dhun, as instructed, had brought food, which Baba and the men took with 

them for their journey to Agra. 

Two days later, Baba, Mehera, the other women and the mandali left Agra by the Punjab 

Mail train, reaching Aurangabad on the 8th at noon. Adi Sr. was waiting to meet them. He had 

arranged for another bungalow owned by the landlord of Prem Basera (also in the Ghati locality), 

where Baba had stayed previously. 

 

Meanwhile correspondence continued with Baba’s close ones in America about Myrtle 

Beach and other American center projects. In September 1944, Jean Adriel wrote informing Baba 

of her book project, Avatar, and of Alexander Markey’s interest and support for Baba’s cause. As 

Elizabeth had written in her letter, Jean and Markey were establishing the New Life Foundation for 

spreading Meher Baba’s messages, and attempting to establish a center in California in the Master’s 

name. Eventually Jean and Markey did purchase 500 acres at La Crescenta, near Glendale, for this 

purpose. 

Elizabeth and Norina had been to Myrtle Beach again in September 1944, and on 2 October, 

the site was finalized. The following is Elizabeth’s letter charting developments: 

 

130 E. 67th Street 

New York, New York 

October 8, 1944 

Dear Baba, 

Norina and I came back from Myrtle Beach yesterday. The day we arrived there, we 

received your cable accepting the property for the future. Later we received another cable telling us 

not to worry — which arrived just previous to a difficulty. It is a pioneer undertaking to take 

hundreds of acres of virgin timberland and make it into a suitable center for possibly hundreds of 

people, when your activities commence there. However, while war times are not good for building 

due to restrictions, it seems to be good for developing farmland as the government is extending aid 

of various kinds. 

Furthermore, you will see from my rough drawing that the main highway from New York 

to Florida passes through our property. [The highway] has electric light and telephone poles, which 

can be connected after the war for our center, but cannot be installed now due to restrictions. 

After plans for these developments were projected, the difficulty of mosquitoes came up 

... We had a warning on the subject by Norina’s getting what the doctor called “a flare-up of 

malaria.” This was our difficulty and I was most happy you had cabled us in anticipation not to 

worry. We immediately moved from the camp, as we call it, to Father’s house in Myrtle Beach and 

Norina’s fever lasted only three days ... However, we started at once to solve the question of the 

marsh ... Father is buying our property, in installments, from the Myrtle Beach Farms Company. 

Regarding building, the government permits one to spend $1,000 each year for farm 

buildings and we have built a two-room cabin with screened-in porch (which we call your cabin) 



and another one-room cabin with screened-in porch for a kitchen and dining room, this year. Those 

who came down with Norina and myself, namely Darwin Shaw, Frank and Kay Eaton and John 

Bass, sent down portable houses where they stayed near by. Anna Till came with us this last trip 

and cooked for all of us. She is a spiritually devoted soul and contributed her work. She longs to 

meet you. 

As we require a place where many can stay, yet can only spend $1,000 next year, we 

looked all around and found a large barn 50 by 30 feet of good cypress wood, which is an attractive 

shape. One can buy a building already in existence and transport it, exclusive of the $1,000. 

Therefore, next January we will start making it over into living quarters, which we believe can be 

done within this restriction ... 

Heartiest love, 

Elizabeth 

 

Reaching Aurangabad, Baba called the other women there from Meherabad — Dowla, 

Irene, Kakubai, Katie, Khorshed, Kitty, Mansari, Margaret, Naja, Soltoon, Soonamasi, Walu and 

Kaikobad’s family. Baba described to them his Kashmir visit and, after a few days, sent them back 

to Meherabad. Rano was sent back with the others, and Kitty stayed in her place. Walu too was 

allowed to stay. 

Arnavaz and Nariman were also called to Aurangabad in October 1944. Arnavaz was still 

feeling depressed over her Uncle Chanji’s death, since she was particularly close to him. She asked 

Baba, “Why did you have to take Chanji Kaka from us? We loved him so much.” 

Baba replied, “Why do you grieve for Chanji? You feel his loss, I know, but do you have 

any idea what a tremendous loss it has been for me?” Arnavaz realized the truth in Baba’s words 

and accepted it as his wish. Baba consoled her, “He was not just my follower — he was my friend!” 

On Monday, 23 October 1944, Ali Shah, the fifth-plane mast of Ahmednagar, was brought 

to Aurangabad. Baba worked with him for about five days and then sent him back. Don came to 

see Baba on the 26th, and stayed for three days. 

Baba now began planning for the upcoming darshan programs in Nagpur and Saoner. 

Babadas and Vibhuti were sent ahead to see to arrangements there, and later Nilu was sent. Nilu 

took his bedding roll and mosquito net to Nagpur. Seeing him unpack, Deshmukh’s wife Indumati 

remarked, “Nilu, when you are a man of the Path — why all these comforts?” 

Nilu replied, “My good woman, what has spirituality to do with outward comfort? 

Spirituality is for the inner self; one cannot judge it by outward appearances. Baba has taught us 

that spirituality has nothing to do with food, clothing or comforts. In truth, though we wear decent 

clothes, we are naked; though we eat, we are hungry. This is our spirituality!" 

Leaving the women mandali in Aurangabad, Baba departed for Manmad on Friday, 10 

November 1944, with Adi Sr., Baidul, Gustadji and Jalbhai, leaving Krishna, Vishnu and Venkoba 

Rao behind. At Manmad, they were joined by Pappa Jessawala, Pandoba, Ghani, Manek Mehta and 

a schoolteacher of Kurduwadi named Chintamani Vishnu (Bal) Natu, who had heard of Baba’s 

coming from Pandoba. All entrained for Nagpur in the reserved compartment, which Kaka had 

arranged from Bombay. They reached Nagpur the next morning at ten o’clock. A crowd was 

gathered on the platform and resounded with shouts of joy and acclamations for Baba as he alighted, 

beaming. 

Deshmukh, Pankhraj, Justice M. Bhavani Shankar Niyogi and Justice W. R. Puranik (both 

eminent judges of the Nagpur High Court), along with hundreds of others, were at the station to 

welcome Baba, whom they garlanded profusely. Laden with flowers, Baba was led to his car and 

taken to the house of K. K. Thakur, an attorney with whom Deshmukh had arranged 

accommodations for Baba and the mandali, in the Dhantoli locality. Deshmukh’s house, a furlong 

(220 yards) away, was where Baba’s food was to be prepared. 



For Bal Natu, 25, this was his first opportunity to see Baba. He had been looking forward 

to having Baba’s darshan for a year. Although his constitution was weak from tuberculosis, he had 

come to Nagpur from Kurduwadi just to be in Baba’s proximity. Bal’s love had brought him and 

he would be rewarded. 

Although Bal had traveled from Manmad in the same train as Baba, Bal’s seat was in a 

different compartment. On the platform of the Nagpur railway station, when he saw how beautiful 

and splendid Baba looked, he totally “lost” himself. He felt as if enchanted. Observing him in this 

state, a thief picked his pocket, stealing his wallet and train ticket. When Baba left and Bal Natu 

came to his senses, he discovered his loss. He saw the ticket collector gathering tickets and 

wondered what he should do now. He was puzzling over the situation when someone patted him 

on the shoulder. Turning around he saw it was the ticket collector, but to his relief recognized the 

man as an old friend of his. 

So, the first time Bal Natu had Baba’s darshan, he lost not only himself but his belongings 

as well! He left the station after explaining the situation to his friend and stayed at Thakur’s 

bungalow with the others. 

Keki Desai from Delhi, Daulat Singh from Kashmir, Suloo Meshram of Jabalpur, the 

Gadekars, K. M. Madon and other lovers from Bombay, Nasik and Ahmednagar were also there 

and gave a heartfelt reception to their Beloved. A tremendous throng from Nagpur was waiting to 

greet Baba in front of the house. After giving them darshan from a distance, Baba retired to his 

room. But as the people continued to shout his “Jai!” Baba returned and waved from the second 

floor of the house. He had to do this three or four times before they were satisfied, and only then 

did he go and wash after the long journey. 

Men and women started coming in groups to the upper floor of Thakur’s house, where 

Baba saw them, permitted darshan and conversed with each. This lasted until evening; then he went 

with the mandali to Dinesh Nandini Chordia’s house for supper. Dinesh was the poetess who had 

met Baba previously. She was a wealthy woman and had made elaborate arrangements to receive 

Baba. Beautiful silk saris were spread on the floors and staircase wherever Baba walked.534 

On Saturday night, 11 November, darshan began at 9:30 P.M. in Gorakshan Maidan, where 

almost 30,000 people gathered. Baba gave a message on God and Religion which Justice Niyogi 

read out, Deshmukh translating into Marathi, and Manek Mehta into Hindi. The following is an 

excerpt: 

The organized religions of the world often fail to express the real vision of those who 

have been the fountainhead of inspiration for their very coming into existence. Dogmas and beliefs, 

rituals and ceremonies, can never be the essence of true spiritual life. When religion has become 

merely a matter of external rituals and ceremonies, it has become a cage for the soul. Nor does it 

help very far to change one religion for another. It is like going from one cage to another. If religion 

does not help man to emancipate the soul from spiritual bondage and realize God, it has no useful 

purpose to serve. Then it is time that religion should go to make room for God! 

I am, therefore, not interested in founding a new religion. The world is already divided by 

numberless sects, based upon dogmas and beliefs. I have not come to give another cage for man, 

but to impart to the world the illimitable Truth. The world needs awakening and not mere verbal 

instruction; it needs the freedom and the amplitude of divine life, and not the superficiality of 

mechanized and pompous forms; it needs love, and not the display of power. 

The world task ahead of me is particularly creative. Really speaking, none of you have to 

receive divinity from me; but what I have to give is the knowledge and experience of the Oneness 

of us all. 

Man shall be weaned away from the allurements of the ego-life. He shall come into full 

inheritance of his own divinity and know himself to be none other than the supreme God Himself; 

 
534 Dinesh Chordia later married a wealthy Marwari industrialist named Dalmia, and was forbidden by her 

husband’s family from visiting Baba.  



and his heart shall be unlocked so as to release the dynamic love divine. Divine love knows no 

decay, fear or corruption, because it is illumined by the understanding that all life is One. Let those 

who are alive to the real values hearken to this call of mine; they will have an ample share in 

bringing into existence the New Era of Truth and Love. 

When Baba had arrived at the maidan, he had been received by the great saint of Nagpur, 

Tukdoji Maharaj, who had led him to the dais amidst thunderous shouts of “Shri Sadguru Meher 

Baba ki jai!” Tukdoji began singing bhajans and looked intoxicated with Baba’s love! 

The darshan continued for two and a half hours, until midnight, and people were captivated 

by Baba’s marvelous personality. They felt as if drowned in the Ocean of his Light! Steadily gazing 

at him, they became lost to the world. 

Age described, “The moon felt shy and hid its face behind the skirts of night. But the whole 

maidan was lit with the Beloved’s Song and 30,000 hearts heard the echoes of the sweet melody of 

that cooling, bliss-inspiring sonata. 

“At midnight, Tukdoji Maharaj stopped the singing and requested Baba to bless the 

gathering. The Lord of the universe, in his full glory, stood up and raised his hands, his hair falling 

over his shoulders, his face aglow. There was complete peace and stillness all around. Baba’s 

silence spoke its secrets to every heart, and every heart was stirred unforgettably. 

“What beauty the Beloved possessed to attract all to him! The crowd forgot everything for 

a while, delighted by the brilliant animation of his features. Baba lowered his hands after blessing 

the congregation and from the depths of the quietude rose the repeated heart-wrenching cry of ‘Shri 

Sadguru Meher Baba ki jai!’ People began rushing toward the stage. Tukdoji Maharaj lifted Baba 

on his shoulders and carried him to the car. Baba departed; but the multitude’s cheering continued.” 

 

Again on Sunday, 12 November 1944, a great crowd collected in front of Thakur’s 

residence, calling for Baba. Baba came out and gave darshan for some time. Then, accepting the 

invitation of Khan Bahadur M. F. R. Malak, a wealthy Bohra (Muslim) businessman of Nagpur, 

Baba went to his sprawling bungalow where other notables of the city had gathered. 

Remaining there for only a short time, Baba left at five o’clock to visit the Ramakrishna 

Ashram, where Swami Bhaskareshwar Ananda received him. Justice Puranik read Baba’s message, 

God as the Only Reality, which was translated by Deshmukh into Marathi, and by Manek Mehta 

into Hindi. Part of it was: 

God-realization is sometimes mistakenly thought to be a selfish purpose of the limited 

individual. There is no room for any selfishness or limited individuality in God-realization. On the 

contrary, God-realization is the final aim of the limited and narrow life of the separate ego. The life 

of the God-realized Master is a pure blessing to all humanity. 

The swami introduced all the inmates of the ashram to Baba, who advised them to live their 

lives according to the teachings of Ramakrishna, the Perfect Master of Calcutta, whom Baba had 

once referred to as the “Herald of the Avataric age.” 

That same evening at 7:30 P.M., Deshmukh presented a kirtan recital in praise of the Master 

at the National College Hall in Dhantoli, which Baba attended with the mandali. The hall was 

packed. An advocate, A. V. Khare, read out Baba’s message on God and Love (excerpted here): 

The spiritual path is like climbing up to the mountaintop through hills and dales and 

thorny woods and along steep and dangerous precipices. If there is one thing which is most 

necessary for a safe and sure arrival at the top, it is love. All other qualities which are essential for 

the aspirants of the Highest can and must come to them if they faithfully follow the whispers of the 

unerring guide of love. 

If you lose hold of the mantle of this guide, there is only despair in store for you. The 

gateway to the highest state of being one with God is firmly closed to all who do not have the 

courage to lose their separate existence in the restless fire of divine love! 



Dr. Deshmukh was so completely overwhelmed to hear this in Baba’s presence, he 

declared, “Look! The Avatar has come here! The complete Avatar! The very personification of 

divinity, whose descent the world has been waiting for!” 

The following day was supposed to be a day of rest for Baba, but people came to his 

residence in Dhantoli nevertheless and would not leave him until they had a few moments of his 

company. Baba graciously allowed them his darshan and casually chatted with them for a while. 

At three o’clock that afternoon, the members of the Meher Baba Reception Committee, who had 

arranged Baba’s program, were introduced to him, and a qawaali program was held in his presence 

with a few select ones. 

Baba’s message on “two aspects of divinity” was delivered on this occasion by Ghani, an 

excerpt of which is as follows: 

However dark the clouds and whatever may be the poignancy of pain and despair, one 

spiritual fact, embodying cheer and hope to suffering humanity, must not be lost sight of and which 

I am going to convey to you here today. 

There are always two aspects of divinity perpetually and eternally active in the affairs of 

the world: the destructive aspect of divinity as expressed in Persian Shama-e-jalal, which means 

Self-glorification, and the constructive aspect of divinity called in Persian Shama-e-jamal, meaning 

Self-beatitude. This aspect of Self-glorification by God, when it gets palpably active, entails 

suffering and destruction on a colossal scale. The aspect of divine Self-beatitude, when it asserts 

itself, brings in its wake peace and plenty. 

In the aspect of Self-glorification, divinity repels itself through its own creation; and in 

the aspect of Self-beatitude, divinity attracts or loves itself through its own creation. The former is a 

negative method and the latter a positive one. And both these methods ultimately are instruments of 

divine wisdom, to arouse humanity to the divine heritage, which is Self-Realization. 

Further, both the aspects of God referred to not only affect humanity individually and 

collectively, but their intensity and force are directly in proportion to each other and they assert 

themselves in cyclic waves. Now that the destructive phase is about to weaken, the aspect of Divine 

Beatitude is nearly due to come into force; and to invite humanity to avail themselves of this 

blessedness to come is my divine mission in life. 

Just as in the present world catastrophe, even the guilty and not guilty, the combatants 

and non-combatants, have suffered intensely physically and mentally, similarly, in the Self-

beatitude aspect of God that is to be manifest in the near future, not only the deserving but the non-

deserving as well, have as good a chance of being the recipients of Divine Grace, provided they are 

wide awake to the situation, which will be a cyclic dispensation, rare and unique. 

My blessings to all those who have heard my message and those who have not. 

Deshmukh’s nine-year-old daughter Sanjeevani then gave a dance recital. The entire 

Deshmukh family was at Baba’s feet and Deshmukh himself had become the mouthpiece of Meher! 

C. D. Deshmukh left no stone unturned in attempting to spread Baba’s message throughout India, 

through public talks and extensive articles in magazines and newspapers. 

In the evening Baba visited the home of Ramdas Chaurasia, whose two young sons, 

Shankarlal and Ganeshlal, Baba took in his arms, put on his lap, and repeatedly kissed. Baba’s arti 

was sung and he distributed prasad. 

Coming out of the house, Baba surprised everyone by standing in the road and refusing to 

enter the bus. The reason soon became apparent when it was learned that Babadas had been left in 

Dhantoli. Baba sent the bus to bring him. A chair was then brought for Baba, and taking his seat, 

he began giving darshan to the local mill-hands who had collected. After Babadas arrived, all went 

to the home of a dentist, Dr. Chobe, where a small program was held. Thereafter, they returned to 

Dhantoli. 

On Tuesday, 14 November 1944, Baba left at ten in the morning to give darshan at the 

Theosophical Society in Nagpur. The secretary of the organization read out Baba’s message, The 

Dynamics of Love. The following is an excerpt: 

True love is very different from the evanescent outburst of indulgent emotionalism or the 

enervating stupor of a slumbering heart. It can never come to those whose heart is darkened by 



selfish cravings or weakened by the constant reliance upon the lures and stimulations of passing 

objects of the senses. But to those whose hearts are pure and simple, true love comes as a gift 

through the activizing grace of a Master. 

Those who have the courage and the wisdom to surrender themselves to a Perfect Master 

are the recipients of his grace. And when it comes, it kindles in the human heart a love divine which 

enables the aspirant to become one with God. 

There is no power greater than love! 

In the afternoon from three to five, Baba gave interviews at Thakur’s home. At 7:30, a 

program was held in the convocation hall of Nagpur University. The hall was full and some had to 

stand outside. On Baba’s arrival, Justice Puranik and Justice Niyogi garlanded him.535 A few female 

students sang a song of welcome. Justice Puranik, a vice-chancellor of the university, had great 

reverence for Baba and declared, “It is the good fortune of Nagpur University that Meher Baba, 

whose work is to give God-realization to mankind, has come here today.”  

Justice Niyogi spoke on Baba’s spiritual status and work, and then read out Baba’s 

message, “The Unity of All Life” to the crowd. Part of it was: 

In the One undivided and indivisible Ocean of life, you have, through ignorance, created 

the pernicious divisions based upon sex, race, nationality, religion and community. And you allow 

these self-created divisions to poison your heart and prevent [obstruct] your relationships. Slowly 

but surely you must imbibe this truth at the feet of the Master of Wisdom. Slowly but surely you 

must shed prejudices and get disentangled from the superficial distinctions. Slowly but surely you 

must tread the path to the Formless and Nameless One. 

When you enthrone the Nameless One in your mind-heart, you do not necessarily put an 

end to the game of duality. You have to play a role in the drama of creation, without being caught 

up in duality. The unity of life has to be experienced and expressed in the very midst of its diverse 

experiences. All life is one, and all divisions are imaginary. 

Be ye established in this eternal Truth I bring! 

The Marathi version of this message was read out by Justice Puranik, and the Hindi by 

Manek Mehta. Being a Parsi, Manek did not know Hindi well, but he wanted to read it nevertheless. 

His conduct and appearance (he had long hair and dressed in white) were peculiar, and his 

pronunciation made all laugh. Finding them snickering, he pleaded: “Shanti [peace], shanti.” 

The students only laughed more and bawled out derisively, “Sit down, Auntie!” 

Baba, too, laughed but motioned to the crowd to remain quiet. The students obeyed, and 

Manek was somehow able to finish the message. Seeing Baba laugh, the students found that he was 

on their level and felt one with him. 

During the singing which followed, Baba began making hand signs to Pankhraj, who 

answered in the same way. While Baba was in Nagpur, he had given Pankhraj the duty of going to 

Deshmukh’s home every day to collect Vishnu’s daily telegram. Whenever Baba was out on tour, 

for darshans or mast work, Vishnu was instructed to send a cable every day to Baba about the 

women’s health in Aurangabad. In Nagpur, the telegrams were being received in care of 

Deshmukh’s address. 

For three days the telegrams were received as expected, but on the fourth, Pankhraj found 

that none had been received at the office. Baba had asked Pankhraj the reason and he had replied, 

“I've made inquiries, but no telegram from Aurangabad has been received.” 

Baba said, “Vishnu would never fail to send the cable.” 

 
535 Another prominent individual who attended one or more of the programs in Nagpur was Mohammad 

Hidayatullah, who later served terms as the Chief Justice, President and Vice-President of India. 

 

 



“This is wartime,” Pankhraj commented, “and military communications are always given 

priority over private ones. Maybe that is why we have not received anything today.” 

Baba directed him to go back to the telegraph office and inquire further. “There must be 

some mistake somewhere,” Baba concluded. Pankhraj went, but could get no closer to solving the 

mystery. While the program was under way at the university, Pankhraj returned from the telegraph 

office. In the middle of the singing, Baba asked if a telegram had been received and Pankhraj shook 

his head, “No.” 

The public program at the university was, by all external appearances, a huge success and 

Baba returned to Dhantoli. After dinner at Deshmukh’s, Baba instructed Pankhraj, “I am going to 

Saoner tomorrow morning with everyone. You should not accompany us; wait until you receive 

Vishnu’s cable, then come by bus.” 

This set Pankhraj thinking: “What is so important about the telegram? It is the same every 

day — ‘Everything all right.’ So many telegrams come to Baba daily; why is he not as responsive 

to them? Are his mandali so superior? Why does he worry so? He must know everything already. 

Why is he so restless about a simple cable, if he is all-knowing?” 

After Chanji’s demise, Pankhraj had written to Baba asking him to make him his secretary, 

and perhaps this was a test for the would-be amanuensis. Later, at nine at night, Baba again called 

Pankhraj, and with an anxious look he remarked, “There is definitely something wrong in 

Aurangabad.” 

Perturbed, Pankhraj blurted out, “I've done everything I can! There is nothing more I can 

do, Baba.” 

Baba looked pained and turning to Adi Sr. asked, “Had Chanji been alive, how would he 

have replied?” 

Adi immediately answered, “Definitely not like Pankhraj! Chanji would have said: ‘I will 

try once more, Baba.’ ” 

Calling Pankhraj near him, Baba twisted his ear and said, “Now have you realized that you 

are not fit to fill Chanji’s shoes?” 

Pankhraj was sorry for his rude behavior, but at the same time was glad Baba had tweaked 

his ear, as he would do this with only his most intimate ones. However, that night his mind became 

restless again and he kept mulling over what had happened. 

At midnight, Kaka awakened Pankhraj, saying Baba wanted to see him. Somewhat afraid, 

he entered Baba’s room and found him in a cheerful mood. Baba informed him, “Someone had 

handed the telegram to Kaka on his way to the bathroom, and he kept it in a drawer and forgot all 

about it. A little while ago he happened to open the drawer and found the cable. Now go and have 

a good rest. Come tomorrow to Saoner with the mandali and don’t think about it anymore.” 

Pankhraj left the room, his heart full of love. This small incident had taught him a lesson 

for a lifetime. 

 

On Wednesday, 15 November 1944, the entire party, including Pankhraj, Deshmukh’s 

family and other Nagpur lovers, departed for Angewada by car and bus. Angewada was 21 miles 

away, and the final stretch of two miles was unpaved, over which neither the car nor the bus could 

travel. Vibhuti had opened the Meher Spiritual Center in Angewada, near a river, where devotees 

from neighboring villages would come to pray, sing and listen to talks on Meher Baba. 

The entire village turned out to receive Baba at the river. They had gotten up early, put on 

their best clothes and decorated their bullock carts in bright colors, hanging tinkling bells around 

the animal’s necks. They requested that Baba cross the river in a bullock cart and Baba acquiesced. 

The villagers were dancing with joy at having persuaded Baba to visit their village. The whole sight 



was so beautiful and picturesque that it reminded those present of the days of Lord Krishna crossing 

the Yamuna River with his gopals and gopis! 

Baba went straight to the newly founded center, where Vibhuti performed his arti and 

Baba’s picture was officially installed. After distributing prasad, Baba left for Saoner, two miles 

farther, taking the Chaurasia boys in the car with him. 

Baba reached Saoner at ten o’clock, where again the whole town turned out for his darshan. 

Pophali and another lawyer named P. D. Harkare had made fine arrangements for the function. 

Baba was taken to the residence of Bhawalkar Pleader. 

On all sides of the bungalow, nothing but a sea of heads could be seen. People from six or 

seven villages had been waiting for days in advance to avail themselves of the opportunity. Baba 

had long before already made a home in their hearts. Pophali had done an excellent job of spreading 

Baba’s messages and love in the area. As a result, almost 40,000 men, women and children had 

come with eager hearts for the darshan of Meher Prabhu (Lord Meher). Baba came out of the house 

several times to bless the crowd, but they were not satisfied and would not disperse. 

In the middle of this multitude, a well-known person named Chaunde Maharaj came to 

Baba. With folded hands, he tearfully prayed, “Please bless me for success in my life’s activities.” 

Baba replied, assuring him, “The power house will never fail, provided the wires maintain 

their connection with it.” 

Heartfelt outbursts of Baba’s Jai filled the air and a wild exhilaration pervaded. Bhajan 

singing commenced, and people forgot the world and their troubles in the intoxication of the 

Beloved’s smile. Afterwards, Baba and the mandali ate lunch and were then escorted to Meher 

Spiritual Center at Saoner. Harkare, with tears in his eyes, performed Baba’s arti, and Pophali’s 

family had Baba’s darshan. Baba here gave a message, “The Unquenching Fire of Spiritual 

Longing,” which Harkare read out, followed by Gadekar’s Marathi translation. The following is a 

portion of the message: 

The life of desires is always and necessarily constrained to an unending oscillation 

between the opposites of joy and suffering, gratification and disappointment, good and evil. But in 

the very midst of the tumultuous pains and pleasures of ego-life there dawns, in the ripeness of 

experience and through the grace of the Master, the clear perception of the utter futility of desires 

that seek fulfillment through the false and the transient forms of life. 

This is the beginning of the life of spiritual longing, accompanied by constant 

discrimination between the true and the false. When the spiritual longing is thus awakened, it can 

never be entirely set at rest or evaded. It becomes an unquenching fire that burns the very roots of 

limiting desires. Thus shall the pilgrim arrive at his abode of peace through keen spiritual longing. 

Baba then proceeded to the open grounds opposite the municipal high school, where a 

gigantic pandal had been erected. But it was not large enough for the thousands of people who had 

collected. The crowd was so vast that it became difficult to control. 

Jal Kerawalla read out Baba’s message, “The Divine Heritage of Man,” and Harkare 

Pleader repeated it in Marathi: 

In all climes and in all places, man is constantly striving for happiness; but there are very 

few who have it, because there are very few who truly know the secret of happiness. 

Man is constantly feeling thwarted and limited, and he is ever in the clutches of 

unrelieved agony or suffering because, not knowing his own true nature, he identifies himself with 

the body or the desires or the limited individual mind, and thereby becomes a victim to their 

respective limitations and sufferings. It is only by knowing himself to be different from and beyond 

all these that he can freely enter the divine heritage of abiding happiness, which is inalienable from 

his being as God. 

The Master does not give to the aspirant something which is not already within the 

aspirant in a latent form. He only unveils the Real Self of the aspirant and enables him to come into 

his own divine heritage which is rightfully his. 



Baba then declared: “The darshan programs at Saoner and Angewada have touched my 

infinite heart. I am extremely happy with the love here.” 

Chaunde Maharaj sang bhajans and kirtans. Afterwards he declared: “Meher Baba is the 

junction of all religions!” 

Chaunde offered his obeisance to Baba by lying himself prone on the ground and prayed: 

“May you banish the suffering of mankind!” 

After two hours, Baba stood up on the dais and raising his hands, blessed the gathering. 

Tears rolled down the faces of many of the villagers. Baba’s departure moved them profoundly; 

they felt as if their hearts were being torn from within. 

Mr. Jaynarayan of Saoner had invited Baba and the mandali to his house for supper. Baba 

went there in the evening and gave darshan to the members of the household. Afterwards, Baba 

indicated it was time to leave for Nagpur, but before leaving he stopped for a few minutes at 

Pophali’s house to say goodbye to his family. Pophali’s wife, his son Shriram and daughter all 

began weeping. Baba consoled Pophali, “How lucky you are that your wife and children love me 

so deeply. This family of yours is mine. You are all mine.” 

These words of love from the Divine Beloved resulted in the Pophali family’s lifelong 

dedication to him. The family bid him farewell with tearful, swollen eyes. 

It was ten o’clock at night when Baba returned to Nagpur where Abdul Majid Khan had 

arranged a qawaali program. Khan had been impressed by Norina’s speech about Baba years before, 

and referred to her as Mother Norina. The qawaals sang until midnight and, though Baba was quite 

exhausted by the daylong activities, he did not disappoint Majid Khan and stayed until the end. 

On Thursday morning, 16 November 1944, Baba visited the Buddhist Society in Nagpur. 

Adi Sr. read out the message, The Hidden Treasure of the Self. The following is an excerpt: 

There is no creature that is not destined for the supreme goal, even as there is no river that 

is not on its winding way to the ocean. But in the human form alone is consciousness so developed 

that it is capable of reflecting and expressing the glory and perfection of his own true and higher 

Self — which is at the same time the Self of all. 

One by one, the multi-colored attachments to the false have to be relinquished, and one 

by one the sanskaric fagots [twigs] that feed the deceptive fires of the separative ego have to be 

surrendered in favor of the imperative claims of the invincible flame of the Truth. The clouds of 

sanskaras have to disappear completely before the sky of consciousness is illumined by the 

inextinguishable light of God, Who is the Real Self of all. My mission is to help you to inherit this 

hidden treasure of the Self, and all who earnestly seek it have my blessings. 

Afterwards, Baba visited the homes of Justice Niyogi and Puranik before proceeding to the 

train station. Most of his lovers had gathered there, anxious for one final glimpse of the Beloved. 

The station platform was full, and there were piles and piles of garlands. The crowd gave Baba a 

rousing send-off with heavy hearts. Although it was a bright winter morning, “showers” fell in the 

form of rain from his lover’s hearts. 

Age witnessed this touching scene and marveled at the spontaneous outpouring of love for 

Meher Baba during the previous five days. Even the angels were envious of the populace of Nagpur, 

as they looked down on these lucky individuals who were drenched in the “showers,” and felt their 

own longing to take human form grow to new heights! 

During the journey in the train, those accompanying Baba told jokes, some sang songs and 

some recited stories to entertain him. Bal Natu, who was traveling with Baba again, this time with 

everyone else, had the sudden thought: “Why not sing a song for Baba?” At that very moment, 

Baba gestured to him to sing. Bal did, and thus obtained a firsthand experience of the Master’s 

omniscience. 

Baba distributed fruits to all and after a while lay down on the seat, covering himself with 

a white sheet to do his inner work, while everyone remained quiet. 



Baba reached Manmad on 17 November, and went with the mandali to Aurangabad. The 

rest of those traveling with Baba returned to their respective homes. 

A week later, Baba left early in the morning of the 24th with Adi Sr., Baidul, and Vishnu 

for a village beyond Ellora, where he contacted a spiritual seeker at a temple. At another small 

village Baba contacted a young Mohammedan, who Baba said was spiritually inclined but not a 

mast. They returned to their bungalow at Aurangabad in the evening. 

At 2:00 p.m. the next day, Baba went to Ajanta with Adi Sr., Baidul and Kaka and contacted 

an advanced mast named Miyan Saheb who was reported to be more than 100 years old. The mast 

seemed to be waiting for Baba. Adi Sr. recalled, “I drove Baba there and expected that there would 

be the usual problem of finding the mast. But Baba said, ‘Stop the car. He is coming from there!’ 

Though never having met Baba before, this stout, hefty mast [recognized Baba and] was glowing 

to see Baba.” As soon as he saw Baba, he embraced him very lovingly and alone took Baba to a 

room on the upper floor of a devotee’s house. Miyan Saheb invited Baba to sit on a sofa and sat 

next to him. He caressed Baba’s face and wept loudly. 

At one point, the mandali waiting outside heard the mast utter a Persian couplet, “Khud be 

kud azad budi, khud gireftar amadi. [You were free, but of your own accord, for the benefit of the 

world, you got yourself bound.]” 

Baba was exceptionally pleased with the contact. When he returned to the car he revealed 

to the mandali what the mast had said and how exceptional Miyan Saheb was, adding, “Most masts 

and saints do not know me as the Avatar, but only recognize me according to their station. They do 

not ‘see’ beyond where they are — beyond their state of advancement.”  

Baba returned to Aurangabad at 6:00 p.m. 

On the 28th, Baba left Aurangabad with the men and women mandali for Pimpalgaon, 

arriving the same day. He sent Kitty and Walu back to Meherabad as soon as the group arrived. 

 

On 1 December 1944, Baba had a circular issued through Adi Sr.’s office in which he 

mentioned his forthcoming visit to Allahabad in April and the one-month meeting at Meherabad in 

May. The number of lovers coming had now reached 500. The circular also announced: 

While at Ahmednagar, Baba has decided to personally distribute grain worth Rs.10,000 in 

one day to the poor. This will not be charity, but his direct contact with the poor in giving this 

prasad which will benefit the poor of the world. Baba has desired that this item of the program 

should not be given any publicity whatsoever. 

Calling Nariman and Arnavaz Dadachanji from Bombay, Baba discussed their upcoming 

wedding plans, advising them to get married in December. When both agreed, he remarked, “The 

month is mine, the date is yours. Fix any date that is suitable.” Arnavaz chose the 21st of December, 

to which Baba consented. 

Mehera’s birthday was to be publicly celebrated that year, and preparations were being 

made to observe it at Meherabad. The mandali began making arrangements for cooking lunch and 

erecting a tent for the occasion. Masaji was in charge of the cooking and had to hire utensils and 

vessels, and for that he went to Poona. Invitations were sent to devotees in Bombay, Poona, 

Ahmednagar, Nasik and a few other places to take part in the occasion. They were informed that 

their lodging and boarding would be provided. Pendu was occupied with pitching the large pandal 

and Padri with making arrangements for electricity and water. 

Masaji returned to Meherabad on 18 December 1944 with a truckload of requisite items. 

But traveling in the open truck in the hot sun had affected the old man’s health. After having the 

truck unloaded in front of his son Pendu, telling him to store the things inside, Masaji went and lay 
down on his cot. Vishnu’s mother Kakubai came to his room and discussed the cooking details with 

him. No one realized he was seriously ill. 



Masaji slept that night, and the next day after lunch went to his room to take a nap. At 1:30 

P.M. Jangle came to ask about purchases to be made in the bazaar. He knocked on the door but there 

was no answer. Slowly opening the door, he saw Masaji’s head lolling a little over the edge of his 

bed. Jangle called him — but Masaji was sleeping the sleep of death. Jangle shouted for Pendu, and 

he, Padri, Nilu and Vishnu came running. Nilu felt Masaji’s pulse, but could do nothing and said it 

was heart failure. A doctor from Ahmednagar was summoned, but Masaji had already passed away. 

He was 77. 

Baba arrived from Pimpalgaon and ordered a grave dug on the other side of the road near 

the railway tracks (opposite the Mess Quarters). A coffin was brought and Masaji’s body placed in 

it. Baba touched the body before the lid was nailed shut. The mandali shouldered the coffin and 

Baba too lent a hand. Before lowering the coffin into the ground, Baba again touched it and was 

the first to toss earth over it. The mandali each threw in a fistful of earth, and Baba placed flowers 

over the grave.536 

From the outset, Baba’s dear maternal uncle Rustom Masa had been with him. He had 

dedicated his life in Baba’s service, and also surrendered his daughter (Naja) and son (Pendu) at 

Baba’s feet. Masaji served as a cook for the mandali, a night watchman near Baba, a sweeper of 

the women’s toilets in Toka, and in many other capacities. He had a temper — he could become 

upset in no time! — but he was also a practical-joker and very humorous. He was a strong, fierce 

man and followed Baba with all his heart until the end. 

Masaji! Your renunciation, your service, your strength, and your love are worthy of a true 

disciple. Our salutations to you! You sleep to awaken eternally! 

 

That same evening of the 19th, Nariman, Arnavaz and the 86 members of their wedding 

party from Bombay arrived in Ahmednagar. The next day, Baba went to see them and gave darshan. 

On Thursday, 21 December 1944, Nariman, 31, and Arnavaz, 26, were married with 

grandeur at the Ahmednagar agyari (fire temple) at 10:00 A.M. That evening, Baba called the newly-

married couple to Pimpalgaon. Arnavaz’s sister Nargis and their mother Bachamai accompanied 

them. He lovingly congratulated the couple, and then took Bachamai by the hand and showed her 

around the Pimpalgaon estate. 

Baba asked, “How do you like it here?” 

Bachamai replied, “Very much.” 

“After some time, I will keep you here forever,” Baba remarked. This surprised Arnavaz, 

as her mother had not been well, and had a family to look after besides. But two years later, when 

Bachamai breathed her last, Arnavaz understood Baba’s promise. 

Keeping Arnavaz and Nargis in Pimpalgaon, Baba sent Nariman back with Bachamai. On 

the 22nd, Baba left with the women to stay at Meherabad, where a unique event took place the next 

day. 

Baba called all his lovers from Ahmednagar to Meherabad on Saturday, 23 December, and 

also all the guests who had attended Nariman and Arnavaz’s wedding. A two-foot pit was dug near 

Masaji’s grave. Chanji’s bedding roll was then buried in it. Baba strewed roses over it. Thereafter, 

Adi Sr. read out Baba’s message on the occasion of the foundation-laying ceremony for what was 

to be a Memorial Tower to all of Baba’s departed disciples: 

You are today witnessing a solemn occasion of supreme importance. While the world is 

feverishly occupied with the vanishing things of the moment, there always are those who gain a 

true perspective of life, through the grace of the Master. These lucky few are ever willing to make 

their whole life an ever-renewed and ceaseless dedication to the universal and ageless truth of the 

imperishable and undivided life divine. The spiritual grandeur of those who set aside all thoughts of 
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the self and make their life an offering to the divine and imperative cause of the Master, is in itself 

ineffable. But while it surpasseth all description, it is something much more than an ornament of 

crowning glory for those souls themselves. A visible memorial [such as] a tower, which symbolizes 

their life of unfailing loyalty and love, can itself become a medium for inspiring the generations to 

come. 

The Memorial Tower of my departed devotees, which is being erected on this spot, will 

be a reservoir of inspiration and power for posterity. Their memory is not being perpetuated for 

their sake; they had absolutely no desire for fame or name. But their memory is being perpetuated 

because it will be an example for those who are living, as well as for those who are to come. A life 

of sacrifice based on love is never lost. It is not only beautiful and fruitful in itself, but also in the 

creative inspiration which it leaves behind itself. 

The foundation of this Tower is being laid on the tomb of my loved Masaji with the 

bedding of one of my loved disciples — F. H. Dadachanji, whose selfless service to my cause was 

wholehearted in its devotion and singular in its attainments. There are also others, such as 

Buasaheb, Munshiji, Sampath Aiyangar, and so forth, who served my cause with unimpeachable 

integrity of character before dropping their physical body. For each one of them, a separate flower 

is placed in the foundation of the Tower; and the names of all of them will be inscribed on the 

Tower of Glory, which will be erected on this foundation. 

The symbolic representation of these departed souls through flowers dispenses with the 

separative burial or cremation ceremonies, which are prevalent in different societies. The placing of 

all these flowers in the same foundation is intended to emphasize the truth that, though the bodies 

of these devotees were different, they were all parts of one eternal and indivisible soul. The 

Memorial Tower has completely dispensed with the physical bodies of departed souls; for the 

physical body is only the illusory shadow of the soul. Those devotees whose names are likely to be 

inscribed on this Tower, after their demise, will have free choice in respect [to the] disposal of their 

bodies after their demise. Their bodies may be buried or cremated or disposed of at the Tower of 

Silence according to the rites of their respective religions or according to any desire expressed by 

them during their lifetime; and they shall be represented on this Memorial Tower only by their 

names. 

The Tower will be in memory of men belonging to different religions and will, in fact, 

represent the fundamental unity of all the great world religions. All the great world religions have, 

in their own way, revealed the same one Truth, which I bring anew. This unity of all religions will 

be clearly emphasized by placing on the Tower the emblems of all the important religions of the 

world. The Tower shall thus be a silent proclamation of the unity of all religions. The unshakable 

peace of the life in eternity and the unfading glory of conscious divinity shall crown the souls 

which are represented by this Memorial Tower. 

They are all eternally mine. I bless them all. 

Then, according to Baba’s wish, Adi read out the names of all the departed ones which 

Baba had listed a few days before.537 Sitting down in a chair, Baba placed one rose after another in 

the foundation as each name was called. Age noted, “It looked as if Baba were indicating that they 

were all merged in his infinite Ocean of divinity. Placing a flower in the foundation for each one, 

Baba was showing that every lover of his will merge in that Ocean someday. 

“While this was occurring, Baba’s face radiated bliss — proof that the death of each of his 

lovers was nothing but the medium to drown them further in his love. The Memorial Tower, when 

built, will serve as a lasting reminder to the world that religion is one, and all distinctions are 

illusory.” 

On Sunday, the 24th, tragedy struck again. Adi Jr.’s wife Gulu died in Ahmednagar an hour 

after giving birth to a son, named Dara. At 5:00 A.M., Baba had gone from Meherabad to see Gulu 

at Sarosh’s home, Viloo Villa. He had put his hand on her head seconds before she died. It seemed 

Gulu had been waiting for Baba’s arrival before leaving her body. Receiving his blessing, she 

merged in him at the age of 30. 

On Monday, 25 December 1944, the atmosphere at Meherabad turned lively, as Mehera’s 

birthday was celebrated with great pomp. Qawaalis were sung at lower Meherabad, and happiness 

abounded. “In Baba’s divine court,” Age observed, “there is neither joy nor sorrow — only the 
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diffusion of rays of bliss. This bliss is always accompanied by pain, but not the pain of worldly 

afflictions; it is the pain of the heart’s longing which makes the bliss attainable!” 

Baba returned to Pimpalgaon on 27 December, with Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Walu. 

Thus, one of the most eventful weeks in Baba’s life passed. On the 19th, Masaji had died; 

on the 21st, Nariman and Arnavaz were married; on the 23rd, the Memorial Tower ceremony took 

place; on the 24th, Adi Jr.’s wife Gulu expired and his son Dara was born; on the 25th, Mehera’s 

birthday was observed. During this incredible one week in December 1944, Baba made all his close 

ones experience the see-sawing emotions associated with death, birth, a funeral, a wedding, a 

birthday celebration — and his continual sahavas throughout! He made them experience for 

themselves that the world and its affairs are a mere dream, and birth and death nothing but 

awakening and sleeping. 

 

Bal Natu and a headmaster from Barsi, Vasudeo Jagannath Kher, had come to Meherabad 

on the night of the 24th and stayed two days.538 Before leaving, Bal Natu told Baba about a boy at 

Kurduwadi who was experiencing bliss in meditation. He could not see Baba’s face in his 

meditation, although he claimed to see his form. Baba got up to go after hearing about him and did 

not comment. Bal Natu thought: “Now, what shall I say to the boy? I promised him to tell Baba 

about his case, but Baba did not say anything about him.” 

He was having such thoughts when suddenly Baba stopped in mid-stride and indicated to 

Bal, “Tell the boy I have my nazar on him. He will see my full form.” Bal felt gratified. 

When he returned to Kurduwadi, the boy was waiting for Bal and said, “Early this morning, 

for the first time, I saw Meher Baba’s form and divine countenance.” 

Another guest at Meherabad had been Maneck Ranji. He returned to Nasik after the week-

long festivities, but died there on the 31st. Fortunate was he to have had the Master’s darshan at the 

end! Although Maneck was considered a thrifty and “tightfisted” individual, Baba praised him for 

contributing much to his cause financially. 

Minoo Kharas and Naize Dubash met Baba on 30 December at Khushru Quarters. Baba 

arrived in a car driven by Sarosh and took Minoo and Naize to Meherazad. Baba was pleased to 

see that Naize was still wearing a ring he had given her during a previous meeting and told her 

never to remove it. While Naize was with the women mandali, Baba again confirmed to Minoo that 

he was a member of the Avatar’s circle and repeated his promise to give Minoo God-realization. 

After their marriage, Nariman and Arnavaz were instructed by Baba to remain in 

Ahmednagar for a few days more. Baba would occasionally send for Arnavaz to come to 

Pimpalgaon. She was not well, however, and was having trouble sleeping. One day Baba called her 

to Pimpalgaon and told her to go and sleep. Every five minutes, he would go see if she was asleep 

yet. Baba’s constant visits kept Arnavaz awake in his remembrance, but finally she did sleep. 

Nariman and Arnavaz then left to take up life together in Bombay. At that time, it was next 

to impossible to find living quarters in Bombay due to the war. But shortly after they arrived, by 

Baba’s nazar, they managed to rent a spacious apartment in a building called Ashiana in the affluent 

Breach Candy locality. Baba had indicated in Lonavla, in 1942, that he would visit Bombay again 

only after Nariman and Arnavaz secured a home of their own, and his words seemed to be some 

form of invisible aid! 

 

Ali Shah had been brought to Pimpalgaon on Monday, 1 January 1945 and kept near Baba. 

For the next few weeks, Baba worked in seclusion with him for certain hours each day, and then 

sent him back to Ahmednagar on the 25th, after his work was completed. 

 
538 V. J. Kher had met Baba in Barsi in 1943. 



On the 3rd, Elizabeth Patterson’s father, Simeon Chapin, passed away, and she cabled Baba 

about it. The next day, Baba sent her this telegram: “Your father has blessedly found a place in my 

infinite heart.” 

Mr. Chapin had met Baba in New York in 1932 and, because of his recent gift to his 

daughter of his property in Myrtle Beach, a center for Baba in America was coming to fruition. 

Simeon Chapin was a generous, philanthropic individual, who established four charitable 

foundations. He often remarked, "I would not be worthy of anything that I have received, if I did 

not share with those less fortunate." Elizabeth’s father was truly blessed to have made the beautiful 

Meher Spiritual Center possible.  

 

Baba went to Meherabad on Saturday, 6 January 1945 to see Kaka Baria, who had returned 

from Bombay after completing some work for Baba. Baba was eating only once a day during this 

period. Adi Sr. would come to Pimpalgaon daily from Ahmednagar for instructions, and would 

relay messages between Baba at Pimpalgaon and the mandali at Meherabad. 

Baba went to Meherabad on the 26th to meet Dhake, whom Baba had called from Rahuri 

to discuss certain legal matters. 

On Wednesday, 31 January, Baba left Pimpalgaon and moved with the women to Rusi 

Pop’s house in Ahmednagar, not far from Khushru Quarters.539 This move to Katie and Goher’s 

parent’s home was necessitated because of some minor construction and renovation work which 

was to take place at Pimpalgaon under Kalemama’s supervision. After moving to Ahmednagar, 

Baba called Rano from Meherabad, and thus Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Rano and Walu were now 

with him at Pop’s. 

Baba left Ahmednagar with Baidul and Kaka on Friday, 2 February 1945 for mast work in 

Jhansi, where, on the 4th, he contacted fourteen masts. Among the most memorable was a mastani 

called Punjabi Mai. Baba also recontacted Allahuddin, a naked mast with very long hair and a 

beard, who for many years had sat with his back against an old tower, gazing upwards toward the 

sun or starry sky, all day and all night. 

Auliya Baba was the highest mast in Jhansi. So old was he that he could not walk, but he 

would shuffle his feet along the ground. This saintly mast was filthy and would often abuse 

passersby, but with others he would be very jolly. 

Baba returned to Ahmednagar on 6 February. 

 

Discussions were held with the mandali about the one-month meeting scheduled for May. 

Baba went back and forth to Meherabad for the discussions, sometimes sending for the mandali to 

come to Ahmednagar. It was finally decided that one group head from each city should be invited 

to a smaller meeting at Meherabad of 40 persons (which included the mandali), to decide about the 

month-long meeting, once and for all!  

As mentioned, the number of men intending to come to the one-month meeting had reached 

500. This involved several difficulties, as Baba explained in this circular, issued by Adi Sr. a few 

weeks later (on 1 March 1945): 

Signatories to the Final Circular of 1st December 1944, were called in the month of May 

1945. Many accommodated themselves circumstantially and are prepared to attend the month’s 

congregation. Several have difficulties of getting leave or getting away for one month and, in spite 

of their eagerness, are unable to attend. Be that as it may, this meeting has been postponed several 

times for several reasons. 

The specific purpose of the meeting is spiritual, and until that is properly served, mere 

bringing together a number of signatories will not have fulfilled the purpose. There are several 
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difficulties involved in coming together and living together for a period of one month. They must 

be properly solved through natural means. Intervention of my Universal mind at this juncture is not 

appropriate. All the physical necessities of housing, eating meals, et cetera, for the devotees must 

be properly arranged to enable all the signatories to become wholly devoted to the spiritual cause of 

the congregation without undue diversion to their physical needs. 

Due to war conditions, food rationing is a constant problem, apparently void of solution. 

Besides, government restrictions on hundreds of people coming together for a month’s stay is 

another unsolved problem, and the traveling difficulties are no less easy for every signatory. 

In view of the spiritual purpose for which exclusively the congregation stands and which 

is most important, the matter of prolongation to suit the best occasion for the utmost result becomes 

a temporary necessity, however unsuitable it may appear. Out of the seeming appearances of 

changing events comes forth a definite spiritual basis on which the super-structure of Self-

Realization stands. Rising above the mental upsets caused by prolongations and postponements of 

the one-month meeting can be counted as solid proof of the soundness of faith in the original 

signing of complete obedience in following my instructions at all costs and sufferings, whether 

mental or physical. 

The one-month meeting, according to the Final Circular of 1st December 1944, will not 

be held in the month of May 1945. I therefore desire that every signatory disentangle himself from 

all commitments of having to take or having had taken leave, et cetera, to attend the meeting. 

For the establishment of a permanent link in the chain of temporary postponements, I 

desire that every signatory should fast for the whole day of May 1 — from 7:00 A.M. of May 1 to 

7:00 A.M. of May 2, 1945 — 24 hours. He should not take solid food or water or any other liquid. 

Baba then listed the 40 persons he wished to be present for a week at Meherabad in May 

to discuss and decide “the future of the one-month meeting in all its adjustments of time, place, 

food and every other convenience to the best advantage of the signatories in general.” 

 

Chanji’s life had been so hectic attending to Baba’s work that he had not had time to 

properly arrange all his diaries, notes and letters. He would jot down things and simply collect it 

all, storing it in his trunk. As stated previously, Eruch and Adi Sr. had been sorting through some 

of his things while in Bangalore during 1940. After Chanji’s death, his trunks were brought to 

Meherabad from Bombay, and Baba assigned the duty of arranging and putting them in order to 

Feram Workingboxwala. 

For Feram, going through Chanji’s letters and notes proved a tedious and tiresome task. 

For one thing, Chanji’s handwriting was at times microscopic; for another, he was in the habit of 

taking down Baba’s explanations on any scrap of paper handy, and would often not date the entries, 

or he would simply put the day and month with no mention of what year. Feram was able to 

complete the work, organizing it as best he could in nine months. And thus, Framroze’s (Chanji’s) 

legacy was straightened out by Feramroj (Feram)! 

After Chanji’s demise, Adi Sr. had become Meher Baba’s official secretary and was 

handling the duty of correspondence between the Master and his followers. Feram would assist Adi 

in keeping the correspondence and accounts organized. 

Feram was a simple, innocent, extremely gullible man. He was often the butt of the 

mandali’s jokes, and Pendu and Nilu especially loved to tease him. Feram was also not in good 

health, suffering from asthma, and Baba instructed Pendu to give him milk every day. Once Feram 

complained to Nilu, “I don’t like the milk Pendu is giving me; it has a peculiar taste.” 

“That’s because he’s not giving you buffalo’s milk,” Nilu joked, “he is giving you horse’s 

milk — to make you as strong as a horse!” 

“Really?” asked Feram incredulously. “Can a mare be milked?” 

“Of course,” said Nilu. There was a tonga kept at Meherabad for bringing provisions from 

Ahmednagar each day, and the tonga horse had recently given birth. So Feram was convinced that 

Pendu was indeed giving him mare’s milk. Soon after, Feram stopped drinking the milk, and 



although Pendu tried to convince him that Nilu was pulling his leg, Feram indignantly believed he 

was being made the object of yet another practical joke. 

Pendu informed Baba that Feram had stopped drinking milk, and Baba sent for Feram and 

asked, “Why don’t you have milk nowadays? It was my order.” Feram told him the reason, and it 

amused Baba so much that he laughed and laughed. 

“You really are a numbskull!” Baba teased. “I've never met a man like you before! I'm 

surprised Nilu didn’t tell you it was chicken’s milk! You shouldn’t take their jokes seriously. Now, 

start drinking milk from today, and don’t stop until I tell you.” 

 

For his mast work, Baba wished to stay in Hyderabad for six months. Don was serving as 

a doctor in the military hospital at nearby Secunderabad, and at the end of January 1945, he was 

cabled to start looking for suitable bungalows for Baba and the mandali. Don saw a few in 

Hyderabad and reported to Baba about them when he came to Ahmednagar on 8 February for a 

three-day stay. 

About the war, Baba had told Don previously that although the Allies (America and 

England) were going to win the war, they might lose the peace, because Russia would dominate 

peace negotiations. During Don’s visit at this time, Baba commented further, “America and 

England are going to suffer a very severe diplomatic defeat at the hands of Russia — a diplomatic 

defeat even more serious than a defeat in war, the effect of which will last a long time.” 

Baba wished to do some preliminary mast work in the Hyderabad area, and on Wednesday, 

21 February 1945, he left for Hyderabad by train with Pendu, Baidul and Kaka. Don met them at 

the Secunderabad station the following morning, and took them to the Rock Castle Hotel. Pendu 

was sent with Don to see the bungalows Don had selected, while Baba went out with Baidul and 

Kaka for mast contacts. 

Pendu, for one reason or another, was dissatisfied with the bungalows chosen, so he began 

inspecting others. In the Jubilee Hills locality of the city, a new bungalow was under construction, 

with a small garden and a swimming pool on the grounds. Pendu liked it and took Baba to see it. 

Baba approved it and instructed Pendu to draw up an agreement with the owner about the rent. 

Pendu and Don went to meet the landlord. He was a lawyer, and was entertaining guests 

when they arrived. They talked with him, after which he drew up an agreement in Urdu. Pendu 

returned to the hotel late at night, and Baba asked, “What does the agreement say?” 

“It is in Urdu,” Pendu replied. “I can’t read it, but he prepared it according to our terms.” 

“But we must know exactly what it says. If it has not been properly drawn up, there will be 

trouble later.” 

It was quite late, most people were asleep, and who was Pendu supposed to find to translate 

the document? He left, and as he was walking around the hotel he saw three Muslims sitting in a 

room drinking wine. Pendu asked if anyone read Urdu, and one of them, rather drunkenly, 

answered, “Come, friend, I am your servant — at your command, ready to obey. What have you 

brought?” Pendu took him to Baba. He staggered in, grandly shook hands with Baba, and began 

reading the agreement out loud with dramatic flourish. 

Baba was amused and entertained by his performance. He would indicate to Pendu to tell 

him, “Read it again, read it again!” And the drunken Muslim would begin once more and falter 

through it. After reading the full text several times and shaking hands with Baba, he staggered out. 

As he was leaving, he said, “If my services are required further, don’t hesitate to call me.” 

After he left, Baba had two or three corrections made, and the next day the agreement with the 

lawyer was executed. 



Baba worked with more masts in Hyderabad on the 23rd, and the next day, with some in 

Secunderabad. He returned to Ahmednagar on Sunday, 25 February. It was his 51st birthday, but 

nothing special was made of it. He continued his stay at Rusi Pop’s house in Ahmednagar with the 

women. 

Meanwhile, in the war, the bloody battle on the island of Iwo Jima in the Pacific between 

the Japanese troops and the U.S. marines had begun and was continuing with many casualties. 

Baba’s contemplated move to Hyderabad seemed to be bringing the war to a conclusion. 

 

On Sunday, 28 February 1945, Baba went to see how work at Pimpalgaon was coming 

along, and he worked for some time with Ali Shah, also, who had been brought from Ahmednagar 

for the day. 

Since Baba was staying in Ahmednagar, he would often visit the Sathas at Akbar Press, 

and sometimes Gulmai and Adi Sr. at Khushru Quarters. One day he went to Akbar Press and 

walked into the kitchen. Since there was no one about, Baba helped himself to a piece of bread and 

some vegetable from the pinjra (a screened cupboard for keeping eatables). As he stood there eating 

the snack, Gulamasi came inside and was shocked to see what appeared to be a stranger standing 

in her kitchen. Before she recognized Baba, she cried out, “Who’s there?” Hearing her shout, Shirin 

and her daughters, Meheru and Khorshed, came running to the kitchen. Seeing Baba, they were 

momentarily taken aback. Gulamasi complained, “Baba, why do you always come like a thief in 

the night?” 

“I am a thief,” he gestured. “If I don’t steal your hearts, how would you remember me?” 

Baba then asked them to shout loudly: “Thief! Thief!” Hearing them, all the men of the 

family rushed to the kitchen to see what all the commotion was about. They were startled, and then 

amused, to see Baba in their midst. Baba’s joke was enjoyed by everyone. 

Baba turned to Nusserwan and remarked, “You know, I am still using the chaddar I took 

from you in 1925.” 

Nusserwan had once gone to Meherabad in 1925 for Baba’s darshan. He had a coverlet 

thrown over his shoulders for warmth. Baba asked him for it, and Nusserwan willingly gave it to 

him. Baba was particular about the covering, and would use it during the night. This chaddar proved 

the means through which the entire Satha and Damania families came into Baba’s close contact, 

because soon after taking it, the rest of the family came for his darshan. Baba’s keeping the sheet 

so carefully, and using it for so many years, showed his love for and connection with this fortunate 

family. 

In 1925, on another visit to Meherabad to see Baba (before Baba’s silence began), 

Nusserwan wished to ask Baba for a mantra upon which he could meditate. It had been on his mind 

for a long time, but he did not say anything about it to Baba. When he came to Meherabad, Baba 

called him to his Jhopdi and said, “Today, I'm going to give you a guru-mantra.” 

He then whispered into Nusserwan’s ear, “Remember Ahuramazda daily with all your 

heart.” 

Referring to this incident, Baba asked Nusserwan, “Do you still want a mantra?” 

Nusserwan replied, “No, it isn’t necessary. Receiving your love is my mantra.” 

Meheru Damania said to Baba, “Come to our house like this more often. You no longer are 

a frequent visitor.” 

“But I am always here,” declared Baba. 

“We don’t see you,” she said. 



“Try to see me. Remember me sincerely always, and be lost in me. When you are lost in 

me, you will see me. How could you see me when you keep yourself in front, and me behind? 

Remove your self and you will see me!” 

Baba turned to her uncle, Piloo Mama, and spelled out, “Gaze on me as much as you like. 

The time will come when you will want to see me and I won’t be seen. How fortunate you all are 

that I am among you, relaxing and joking with you. You will know the significance of this 

afterwards.” 

A Marwari named Magniram was a regular visitor to Akbar Press. He was quite rich and 

had once been to Meherabad, where he had Baba’s darshan. Highly impressed by Baba, Magniram 

asked him, “Could I send you some grain as a gift?” 

Baba spelled out to him, “I don’t want gifts, I want lives! But one willing to sacrifice his 

life is not to be found.” 

Remembering Magniram, Baba humorously remarked to Nusserwan, “Now when I want 

grain [for the one-month meeting], I don’t find anyone willing to offer it to me! Look how, today, 

Shirin takes me to be a thief because I ate her bread!” 

Shirin said, “You are no doubt a thief — but we like your kind of thievery.” 

“You prepare such tasty food, I can’t resist pinching it.” 

“If you stole it every day, I would be more pleased!” 

“I will, but if someone catches me and beats me up ... then?” 

Thus, after passing his time in this light, relaxing manner with his old lovers, Baba returned 

to Pop’s, where preparations were taken in hand to leave for Hyderabad. 

 

Baba sent Pendu, Baidul and Krishna to Hyderabad in advance, and Baba left on Friday, 9 

March 1945 with the other men, the women mandali and the pet dog Typhoon. They arrived the 

next day. Since the Jubilee Hills bungalow was still not ready for occupancy, Pendu and Don had 

rented another house for the women in nearby Secunderabad for three weeks. The women who 

accompanied Baba included Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Naja, Walu, Rano, Kitty and Margaret. The 

rest of the women in Meherabad would be called in groups during the next six months. Among the 

men mandali with Baba were Adi Sr. (for part of the time), Baidul, Ghani, Gustadji, Kaka, Krishna, 

Nilu, Vishnu and Venkoba Rao. The remainder of the mandali were in Meherabad, and Eruch was 

living at Bindra House in Poona. Baba would send for Eruch from time to time, and also Padri, 

Pendu, Kalemama and Jalbhai. Deshmukh would come from Nagpur and stayed at Hyderabad 

during his vacations from the university. He was engaged in writing work according to Baba’s 

instructions. 

Soon after arriving in Hyderabad, Baba started his mast work. He would daily go out with 

Kaka and Baidul to contact masts. Among the great masts was Maqdum, an old saint who shouted 

wherever he went, “Ya Hussain ... Ya Hussain,” — cries for the slaughtered grandson of the Prophet 

Muhammad. He lived in a little room near the city jail, in which he collected the usual rubbish of 

odds and ends typical of many masts. When Baba met with him he had several stray puppies in his 

abode. 

Chaman Alishah, another advanced mast of mental consciousness, was about 40 years old. 

Tall and bearded, he wore a black kafni and kept pigeons as pets. He would speak aloud to himself 

in a constantly changing voice, so that a passerby who overheard him might think that there were 

several different men talking together. When Baba saw him, Chaman, surprisingly, was heard to 

say, “Merwan was to come yesterday, but he has come today!” 



Ghulam Hussein was a high salik-like mast, who dressed very handsomely, and was 

referred to as “the gentleman saint.” He was so well known and so revered in Hyderabad that 

wherever he went people saluted him with respect. 

Abkari (meaning Captain of a ship) was a tall old mast who wore dark sunglasses and 

dressed like a seaman in blue denim. He carried a tin, which he hit like a drum. His nonsensical 

utterances were impossible to understand by any ordinary mortal. Despite an eccentric appearance 

and mannerisms, he was revered and slept in the royal mansion of a nawab (Muslim prince). 

One person whom Baba liked, although he was not a high mast but a seeker, was an Arab 

called Islam Chaous, who possessed a jovial temperament. He would crack jokes with everyone 

and amazingly always appeared happy, even in the cemetery which was his abode by night. Baba 

liked Islam Chaous’ good nature and humor. 

Khaki Saheb was an elderly mast who lived in a humble house opposite the shrine of the 

saint Baba Sharafuddin. He was quite aloof, spending most of his days alone in one room of his 

house. 

Sayyed Mu'inuddin (also called Majzoob Mian), a lame, elderly man, was a fearsome jalali 

mast of the sixth plane. By 1945 he had become the spiritual chargeman of Hyderabad. However, 

he would humbly sweep the road with his bare hands, ask for his favorite sweet (barfi, a fudge-like 

sweet made from condensed milk), and was a heavy cigarette smoker. Because of his fiery nature, 

he was not easy to contact, and at first attempt Baba and the men were repulsed by the colorful 

cursing they heard when they approached him. In fact, when Baidul alone tried to approach him, 

Mu'inuddin chased him away by hitting him with a stone. Eventually, by offering him his favorite 

cigarettes and sweets, Baidul was able to cool the mast’s temper, and soon after Baba was able to 

contact him successfully and was exceptionally happy with the results. 

There were a large number of other masts and pilgrims whom Baba worked with in 

Hyderabad. Near the railway station in the local area of the city called Khairatabad, a hall was 

rented where masts were taken. There Baba would sit with them alone. Meher Baba’s work with 

masts in Hyderabad was extremely significant. Indeed, in no other city in India did he work with 

as many masts as he did in Hyderabad — almost 70 in all! Perhaps Baba’s contacts with so many 

masts at this time had to do with bringing an end to World War II. 

 

Eruch and Jalbhai arrived in Hyderabad from Poona on 1 April 1945. The same day, Baba 

and the women moved into the Jubilee Hills bungalow. On the 10th after staying in Hyderabad for 

a month, Baba, accompanied by Kaka, Baidul and Eruch, left for Bidar where he contacted four 

masts. One mast, called Maulana Abdul Haq, was dressed oddly in layers of clothes and a bunched-

up turban, resembling the rotund character featured in Dunlop tire ads. For this reason Baba 

nicknamed him Dunlop. 

Siddiq Shah was a high majzoob-like saint of the sixth plane, whom Baba contacted in 

Bidar. The saint was an old, tall, thin man, who had a mild jamali temperament, and always wore 

a fez. Oddly enough, whenever and wherever Siddiq Shah went, he had a comic sidekick who 

appeared half-mast or half-mad. The locals were always amazed by their talks together of all 

manner of incomprehensible nonsense. 

On 12 April in Kandahar, Baba found Fatruh Mian, a good mast who, while standing in 

water, would read aloud the Koran for hours on end. At first this mast would not come out of his 

enchanted state, but due to the vehement persuasion of his brother, who exhorted that he must see 

“the One who had come from so far,” Fatruh stopped reading the Koran and met in private with 

Baba. 

While in Kandahar, Baba and the men came to know that there was another good mast, 

named Nivrutti Maharaj, seven miles away in a village (near Lawha). There was no conveyance to 



that village, so they hired a bullock cart and departed. The dirt road was full of potholes, and the 

ride was terribly uncomfortable, as they were constantly being jolted back and forth in the cart over 

the rough country tract. When they reached the desolate place, they were covered with dust. Already 

exhausted, they learned to their disappointment that the mast had just disappeared, and so they had 

to go back the way they had come, in the dark, via the same dreadfully rough road. 

When they returned, they heard that the President of the United States, Franklin D. 

Roosevelt, had died that day. 

Baba had suffered these inconveniences only to contact the mast, but it could not be said 

that no inner contact was made. Baba had different ways of contacting advanced souls and the 

possibility of his “invisible” contact cannot be ruled out. Perhaps it was necessary for Baba to travel 

all the way to make the contact possible on the higher planes. (Later, in August 1945, `ti Maharaj 

was contacted physically.) 

After going to Nanded and Bhongir on the 14th, Baba returned to Hyderabad. That day, 

Adi Sr. was sent back to Ahmednagar for certain work. Ali Shah was brought to Hyderabad from 

Ahmednagar on 21 April. He stayed for ten days, during which time Baba worked with him in 

semi-seclusion. As Baba was working with Ali Shah, the Allied troops were pushing through 

German territory. It was at this time that several Nazi concentration camps were liberated and the 

world first learned the full extent of the horrors of genocide in the camps, where over six million 

Jews were exterminated. 

Dr. Deshmukh arrived in Hyderabad on 22 April 1945 and stayed for a week. At noon on 

the 25th, Baba spontaneously composed this poem: 

To be born in a church is a blessing, 

To die in it is a curse. 

In the company of a Master, 

Who hopelessness can nurse? 

Five years before, in 1940, Baba had stated, “Mussolini will eventually be killed violently; 

Hitler will commit suicide.” In April 1945, Mussolini was attempting to escape to Switzerland, 

when he was captured and killed by Italian partisans. His body was brought to Milan where it was 

hung upside down for public viewing at a petrol (gasoline) station. 

On Tuesday, 1 May 1945, Ali Shah was sent back to Ahmednagar, and Baba began a ten-

day fast on water mixed with Glucose D for seven days, and water and orange juice on the final 

two days. The same day, his close disciples throughout India also fasted for a day, according to the 

circular issued in March. Despite fasting, Baba continued to go out into the city for mast contacts. 

As they had so many times before, the mandali realized the significance of Baba’s work with Ali 

Shah and his fast, when they heard on the radio on May 1st that Adolf Hitler had committed suicide 

the day before, knowing Berlin was about to be captured by the Allies. Later, Baba expressed his 

disappointment that Hitler had killed himself and had not faced the consequences of his actions, as 

the other Nazi leaders were forced to do.540 

 

Kishan Singh, of Rawalpindi, 44, had first heard of Meher Baba in 1933. He had tried to 

meet Baba in Dehra Dun in May of 1941, but by the time he got there, Baba had left. He began 

corresponding with Baba through Adi Sr., and longed for his darshan. He had been called to the 

 

540 This refers to the Nazis who were tried and hanged at Nuremberg for war crimes. Instead of committing 

suicide, it would have benefited Adolf Hitler had he stood trial before the world and faced the 

consequences of his actions.  



meeting in May, scheduled for the 24th, but as it coincided with some official work he had to attend 

to, he found it impossible to get leave. 

Finally on 3 May 1945, Kishan arrived in Hyderabad, determined to have Baba’s darshan 

after all these years. He did not know Baba’s address, but after much searching through the city, a 

tonga driver brought him to the mandali’s residence, where he encountered Vishnu. Vishnu greeted 

him with strong words: “Baba is not seeing anyone. He is fasting. Now you should leave.” 

Kishan was not so easily dissuaded, replying, “Baba himself has created this restlessness 

in my heart for his darshan, and I won’t leave without his darshan.” 

“If Baba has called you, you have come,” Vishnu countered. “Now, it is Baba’s order that 

you go back.” 

Kishan was adamant. “I won’t leave this place. If you want me to leave, let me have his 

darshan.” 

“If you don’t go, I will be forced to remove you physically!” Vishnu threatened. “Without 

Baba’s permission, even a king cannot see him!” 

Kishan Singh was, in fact, an influential government official; however, he had no idea that 

Baba’s mandali, when instructed, would humbly serve as sweepers to the poor and beggars, and at 

the same time were capable of preventing emperors from entering Baba’s presence. 

Kishan Singh explained his difficulties about not being able to come in May. Vishnu 

sympathized, “Were I not helpless myself, I would take you to him, but it is his order. At this time, 

Baba is on a fast and is not seeing anyone. This is the third day of his ten-day fast.” 

“I'll stay for ten days,” Kishan replied. 

“You cannot stay here, but you can stay elsewhere and write a short application to Baba 

requesting darshan. I’ll forward it to him and see what he says.” 

Kishan agreed and wrote out his heart’s petition, then and there. As he finished, Baidul 

happened to pass, and took Kishan’s letter to Baba and told him about the man from Rawalpindi. 

Baba sent word through Baidul that Kishan could see him from a distance of 200 yards for two 

minutes, but Kishan should not bow down to him. 

Kishan Singh, of course, agreed, and Baidul led him to the gate of Baba’s residence, again 

reminding him not to bow down or even to bow his head, but simply to fold his hands to Baba when 

he appeared on the upstairs terrace. Kishan Singh was led to the gate of the Jubilee Hills bungalow 

and Baba came out of the house onto the balcony. Here is Kishan Singh’s description of what he 

saw: 

It is still beyond my power to explain or write what I saw in Baba when he appeared. 

Suffice it to say that I simply felt stunned at the very first glance. The luster on Baba’s face at once 

attracted my mind to surrender to him wholeheartedly, regardless of his spiritual attainment — 

whether he was or was not the Avatar or a Sadguru, or even an ordinary saint or not a saint at all! 

Baba’s smiling countenance cemented the tie of the little love that I then had for him in my heart. 

His brilliant eyes formed the index for what was in store for me in the near future. In fact, I 

presently felt the dawning of a New Era in my heart. 

And in that bewildered and dazed state, filled with ecstasy, Kishan Singh totally forgot all 

the previous instructions and laid himself face down on the ground in worship. Baidul raised a loud 

hue and cry, trying to stop him! 

After exactly two minutes, Baba clapped and went back inside the bungalow, and Baidul 

helped Kishan to his feet. He was given food at the mandali’s quarters and, according to Baba’s 

orders, left for home. Returning to Rawalpindi, he delved into spreading the word about Meher 

Baba. Later, Kishan Singh was to prove an important link in Baba’s work. 

Suloo Meshram of Jabalpur, “the boy fit for the Path,” also visited Baba at Jubilee Hills. 

Baba asked him if his mother would object to his staying with him permanently as one of the 



mandali. Suloo told Baba she would not allow it, much to Baba’s disappointment, and after two 

days Suloo was asked to return home. Baba loved Suloo, but circumstances would not permit him 

to keep the boy near his side. 

Events in the war continued to climax during Baba’s fast. On Tuesday, 7 May 1945, the 

German army surrendered unconditionally in Berlin, and the next day was celebrated as Victory 

Day in Europe. Two days later, on the 10th, Baba broke his water fast. 

 

There was a swimming pool at the back of the Jubilee Hills bungalow, in which Margaret 

Craske was teaching the Eastern girls how to swim. 

Margaret was still corresponding regularly with Delia DeLeon in England, who was 

spreading Baba’s name there with Will Backett. In America, Elizabeth was going ahead with her 

plans to develop the Myrtle Beach property, and Darwin Shaw, Frank Eaton, David Brooks, Hilda 

Fuchs and a few others were staying to help her. Norina was living in an apartment in New York 

City, on E. 67th Street, with three young ladies — Filis Frederick, Adele Wolkin and Dolores Shaw 

(Darwin Shaw’s niece). Nadine Tolstoy was staying with them, but had developed sclerosis and 

was not well. 

Filis and Adele had moved in with Norina, Elizabeth and Nadine during December 1943. 

Norina had invited them, indicating she intuited — through her “spiritual thought transmission” — 

that it was basically Baba’s invitation, as he sought to draw them closer. The two girls stayed with 

Norina and Elizabeth for four years. Rabia Martin had also been invited to stay with them. 

Ada “Rabia” Martin, 70, had been initiated into Sufism by Inayat Khan in 1911 and was 

later made head or Murshida of Sufism in America. She met Norina and Elizabeth in San Francisco 

in 1942, when they had gone to California to investigate sites for Baba’s proposed American center. 

After listening to their descriptions of their Master at one of Norina’s public talks, Rabia became 

convinced that Meher Baba was an extraordinary spiritual figure. She was profoundly affected by 

her internal experience of the Master and offered her Sufi retreat center in Fairfax near San 

Francisco for Baba’s use. Elizabeth wrote Baba in India: “Rabia’s offer seemed to come from the 

heart and we all agree that she is the most advanced and understanding soul we met in California.” 

Over the next three years, Rabia Martin studied Baba’s writings intensely and began a 

correspondence with him. She also grew closer to Norina and Elizabeth through repeated visits to 

New York City where their descriptions of life with Baba and his philosophy rapidly formed within 

her a central pillar of conviction of the importance of Baba as the key spiritual figure of our age. In 

April 1945, Norina and Elizabeth invited her to come and live with them. She joined them in New 

York and then Myrtle Beach until July. Rabia’s inner experiences during those months confirmed 

her intuitive understanding that Baba was the living embodiment of Sufism and the divine 

incarnation of God — the Rasool or Avatar. 

In May 1945, at Myrtle Beach, Rabia asked Baba by letter to accept herself as his student, 

and then on his acceptance, wrote further to ask him to take the responsibility for the spiritual 

guidance of the Sufi Order, which he accepted.  

After receiving Baba’s reply, in the autumn of 1945, Rabia Martin announced to her Sufi 

students that Meher Baba’s life, work and message were the essence of Sufism as it was to be lived 

now and in the future; her work was now dedicated to Baba, and that if they wished to remain in 

her Sufi group, their spiritual allegiance would need to be to him. 

After some explanation of her carefully nurtured relationship to Elizabeth and Norina, 

Rabia informed her students that in several days’ time the two women would be visiting her along 

with a third devotee from Seattle, Mildred Kyle. She then announced that a major meeting would 

be held at the Fairfax Sufi school property, at which her guests would address her Sufi Initiates, 

giving them the benefit of their close knowledge of and relationship with Meher Baba. The Fairfax 



meeting was duly held, after which Rabia Martin advised her mureeds separately that she would 

give them two weeks to make their decision to follow their Murshida under Meher Baba’s spiritual 

guidance, or to ask her to release them from their initiation vows in the Sufi Order. All of Rabia 

Martin’s mureeds present at the Fairfax occasion reported their adherence to their Murshida in 

following her under the spiritual guidance of Meher Baba. 

In the following months, Rabia began to share her understanding of Meher Baba with her 

closest Sufi students, which included Ivy O. Duce, Don Stevens and Samuel Lewis.541 During 

regular meetings involving her total membership from the San Francisco Bay Area, she utilized 

primarily for her presentations the small blue booklet titled The Divine Theme. She had one of the 

mureeds greatly enlarge the charts from this work, which she pinned to a movable board, and 

referred to it constantly as she lectured. 

During this period, Rabia also moved to formalize her commitment to Baba by giving him 

all the material resources and possessions of her Sufi Order, which included her Sufi School at 

Fairfax. She dedicated everything she had to Baba, and wrote to him: “Feeling is living — I feel 

what you awaken and teach — so I must cry out and ask you to come and fill my heart and our 

hearts so full of love, that only Love can remain.” 

Baba replied, through Adi Sr.: “Baba knows you. He knows how you feel. He knows how 

you aspire. He knows how you love. He knows what you desire. He sends his deepest love and 

blessings from his Infinite Heart.” 

Rabia fully accepted Meher Baba as the Avatar, though she had not yet met him face to 

face. 

 

On Monday, 14 May 1945, Baba left Hyderabad for mast contacts in Udgir and other places 

with Baidul and Eruch. He traveled 25 miles in a bullock cart to go to the remote village of 

Sangareddy, and it was late at night by the time they arrived. There had been a number of robberies 

in the area recently, and the people of the tiny village took Baidul to be a bandit as, in many ways, 

he resembled a husky Pathan. The townsfolk informed the police, who wanted to arrest Baidul and 

the party of weary, unshaven, dirty individuals (whose clothing was by now soiled). Eruch went 

and talked with the police inspector, and convinced him they were Zoroastrians and meant no harm. 

The inspector believed him and let Baidul go. Baba contacted the old mast Abdulla Saheb 

twice, and returned to Hyderabad the next day, the 16th, again covering 25 miles by bullock cart. 

As Age noted, “A mast tour with Meher Baba was no leisurely trip, for the hunting down 

of almost every mast, whether it be in a back alley, desert, jungle, mountains, a cemetery, or the 

filthiest of hovels, meant many mentally and physically exhausting hours of torturous travel, with 

a minimum of rest and food. No doubt, the masts were Meher Baba’s true lovers, but finding them 

— and then persuading them to submit to his personal contact — was unimaginably difficult and 

painstaking, and could break the bravest of hearts and most courageous of spirits of his mandali. 

“It was only the Avatar who could do such work, as he alone knew the secrets of the masts’ 

lives and the longing of their hearts.” 

 

Baba departed Hyderabad for Meherabad by train with Adi Sr. on 22 May 1945 to attend 

the scheduled meeting. Most the men and all of the women mandali stayed in Hyderabad. Sarosh 

met Baba at Manmad and drove him in his car to Meherabad. 

 
541 Ivy had met Rabia in 1941, after more than a decade of searching for God and life’s deeper meaning 

through various forms of religion, mysticism, occultism and astrology; Samuel Lewis (1896–1971) 

corresponded with Baba briefly, but formed his own Sufi organization. 



According to instructions, those invited arrived in Meherabad on the 23rd, and Baba gave 

them individual interviews. Called to the meeting were the following 40 men: Fourteen of the 

mandali: Adi Sr., Annasaheb Kale, Chhagan, Eruch, Ghani, Gustadji, Kaikobad, Kalemama, Murli, 

Padri, Pendu, Sailor, Savak and Jalbhai. Twenty-two other men: Babadas, Dattu Mehendarge, Dr. 

Deshmukh, Dhake, Daulat Singh, Gadekar, Homi Bhatena, Kuppuswami, Jal Kerawalla, Manekar, 

Manek Mehta, Meherjee Satha, Nariman Dadachanji, Pandoba, Pappa Jessawala, Piloo Satha, 

Pophali, Ramjoo, Sadashiv Patil, Sarosh, Vibhuti and Adi Jr.542 

Feram Workingboxwala was told to keep a record of the proceedings in shorthand. The 

two-day meeting was held in the Mess Quarters (old dharamshala building) in lower Meherabad. It 

began at 8:00 A.M. on Thursday, 24 May 1945, when Baba briefly outlined the schedule for the next 

two days. The meetings would be held for three hours in the morning, while in the evenings Baba 

would give private interviews. He then stated: 

Pay serious attention to what I say and the decisions to be taken during these two days 

because, most probably, such a meeting will not be held in the future, and my disciples might not 

see me in my physical form for a fixed period. They might see me during my real work. 

For the last two nights I have had no sleep at all, and have spent the nights deciding the 

matters to be discussed at the meetings. These meetings are being held after a well-planned 

program of events, according to which all of you fasted on the 1st of May. Thereafter, I fasted for 

nine days and was taking only water. On completion of this ten-day fast, I undertook a strenuous 

mast tour, undergoing the considerable strain of travel and summer’s heat. In spite of all this, I 

completed my work as I wished. 

From ages past, God has to play seven parts. When these seven parts have been played, 

the time comes for God to manifest Himself. During these two days, certain decisions are to be 

taken and, accordingly, the disciples have to work. If they fail to play their part, then I will have to 

play it myself. But it is my hope that my disciples will give me their help and cooperation. 

You might think that the war in Europe is over, but war has now seriously begun. This 

war has been created by illusion, and is now entering its final phase. Two stages are over, and the 

last stage has commenced. The climax is not far off. Immense suffering awaits the world. Natural 

and unnatural destruction will take place. 

I have said from the beginning that Russia would play an important role in this war. 

Many of the mandali remember my statement. All this was planned beforehand, and I had told the 

mandali about it long before. For weighty reasons connected with my Universal work, I will have 

no outward contact with the mandali up to the end of December. 

Baba asked the workers about the work being done in their areas, and they reported to him 

in detail. When he asked Babadas for his account, Baba observed: 

For the masses, Babadas’ work is the best. He is one of the disciples who has been 

putting up with all hardships. He moves about on foot and meets with people in positions both high 

and low. For my work he has traveled all over India and, while working for me, it has so happened 

that thousands have become his followers! For instance, when I had gone with him to Sholapur, I 

found that people were bowing down to him and showing him respect. 

Although Babadas’ work is the best when he tries to describe it and give a report of his 

activities, it is difficult for even God to follow what he is talking about! He jumps from one subject 

to another, and assumes his audience knows all the facts. He speaks in disjointed sentences, leaving 

the listeners completely baffled. He himself does not know what he wants to say! 

Baba also praised Vibhuti for his work, and remarked that it too was excellent for the 

masses. Babadas then gave a brief account of his visits to various places in Rajputana, including 

Jodhpur and Bikaner. He said that he was going about telling people about Baba, and that people 

wanted Baba’s darshan and literature. 

On hearing this, Baba pointed out that literature, including books and leaflets, would be 

required only up to December, and added: “After December, I will need no medium for my work. 

 
542 Four of the mandali — Baidul, Kaka, Nilu and Vishnu — were included among the 40 men, but they 

stayed in Hyderabad and did not attend the meeting. 



When I unsheathe my divine sword, I will need no help from the mandali. I will need no meetings 

and no literature. All these will adjust themselves. 

“Help was required up to December, and literature was also required up to that time. It may 

be printed as required for use during this period, however.” 

At that point, Babadas criticized Deshmukh, complaining about delays in getting printed 

matter from him on time. Baba remarked, “Babadas wants everything to be done immediately, on 

the spur of the moment, without considering the practical problems involved. He has no idea of the 

difficulties of others.” 

Recalling the temperament of his uncle Faredoon, Baba noted in good humor, “Faredoon 

Masa had the same tendency. When playing cards, he would get into such a frenzy that if he lost 

the game, he would tear up the cards!” The members of the mandali laughed heartily at the 

recollection, as they used to play with Faredoon Masa and remembered how he would lose his 

temper. 

Deshmukh said, “If Babadas is in such a hurry, he could get literature printed in Delhi …” 

Baba interrupted, quipping, “Delhi bahoat dur hai [Delhi is far away]!” (An idiomatic 

Hindi expression meaning, “Easier said than done.”) 

Eventually it was decided that Ghani should as soon as possible have 5,000 copies printed 

of the six Urdu articles he had written, and deliver them to Babadas and Vibhuti for general 

distribution. 

Giving his account of travels during the year, Vibhuti reported that he had gone to various 

places from Dehra Dun to Lucknow and had informed people about Baba. He, too, needed Hindi 

and Marathi literature. 

Baba then asked Daulat Singh about his work in Kashmir and remarked that he was very 

influential there: “He is a doctor and also a municipal commissioner. Daulat Singh’s love and 

devotion are unequaled and his work is of a high, noble standard.” 

Dr. Singh answered, “Strange is my Master, and stranger are his ways! I have done no 

service of his in the real sense and yet out of his infinite mercy, he praises me before the mandali. 

I talk informally with and inform my friends and patients about Baba, and show his photographs to 

them. When they again ask me about him, I tell them. There are some, however, who are not 

impressed by my words.” Daulat Singh suggested that the article “The Avatar” be printed (from 

the first issue of Meher Baba Journal). 

Baba asked Ghani about the Muslims’ general feeling toward the Avatar. Ghani replied, 

“The Mohammedans do not believe in God taking human form.” 

Regarding Ghani’s answer, Baba stated: 

There are two points among the Muslims which must be carefully noted. As a rule, before 

believing in a saintly personality, they insist on proof of his saintliness by way of miracles. For 

them shariat [outward religious ceremonies] is the be all and end all of everything, the foundation 

of their faith. Again, they regard it as impossible for a human being to be God. 

Now before I draw my divine sword, if we are to prepare these Muslims to overcome 

these obstacles, we must do it with great care and tact. But while doing it, you must not confirm 

shariat. About man becoming God, you have to explain matters with care, since this prejudice is 

again due to ignorance. 

You must explain that Truth is beyond shariat. Shariat is good to begin with, but if you 

mark it carefully, those who insist on fulfilling the requirements of shariat usually themselves 

disregard its principles and take up vices of various sorts. The time has come to break the bindings 

of shariat and when I unsheathe my sword, these bindings will break. Before that, you have to work 

tactfully, so that you yourselves do not confirm shariat. The headquarters of shariat is Hyderabad 

and, as you know, I am staying there at present. 

Continuing his report to Baba, Daulat Singh pointed out, “In the beginning I met with 

serious opposition from my relatives and friends. People took me to be mad for accepting a Parsi 



as my guru. But patiently and tactfully I let them know of Baba and, by Baba’s grace, I achieved 

much success among all communities, including the Europeans.” 

Manek Mehta then gave an account of his work saying, “I have spared no pains to inform 

the Parsi community about Baba and his work. I have been giving on an average a lecture a day, 

and since the last meeting in June I have delivered six lectures of an international character. Of the 

two lakh Parsis in Bombay, I have been able to convince 6,000 of them of the value of Baba’s work. 

I have to work against opposition, as some people create different sorts of obstacles in my work.” 

Baba commented: “Manek is fortunate in working against opposition, because the work 

done in the face of opposition is lasting.” 

“Certain people are circulating false rumors about me,” Manek maintained. 

Baba asked the mandali, “Have you heard anything against Manek?” They replied that they 

had heard nothing of the sort. “What is your complaint?” Baba asked him. 

“The number of women to men in the Parsi community is approximately three to one; hence 

my work is done mostly among women. Some mischief-mongers have spread unfounded stories 

about me in this regard.” 

Baba spelled out in reply: 

It is not necessary for a true worker of mine to avoid work among women simply because 

the worker has at times passionate thoughts — provided that he does not put them into action and 

continues to deal with them purely. If such thoughts come, the worker gets the opportunity of 

opposing them; and the result of it is great and lasting. Sexual thoughts help in proving the 

nonexistence of sex. But if these thoughts are put into action, the result is disastrous. So do not 

avoid seeing women merely because by doing so, you create doubts among the public and give rise 

to unfounded stories. Continue your work among women, keeping the mind 100 percent strong and 

your dealings equally pure. 

Babadas has told me that on one occasion it so happened he was actually propositioned! 

Even if such an improper offer is made, if the worker remains firm, he is worthy of being respected 

even by me. If a worker can resist such a temptation, then his work is of an extremely high order. I 

will give three points which will be of value not only to Manek in his work, but to all of my 

followers. 

Without speaking on shariat, it is next to impossible to approach the Parsis who are, 

unfortunately, the most backward class spiritually and among whom ignorance and other vices have 

spread considerably. They have very little knowledge of saints and of things spiritual generally. I 

have taken this body as a Parsi and this time, in this very body, the Avataric climax will be reached! 

One of my Masters was a Muslim and another a Hindu and the combination has had a 

settled result. I have entrusted to Manek my spiritual work among the Parsis. It is not without basis. 

There is previous connection between him and me. Even while he was working in the Jap Mandal, 

my hand was guiding him. Now he has to work against various opposition. But if he sticks to the 

three points I am about to tell you, the work will be easy; otherwise, it will be difficult. 

After talking to people about shariat, a very direct and definite reference should be made 

to me and my work. If this is not done and consideration is given to shariat alone, the Parsis would 

make Manek a great maulvi [priest] and would exploit him for shariat. A reference about me and 

my work on record in connection with the lectures must be clear and definite. While doing my 

work, if opposition is created, the worker must not get upset. He must also not submit to the 

opponents. He should not be caught in their trap. He must not humor them. None of these acts 

showing weakness must be done. What is required is that the worker must not become angry with 

the opponents. 

Concluding, Baba observed: 

Honestly, I love Colonel Irani. I know that he is within me and is doing what I want him 

to do! Everyone works as he is intended to work, and God is in all. No one is at fault. 

Work has to be done and just as the Pandavas and Kauravas battled and Arjuna did his 

duty according to Krishna’s advice, in the same way, my workers should do my work. Don’t avoid 

opposition for fear of opponents or criticism by the public. As I showed you now, opposition is to 

be faced and I assure you that if you do so, there is a 100 percent guarantee of success in your 

endeavors. 



Baba then asked Ghani to read out the ghazals Ghani had composed in Hyderabad based 

on Baba’s writings. After that the meeting was over, and Baba had individual interviews with all in 

the afternoon and evening. 

 

Resuming the meeting the next morning at eight o’clock in the Mess Quarters, Baba spoke 

about his mandali: 

What are the members of my mandali doing? They are neither doing japa nor tapa 

[repeating God’s name or performing penances], nor practicing any type of yoga. They have 

dedicated their lives to me and have been holding firmly to me for a long time. Even yogis cannot 

do a part of this! 

The important point in this connection is that they are not only helping me in my cause by 

obeying my instructions, but they are rendering personal and private help to me. And I am sure, 

before Self-Realization, I would not have been able to serve my Master as they are serving me. 

Buddhi, or the intellect, is the greatest obstacle in knowledge of the Self. If there is the 

slightest criticizing attitude, it is an obstacle. That which is beyond the intellect cannot be grasped 

intellectually. It would be like trying to trap the wind in an ordinary trap. 

All in my mandali are not without brains, though there may be one or two who are not 

intelligent. If they had no spiritual help, it would be difficult to understand how they have been 

sticking to me for the last 25 years. I tell you, it would not even have been possible for me to do so 

before Realization! 

In the case of the Avatar, before the Avataric knowledge dawns, there is infinite 

restlessness, and on account of this restlessness he cannot stick to anything. 

The work and services of my devotees are magnificent. Adi Sr., for instance, has been 

with me for 25 years. He has dedicated his life to me. His all-round service to me is unique. He 

lives with me even now and works for me. 

Sarosh has also been in contact with me for 25 years. He has dedicated everything to me. 

He gives all his income to me. The personal services rendered by him are beyond description. I 

myself would not have been able to do all this for my Master. 

Pendu, Padri and Vishnu are three of the four pillars of Meherabad. They work without 

any desire. They are service personified. They have rendered great service for the last 25 years. 

Padri, for instance, has not even the desire to know anything spiritual. All he wants and all he 

desires is to work for me. 

Again, the services of Vishnu can hardly be told. Those who were at Lahore saw him 

working in the most trying physical discomforts without the least thought for his body. No tapa or 

japa can be compared to these marvelous selfless services of my disciples. 

Dr. Nilu is no doubt fond of milk and basundi [a milk sweet], but he is the one disciple 

who has relieved me of one of my greatest anxieties — the responsibility of looking after the health 

and well-being of the women on the hill in my absence from Meherabad, as well as when I am here. 

He has given a very significant help in my Universal work. 

Savak Kotwal has dedicated all his life to me. His service has been unique. What yoga, 

concentration or meditation can be compared with this great service? 

Kalemama is the personification of “restless rest.” The state of this disciple is well 

described by Gustadji, who refers to him by making a whirling sign with his hand. For such a 

restless man to have 100 percent faith in me and stick to me for years is a yoga which would not 

have been possible for me. 

Annasaheb [Kale], his brother, is just the opposite. He is a man with a well-balanced 

mind, a systematic worker. His faith and love for me are exemplary. He does all types of work for 

me. He even works in the cinema to earn money for expenses connected with my work. After all, 

the money spent for my work is given to me by my disciples. 

Sailor has been with me from childhood. He has a thousand defects, but his love and faith 

in me have been of such a high order that all his defects are of little consequence. 

Gustadji is my friend. Even a mahayogi would not have the patience as shown by 

Gustadji. To observe maun [silence], to refrain from reading and writing and to live without work is 

a yoga which I could not have done. 

Dhake has been with me for nineteen years. He is no fool. He is an intelligent lawyer. He 

has received no temporal benefit from me. His wife has just died and yet there has not been the 

least difference in his love and devotion toward me. Yesterday I called him and told him to give up 

his legal profession and do my work, and he has agreed to do so. 

Gadekar is a person who comes to tears by talking of the good qualities of others. I won’t 

talk much about him. He is a smiling Buddha [he was rotund in shape] and a bhola bhakta 



[guileless devotee]. He has passed through ups and downs, but he has never left me. Although he 

has all along been serving me, he told me yesterday that it is a great pity that he does not get 

opportunities to serve me. 

Pandoba has nine children to support, and has never earned more than Rs.50 per month. 

He has never asked a pie [penny] from me, but has always lent a helping hand in my work. When 

compared to his services, all japa-tapa fade away into insignificance. 

Hormusji [Bhatena] has a naturally criticizing attitude, and yet he is one of those who has 

never failed me. Although he has bodily defects — his health has been failing him — yet he has 

always been of great help to me. He has given large sums of money for my work without anybody’s 

knowledge. 

Our dear magistrate Jal Kerawalla and Dr. Donkin’s deep love for me, unshakable faith in 

me and unparalleled service for me are beyond praise. Don comes from a wealthy family. His faith 

and love for me are unique. He serves in the army for me alone, saves money for me and always 

gives me help. 

Seeing Ramjoo, I am reminded of my own universal unhappiness! I am infinitely 

unhappy because I have to bear the universal unhappiness. But I also enjoy infinite bliss which 

balances the infinite unhappiness, while in the case of Ramjoo, he has only unhappiness to face. He 

has given his whole life to my cause, and the help he has rendered in my work has been 

considerable. 

Sadashiv [Patil]: He is my right hand. A paralyzed hand, although becoming revitalized at 

times. 

Baidul is the Sardar [Chief] of masts. In mast work he tops the list. The personal services 

rendered by him to me are unique. 

Our Kaka Baria: Nobody can serve me personally in the manner in which Kaka has done. 

His service in this respect is unparalleled. He visited the West seven times with me and has suffered 

the severest types of inconveniences. As an orderly, he tops the list; and in mast work he is second 

only to Baidul. 

Eruch is most reliable. If ever I personally like the company of anyone, it is that of Eruch. 

Chhagan: How can I describe the love of Chhagan? He has been with me from the 

beginning. 

Kaikobad is a new disciple, but his love and faith are unique. He repeats my name 

100,000 times a day. The service which he is now rendering would not have been rendered even by 

me. 

One of my most intimate disciples who is very dear and near to me is Feramroj 

Workingboxwala. And the same can be said of Dattu Mehendarge, both of whom have been 

rendering great service to me, their Master. 

There are many others like Abdulla [Jaffer], Sayyed Saheb, Edke, and so forth, who all 

their lives have been loving me with all their heart. 

Sidhu has been serving me in various capacities since 1926. His sincerity and simplicity 

of faith are exemplary. I can rely on him in all private matters. No japa can be compared to his 

services. 

Murli [Kale]: although he has been getting worldly thoughts, he has been staying and 

doing all work for me. His services are of a high order. 

The Satha family: all members of this family are unique. Piloo is one in whose mind no 

doubt about me ever arises. He is that firm believer who always believes that everything happens as 

I desire. 

Minoo [Kharas]: The love and devotion of this man are exemplary. Minoo has burnt both 

his hands and yet he believes that but for my nazar, he might have lost his life. 

About Pappa [Jessawala], what is to be said? He is Pappa! 

Jalbhai: Among my brothers, Jal has been with me through all ups and downs. Adi [Jr.] 

and Beheram both love me immensely. Beheram believes that I am God. Jal has danced to every 

tune of mine. To remain without doing any work is the most difficult thing, and yet Jal has been 

compelled to do this. A live charcoal was once placed on the palm of his hand to test his faith in me 

and although his flesh burnt, he never flinched an inch! 

Nariman’s faith and love for me are such that I can depend on him to do anything in the 

world for me. 

About Kuppuswami, I will say in the meeting next December. 

Those who are lecturing for me and impressing people about my work are like my 

tongue. They are in fact my mouthpiece. Others who work for me are like my other limbs. 

Ghani and Deshmukh praised Baba for his extraordinary love for his disciples, and pointed 

out how the disciples were really unworthy of all the praise bestowed on them by the Master. 



Baba then gave a brief picture of world affairs: “The politicians of the East and West are 

not aware of the existing complexities. I said before that there would be no victor and no 

vanquished.” 

An article from the Times of India was read out describing the world situation and the 

complicated problems arising in various countries. Baba commented: 

The world situation has become extremely complicated. After the defeat of Germany, the 

Russian problem has become very significant. The question of Japan’s defeat remains to be tackled. 

The climax of the war will come in December and then the real game will start. All nations will feel 

helpless, and either a third World War will be the result, or someone like one of us [Masters] will 

come forward to help them. At that time I will say my namaz [prayer]. That namaz will be the 

drawing out of the Divine Sword! 

Taking everything into consideration, I have decided upon three points: 

First: Next December all the signatories of mine, about 400 to 500 in number, will stay 

with me for one whole month. 

Second: Until December, I want to be free from all correspondence and contacts to enable 

me to work in full swing. 

Third: From January, those of the signatories who will be given specific work in India or 

abroad, either in my company or alone, will have to do it. They should be ready for it. 

The one-month proposed meeting during December 1945 was discussed, and it was 

decided that the gathering be held in Raipur. Particulars of the Raipur congregation were outlined 

and the meeting terminated. It was decided to issue a circular informing the signatories of the 

decisions taken and of the details settled. 

Baba again granted separate interviews to all in the evening and gave individual 

instructions. The out-of-town lovers left for their respective homes the following day, Saturday, 26 

May 1945. 

 

As mentioned, Dhake’s wife, Kashibai, had recently died. Dhake had much love for Baba, 

and once in Rahuri years before, Baba had visited his home. Finding Kashibai weak and run-down, 

Baba had advised him to give her complete rest. With her health in mind, Baba had made 

arrangements for her during his stay in Toka during 1928, so that she and Dhake could live there 

in the family quarters. 

After her demise, Baba had a private talk with Dhake during the meeting. He explained, 

“You are now free and I will look after your children. Now don’t fall into that trap [meaning 

marriage] again, and stay with me permanently.” On Dhake’s agreement, Baba welcomed him to 

join the mandali, “From tomorrow, come to stay with me.” To this also Dhake consented. 

Baba then clarified, “Come to stay with me permanently, after six months.” In this manner 

everything was settled. 

But in the meantime, Dhake got engaged for a second time. When his wedding invitation 

was received, Baba immediately sent Kalemama to him with orders that he should not marry. 

Kalemama was unable to contact Dhake in time and the marriage was performed. Baba was furious 

over the affair and temporarily forbade Dhake from coming to him. 

Pendu was the manager at Meherabad, and handled all the money and kept accounts. On 

one occasion, Dattu showed Pendu’s account book to Adi Sr., who complained to Baba about the 

accounts not being regular. So Baba sent for Pendu and criticized, “Your accounts are not correct.” 

“They're perfect!” Pendu protested. 

“Every item in the account should be listed separately,” Adi pointed out. 

“Do banks have different coffers for their money?” asked Pendu. “The money is kept 

together and accounts are written separately. Similarly, I too have kept the accounts separately.” 



His reasoning upset Baba who said, “You are quite loyal and none can ever doubt your 

faith; but you don’t know the first thing about accounting! What Adi says is true.” 

Baba went on lambasting Pendu in front of everyone and Pendu grew very angry. But he 

stood still listening to what Baba was dictating. 

Afterwards, Dattu came out of his room and Pendu followed him. Catching hold of him he 

said, “You’re the cause of all this trouble,” and he gave him a hard slap. Baba overheard him and 

called them back. He severely scolded Pendu and ordered him to touch Dattu’s feet. 

Pendu did it, and forgiving him, Baba explained, “Dattu is not the root of the quarrel; it is 

the wrath of everyone! If there is no anger, there is no quarrel. You have dedicated your whole life 

to me and have been serving me for years with all your heart. But up to now you have failed to 

dedicate your anger to me. If you do it, you will be unequaled!” 

 

Nana Kher, 28, of Nagpur had been interested in spirituality from childhood, particularly 

the stories of Ram and Krishna. He heard of Baba in 1941 from Deshmukh (then his professor of 

philosophy) and from that time on had been yearning for darshan. But when Baba’s darshan 

program was held in Nagpur in 1944, Nana was working in Poona and had no knowledge of it. 

In Poona, he met Eruch who told him of his (Eruch’s) forthcoming marriage and added, “If 

you attend it, you will have Meher Baba’s darshan.” So Nana came to Ahmednagar to attend the 

function. The first time he met Baba was on 27 May, the evening before the wedding, when Baba 

paid a visit to Akbar Press. 

Baba called Nana into his room. Eruch, Jal Kerawalla and Jalbhai were present. Baba asked 

him, “What do you want?” 

“Spiritual freedom,” Nana replied. 

Baba looked highly pleased and asked, “Would you follow my orders?” 

“I am fully prepared to do as you say.” 

Baba instructed, “Fast every Sunday during the day, and at 7:00 P.M. have a full meal after 

feeding a beggar with your own hands. Repeat my name for fifteen minutes daily in a closed room, 

and lead a simple, pure life.” Nana was grateful for Baba’s orders and Baba asked him, “Is there 

anything else you want to ask?” 

Nana reluctantly said, “My parents want me to marry. Should I?” 

“What is the hurry?” Baba asked. “Wait for two years and then I will tell you what to do.” 

Nana was permitted to accompany Baba in his car back to Meherabad. As soon as 

Mohammed Mast saw Baba, he embraced him heartily and would not let him go. Baba made some 

excuse to extricate himself and gathered the mandali in the old Mess Quarters building, where Adi 

Sr. played the harmonium and sang a few ghazals. 

 

On Monday, 28 May 1945, the weddings of Eruch, 29, to his cousin Khorshed Damania, 

29, and of Eruch’s sister, Meheru, 24, to Khorshed’s brother, Savak Damania, 33, took place at 

Akbar Press. It was not so much a marriage as a gathering of celebration for Baba’s lovers from 

Bombay, Poona and Ahmednagar.  

Baba and the Meherabad mandali went to Akbar Press to attend the weddings, and the 

ceremony turned into a darshan! Both marriages were done according to Baba's wish, but Eruch's 

was really extraordinary. To obey Baba, and at the same time to please his father, Eruch had married 

— but as events unfolded, it became clear that he was not to lead a married life. 

After the wedding, Manek Mehta introduced Baba to the gathering, proclaiming him as 

“the Avatar of the Age.” Babu Gavai, the singer from Poona, performed, and Baba allowed darshan 



to all. And in a separate room, he gave private interviews to a few persons, including the two newly-

married couples. 

A seeker from Karachi named Minocher K. Spencer met Baba at this time. Spencer had 

brought a message from Swami Ramdas of Kerala, but before he could deliver it, Baba revealed 

his omniscience by stating why the man had come and what was in the message.543 

Sorabji Siganporia from Bombay had come to the wedding with his family. He had met 

Baba before, but when Baba had asked for his son Noshir, who was mentally troubled, to be kept 

with him, Sorabji had become disconsolate and had left without having any faith in Baba. 

Sorabji was sitting in Akbar Press when Baba called him and offered him paan, telling him 

to eat it. Although even this time the light of faith had not yet dawned in him fully, Sorabji did as 

he was told and ate the leaf. While chewing it, he suddenly was overcome by some inner realization, 

and exclaimed, “I accept you! I accept you!” Heads turned and all eyes stared at him in surprise. 

From them on, Sorabji had full faith in Meher Baba. Gradually, Noshir’s condition also 

became somewhat more normal. Sorabji now repented for not leaving his son with Baba when the 

time was most opportune. 

 

Baba left Meherabad for Hyderabad with Adi Sr. on Tuesday, 29 May 1945. They drove 

and reached Hyderabad the following day. On 4 June, accompanied by Kaka, Baidul and Gustadji, 

Baba again went out for mast work, visiting Vijayawada and other places. In Kazipet, Baba 

contacted two masts, Hyder Wali, who was hidden away in a Muslim shrine, and Wali Hyder, a 

very good mast who was difficult to find because he was usually wandering in the wilds. 

In Warangal, on the 5th, Baba sent Baidul to a good mast named Brahmachari. Although 

he was a tiny man, he was a fearsome jalali type. When the mast saw Baidul he warned him sharply 

in no uncertain terms, “Do not step foot in my boundary!” Considering the mast’s mood, Baidul 

dared not go nearer and returned to Baba. 

Baba then sent Kaka to Brahmachari with this message: “We have come here only to meet 

you.” 

The mast angrily rebuked him, “So you did not find any other man on whom you could 

throw the burden? I don’t accept anything from anyone! And I don’t give anything to anyone!” 

Kaka returned, and Baba sent him back to lecture the mast on his uncooperative attitude. 

Kaka went and criticized the mast for being lazy and irresponsible, and then asked why he just sat 

there all day and did not take up his responsibility. The mast quietly heard him for a while and then 

flew into a rage, warning Kaka, “Leave here immediately!” 

Kaka came back and told Baba everything. Baba had a good laugh. Although he did not 

contact the mast physically, it seems it was not necessary, as he had done his inner work through 

Baidul and Kaka. The masts are so intoxicated that there are times when the Wine is offered and 

flung away! The intoxicated have no consciousness of the Tavern Keeper and when He comes to 

offer more Wine to those mad in his love, some are willing and some are not! They had become 

like children, and Baba would do anything to keep them happy. 

Baba, Kaka and Baidul returned to Hyderabad on 7 June. It had been terrifically hot during 

the journey and the intense heat affected Baba’s health. 

 

543 M. K. Spencer wrote extensively on mysticism and spirituality, and later formed a group of spiritualists 

in Kerala. Swami Papa Ramdas was one of seven advanced souls whom Baba referred to as his “beloved 

children.” 



While in Hyderabad, Kaikobad, Narayan Nair (Krishna’s brother) and C. S. Kavde were 

the day watchmen at the mandali’s and Baba’s bungalows, as no one was allowed to go inside. 

Kavde had come for Baba’s darshan in Meherabad in 1942 and had wished to stay with 

him. Baba had assured him he would be called sometime later, and he was now staying with Baba 

in Hyderabad. 

One day Baba suddenly sent Baidul to bring Kavde from the mandali’s residence. But he 

was not on duty; he had gone out. Baidul came back and informing Baba about it, added, “If there 

is any message for him, I'll convey it when he returns.” 

Baba scowled, “There’s no message — I want to castrate him! Bring a sharp knife!” All 

burst out laughing and when Kavde appeared and was told about it, he alone understood the deeper 

meaning behind Baba’s words. The fact was that he was in love with a girl in Akkalkot and was 

constantly thinking about her. Though staying with Baba day and night in Hyderabad, Kavde was 

thinking only of this girl. But Baba’s nazar saved him from becoming deeply entangled, and his 

thoughts of marriage gradually dissipated. Through Baba’s intervention, he remained a bachelor. 

Once when the mandali were sitting with Baba in Hyderabad, Ghani said something which 

infuriated Baba. Baba asked Kaikobad, “Would you do as I tell you?” 

“It is the sole reason I've joined you,” Kaikobad replied earnestly. 

“Then give Ghani a good hard slap!” 

Kaikobad looked momentarily puzzled and said, “But Ghani is one of your oldest mandali 

… How can I slap him?” 

Baba’s anger turned on him: “Do you know who I am? By saying this you have not slapped 

Ghani, you have slapped me!” 

“When did I slap you, Baba?” 

“By failing to carry out my order, you have given me a sharp slap! Had you really slapped 

me though, it would not have pained me as much as your disobedience. By disobeying me you have 

wounded my heart so deeply, the pain will always be there and will never go away. 

“You repeat my name 100,000 times a day, but what value does your penance and prayers 

have when you don’t value my words? Before my order, nothing is superior! And if you don’t 

realize that, thousands of years of repetition of my name will not help you. What is the use of your 

staying with me?” 

Baba then walked away, leaving Kaikobad red in the face and restless inside. Baba soon 

returned, and Kaikobad inquired, “If I had slapped Ghani, how much it would have pained him. 

Are we not to consider the feelings of others?” 

Baba snapped, “That means you consider his feelings and your own superior to my order?” 

Turning to Ghani, Baba asked, “Would you have felt bad about it?” 

Catching Baba’s drift, Ghani replied, “No, I would not have felt bad in the least, but I feel 

very bad about Kaikobad’s disobedience to you.” 

Kaikobad said, “I will slap him now.” 

But Baba gestured, “What’s the use? The time has gone. You thought of Ghani’s pain, but 

not of mine. You wanted to be in his good graces, but he himself has disapproved of your attitude.” 

Addressing the men, Baba made these remarks: "If you want to be in the good graces of 

the world, you cannot live for me. But if you try to stay in my good books, the world will fall at 

your feet.” 

Turning to Adi Sr., Baba asked, “Would you give Ghani a slap with your sandal?” 

Adi replied, “Baba, if you were to ask me to give him ten slaps, I may give him 12!” 

“That’s the spirit!” Baba motioned. 



“Did you hear what he said, Kaikobad?” And Kaikobad nodded glumly. Later Baba took 

him aside, discussed the matter with him sweetly and caressed him, and Kaikobad wept. 

Ali Shah was again brought to Hyderabad on 16 June. Baba kept the mast near him for nine 

days and sent him back on the 25th. This work seemed to coincide with the Allied victory at 

Okinawa. 

Baba indicated that his intensive work with the masts during these years was connected 

with overseeing the war; but it would be foolish to presuppose that this was all that Baba was doing. 

The Avatar’s work is universal by nature and unimaginable in scope. The axiom of killing two birds 

with one stone is applicable to the Avatar when multiplied ad infinitum, as one action done by him 

affects millions of others in creation. No doubt Baba’s movements coincided with developments in 

the war, but moreover his fasts, journeys, and working with the masts all had unseen and unknown 

consequences, primarily dealing with raising the consciousness of humanity and turning the world 

toward God. 

 

A few years before, Meherjee Karkaria had been instructed by Baba not to sell his business 

in Iran, but to continue as he had been doing. Meherjee returned to Iran, according to Baba’s advice, 

and his business was quite prosperous. In 1945 he again visited India and Baba called him to 

Hyderabad on 23 June. Baba discussed matters with him, and stated, “Now go back to Iran, close 

your business down, and move to Bombay. If you don’t, Homai [his wife] will die.” 

That was a sufficient incentive, and Meherjee returned to Persia, sold his business as Baba 

instructed, and landed in Bombay on 2 November. However, it took a long time for Meherjee to 

finally wind up all his affairs in Iran, and even after he had settled in India, he still had to go back 

to Iran on business. Each time he would inform Baba by cable that he was leaving, and each time 

Baba would give him a fixed date for his return. 

Once Meherjee could not find a boat from Bandar Abbas to Bombay, and to reach India on 

the appointed date he sailed by a small fishing vessel. A storm arose during the voyage, and the 

boat began pitching and rolling from side to side. The captain said it was too dangerous to go 

further, and decided they should stop where they were. But Meherjee insisted, “Don’t stop! I have 

to reach Bombay as soon as possible!” 

The captain pleaded, “Dead or alive? If we proceed, we will sink.” The storm continued 

gathering force and the sea was turbulent, but Meherjee persisted in his demand. Once, he was so 

forcefully thrown to one side, the platinum ring on his finger broke into pieces. Remembering Baba, 

he did not lose courage. When the boat docked at the closest port, Meherjee caught another boat 

bound for Bombay and arrived in time. He experienced Baba’s inner help because of his firm 

determination to obey him. 

On Friday, 6 July 1945, Baba left with Kaka and Baidul on yet another mast trip. In 

Gulbarga, he contacted two masts, both men, one of whom was called Budhi (old woman). This 

elderly mast was so respected that he could travel all over the state by train, free of charge. 

Another mast named Goher Shah, a heavy drinker of toddy and spirits, was found and 

contacted in a toddyshop, his favorite place. 

Six miles away from Gulbarga was the tiny village of Khandal, where Baba went to 

commune with a mast named Appa Swami. The mast led Baba to a temple for the meeting, 

whereupon he poignantly asked Baba, “Why are you silent? You should speak.” This amused Baba. 

When Baba was ready to go, the mast would not let go of him, and held Baba next to him for two 

more hours. By then it was past evening, and they had to get back to Gulbarga. Exhausted, Baba 

was driven in a tonga, traversing the bumpy, pit-filled “road.” It was the monsoon season, and so 

dark that the road ahead could not be seen. Forming an advance party, Kaka and Baidul had to walk 

ahead carrying flashlights to light the way. 



The next day, 7 July, Baba set out for Yadgiri. Some miles away, in the village of Tumkur, 

lived a God-conscious Jivanmukta named Tilgur Swami.544 Baba left for Tumkur to contact this 

great seventh-plane saint. He began walking, but a severe pain developed in his chest, and it was 

difficult for him to go at a very fast pace. He was perspiring profusely, although there were showers 

along the way. They crossed a river, wading through knee-deep water to reach the village. The 

chest pain continued, and Baba’s clothes were drenched with sweat and rain. Just before they 

arrived, the sun came out, and Baba stopped, removed his clothing and laid it in the sun to dry 

before going on. 

Afterwards, he went to find Tilgur Swami, who lived in a hut near a certain temple in the 

village. The instant he saw Baba, Tilgur Swami embraced him with such fervor that Kaka and 

Baidul were astounded by the profound love he expressed toward Baba. Tilgur Swami looked 

radiantly happy to see Baba. 

Age was wonderstruck at their meeting: “What a rare meeting between the Avatar — the 

Eternal One, and a Jivanmukta — a Liberated-Incarnate! Meher Baba was the Oceanized Ocean, 

and Tilgur Swami was the Ocean Oceanized. How can words describe the meeting between these 

two Oceans? The language of the Ocean is unintelligible to our ears.” 

After some unseen give-and-take, Baba retraced his steps to Yadgiri. The chest pain now 

disappeared, and Baba seemed filled with renewed vigor. What duty he fulfilled by walking to 

Tumkur and contacting Tilgur Swami is beyond our understanding. Just as an ant cannot measure 

the height of the Himalayas, we can never fathom the greatness of the work Baba was doing. 

 

During this period in Hyderabad, Rano asked Baba’s permission to buy a new pair of 

glasses. Baba advised, “Buy the spectacles, but don’t spend more than you absolutely have to.” 

Rano went to an optometrist, and after giving her an examination, he asked for a large fee. 

This was a dilemma, because Baba had told her specifically not to spend more than necessary. She 

told the doctor, “Look, don’t charge me more because I am a Westerner and my old glasses are 

expensive. I have become poor and don’t have much money.” It surprised the man, as Westerners 

had never grudged paying his fees before. But Rano continued bartering and thus reducing the 

amount, until finally, she ended up paying only the cost of the new pair of glasses. 

Don had escorted her in the tonga, and on the way back he bought some toffees for the 

mandali. He offered some to Rano, but she politely refused. When he persevered, she took a few, 

as she knew Margaret was fond of them. 

When they got back home, Rano went to her room and handed the sweets to Margaret. 

Baba almost never entered their room, but that day for some reason, he suddenly appeared right at 

that moment. Rano tried to hide the toffee, but Baba asked what was in her hand. “Toffee,” she 

said. 

“Why did you bring it?” 

“To give to Margaret.” 

“For Margaret, and not for me?” Baba asked with a pained expression on his face. 

“I didn’t buy it!” Rano explained. “Don gave it to me.” 

“How much has he bought, and for whom?” 

“One tin for the mandali.” 

“Go and bring it from Don, and give it to me.” 

 
544 Tilgur Swami was also known as Ishwar Daru.  



Rano brought the tin and handed it to Baba. Baba then ordered her, “If anyone ever gives 

you anything, first give it to me.” 

Baba went to the mandali and asked Don, “Do you bring something for the mandali off and 

on?” 

“No, not really. Only today, I bought some toffee. Vishnu, however, did not accept it 

without your permission. The tin was kept by your chair, until Rano took it away.” 

Baba joked, using an idiomatic expression, “These people [the mandali] are sitting on my 

chest [bothering me], and if you continue giving them sweets, they will become fatter and really 

crush me! I want to make them as thin as air by beating and beating them!” 

Baba then asked, “Do you know the story about Nilu and the box of sweets?” Don did not, 

so Baba narrated: 

Nilu is very, very fond of sweets. He pines for them day and night. One day in 

Meherabad [on April Fools’ day], I told Pilamai to fill a tin with cowdung and wrap it up like a gift. 

She did it quite well and, taking it, I went to the mandali. 

Nilu’s mouth watered on seeing the parcel. I called him and told him how much I loved 

him, how dear and special he was to me. I said that he was to open the tin, keep half the sweets for 

himself and distribute the rest among the mandali. With a happy heart, he started to untie the 

package. But finding it full of cowdung, he was taken aback and his face went pale! 

I told him: If you turn white on seeing the contents of this, remember the whole world is 

like cowdung. When you realize it, your attachment to the world will pale! Just as you threw away 

the cowdung, you will one day say goodbye to this world and its affairs.545 

Baba narrated another incident about Nilu to Don: 

When Nilu first came to me, I inquired about him getting married. He wanted to marry, 

and if I had prevented him, it would not have been taken so well. So I made a plan and sent him, 

accordingly, with Kakubai and Shireenmai to Poona to see a nice girl. 

There, in fact, Shireenmai and Kakubai showed Nilu several girls, and it so happened that 

the girls he liked did not like him, and those he did not like, liked him. Thus, after his rambles, he 

returned to Meherabad and told me, “Baba, I don’t want to marry.” I wanted him to say this, and it 

happened according to my plan, as I turned my key. But if I had objected at the beginning, although 

he would have obeyed me, the desire to marry would still have been burning there. 

Baba asked Nilu, “Is this true or false?” 

Nilu said, “Quite true. No one else in the world could have played such a perfect game.” 

 

On Saturday, 21 July 1945, Baba, with Don, Eruch, Baidul Kaka and Jal Kerawalla, left 

Hyderabad by train headed south for Madras where he eventually worked with nineteen masts. 

Baidul found a mast called Mohammed Mastan in a lane near Anderson Street. The mast would 

continually tear up his clothes and then sew them back together again. 

Baba wished to contact him, and on the 24th, Eruch and Baidul took the mast inside a 

nearby office, which happened to be a bank. Eruch spoke with the manager, explaining that his 

elder brother (Baba) wanted to be alone with Mastan for some time. Eruch said, “He would greatly 

appreciate it if you would allow him to use this room for a few minutes.” The understanding official 

immediately agreed, and ordered the cashiers, clerks and other staff to leave the premises. He, too, 

went outside, and Baba entered the bank and worked with Mohammed Mastan. 

This was a remarkable contact: to work with a mast in a bank where the employees were 

ordered to stop their work and go out to the street! Currency notes and checks were left lying on 

the table unguarded while the staff stood outside. How could unwitting people be so favorably 

impressed to permit such a thing? But to one such as Baba, no one was unfamiliar or unknown. 

 
545 Afterwards another basket full of sweets was brought and distributed. 



Baba also worked with the spiritual chargeman of Madras, Maulvi Saheb, a fiery jalali mast 

who appeared to be an elderly, unkempt, ill-tempered, overweight man, but was in fact the leading 

spiritual figure in the city. Baba was not completely satisfied with the contact, because there were 

so many inquisitive spectators who would not go away. 

There were other memorable masts, such as Ram Swurup, who was completely naked and 

had absolutely no body consciousness. He lived in a cluster of neglected temples and would eat the 

worst of things. Baba fed him and stayed with him for an hour. 

One naked sadhu whom Baba encountered repeated over and over again the same thing: 

“Sab ham Khuda hain [We are all God] ... Sab ham Khuda hain!” 

A mahboobi (androgynous) type, Qadir Badshah wore an array of bangles on his arms. 

Unusual for a mast, he was always in a happy mood. 

On his way back to Hyderabad, Baba stopped at Raichur on 26 July, where the mandali 

gathered 40 of the poorest destitutes about three miles from the city. Keeping his identity secret, 

Baba washed their feet and bowed down to these 40 mostly beggars (many of whom were blind) 

and handed them each three rupees as prasad. After this work, he traveled on a bone-rattling, six-

hour bus journey to Mahbubnagar, where he contacted an excellent mast in a toddyshop. They 

returned to Hyderabad on the 29th. 

 

During this period, Don was still serving in the military hospital at Secunderabad, but 

would often cycle the ten miles over to the mandali’s or Baba’s bungalow to be with them during 

their stay in Hyderabad. Baba had given two black bull terrier puppies named Raja (King) and Rani 

(Queen) to Don to look after, and had told Don to bring them with him whenever he came. 

Margaret came down with a case of dysentery, and Don began coming more often to check 

on her. He would carry the puppies in a basket on his bike; but on the ride, they always seemed to 

find some way to jump out. Don had to stop, get off his bicycle and catch them, and his exertions 

proved amusing entertainment for passersby. 

Also during this period, Baba would call the women mandali from Meherabad in separate 

groups of four. Each group stayed about a week and was then sent back. Margaret, Mehera, Mani 

and Meheru continued to make use of the pool at the Jubilee Hills bungalow for recreation — “a 

symbolic prelude to the diving into the Ocean of their Beloved!” Age noted. 

Baba continued to work with local masts in Hyderabad throughout August 1945. One day 

Baba contacted a mast called Nuruddin, who despite being a heavy drinker of toddy, was an 

exceptionally good mast. On this occasion, while riding in a tonga with Baba, the mast spotted a 

toddyshop, and clearly indicated to Baba to make the driver stop so he could refresh himself with 

a couple of drinks. Baba treated him to his favorite spirit. 

Continuing on, riding through the streets of Hyderabad, Baba was seated beside Nuruddin 

in the tonga. Eruch and Baidul were following in another tonga. At one spot, Baidul saw the mast 

Rajiah Mastan alongside the road and beckoned to him. He was most unclean, wore a heavy, filthy 

turban and held a bundle of broken bits of glass. On Baba’s signal, Baidul helped the mast to sit in 

his and Eruch’s tonga. Baidul held on to him as they drove slowly off, while a crowd of 

schoolchildren surged beside the tonga in a merry-go-round of fun and laughter, jeering and tugging 

at the mast. Rajiah appeared to relish the focus of so much laughter and fun, and Baba too was 

delighted by the children. 

On Tuesday, 7 August 1945, Baba worked with the chargeman of Hyderabad, Sayyed 

Mu'inuddin. Baba communed with him three times, but the last time, on the 7th, Baba had to wait 

for three hours before the saint would allow himself to be fed. Baba fed him a hearty meal with his 

own hands, but afterwards, Sayyed Mu'inuddin asked for mincemeat and chapatis, which Baidul 

brought from a restaurant. The mast did full justice to this, and then asked for barfi. He was given 



this, too, and next demanded more cigarettes, which Baba also lovingly provided. Baba was very 

pleased with this contact. 

Again on 8 August, Baba was out in the streets of the city doing mast work; and on the 9th, 

he worked with the high mast named Gulam Hussein. 

These contacts were particularly significant in light of the fact that on 6 August 1945 the 

first atomic bomb was dropped by America on Hiroshima, and three days later, the 9th, another 

atom bomb was dropped on Nagasaki. Both cities were devastated and each suffered casualties 

estimated at 100,000 dead. 

Japan surrendered, and the victory was celebrated on Wednesday, 15 August 1945. Later 

that same day, Baba dictated these cryptic lines: 

I will die in October 

In November to rise again. 

In December I will kill all 

All in February will life regain! 

Kaka privately expressed his doubts about this, which Ghani reported to Baba. So Baba 

dictated another rhyme: 

In October forty-five 

In the abyss of death I will dive. 

In November forty-five 

I will again regain my life. 

In forty-five December 

I will kill all member. 

In February next year 

I will resurrect all, don’t fear! 

Baba declared, “In October, November and December 1945, I will keep myself aloof — 

even from the women mandali — and do my spiritual work.” 

Not long after Japan surrendered, their pet dog, Typhoon, died from internal injuries 

sustained in a fall from the upstairs terrace of the Jubilee Hills bungalow. 

 

Baba broached the subject of departing from Hyderabad, and sent Vishnu to find 

bungalows near Mahabaleshwar. Their bungalows in Hyderabad had been leased only for six 

months, and in the first week of September that period would expire. Baba’s mast work was also 

coming to an end, so he was preparing to leave. 

Ali Shah was brought back to Hyderabad for a third time on Thursday, 21 August 1945, 

and Baba worked with him in seclusion for three days. Although Ali Shah was a fifth-plane jamali 

mast, Baba would have to work hard with him and would emerge from those sessions looking 

exhausted. Baba explained, “I have to work extra hard with him. Because of his sleepy and sluggish 

temperament.” Although the work was exhausting, the work done with and through Ali Shah was 

exceptional. 

On 31 August, Raja Dharam Karan Bahadur came to see Baba in Hyderabad with his three 

sons. He was a king of one of the princely states and had seen Baba in Hyderabad in 1938, when 

Baba was traveling on tour in the Blue Bus. At that time, there was talk of opening a center in 

Hyderabad, and the maharaja was eager to help in the project. But Baba had left Hyderabad with 

the idea hanging in the air. This time, Dharam Karan did not broach the topic, but told Baba, “I 

have come to dedicate, at your feet, my humble self and my family. Please satisfy us by making us 

your own.” 

The maharaja had not voiced his full request though, and knowing this, Baba answered, “I 

will help you spiritually, and will have an eye on your ambition to become a minister [in the 

government], and see to the worldly welfare of your sons.” 



Baba then emphasized, “But remember, after becoming a minister, look upon the world as 

illusion and God as the only Reality. And remember, for the benefit of humanity, always be guided 

by my instructions.” The maharaja was deeply moved and, agreeing with Baba’s words, left with 

his sons. 

World War II officially ended on 2 September, when Japan signed a formal treaty of 

unconditional surrender. Narayan Maharaj had gone to Bangalore in August to participate in a large 

yagna (sacred fire) ceremony being held there. Devotees from all over India had assembled for the 

special occasion, and Narayan gave his darshan to thousands. 

Unexpectedly on Monday, 3 September 1945, Narayan Maharaj dropped his body at the 

age of 60. His body was cremated in Bangalore and, on the 5th, half his ashes were buried at his 

ashram in Kedgaon. The remainder of his ashes were taken to Benares and poured in the Ganges 

River. 

On the day that Narayan Maharaj dropped his body, Meher Baba was working with masts 

in Hyderabad. He would sometimes work with the same mast several times. On that day, he 

contacted the exceptional mast called Captain for the second and last time. Captain asked to be 

taken for a ride in Adi Sr.’s car, and Baba, Adi and the mast all got in. The mast gave directions 

where to go, stopping first at a certain house and walking inside as if he owned the place! Next, he 

was driven to Secunderabad train station and finally back to a particular shrine in Hyderabad, where 

he was left. 

 

After receiving Baba’s permission, Vishnu, with Kalemama’s help, arranged to secure a 

nawab’s bungalow in Pasarni, two miles from the town of Wai near Mahabaleshwar. Baba and the 

women would be accommodated in the main house, and the men mandali in the servants’ quarters 

outside the bungalow’s compound wall. After this arrangement was made, Baba and the men and 

women mandali left Hyderabad on Thursday, 6 September 1945. Reaching Poona the next day, 

Baba and the women mandali settled in at Bindra House for two days. 

Gaimai was always overjoyed by Baba’s presence and considered her house as his. 

Whenever Baba stayed at Bindra House with the women mandali, Pappa Jessawala and his son 

Meherwan had to move to the garage. To avoid contact with the women mandali, Pappa and 

Meherwan were strictly forbidden to enter the house and even had a commode put outside, but 

Baba would always come to see them there. Members of the men mandali who accompanied Baba, 

such as Eruch or Baidul, had to reside in the garage also, where their meals were sent. 

Baba went to Baba House to see his brother Beheram, his wife Perin and their children. 

Perin was pregnant and had been told she was carrying twins. Baba told Beheram, “If the twins are 

born feet first, Perin will die.” This worried both terribly, but Baba assured Perin, “Go on taking 

my name continually, wholeheartedly — and don’t worry, my nazar is on you.” 

Remaining there for a while, Baba played with his nephew and niece, Sheroo and Gulnar, 

and after cheering up Perin and Beheram, returned to Bindra House. 

On the 8th, Baba departed for Pasarni with the women. After a few days, he called all the 

remaining women mandali from Meherabad. 

While in Meherabad, Kitty was teaching English to Baidul’s daughter, Dowla, and 

Kaikobad’s daughters, Gulu and Jalu. Dowla was fond of learning new songs, and after going to 

Wai, with Baba’s consent, Kitty began teaching her an English song to sing. 

One day Baba was sitting with the women in Pasarni when they heard a strange sound. 

“Where is that noise coming from?” Baba asked. “Is it the cry of a donkey?” 

When one of the women went to look, she found Kitty teaching a song to Dowla. Baba sent 

for both of them and asked, “What on earth were you doing?” 

Kitty bubbled, “I was teaching Dowla to sing. We were singing.” 



“Well, your singing is very sweet,” Baba teased. “Were a donkey to hear it, it would feel 

ashamed! I thought it was the braying of an ass! The teacher is quite an expert and so is her pupil. 

Go on singing loudly, both of you.” 

Kitty burst out laughing and said, “I only did it to satisfy Dowla’s fancy …” 

“Yes, and you've satisfied mine as well,” Baba replied. “If something strange happens here 

we'll know where to look. For a man to imitate a donkey is difficult and takes years of practice; but 

you two can do it quite naturally.” 

Baba then told them to continue with their music lesson, much to the amusement of all. 

 

On Wednesday, 12 September 1945, a circular was issued in which Baba’s workers were 

informed that the meeting proposed to be held in December in Raipur, was now postponed until the 

1st of February (1946), due to the unavailability of bungalows in Raipur. In the circular, Baba also 

stated: 

The timely, recent death of Shri Narayan Maharaj — the last of the five Sadgurus 

connected with my work — and my going away to some special far off place in India, away from 

the male and female mandali for three months (October, November and December) are the leading, 

destined signs of the fulfilling, in the one-month meeting, not only of all that has been promised to 

the signatories, but also to the breaking of my silence and the long expected manifestation. 

Baba went to Meherabad from Pasarni on the 18th, leaving the women mandali behind 

with Gustadji, Kaikobad, Krishna, Nilu, Narayan, Vishnu and Venkoba Rao. A small cottage for 

Kaikobad had been built in lower Meherabad (at the front, near the main road), and Baba slept there 

at night. 

Adi Sr.’s father Khansaheb Irani had been ill and bedridden for the past several months, 

and so Baba went to see him at Khushru Quarters on the 19th. Khansaheb had always had great 

reverence for Baba, but no love. Now, much to his wife Gulmai’s delight, he felt genuinely drawn 

to Baba. 

Baba asked him, “What do you wish for?” 

“Good health for two months and, thereafter, liberation,” he said. 

Baba promised: “Do as I say for two months, and I will definitely fulfill your wish.” 

Baba gave him some instructions regarding personal matters, and Khansaheb was happy. 

He garlanded Baba, and a photograph was taken of Baba, Gulmai and Khansaheb. Before leaving, 

Baba took Adi and Gulmai aside and remarked, “He will be relieved of his agonies in October.” 

This was to be Khansaheb’s last meeting with Baba, and his last wish was fulfilled by Baba. 

He merged in God’s infinity eighteen days later on Sunday, 7 October 1945, at noon, with Baba’s 

name on his lips. He was 67 years old. 

A few days before Khansaheb died, Adi was surprised to find flowers strewn on his bed 

when he went to sleep at night. The next night again, his bed was covered with flowers. When the 

third night he waited and caught one of the servants in the act, he demanded to know who had 

instructed him do such a thing. The servant told him that it was none other than the ailing 

Khansaheb. 

Adi confronted his father the following morning and Khansaheb admitted that he did it. 

“But why, Father?” asked Adi. 

“All these years,” said Khansaheb, “you had been telling me how great Meher Baba is — 

how he is like Zoroaster, our Prophet. I did not believe you and tried to thwart you in your efforts 

to serve him. But now I know that you were right all along, and I ask your forgiveness. I wish to 

honor and worship your love for Baba. You and your mother were right, Adi. Baba is God!” And 



his father folded his hands to a picture of Baba kept on the wall opposite his bed. Adi burst out 

weeping and fell into his father’s arms. 

Age too was touched by the scene. “Although Khansaheb opposed Meher Baba at the 

beginning, he became his at the end. Could the very man who gifted the sacred grounds of 

Meherabad to the Master not be his? Because of this family’s deep connection with the Avatar, 

Baba had chosen Meherabad as his own final resting place. Generations to come will honor 

Khansaheb for his gift of love.” 

Manohar Mohanlal Panday, 35, a photographer in Ahmednagar, had been in Baba’s contact 

since 1932, through Khansaheb. However, Bhaiya (Brother) Panday, as he was called, did not 

acknowledge Baba as the Avatar, although he had faith in him and was an occasional visitor. One 

day Panday hand-colored a black-and-white photograph of Baba and brought it to him. It was not 

painted well, but Baba praised it and, raising his hand, remarked, “I have given it to you today.” 

From then on, Panday’s skills gradually improved; yet he still did not believe Baba to be the Ancient 

One. 

Once, when Baba came to Khushru Quarters in 1945, he asked about Panday. It was learned 

that he had been hospitalized, and that his condition was serious. He had a ruptured appendix, and 

the doctor had lost all hope of saving his life. 

Baba sent a message to his family not to worry, and that night Panday had a vision of Baba. 

He saw Baba standing by his bed saying, “Don’t worry, my nazar is on you.” In his delirium, he 

began speaking with Baba. His mother, thinking he was about to die, brought the doctor. 

The doctor asked how he was feeling. “Better,” Panday said. “Meher Baba came, and I was 

talking with him.” 

“Yes, he came to me, too,” joked the doctor. The doctor took Panday’s pulse, and was 

convinced he had only a few hours left in this world. But the next day, Panday’s health took a turn 

for the better, and after a few days he completely recovered. 

“Miraculous,” conceded the doctor. “I think there was something between you and Meher 

Baba!” 

Weeping, Panday bemoaned his previous attitude. “How foolish I was not to believe in 

him. Meher Baba, forgive me; you are the Avatar! I bow down to you.” From then on, Panday 

accepted Baba and became his devoted follower — and also took many beautiful photographs of 

him throughout the years. 

 

At Meherabad, Baba arranged details of the mandali’s work there, visited the Satha family 

at Akbar Press, and several times went to Pimpalgaon to inspect the construction work going on, 

and to meet the servants. Kalemama had been instructed to enlarge the small cottage on the 

Pimpalgaon property, and to build a few storerooms for Baba and the women, as accommodations 

at present were not sufficient. 

Sidhu and Dattu entertained Baba with singing for three hours on the night of Saturday, 22 

September 1945, and the next morning, Baba and Adi Sr. drove back to Pasarni. Kaka Baria was 

in Pasarni, and Baba sent him to Bombay with a message for Eruch who, until now, had been 

staying in Poona. Baba cabled him to proceed to Bombay and meet Kaka there. Eruch left for 

Bombay, and Kaka delivered Baba’s message, which was for Eruch to go to Darjeeling to find a 

place for Baba to sit in seclusion somewhere in the Himalayas. On his way, he was to stop at Raipur 

and discuss the matter with Jal Kerawalla. 

Eruch accordingly left and met Jal, who had recently returned to Raipur from a place called 

Sihawa. He told Eruch the place was ideal for Baba’s seclusion. Eruch cabled this to Baba, who 

endorsed Jal’s suggestion and directed Eruch to return. Eruch then went to Pasarni without going 

to Darjeeling. Preparations for Baba’s seclusion began soon after. 



 

On Tuesday, 2 October 1945, Baba with Eruch, Baidul, Gustadji, Kaka and Pendu started 

for Raipur. Sarosh provided a car which Eruch drove. They stopped first at Poona. 

At the end of September, Perin was seriously ill, vomiting blood, and was admitted to the 

hospital. The doctors had sadly informed Beheram that they were doing their best to save her, but 

that they would not be able to save the twins. Beheram thought: “The Savior is Baba!” They 

remembered Baba fervently, and on 1 October, Perin gave birth to two healthy boys. When Baba 

went to see Perin in the hospital the following day, he named the boys Rustom and Sohrab. 

Leaving Poona, Baba reached Raipur and stayed at Jal Kerawalla’s house, where he 

discussed with him arrangements for the seclusion in Sihawa. He set out for his mast work with 

Kaka and Baidul on the morning of the 6th, going first to Champa village in Bilaspur district. The 

most significant contact was Tapasvi Maharaj, an old sadhu who lived in a temple near the river. 

That evening, Eruch, Gustadji and Pendu boarded a train bound for Calcutta. Baba, Kaka 

and Baidul joined them, boarding the train at Champa. 

Baba, Kaka and Baidul got down at Kharagpur on Sunday, 7 October 1945 to contact a 

mast, while Eruch, Gustadji and Pendu continued to Calcutta. However, Baba failed to find the 

mast in Kharagpur, as the mast had left for somewhere else. So Baba resumed his journey and 

reached Calcutta the same evening, staying in a hotel on Chittaranjan Avenue. 

The next day, Baba assigned duties to each of the group. Within two days, Pendu and Eruch 

were to search for and bring 1,001 lower-middle class people and assemble them in one place for 

Baba’s contact and prasad. Baidul was to search for masts in Calcutta and make a list of their names 

and locations. Kaka and Gustadji were to stay with Baba, who was contacting selected known masts 

in the city. 

On the 9th, Pendu and Eruch contacted three officials who greatly facilitated their task: the 

mayor, an executive officer and a former health officer of Calcutta. With their help, they managed 

to secure facilities in a dharamshala in Kalighat locality for a day, erect partitions in it for Baba’s 

work and have a tent pitched. A secluded area for Baba to distribute his prasad was provided, and 

the premises were swept and cleaned. In addition, 1,001 needy persons — 601 men and 400 women 

— were contacted and instructed to be at the dharamshala early in the morning of the 11th. 

By dawn of that morning, Eruch and Pendu were at the dharamshala, distributing printed 

tickets to the 1,001 men and women who had come. The mandali had been instructed to fast the 

entire day. Baba arrived, and the proceedings began at eight o’clock. The poor people were divided 

into three groups, two of men and one of women. 

Baba worked nonstop until 3:30 that afternoon, washing the feet of every single person. 

The mandali helped by supplying water and soap, and then forming the groups into a queue for 

receiving Baba’s prasad in the next room. After washing and wiping the feet of each poor person, 

Baba went into the adjoining room to give dakshina — a monetary gift from the Master. No one 

from outside was allowed to see Baba doing this work; even the mandali were not present at this 

time. Baba would never touch money except on such rare occasions, and he insisted on absolute 

privacy as he handed two rupees to each person. 

After seven and a half hours, the work was over, and Baba and the mandali returned to their 

hotel. They had been fasting all day, not even taking water during the day. They broke their fast 

that evening with a meal at the hotel. 

The next day, Friday, 12 October 1945, Baba began contacting the nearly 50 masts whom 

Baidul had located in Calcutta. Among the most significant contacts was Pir Saheb, a mental 

conscious old Muslim who was widely respected by the wealthy and influential in Calcutta. This 

Muslim saint met people only by appointment, and Baba met him at a fixed time and was most 



pleased to commune with the old sage. Baba also contacted another advanced Muslim, Maula Pir 

Saheb. 

Sufi Saheb was a good mast, who for over 25 years had never been known to sit down. All 

those years this mast either walked about or stood, and he supposedly even slept standing. When 

Baba contacted him in Calcutta, he had given up that habit and was found in a tiny room, where he 

sat all day and seldom moved. 

Baba finished the work in Calcutta after two and a half days, and departed for Midnapore 

on the evening of the 14th. Baba and the five mandali with him arrived in Midnapore at 7:30 at 

night and immediately set out in search of masts. They found three and one sadhu. Most significant 

was Brahmachari Mandal, who wandered day and night about the town, and lived off food thrown 

out of doorways. 

The following day, they left Midnapore at half past noon, and arrived in Bishnupur that 

evening, where Baba contacted a mast called Gangadhar Maharaj and one sadhu called Swami 
Anand. At 2:30 in the morning, they left for Bankura, where Baba contacted two advanced souls, 

Ahmad Ali Shah and an old mast named Maulana Bakhsh. 

Soon after these contacts, in the middle of the night Baba and the men left in a taxi for 

Bansi, 120 miles away. They arrived at 7:30 on the morning of 16 October 1945 and had to walk 

two miles through heavily flooded rice fields to contact a very old saint named Bansi Baba. The 

saint was well known in the area, and every day hundreds of pilgrims came for his darshan, which 

was given at fixed times. 

Eruch requested that the attendant allow his “elder brother” to meet Bansi Baba ahead of 

schedule, as they had to return to Bankura. Baba and the men were led upstairs to a dimly lit room. 

At one end of the room, the yogi was seated on a kind of throne, with one foot resting on a footstool. 

He appeared very still, as if he were a statue, and the mandali felt the atmosphere filled with peace. 

Bansi Baba was naked to the waist, his head covered by a brown turban, a short dhoti covering his 

legs, and costly sandals lying nearby. He was very thin, and Baba later described him to Don, “His 

body appeared to be mere bone wrapped in skin that looked like wax, but with not one wrinkle.” 

No one really knew how old he was, but some of his followers said he was 250 years old at that 

time. 

This ancient yogi was truly remarkable; the bliss and love that he radiated in that semi-dark 

room made him an unforgettable personality. After the contact, Baba returned to Bankura and 

happily remarked to the mandali, “Bansi Baba is a really good soul. All the trouble we took to reach 

him was amply justified.” 

 

They left Bankura at 12:45 P.M. on the 16th by train for Balasore, which they reached at 

8:30 that night. Baba contacted the mast known as Bengali Baba. It was said that he had previously 

sat naked in one place in Balasore for twelve years without moving, eating what was offered or 

having nothing. When Baba contacted Bengali Baba he was by then an old man, who at that time 

wore clothes and wandered about the town. Baba liked him and remarked that he was a good mast. 

Baba also contacted Data Saheb, an advanced soul, who was much revered in Balasore. 

An old man, he was contacted at night by Baba, and had to be awakened from his sleep for this 

purpose. 

Baba and the men left early the next morning, Wednesday, 17 October 1945, for Bhadrakh. 

They arrived at seven o’clock, and contacted the mast Bengali Chacha in the village of Lokashal. 

It was raining that day, and Baba and the mandali got soaked. They left at eight the same evening 

by train for Cuttuck. 

Arriving in Cuttuck at 3:00 A.M. on the 18th, they went to rest at a dak bungalow. During 

the day, Baba contacted about ten masts, the most distinguished being Mohammed Baba, a sixth-



plane jalali mast with a fierce temperament. He was an old Muslim man, who wore dirty, ragged 

clothes. Bundles of rags belonging to this mast were piled on shelves in a teashop, where the mast-

saint had been sitting for the past 26 years. Baba tried to contact him twice at the teashop, but the 

mast was extremely abusive and did not wish to be contacted. Finally, on the third attempt, he 

allowed Baba to touch his feet, though Baba was not completely satisfied. 

Also contacted in Cuttuck was the renowned Pagla Baba, who was half-mast and half-

salik. This high-type soul was worshiped by many, and had an ashram where disciples performed 

arti and puja before him. Baba was pleased with his contact, and Pagla gave sweetmeats to Baba, 

which he ate. A mastani, called Thakore Mai, was also contacted by Baba. This woman wandered 

around Cuttuck naked, except for a bundle of rags on her head. Another mastani, called Ghell, was 

contacted by Baba. She was a hefty woman, who usually sat on the steps of a particular medical 

dispensary. Also noteworthy was Hafizji Baba, a thin old man who lay in a hovel that he had made 

out of the body of a junked bus. Baba took him to a restaurant, where he was served tea and biscuits. 

The same night, Pendu and Eruch left Cuttuck by train for Raipur to prepare things for 

Baba’s seclusion at Sihawa. Jal Kerawalla, who was already working toward getting everything 

ready, was cabled to speed up preparations. On 19 October, Baba, Kaka, Gustadji and Baidul left 

by train, and got down at Jharsugudu in the afternoon. They went to Sambalpur on the 20th, but 

they could not find any masts so they returned to Jharsugudu, and boarded a train for Raigarh, 

arriving the next day. 

As Age related, “Meher Baba’s mast hunts were never ‘holidays’; Baba was always 

working, even while relaxing. His journeys in search of masts were filled with inconveniences: 

discomforts in traveling, barely edible food in wayside places, and little, if any, sleep. India is not 

a pleasant country to travel through, with its tropical sun and rains; the roads to its back-country 

places and out-of-the-way towns were rough and, in those days, often impassable except in a 

bullock cart or tonga, or on foot. But Baba never spared himself or the mandali where this work 

was concerned. His mast work was most important, and took precedence over his own and others’ 

comfort. Although many accounts of the masts are brief, one should remember that each mast or 

mastani was a truly advanced soul traversing the subtle or mental planes of consciousness, and that 

it was very important to Baba to contact each one for the work he was then doing.” 

Baba stayed in Raigarh for four days contacting masts. The most significant was Balu 
Gutta, an old man who emanated pure innocence and acted like a child before Baba. In an ashram, 

Baba also contacted a sadhu who, like the sadhu in Bishnupur, was known as Swami Anand. Baba 

remarked that Anand was a sincere seeker on the Path. 

From Raigarh, Baba sent Gustadji and Baidul to Raipur a day ahead, and he and Kaka left 

on 25 October 1945, arriving in Raipur the following day. 

 

The site that Jal Kerawalla had chosen for Baba’s seclusion was 100 miles south of Raipur, 

near Sihawa. This desolate area, with dense forests and thick jungle on all sides, was known as 

Tapovan, where four great saints — known as Shringi Rishi, Angiras Rishi, Muchukunda Rishi and 

Kunmag Rishi — are said to have done penance and austerities centuries before.546 It was now a 

government forest reserve. The mountain Jal had selected for Baba’s seclusion was called Angiras 

Rishi Hill and was located a mile from Ratawa village. The surrounding tract was known as 

Mutchka Sihawa, the central village of Sihawa being five miles away. 

 

546 Shringi may imply a title of high respect, such as a “holy man"; Angiras means a knower of the 

scriptures, or a knower of Vedangas (parts of the Vedas); Muchukunda is the name of a sage in the 

Mahabharata; Kunmag may be derived from the Sanskrit word kunsa, meaning to shine.  



Since Jal Kerawalla was a high-ranking government official, the forest officials, at his 

request, had repaired bridges and widened the jungle paths, making them accessible to cars.547 He 

had also had a hut built for Baba at the very summit of the hill. There were two caves on the hill. 

One, part way down on the far side, overlooked the valley and had a natural rock verandah in front 

of it, shaded by a banyan tree. The other cave, below, was situated in such a way that nothing at all 

could be seen from the inside. 

For the mandali, another hut was built less than half a furlong (110 yards) away and, as 

Baba wished, was placed in such a way that Baba’s hut and caves could not be seen from it. A 

smaller hut was built between Baba’s and the men’s so that one of the men could remain nearer the 

top, yet still be out of sight. A bathroom on one of the lower faces of rock was constructed. Jal had 

made all the arrangements regarding foodstuffs, lanterns, cots, water-carriers, buffaloes for milk, 

et cetera. Water for bathing had to be brought from half a mile away, and drinking water from a 

mile and a half. To carry the water up the mountain was a laborious task. 

Besides these hardships, the densely thicketed hill was infested with snakes, jaguars, tigers, 

boars and other wild animals. Six or seven campfires were kept burning the whole night for 

protection, and the mandali had two loaded guns with them. When Jal had been busy making all 

the preparations, one of the local officials had remarked to him, “Brother, even I do not have the 

courage to spend the night on that mountain!” It was a common sight to see eight to ten snakes 

coiled together, resting in the sun during the day. 

While this work was going on, the local villagers of Ratawa became curious about all the 

activity. The workers told them, “The Collector Saheb’s [Jal’s] father is coming to spend some time 

in penance.” No one had been informed of Baba’s impending arrival, and the workers thought Baba 

really was Jal’s father. For whom else would Jal expend so much energy by putting the whole 

government machinery into action in order to provide so many facilities in that remote, uninhabited 

place? Eruch, Pendu and Kaka helped Jal in this work, and everything for the seclusion was 

completed within a week of their arrival. 

Before going into seclusion, Baba had wanted to contact 101 masts in Calcutta and Orissa, 

but so far only 41 could be contacted. So, to complete the task and to “compensate” for the shortfall, 

Baba sent for Ali Shah from Ahmednagar. Chhagan brought the mast to Raipur on Sunday, 28 

October, and then returned to Meherabad. Baba had also called Adi Sr. to Raipur. 

 

On Wednesday, 31 October 1945, Baba, Jal Kerawalla, Adi Sr., Baidul, Eruch, Gustadji, 

Kaka, Pendu and Ali Shah left Raipur and ascended the 2,000-foot mountain of Angiras Rishi. Baba 

was quite pleased with all the arrangements Jal had made, and praised him for seeing to the minutest 

details. Jal also remained with them on the mountain for the first week of Baba’s two-week 

seclusion, and Baba extolled his dedicated service and love. 

1- 4 November 1945: 

Baba worked with Ali Shah for three hours daily in the tiny middle hut. Eruch, Pendu and 

Kaka were assigned night guard duty. Gustadji kept watch below Baba’s cave from seven in the 

morning to noon; Adi from noon to three in the afternoon; and Gustadji, again, from three o’clock 

onwards. 

Correspondence and telegrams received for Baba in his absence were forwarded to him. 

On 3 November, a cable from Malcolm Schloss was received, stating that Garrett Fort had taken 

an overdose of sleeping pills and had died in Beverly Hills, California, on 26 October, at the age of 

45. His suicide was a tragic end to his saga of leaving Nasik before the others. Garrett had suffered 

 
547 Jal Kerawalla was the collector of the district, a post similar to a county commissioner but more 

powerful. 



much mentally, after leaving India, because he had been unable to find work in the film studios and 

had become destitute. 

On Sunday, 4 November 1945, Baba declared that his work with Ali Shah was finished. 

Highly pleased, he explained: “The work I wished to achieve by contacting 101 masts has been 

achieved by working with Bapji.” At one o’clock that afternoon, Baba sent him back to 

Ahmednagar with Eruch. Ali Shah was carried down the entire way from the mountain in an 

enclosed palanquin (litter), carried by four men. 

Monday, 5 November 1945: 

Baba rose at 6:00 A.M., and according to his plan, after having a bath, began his seclusion. 

From 7:00 A.M. he sat alone in his hut on a square wooden seat, with a cushion, that had been 

brought for him. He continued his seclusion until late in the night, and during this period took 

neither food nor water. Adi Sr., Pendu and Gustadji kept strict watch all around the hut, not even 

allowing the birds to come near. Adi read quietly during his watch, which Baba permitted. 

In the evening heaps of pebbles used by Baba in some way during the seclusion were 

delivered to the mandali, who were told to preserve them. (Baba did not explain what work he had 

done with the rocks or what they symbolized.) 

Tuesday, 6 November 1945: 

Baba rose at 6:00 A.M., but did not sit in seclusion. Rather, Baba washed the feet of 51 poor 

people who had been brought to him and gave them prasad. Jal Kerawalla had assigned the duty of 

assembling the poor to a servant named Damodar, who roamed about the local villages and brought 

the needy persons to the hill as instructed. Working inside one of the huts, Baba washed their feet 

and gave each five rupees, finishing the work by noon. 

Jal left later that day, but before his departure he directed that a small shed be attached to 

Baba’s hut for one of the mandali to spend the night in. He was concerned because wild animals 

had been heard throughout the night, while Baba was alone at the top. 

Wednesday, 7 November 1945: 

After a bath in the morning, Baba resumed his seclusion in his hut. He remained closeted 

inside all day, with the usual watch outside. He drank only two cups of tea, prepared with milk at 

9:00 A.M., two cups more at 5:00 P.M. and nothing further. In the evening he informed the mandali, 

“My work is progressing excellently. The spiritual work I was doing required an empty stomach. 

The tea helped, as the milk caused gurgling in my stomach. Tomorrow, I will take only tea without 

milk in the morning and vegetable soup in the evening.” 

Baba then directed that a telegram be sent to Jal Kerawalla, telling him that if he, Baba, 

finished his work on the hill ahead of time, he wished to rest for a few days at the Ghatula dak 

bungalow. Jal and Eruch were ordered to be at the dak bungalow on the 20th. From the night of the 

7th, in addition to campfires, Petromax lanterns were kept burning to ward off any predators. 

Thursday, 8 November 1945: 

Baba sat in seclusion in his hut from 9:00 A.M. to 3:30 P.M. This proved to be the most 

severe and most strenuous day of his seclusion so far. When he emerged from the hut, his face was 

more drawn and weary than Adi had ever seen it. Baba’s hair was standing on end, as if he had 

been electrified. Baba spelled on the board: “A gigantic disaster will overwhelm the world which 

will wipe out three-fourths of mankind!” Seeing his solemn expression, Adi dared not ask 

anything.548 

 
548 Regarding the three-fourths of the world or mankind being destroyed, it does not necessarily mean only 

physical destruction. Meher Baba later explained that he was “speaking in his own language.” The 

destruction may be material or physical, but also may mean sanskaric — the destruction of mayavic forces 

defiling human consciousness, such as lust, greed, anger, hatred, violence, etc. Refer to the Final 



In the evening Baba further observed to the mandali: 

For the last month and a half, I have been under the continuous strain of traveling and 

doing mast work. As a result, my health has been taxed beyond limit, and I have become very 

weak. Today’s spiritual work was tremendously strenuous and tiring. The work I did in seclusion at 

Mount Abu, Panchgani and Kathgodam was not as exhausting as the work I did today — so much 

so, that the strain of this working almost made me throw myself out of the hut! The dimming of my 

vision and the flickering of my eyelids, which you observed when I emerged from the seclusion, 

were all symptoms of a specific spiritual working of the greatest intensity which was accomplished 

so speedily. The weight of this spiritual work was very, very heavy. 

The atmosphere of this place of penance and austerities of the ancient rishis [who lived 

here] can be favorably utilized for my work. The strain on my body from this work is equal to [as if 

I had] one month’s high fever! The work will be finished long before the 21st, and I want to rest in 

the Ghatula dak bungalow for at least a week. 

After this explanation, Baba then had a cup of soup and retired to his hut. 

 

Friday, 9 November 1945: 

From 9:00 A.M. to 10:30 A.M. Baba sat on a rock in front of the rishis’ cave overlooking 

the lush valley and water below. Two blankets were hung on either side to prevent the breeze from 

blowing on him. Kaka kept watch on a higher rock. Baba then came down and sat on the verandah 

of his hut until noon. He had vegetable soup prepared by Kaka, who had been relieved from watch 

at eleven that morning by Pendu until it was Gustadji’s turn. 

Baba then reentered his hut and continued the seclusion. Adi relieved Gustadji at one that 

afternoon. At 3:30, Baba asked for plain dal and rice, but it was not ready. Baba was annoyed 

because he timed his work in such a way that after working at one place, he would rest for ten 

minutes, at which time he would drink some liquid and then sit in seclusion at another spot. He had 

asked for his food to be kept ready precisely at the close of the working interval. 

Baba remarked, “See my luck. Even a cautious man like Kaka fails me sometimes.” Kaka 

brought it two minutes later, but the dal had not been properly cooked. 

This day’s seclusion was easier on Baba’s physique, with its spaced intervals and change 

of venue; but he was growing weaker nonetheless, due to the spiritual strain, which was increased 

because he was determined to finish it earlier than he had originally announced. 

Damodar had been staying with the mandali to make sure water and other necessities were 

brought up every day. He was sent down with a letter to the sub-inspector of police to make 

arrangements to send coolies up for the luggage when Baba and the mandali were ready to leave. 

The inspector himself came up in the evening, and promised to send the coolies on time. 

Saturday, 10 November 1945: 

Baba rose at 6:00 A.M., but looked exhausted. His forehead and eyes were strained, yet his 

cheeks were glowing. Without taking any tea or food in the morning, Baba resumed his seclusion 

at 9:00 A.M., sitting on the rock verandah outside his hut. Kaka kept watch from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M., 

Pendu from 11:00 A.M. to 1:00 P.M. and Adi from 1:00 to 3:00 P.M. The quiet surroundings were 

suffused with Baba’s peace. At exactly 3:15 P.M., Baba came out and broke his 21-hour fast with a 

little rice and dal cooked by Kaka. At five o’clock, he drank a cup of milk. 

It started raining at about seven that evening, and this caused more of an ordeal. Baba’s hut 

began leaking, and Kaka’s and Gustadji’s bedding rolls in the adjoining shed got drenched. There 

was no place they could sit and not get wet, so Baba kept both men in his hut for the night. Baidul, 

 
Declaration given by Meher Baba in September 1954, and to the author’s book Avatar of the Age Meher 

Baba Manifesting for a full explanation of the causes of unnaturalness and its sanskaric destruction. 



who had been keeping nightwatch all these nights in the winter cold, sat on watch in Baba’s 

improvised bathroom. 

Later that night Baba disclosed: 

At the end of my seclusion here, my mast work will be over. But I feel uncomfortable 

about the non-cooperation of the mast at Cuttuck [Mohammed Baba], at the end of the definite 

work for which I undertook this journey.549 It is like the discomfort felt when the whole work of 

collecting logs or fagots is done, and one gets a small splinter in the finger. Now, to remove this 

uncomfortable “splinter,” I will have to contact six more masts before returning to Wai. This will 

complete the mast phase in toto. Out of the six, three can be old contacts, but a minimum of three 

must be new. And the places we have gone are not to be revisited for contacts. 

After deliberating about the matter, the mandali suggested Kolhapur and other places for 

this mast work. 

Baba could not sleep the whole night. It started raining again at midnight and continued 

until 4:00 A.M. They could not keep a fire lit, and the Petromax lanterns were also extinguished by 

the rain. Although the area was infested with poisonous snakes, under Baba’s nazar nothing harmful 

happened. Fierce animals roared all night, but none ventured inside their camp. 

Sunday, 11 November 1945: 

That day was the fourth and final day of what Baba termed his “specific, special working.” 

He sat inside his hut in seclusion for two hours, from 9:00 to 11:00 A.M., and afterwards explained 

that he had finished the last phase of his work. 

The tahsildar (government official) of Sihawa was asked to telephone Jal Kerawalla and 

have him send a car to Ghatula on the 14th. In the afternoon it rained again. 

Monday, 12 November 1945: 

Baba took a cup of tea in the morning. As mentioned, a buffalo was kept on Angiras Hill 

to provide milk for the mandali, but it would bellow all night long because of the tigers. A villager 

stayed nearby to milk it. When he milked her in the morning, Kaka would stand by his side. On this 

morning, Baba called Kaka and asked, “Why were you standing there?” 

“I was watching how he milked the buffalo,” Kaka said. 

“Was that part of your duties?” Baba asked, displeased. “What are you doing with the 

cream?” 

Kaka said that he gave it to Adi. “Without asking me? Why are you giving it to him? Pendu, 

Baidul and Gustadji are also here. Why do you give it only to Adi?” 

“When I take off the cream, Adi happens to be there so I give it to him,” Kaka explained. 

“Suppose Baidul is there; would you give it to him?” 

Kaka kept quiet while Baba tongue-lashed him: “Nothing should be given to anyone 

without my permission. This is my standing order. You know that; still you neglect it!” 

Baba then remarked, “Your mistake has increased my burden. As a result of your 

disobedience, I will have to sit in seclusion again.” Baba then reentered his hut and sat in seclusion 

for half an hour more. 

When he came out, he spelled on the board, “Despite hardships, my work is 100 percent 

satisfactorily done, and I am very happy.” He sent for Kaka and told him, “Your mistake completed 

my work. Now, don’t worry and remain happy.” 

 
549 Mohammed Baba was the jalali, sixth-plane saint, who would only agree to personal contact after 

Baba’s third visit to him.  



Baba took a bath at noon, and spent a leisurely afternoon talking with the mandali. He 

drank a cup of milk in the evening before sleeping. 

Three of Jal Kerawalla’s servants had been kept on the hill to assist the mandali. One was 

Damodar, for odd jobs, the second servant was for marketing, and the third was for milking the 

buffalo. Near the end of the seclusion work, the three servants fell ill with fever, but Baba’s health 

was noticeably better than it had been. 

Tuesday, 13 November 1945: 

As arranged, 50 coolies came up the mountain at noon, to carry all the luggage down. Baba, 

the mandali and all began the descent at four that afternoon. Jal Kerawalla met them on the way 

and took a few photographs.550 

Baba reached Ghatula in the evening, and immediately left by car for Dhamtari. He was to 

rest in Ghatula for a week, but as usual, Baba’s “rest” consisted of constant and arduous activity. 

The Mahanadi River was flooded, and it took them hours to cross it. All three cars got stuck 

in the mud and had to be towed out by bullocks. At midnight, one of the cars broke down in the 

middle of a dense jungle. With difficulty, they reached the dak bungalow at 2:00 A.M. and rested 

for a few hours. 

On the 14th, after lunch at Dhamtari, Baba left for Raipur. Arriving there in the evening, 

Baba left for Jhansi by train, accompanied by Adi Sr., Baidul, Gustadji and Kaka. Pendu was sent 

to Meherabad, where he resumed his duties of overseeing affairs there. 

Baba arrived in Jhansi at midnight on 15 November. He rested for a while on the station 

platform, and contacted two masts in the morning. One was called Loba Mast, who sat naked, 

except for a loincloth, under a tree in all seasons. He had gathered around him an odd collection of 

old tins, pots and pans. The other mast was Chun Shah, whom Baba found in an isolated room 

where he sat alone. 

At noon on 16 November Baba departed for Mathura (the birthplace of Lord Krishna), 

where he contacted a few masts in nearby Vrindavan (where Krishna spent his childhood). 

In Mathura, Baba recontacted Inayatulla, the sixth-plane mast-saint and chargeman of the 

city. Later, Baba contacted two masts named Chowliwala and Vishwamitra. 

Baba arrived in Lalitpur on the night of Monday, 19 November 1945 and remained on the 

station platform. The next morning, leaving all their luggage in Lalitpur, they set off for Tikamgarh. 

There Baba contacted a very old mast called Allahi Shah Baba, who was believed to be 125 years 

old, and supposedly had grown a new set of teeth at such an age. Allahi did not show his advanced 

years, however. He had lovely bright eyes, and Baba sat with him for a considerable while. 

When they were ready to return they could not get seats on a public bus. Although the 

mandali were exhausted, Baba was in the best of spirits because of the fine mast contacts he had 

made. By the time a private bus was hired and they were driven back to Lalitpur, it was midnight. 

They again rested on the station platform, and then resumed their journey, reaching Bhopal 

on the 21st. On that day, however, Baba did not find the mast he wished to contact. The following 

day, he worked with three advanced souls. One was a mastani called Bia Mai. Another was an old 

mast called Nannu Mian Saheb, who was blind. Baba contacted him in the room where he had been 

sitting for many years. Baba also contacted a seeker called Saddiq Ali Pir, a Muslim who roamed 

about Bhopal. 

Finally, in Bhopal, this tiring mast hunt came to an end. The mast trip in November 1945 

was characterized by particularly severe hardships in traveling. As usual, it was done entirely by 

 
550 The photographs that Jal Kerawalla took of Meher Baba after the Angiras Hill seclusion either did not 

come out or have been lost. 



third class train; and each time when they had to enter and exit from the over-crowded 

compartments, they had to do so through the windows! 

 

On Friday, 23 November 1945, Baba and the mandali arrived in Poona. As previously 

instructed, Eruch met them at the train station with cooked food from Bindra House. Baba went to 

see his brother Beheram at Baba House.551 

Baba walked into the family’s home and greeted Perin and held one of the one-month-old 

twins, Sohrab, but he deliberately avoided seeing the other one, Rustom. Perin informed Baba, 

“Rustom has been sick ever since we returned from the hospital.” Baba seemed indifferent to the 

news. He did not reply and continued showering his attention on Sohrab. Perin was thinking, “Why 

isn’t Baba asking about Rustom? Why doesn’t he at least go into his room and see him? He is ill. 

Baba should have his eye on him.” 

Shortly, Baba sent for Jalbhai and asked, “Do you love the children?” 

Jalbhai replied, “They are my nephews, so naturally I feel love for them.” 

Baba put the same question to Beheram, and he said, “Of course I love them.” 

Baba then asked Perin, who answered, “The children are yours, Baba — though I am their 

mother.” 

Baba spelled out, “Rustom will die.” Regardless of what she had said, Perin was shocked 

and frightened by these words. Baba stepped outside and began walking briskly on the verandah. 

For ten minutes he paced back and forth, and Beheram then approached him and informed him that 

Perin was weeping. 

Baba entered the house, and asked Jalbhai, Beheram and Perin the same question: “Do you 

love these children?” Each gave the same answer, so he said, “It means that you do not love me!” 

Anxious, all replied, “That can never be, Baba.” 

Baba wiped Perin’s tears and requested that she smile, which she did. He went and picked 

up Rustom, and reassured his mother by saying, “I have my nazar on him. Don’t worry.” Rustom 

gradually recovered, and the whole family was indebted to Baba. 

 

Baba left Poona and arrived in Wai on 24 November 1945. Kaka Baria went on to Bombay. 

The women mandali were overjoyed at Baba’s return, after nearly two months. Baba caught up on 

all the news at Wai, and informed the women and men about his seclusion and mast contacts. 

 

After a week, on Friday, 30 November, Baba left for Meherabad, leaving the women, as 

before, guarded by Krishna, Nilu, Vishnu and Venkoba Rao. 

Baba held a meeting of the Meherabad mandali in which they discussed the upcoming one-

month meeting. Baba announced his decision, which was sent to all concerned in the form of a 

circular on 4 December 1945: 

1. A few weeks prior to the culmination of my Hyderabad stay, I had declared to the 

mandali there with me that I shall “die” spiritually in November 1945. 

2. Those with me at Angiras Rishi Hill, where I was in seclusion for a number of days 

and underwent intense spiritual activity during a conference of the Five of Us representing 

Intelligence, Creation, Preservation, Destruction and Coordination, have seen me suffer in a manner 

that almost threatened my physical existence. 

 
551 In Meher Baba’s honor, in June of 1946, the name of the area where Baba House is situated was 

changed from Butler Mohalla to Meher Mohalla. 



3. Since Meherabad is associated with the beginning and early stages of my spiritual 

activity, I have decided to culminate the momentum of my workings at my original place — that is, 

Meherabad. 

4. At Meherabad, I am going to retire in my crypt under the Dome on the hill from 

January 1, 1946, for spiritual relaxation for an indefinite period. Hence the often postponed meeting 

of signatories due to be held in February 1946 is hereby finally postponed sine die [without a day 

being appointed]. 

5. Under these particular circumstances, the one-month meeting may be fixed by me at 

any period after January 1946, and the signatories will be informed to join the rally within ten days 

of receiving notice, unreservedly, at any cost or consequence. 

6. As usual, all the signatories should sign and return this circular, after making a careful 

note of the above points, to Dattu Mehendarge, King’s Road, Ahmednagar. 

That afternoon, at five o’clock, the mandali were divided into two teams and a volleyball 

match was played at Meherabad. Annasaheb Kale was the referee, Sailor the captain of one team, 

and Sidhu of the other. On Sailor’s team were Adi Sr., Babadas, Babu (Kamble), Chhagan, Don, 

Ghani, Ramjoo’s son, Kasam, and Kashya (a servant).552 On Sidhu’s side were Anna 104, Dattu, 

Jangle, Murli, Padri, Pendu, Savak and Talya (a servant). Baba awarded a prize of Rs.28 to the 

winning team. 

Baba inspected the work going on at Meherabad, Ahmednagar and Pimpalgaon, arranged 

for the women to return to Meherabad and then left for Pasarni on the 8th. Baba stayed in Pasarni 

for a week. 

 

One day Krishna, while out on a walk, eyed a young woman. He began having undesirable 

thoughts, and he could not get them out of his mind. Distressed and feeling ashamed, he went to 

Baba’s room for nightwatch. When Baba asked what was wrong, Krishna told him what had 

happened. Telling him to wait, Baba went to the women and returned with a slip of paper on which 

were written the words: 

Satchitanand, Paramanand, Meher Baba Vidnyanand 

[All Truth, Knowledge and Bliss, God in the Beyond, Meher Baba the All-knowing One] 

“From today, repeat these three names for fifteen minutes a day for seven days,” Baba 

instructed. To give Krishna the tune and beat, Baba stood in front of him and clapped as Krishna 

sang the line. Baba himself put Krishna in a room and closed the door. Fifteen minutes later, Baba 

came and asked Krishna how he felt. Krishna replied that the thoughts had ceased, and Baba 

caressed his face and assured him not to worry. 

On Saturday, 15 December 1945, Baba left Pasarni for Meherabad, with the men and 

women mandali, and they arrived in the evening. For the next ten days, the mandali were 

preoccupied with making arrangements to celebrate Mehera’s birthday. Lovers from Bombay and 

Poona had been invited, and arrived on the 23rd. They included Kaka Baria and his sister, Banubai 

Confectioner, Aloba, Nariman and Arnavaz, Nargis and Homi Bhatena. 

Mehera’s birthday was observed wonderfully in Meherabad on Tuesday, 25 December 

1945. In addition to the lovers from Bombay and Poona, many from Ahmednagar participated in 

the event. A qawaali program was held and every person took advantage of the occasion to take 

Baba’s darshan. 

As Age described: “The Garden of Meherabad blossomed with the heartfelt songs of his 

birds. In the excitement and joy of celebrating the birthday of the Queen, sweet melodies in honor 

and praise of the Garden’s Lord filled the air. Age after age, when the Master of creation descends 

on earth to freshen and revive its sagging spirits, only one such woman has the blessedness of 

 
552 After the conclusion of World War II in 1945, Don was discharged from the Indian Medical Service, 

and had returned to Meherabad to stay with the mandali and serve as one of Baba’s doctors. 



becoming the Garden’s Queen. The chance is given only to the woman who has done penance birth 

after birth, and the tears from the lamp of her penance enhance and water the Garden’s beauty. 

“The good fortune of becoming Queen in this age went to Mehera. Words are insufficient 

to describe her destiny. That heart in which the lamp of purity burns is worthy of gaining this honor; 

and in the descent of Meher — Mehera will be worshiped, side by side with her beloved Baba.” 

After the birthday, on the 26th, Baba had interviews with the guests, and instructed various 

close ones, who were working to spread his name and message, about their activities. Babadas had 

come to Meherabad after journeying to northern India, where he had spread Baba’s love in the 

Hamirpur District of Uttar Pradesh. Years later the whole district would fall at Baba’s feet. This 

was the method of Baba’s work — using someone else as his medium, he would fulfill his own 

objectives. 

Baba directed Babadas and Vibhuti to go to Madras for his work, and to return to 

Meherabad on the 15th of February (1946). 

Sadashiv Patil of Poona expressed his willingness to dedicate everything to Baba, and Baba 

assured him, “When the time comes I will accept your offer. For now, just wait, and take it that 

your everything belongs to me.” 

Baba permitted Waman Subnis to begin a dairy. Waman had lived with Baba in the early 

days of Meherabad and Toka, and was now staying with his family. 

Dhake had disobeyed Baba’s order not to marry again, and had been banned from coming 

to see Baba. Dhake regretted defying Baba and repented greatly. Frequently, through Adi Sr., he 

would send messages to Baba. After almost a year, Dhake came to see Baba at Meherabad on the 

26th with his wife, Sanjeevani. Baba asked the mandali present, “How should I punish this scoundrel 

for his disobedience?” 

Everyone suggested some light punishment and Baba observed, “Were I to punish Dhake, 

what would be the difference between me and you? I had picked him up from the dirt but he has 

again fallen into it! Still, I will pull him out.” 

Baba forgave Dhake and embraced him. Then Baba asked every member of the mandali to 

embrace him. The punishment for his disobedience was forgiveness from the infinite Ocean of 

Mercy! 

Dhake’s son Sudhakar was in poor health, so Baba kept him with the Meherabad mandali 

for treatment. Within a year, he regained his strength and recovered. 

Baba gave Nariman and Arnavaz instructions about installing a headstone over Chanji’s 

grave in Srinagar, Kashmir. They went to Srinagar eight months later, in August 1946, to pay their 

respects and were there when the stone was laid. It had been prepared in Lahore and was taken to 

Srinagar by Babadas. The simple monument read: 

Framroze H. Dadachanji (Chanji) an ardent and a very close disciple of SHRI MEHER 

BABA of Ahmednagar — Deccan 

Everyone left Meherabad for their respective homes on the 26th of December, and Baba 

occupied himself with seeing to arrangements for his seclusion there. He took the women to an 

early morning film at Sarosh Cinema on the 28th. 

 

Minoo Kharas, Naize Dubash and her 25-year-old daughter-in-law Rhoda were permitted 

to see Baba at Meherabad on the 27th and 28th. Rhoda Dubash’s story is interesting. Naize was a 

devoted lover of Meher Baba, but her family — especially her husband — was antagonistic towards 

Baba. She used to sneak away to visit Baba whenever she had the opportunity, and she had always 

taught her children that Meher Baba was God. Rhoda, on the other hand, had no faith in Baba 

whatsoever. In 1944, she was engaged to marry Naize’s son, Adi. When Rhoda found out that he 



was a Baba lover, she was shocked. But she decided to go through with the wedding because she 

loved Adi and was sure her love could draw him away from “this Meher Baba person.” Meanwhile 

Minoo Kharas (Adi’s cousin) and Adi’s mother would constantly talk to her about Baba and, since 

Rhoda was the prospective daughter-in-law, etiquette demanded that she listen — though she was 

not interested or impressed. 

Rhoda had been a very religious child and somewhat romantic. She had always had a secret 

wish that when she got married God should bless her wedding in the form of a slight drizzle — a 

few sprinkles of rain — as a sign of his blessing. Just one day before her wedding in Karachi, on 1 

July 1945, she had been hearing so much about Meher Baba’s greatness during the last months that 

she issued a challenge to him: “If you are what they say you are, you will send me heaven’s 

blessings on my wedding day.” She promptly forgot all about the ultimatum in the hectic hours 

preceding the large and lavish ceremony. 

Karachi is such a dry city that it hardly ever rains. But on that July day, suddenly the sky 

grew dark and without warning it rained very heavily, more than an inch. Within half an hour, there 

was knee-deep water in some parts of Karachi. Eight-hundred guests had been invited to the 

wedding, but only 100 to 150 came. The rain lasted until the end of the ceremonies.  

When Rhoda first met Baba at Meherabad, he asked if she had any questions. Rhoda did 

not say anything, but the thought that kept creeping into her mind was: “You sent me heaven’s 

blessings on my wedding day!” She became his forever. The bride who had wanted to draw her 

husband away from Baba, was herself brought to his feet. 

 

According to Baba’s instructions, Pendu and Padri arranged matters for his seclusion. Baba 

wished to sit in Kaikobad’s cottage in lower Meherabad for 40 days. Pendu and Padri put up a fence 

of bamboo matting on all sides, enclosing the small structure so no one could see in. 

Baba prepared a schedule for his seclusion as follows: 

Watchmen: 

6:00 A.M. – 3:00 P.M. — — Kaka Baria  

3:00 P.M. – 5:00 P.M. — — Adi Sr. 

4:30 P.M. – 7:00 P.M. — — Vithal Bhokre 

7:00 P.M. – 9:30 P.M. — — Kaikobad 

9:30 P.M. – 6:30 A.M. — — Krishna 

Baba’s Daily Schedule: 

6:30 A.M. – 7:30 A.M. — — Brushing teeth and Bath  

7:30 A.M. — — Morning tea 

12 noon — — Lunch  

4:00 P.M.  — — Afternoon tea 

Baba was to fast during his seclusion, and he announced that for the first ten days he would 

eat only once a day. For the next fifteen days he would eat only vegetable soup or drink buttermilk. 

For the following twelve days he would drink orange juice, and for the last three days he would 

remain on only water. 

Baba entered Kaikobad’s cottage on Thursday, 3 January 1946. Two days later, the mast 

Ali Shah was brought to Meherabad from Ahmednagar. For the next week, Baba worked with Ali 



Shah from nine in the morning until noon, and sometimes in the afternoon also. He worked with 

him until the 12th of January, and then sent him back to Ahmednagar. 

Baba then sent Baidul to bring masts from Bombay and surrounding suburbs. He brought 

three masts from Bhayandar, Kurla and Mahim, and Baba sat with each for four days.553 For Baba, 

to fast and work with masts was his “spiritual rest” after all the hectic days of touring and working 

in seclusion. 

On the evening of the 19th, qawaals sang ghazals in front of Baba’s cabin from six to nine 

o’clock. Only the mandali were invited. Sidhu also sang and performed several humorous songs 

which amused Baba. 

On 24 January, Baba informed the mandali: “Today is the twentieth day of my seclusion. 

I have been greatly inconvenienced in my work owing to the continual passing traffic on the road 

and the noise created by it. Therefore, I have decided that the remaining 20 days of my seclusion 

should be spent at Pimpalgaon, which is a natural noise-proof abode. From tomorrow, until I shift 

to Pimpalgaon for my work, it will be a partial seclusion. I will continue to stay where I am now, 

coming out only for necessary work and to see necessary people.” 

The next afternoon at four o’clock, Sarosh drove Baba to Pimpalgaon, where Baba 

encouraged Kalemama to finish the construction work as soon as possible. Baba went again to 

Pimpalgaon with Sarosh on the 26th, at 9:00 A.M., and again on the morning of the 29th. Adi Sr. 

was purchasing and sending all the construction material from Ahmednagar to Pimpalgaon. 

From Kashmir, without any prior intimation, Habibullah Baig arrived at Meherabad to see 

Baba. Baba asked him, “Why did you come here? If your father dies in Kashmir I will be blamed.” 

Habibullah replied, “My father’s health is quite all right now.” 

Baba ordered him, “Go back and remain there in Kashmir.” Baba paid his traveling 

expenses and gave him a letter for Daulat Singh. 

Returning to Srinagar, Habibullah handed Baba’s letter to Daulat Singh. After reading it, 

he remarked, “Baba wants only this much service from me? When will the time come when he 

takes away all that belongs to me?” 

According to Baba’s instructions, Daulat Singh gave some money to Habibullah, who 

returned to his parents’ house. There was a hidden reason for Baba’s sending Habibullah back. Just 

two months later, his father unexpectedly died. 

Another fortunate individual who had Baba’s darshan at this time was a British woman 

named Milicent Deakes, 51. Milicent grew up in India and first heard of Baba in the late 1920s. 

She had been writing to Baba since the time of the Toka ashram. In 1941, she and her husband and 

son moved from India to the Andaman Islands where they had estates. In February 1942, she 

received a telegram from Chanji saying, “Baba would like to spend some time in the Andaman 

Islands.” Milicent rented a secluded cottage for Baba in Port Blair. But just a few weeks later, 

Milicent and her family were interned in Singapore as prisoners-of-war by the Japanese. Though 

Milicent continued to write to Baba during that period, she received no reply. Three years later, in 

July 1945, her husband was killed in an accident in the camp. On the day of his funeral a postcard 

“quite by chance” arrived from Baba. In it, Baba informed Milicent that he had received all her 

letters and he told her, “All will be well. Be Brave. I am sending you my blessings.” Baba’s words 

were, of course, a great comfort to her.  

One month later Milicent was released from the camp and sent to a hill station in India to 

recover. By January 1946, she was in Bombay, so she took the opportunity to request Baba’s 

darshan, which he granted. But when Baba went into seclusion, Adi Sr. cabled Milicent not to 

come. She had already left and arrived at Meherabad on 19 January. Baba did not see her, but sent 

 
553 Regarding these three subtle conscious masts, refer to The Wayfarers, pp. 301–302. 



her up the hill to meet the women mandali. Milicent took it as a test and accepted Baba’s wish. She 

spent the night at Khushru Quarters and returned to Bombay the following day. 

Two weeks later, when Baba eased his seclusion, Milicent was written that she should 

come to Meherabad, at Baba’s expense, where at long last she had her Beloved’s darshan. 

  

Since Baba entered seclusion on 3 January 1946, he had not been up the hill to see the 

women. But he did go to see them on Saturday, 2 February. Calling Rano and Kitty to him in 

private, he informed them, “I am shortly sending Irene and Margaret to Europe for my work, 

keeping both of you here.” Although they were sorry for Irene and Margaret, they themselves were 

thankful to be allowed to stay. 

When Baba returned from Wai, he kept Kaikobad, his family and Mansari in the hospital 

quarters on the hill, and Soltoon and Dowla in a separate room. Soonamasi, Khorshed, Rano, Kitty 

and Katie stayed elsewhere on the hill, as did Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Naja, Margaret and Walu. 

Pilamai and her daughter, Silla, stayed in lower Meherabad and Vishnu’s mother Kakubai, from 

the outset, had also resided in lower Meherabad, with Vishnu.554 

In the Family Quarters near Arangaon Village were Savak Kotwal, his wife Nergiz and 

their daughter Hilla. Their other two children were studying in Poona. Chhagan and his wife and 

daughter were also accommodated in the Family Quarters, as were Jangle and his family, and Sidhu 

and his wife, Radha. 

Annasaheb Kale, Anna 104, Don, Gustadji, Kalemama, Khak Saheb, Murli, Nilu, Padri, 

Pendu, Ramjoo and Sailor were among the mandali staying at the old Mess Quarters, their residence 

in lower Meherabad. 

After seeing to everything at Meherabad, Baba left for Pimpalgaon with Mehera, Mani, 

Meheru, Naja, Margaret and Walu on Sunday, 3 February 1946. He was accompanied by Don, 

Gustadji, Kaka, Krishna and Nilu. Venkoba Rao had been sent back to his home in South India 

with instructions to look after the Byramangala property. 

In Pimpalgaon, Baba resumed his seclusion in a room.555 On the 5th, Eruch brought a mast, 

and then returned to Poona. Baba would work with the mast in seclusion and then go for a walk on 

Tembi Hill with the women. They would collect bright pebbles and rocks from the hill; at times 

both of Baba’s pockets bulged with the shining geodes. These were eventually placed in the 

foundation of the main house at Meherazad; so these rock-hunting recreative walks with Baba were 

not without purpose! 

Ever since returning to Pimpalgaon, something very mysterious and strange was happening 

to Krishna during his nightwatch. All the windows and doors of Baba’s room were tightly shut. At 

midnight, Krishna would see a shadow fall across the window. Soon a spirit would appear inside 

the room. The apparition was that of an old man with slightly reddish eyes, a white beard, and no 

legs. He was wearing a white kafni, with a white cloth tied around his head. “He was wonderful 

and attractive to look at,” Krishna related later, “so I wasn’t afraid. But whenever he appeared, I 

lost all my strength. I couldn’t move.” 

The spirit would approach Baba’s bed. As soon as he was about to touch Baba’s feet, Baba 

would snap his fingers and the spirit would disappear. Baba did not say anything and Krishna also 

did not report what he had seen. Every night the same thing happened: When the spirit appeared, 

 
554 A two-room cottage had been built for Vishnu and his mother, near Baba’s Jhopdi. 

555 The room was later occupied by Pendu. 



Krishna would feel immobilized with his energy drained away. After a few days, he complained to 

Baba that the spirit was taking away his strength. Baba decided to move to a different room. 

Half a mile from the Pimpalgaon ashram was a small cottage, belonging to Ratanshah 

Gyara, a Parsi resident of Poona who was devoted to Baba. After retiring from his job as an 

engineer, Gyara farmed some land he owned near Pimpalgaon. No one stayed in the cottage, as it 

was used to store grain and farm implements. So, from 9 February 1946, because of the ghost, Baba 

began going with Krishna to Ratanshah’s small cottage every evening at nine o’clock to rest for the 

night. Because Krishna felt so weak, Baba instructed Kaka to come at 4:00 A.M. and relieve Krishna, 

but neither Kaka nor anyone else was told about the spirit. 

The spirit never appeared at Gyara’s cottage. For a few days things seemed to be going 

well when one night at about two o’clock, someone knocked on Kaka’s door. “Kaka, wake up!” 

the voice cried. “It’s four o’clock!” Kaka sprang out of bed, frightened that he would be late, and 

ran from Pimpalgaon to Gyara’s cottage. From the window, he shone his flashlight on Krishna’s 

face inside. Krishna came out and asked, “Kaka, why have you come so early?” 

“Early?” Kaka said. “What’s the time? Why did you wake me up?” 

“It is 2:00 A.M.,” Krishna informed him. “I did not wake you up. I've been here with Baba 

all the time. How could I have gone to your room and left Baba alone?” 

Kaka returned, puzzled. Who had roused him in the middle of the night? The next night 

the same thing happened. After three or four days of being awakened early, Kaka also saw the 

apparition. He told Baba that he could no longer do his duty, because the spirit kept waking him 

up. 

The next day, Baba shifted back to Pimpalgaon. At midnight the spirit appeared. Baba 

himself got up, opened the door and went out. At 12:15 A.M., he came back into the room. He was 

covered with sweat. He closed the door and indicated to Krishna that he wanted to change his 

clothes. He then washed his face and went to sleep. From that day on, the spirit never returned. 

Krishna wondered about it, and on the third day he asked Baba, “I have not seen that spirit 

lately. Why hasn’t he come?” 

“The work is finished,” Baba motioned. 

“What work, Baba?” 

“I will explain,” Baba replied. “Remind me tomorrow in front of the mandali.” 

The next morning at eight o’clock, Krishna came, even though he would normally be 

sleeping at that hour. Baba asked why he had come and he reminded Baba about the spirit. Baba 

spelled out to the mandali, “Ask Krishna what was going on every day.” Krishna related what had 

transpired, and Baba explained, “The spirit was a great and powerful man. If he wanted to destroy 

the world, he could have done so within a second. He was that powerful. 

“For some reason, he committed suicide. He wanted to be freed, but I was avoiding him. 

He was coming to me for that purpose. Four days ago I relieved him and gave him a body. Now he 

won’t come around.” 

Hearing this, Krishna lost his temper. “Baba, look at me! How weak I've become. Why 

didn’t you relieve him the very first day? Why did you let him cause so much trouble?” 

Baba smiled and dictated, “The time had not come. When the time came, I gave him the 

body.” 

 

There was no public celebration of Meher Baba’s 52nd birthday on Friday, 15 February 

1946; but Baba did give this message to his lovers, issued through a circular: 

Your love, your devotion, your steadfastness amidst storms of opposition, self-created or 

real, are commendable. Your allegiance to the cause of Truth for which alone I stand is unique. 



Every year that passes brings fulfillment to the tremendous task of spiritual upliftment of 

the world. I work dynamically through humanity in its intense suffering, joy and vigor, because I 

am the One in all. Among all my previous birthdays, the present one represents the end of a year 

full of great upheavals, outstretching from rigorous spiritual activity performed during my fasts, 

travels, hardships, seclusions and contact of poor suffering people and spiritually advanced masts. 

Suffering comes and goes; joy comes and goes; pleasure comes and goes. They will 

demand your utmost patience, courage, poise and, above all, your love and obedience to me. 

Whoever stands for me, stands for the Truth — the Eternal Light that is forever illumining the 

hearts of you all. 

Through darkness to light, through suffering to happiness, through chaos to harmony, will 

be the end of the journey. All suffering has an end. Spiritual happiness has no end. It is perennial. 

Giving over your goodness, your strength and your weaknesses in entire submission to me, you will 

share my Treasure of Happiness. 

My Love and Blessings to you all. 

Although Baba had not visited the West for a number of years, he was ever vigilant of work 

going on there on his behalf, and would regularly correspond and keep in touch with his lovers in 

America. Norina continued to give lectures (topics included “Grace,” “Have Faith,” and “Spiritual 

Power”), Elizabeth worked developing the Myrtle Beach property, and others worked or 

contributed in their own particular ways. 

Even though Norina was missing Baba terribly and ardently wished to be near him, at one 

point she wrote to him, “It is for the good of this life that it is to be or not to be that we see you in 

the flesh.” She understood that Baba had sent them to America for his work and to be with him 

would interfere with that. 

On 16 February 1946, Baba sent this telegram to Norina: 

I sanction and bless the message of January 31st regarding your work — 

Norina through thought-order; 

Jean through intellectual fervor; 

Elizabeth through sacrificial behavior; 

Malcolm through full-faith endeavor. 

Nadine through life surrender; 

Markey through arts maneuver. 

And for others who with love remember 

Are all working more or less for me! 

 

Meanwhile Baba’s brothers Jalbhai and Beheram arrived from Poona to see Baba on 22 

February. On Sunday, the 24th, Eruch was called from Poona and Baba directed him, “Tell Pappa 

to find a bungalow in Dehra Dun; but the matter should be kept absolutely secret. I want to remain 

there in seclusion, and even the mandali should not find out about it.” Eruch returned to Poona and 

gave his father the message. Pappa immediately started for Dehra Dun, and none, except Eruch, 

knew where he was headed. 

Following previous instructions, Babadas, Vibhuti and Pandoba came to Pimpalgaon on 

Monday, 25 February 1946. The first two men had come from Madras, and were quarreling about 

how to do Baba’s work. Baba heard from both men, and let them argue in his presence. Each found 

fault with the other, and Baba encouraged them in the heated squabble. When they would finally 

calm down and become quiet, Baba would say something to incite them, and the fight would start 

all over again! At last, it reached the stage where Babadas, in his irritation, called Vibhuti a fool. 

“You're a bigger fool!” Vibhuti retorted. “To lead people astray, you wear a kafni and grow 

a long beard.” 

“You too are fooling people,” Babadas accused, “by giving them guru mantras as if you 

were a Master.” 

Thus, their quarrel brought out the truth of each one’s faults, bad habits and weaknesses — 

which is exactly what Baba wanted. Pacifying them, Baba then reprimanded: “I had sent you both 



out for my work. I trusted you, but both of you have deceived me! How could you do my work 

when you both have become ‘Babas’? You have no right to do that. You do not do my work, but 

sink deeper into the morass. If you want to continue doing so, then do not take my name before 

people and at the same time exhort your own virtues; because by your taking my name the 

responsibility becomes mine, and great harm will come to you due to this! 

“Vibhuti was a leper, and I cured him. If he continues to act in this way, he will again 

become a leper!” Vibhuti and Babadas both sought Baba’s forgiveness. Baba warned them not to 

behave like this ever again, and forgave them. 

Baba then sent Pandoba, Babadas and Vibhuti to Pandharpur, Ayodhya and Ujjain to locate 

150 sincere sadhus. Baba also directed the three to bring one good mast each, and to be back in 

Ahmednagar on 9 March. 

Baba had already informed Pendu, Eruch, Kaka, Chhagan and others about his intention to 

give prasad to 4,000 poor people. The Meherabad mandali were mobilized day and night to find 

such persons in Ahmednagar District. They issued passes, bought thousands of two-yard pieces of 

white cloth and Rs.10,000 worth of peanuts. They were to bundle up individual packs of sixteen 

pounds of peanuts wrapped in a piece of cloth for Baba to give as prasad. 

On Sunday, 10 March 1946, Baba went to Khushru Quarters, where he discussed the 

program with the mandali and Nusserwan Satha, Babadas, Vibhuti, Pandoba, Maruti R. Bhagat, 

Naval Firodia, Sarosh and others. Baba instructed: “Sarosh should arrange for transportation — 

trucks to bring the sacks of peanuts, and buses to carry the poor to and fro. Eruch should oversee 

the general arrangements; Pendu should distribute the entry passes and look to other matters.” 

According to his wishes, all preparations were made, and Nusserwan and the other local men 

assisted the mandali. 

 

At 6:30 on the morning of Saturday, 16 March, Baba, Kaka and Gustadji were driven in a 

Pontiac by Shankar to Khushru Quarters. Adi Sr. joined them, and they drove to Meherabad, where 

Don was picked up. Others followed in a bus, including Eruch, Pendu, Anna 104, Vibhuti, Baidul, 

Nusserwan and Jalbhai. Baba distributed the bundles of prasad to 1,000 poor people of Kolgaon 

village, and returned at 11:00 A.M. He had lunch at Akbar Press and, in the afternoon, distributed 

more bundles of prasad to another 1,000 poor people in Jamgaon. The next day, Baba did the same 

for 2,000 villagers in Mirajgaon village. In all three places, Baba sat in a separate room to distribute 

the prasad. Baba washed the feet of every person, laid his head on them and then gave his divine 

gift. 

Among the poor were several who were blind, crippled and diseased. All were brought 

with great care to receive the God-Man’s support. “They were close to the Ocean, but they knew 

nothing of it,” Age observed. “They did not know who they were seeing, yet something happened 

within each, and they felt that the giver was someone great.” 

After these programs ended, Baba broke his fast, which he had been observing from 

morning to evening while distributing the prasad. 

 

On Friday, 22 March 1946, Baba went to Meherabad, where he spent the day on the hill 

with the women. Later, privately, he informed the men: “Soon I will be disbanding the ashram on 

the hill and sending all the women back to their homes. This will free me to face the personal danger 

to me that is to come. The [men] mandali will stay with me, but only a few who will accompany 

me will be brave enough to face the danger.” 

Baba returned to Meherabad early in the morning of 13 April and was driven back to 

Pimpalgaon at 10:00 a.m. Adi Sr. brought lunch that day for Baba from Sarosh and Viloo’s, and at 

1:00 p.m. he drove Baba to Khushru Quarters. Waiting to meet Baba there was Gadekar and a 



“new” lover, Bapusaheb Bahirji Shinde. Before returning to Pimpalgaon, Baba again went to 

Meherabad, accompanied by Adi. 

In the first week of April 1946, Jal Kerawalla’s letter from Raipur was received, stating 

that the hut on Angiras Rishi Hill — in which Baba had worked with such intensity — had burnt 

down in a jungle fire. Hearing the news, Baba smiled, and his smile indicated to those present that 

the final stage of his work which began there was now complete. 

Elizabeth Patterson’s mother, who had met Baba in 1932, died in March 1946, and Baba 

sent Elizabeth this telegram: “Your mother has come to the Divine Universal Mother.” 

On 14 April 1946, Nadine Tolstoy breathed her last in New York’s Roosevelt Hospital at 

the age of 62. Baba received the news on the 16th, in a telegram from Norina, and immediately 

cabled back: “Tell Elizabeth, Nadia lives in me, with me and for me more than ever before.” Adele 

Wolkin, who was already solely Baba’s, had been nursing Nadine until the end. 

Countess Nadine Tolstoy had been in Baba’s contact since 1931; she had come to stay at 

Nasik, was with Baba during his Blue Bus tours — and now joined him forever! As Baba once 

remarked about her, “[Nadine] is one of my rocks on whom I can depend.” 

Thus, during the last seven years, twelve close lovers of Baba had died: Christine and 

Mabel in London; Nonny in Bangalore; Buasaheb in Poona; Sampath Aiyangar and his cousin 

Swamiji in Madras; Chanji in Srinagar; Masaji in Meherabad; Khansaheb in Ahmednagar; Walter 

Mertens in Zurich; Garrett Fort in Hollywood; and Nadine in New York — not to mention Upasni 

Maharaj and Narayan Maharaj. 

 

Around 26 March 1946, Don accompanied Irene Billo to Bombay, from where she left 

three weeks later by ship for Switzerland, according to Baba’s order. Then, in April, Baba sent 

Rano, Kitty and Margaret to Delhi with Don. They had no idea where they were to go from there, 

as Baba’s next move had not yet been disclosed. 

Pappa Jessawala had seen Keki Nalavala in Dehra Dun in February, and with his help had 

rented a bungalow in Niranjanpur, three miles from Dehra Dun town. Keki was also instructed not 

to tell a soul about Meher Baba’s imminent arrival. 

Pappa had already been informed by Baba (through Eruch) that he, Pappa, would be in 

charge of all correspondence, and that if anything were to be reported to the Meherabad mandali, 

or if the Meherabad mandali had to convey anything to Baba, it would be done through him in 

Poona. 

The secret place where Baba was to stay was referred to as “the place of seclusion,” since 

no one knew exactly where it would be. Only Pappa knew, and it was impossible to get anything 

out of him — which was exactly why Baba had selected him for this work! 

Baba sent Vishnu to Manmad in advance to book their train compartments. Subsequently, 

on Tuesday, 16 April 1946, Baba left Pimpalgaon (driven by Adi Sr. in Sarosh’s car) with Mehera, 

Mani and Meheru for Manmad, where he entrained for Dehra Dun. A second group followed, 

comprised of Baidul, Eruch, Kaka, Krishna, Nilu, Jalbhai, Naja, Katie, Khorshed and Soonamasi 

— and joined Baba’s group at Manmad. Don, Rano, Kitty and Margaret met the group in Delhi, 

and all left together for Dehra Dun. Gustadji and his brother Slamson were left behind in 

Pimpalgaon. 

Keki Nalavala was waiting at the train station to receive them. He had arranged for their 

conveyance from Dehra Dun to Niranjanpur, according to previous instructions. He also saw to 

providing cooked food for the first few days of their stay. 

In Niranjanpur, Baba divided the women into groups, and occupied himself with details for 

his next mast tour. 



From Poona, Vithal Bhokre’s daughter arrived. Baba gave her and Katie the duty of 

cooking for one week, and Khorshed and Kitty the next week. From the beginning, Mehera had 

been cooking Baba’s food, and Naja, not being in good health, was given the duty of supervising 

the household. Mani was engaged in reading to Baba and writing correspondence, and Meheru 

attended to Baba’s personal chores, such as washing his clothes, cleaning his room, and assisting 

Mehera. 

On Saturday, 20 April 1946, Baba, with Eruch, Kaka and Jalbhai went to Hardwar and 

Rishikesh. Baidul joined them on the 25th. For a week, a number of sadhus were contacted, after 

which Baba returned to Niranjanpur. 

On Wednesday, 1 May 1946, Baba himself escorted Margaret to Delhi, accompanied by 

Kaka. She was to return to England for Baba’s work. Thus, only Kitty and Rano remained of the 

Western women. For the first time, Margaret rode in the compartment with Kaka and Baba. At the 

Delhi station, Baba told her: “Take my love to the West.” 

It was difficult to book passage on ships bound for England but, by Baba’s grace, Margaret 

managed to do so ten days after landing in Bombay. And so, after having spent seven years in India 

with the Master, she returned to her homeland. 

Before leaving Pimpalgaon, Baba indicated to Margaret that upon her return to England he 

wished her to go to America as soon as possible and to travel as much as she could throughout the 

country. Margaret was surprised, and explained that it was difficult to travel to America then. Baba 

laughed, and spelled out, “You must go; I have made you my link in America.” Indeed, soon after 

arriving in America, Margaret found a job touring with the American Ballet Theater, which took 

her criss-crossing the country. 

From Delhi, Baba traveled to Panipat, where he worked with twelve masts. A naked, blind 

mast, called Allah Dia, was sitting in the open near the shrine of Buali Shah Qalandar. Baba 

contacted him privately by having a sheet hung around them. The blind mast “saw” Baba, and from 

his silence, Baba “talked” with him. The interchange was something inexplicable. “Baba’s 

language of silence cannot be heard,” noted Age, “yet in it all languages are contained!” 

The other eleven Panipat masts, who roamed about the town, were each utterly naked in all 

seasons. One was a young boy of only nine who played in mud pits. 

From Panipat, Baba and his companions proceeded to Ludhiana, where on Saturday, 4 May 

Baba communed with Guni Yatri Dandekar.556 He wore an ochre robe and had an ashram of many 

men and women disciples. This fifth-plane mast confined himself to a room in solitude all day; in 

the evenings he gave darshan. When Baba arrived at his ashram, arti was being performed, and 

after the ceremony, Baba contacted the saintly man alone in his room. 

Baba also contacted a mast known as Dandi Swami, a large man who sat all day in a room 

in a Hindu temple courtyard. He met with people at a daily arti ceremony. As per the prevailing 

Brahmin orthodoxy of the place, Baba and his companions were required to turn out their pockets 

and remove their shoes, belts and wallets, so that no leather was on their person when Baba 

contacted him. 

On Sunday, 5 May 1946, in the village of Sangatpur near Phagwara, Baba again contacted 

Nekishah Baba. Baba gave him sugar and grain, which the mast wanted powdered and mixed with 

water. As soon as the mast asked for this, Baba sat down and, with Baidul’s assistance, worked a 

small handmill, grinding wheat into flour and then mixing it with sugar and water. He fed this paste 

to Nekishah with his own hands, and afterwards the mast gave a little to Baba, which he ate. In 

such ways does the Lord of Love become the slave of his true lovers! 

 
556 Guni Yatri literally means of the fifth plane. 



In a neighboring village, Baba again contacted Khudai Baba, who made Baba sit in a chair 

and offered him a cup of tea. 

Baba then left for Amritsar, where he communed with a good mast named Bala Sain. This 

mast was of the Khoja sect.557 

One of the most significant contacts was Kala Sain, who was famous in Amritsar and 

reputed to be well over 110 years old. This venerable man seldom spoke to anyone and kept aloof, 

hidden near a shrine in a wild and lonely place on the outskirts of the city. During his contact, on 

the 6th, Kala Sain was found utterly naked, sitting in the shade of a tree. Baba expressed how much 

he liked this saintly man. 

Baba reached Lahore on Tuesday, 7 May 1946, where he again worked with twelve masts. 

Of significance was a teenage girl, also called Mastani Mai. The young mastani lived in a hut made 

of junked railway sleeper cots near the banks of the Ravi River. Although such an isolated place 

made her prey for some of the worst derelicts and rogues, no man would dare bother her. 

Moti Baba was a tall, thin, clean-shaven mast near 60, who sat leaning against a wall in a 

place called Kanjiri Mohalla. He was sometimes naked and sometimes wore dirty old clothes, 

resembling tattered rags. He was much revered by the prostitutes in Lahore, who regularly offered 

him meals. 

On the 9th, near Sialkot in the village of Talwara, Baba communed with Kaka Shah, a high 

mast, whose abode was the shrine of Tok Shah. This mast’s main preoccupation was collecting 

bundles of stale chapatis and pieces of paper and glass, which he kept near him. 

In the village of Saidanwali a few miles from Sialkot, Baba contacted Kaka Saiyid. He was 

held in great reverence by the people of the area, who knew he had remained for 25 years outside 

a particular mosque. Many people would journey to seek the mast’s blessings, and those who 

approached him with sincere prayer did, in fact, find that their prayers were eventually answered. 

Traveling on to Jammu, on 11 May Baba contacted the highly respected mast Falaiwala 
Baba, who was surrounded by a small group of devotees. On the 13th, in Wazirabad, Baba located 

a few masts, the most impressive among them was the much-revered mast Faqir Sain Chenabwala. 

In Saharanpur, Baba recontacted the sixth-plane mast-saint Rehmatullah, who had 

previously acknowledged Baba’s great spiritual stature. Rehmatullah was an exceptional saint, 

because he had immediately recognized Baba’s greatness. 

Along the way back to Niranjanpur, Baba stopped at various towns and contacted masts. 

On 16 May, in Lucknow, Baba recontacted Allahwala, who was a filthy mast in rags, but definitely 

a good one, according to Baba. His abode was a dirty niche near a mosque. When anyone 

approached him, he would raise his hands to the heavens and cry out, “Allah!” and it was obvious 

he would expect a reply of “Allah!” or else show his stern disapproval. Thus his name. 

Baba also contacted masts in Kanpur. On the 19th, in Deoband, he contacted Kaghazwala, 

also known as Hafizji, an old mast who collected odd bits of paper from here and there. He lived in 

a room with an open fire, so that the room was usually full of smoke. 

One of the most significant masts contacted was in Chhachhrauli, on Monday, 20 May 

1946. His name was Mashita Baba. He was a thin but impressive old man and was well dressed, 

despite the fact that his humble abode was a dilapidated, rather foreboding grass and mud hut 

outside the town. The Maharaja of Chhachhrauli revered Mashita and gave him rides in his car, and 

locals would take him for excursions in tongas. Wandering fakirs would also visit Mashita, for he 

was famous throughout the area. 

 
557 Khoja is a sect founded by the Aga Khan, a Muslim leader in India.  



Baba arrived in Niranjanpur on the 20th and stayed for a few days, and then again started 

out for mast work in nearby towns and villages. 

 

Krishna Nair had been with Baba doing the nightwatch duty since 1941. The standing order 

to all the mandali was not to make the slightest noise while keeping watch. To fulfill this duty, one 

had to become like a statue — not for an hour or two, but at times for the whole night. Mosquitoes, 

which were widespread in Niranjanpur, used to pester Krishna incessantly. One night, as a mosquito 

was biting his cheek, Krishna carefully slapped and killed it, hardly making a sound. But it was 

enough to disturb Baba, who asked what the noise was. Krishna replied that a mosquito was biting 

him and he killed it. 

This displeased Baba, and he found an excuse to severely take Krishna to task for half an 

hour. Afterward Krishna thought: “No one who calls himself the embodiment of divine love could 

get so upset over such a minor mistake … Is he God or the Devil?” 

After an hour, Baba asked, “What are you thinking?” 

“Nothing, Baba,” Krishna replied. 

“Tell me the truth!” 

“I was wondering whether you are God or the Devil,” he admitted. 

Baba just smiled, and after a while informed Krishna, “I am going to Hardwar tomorrow. 

You should come with me!” 

“I don’t want to come. Whenever you go out anywhere, you never take me. Why should I 

be invited this time?” 

“Do as I tell you,” Baba gestured. “It is not good to talk back to me!” 

Krishna finally gave in, and Baba added, “Rano will give you tea and breakfast at five in 

the morning. After breakfast, bring a tonga and we will both proceed to Hardwar.” 

After his watch was over at 4:00 A.M., Krishna went to his room. He took a bath and went 

out to look for a tonga. When Rano could not find him for breakfast, she told Baba. While a search 

was made, Krishna returned with the tonga. 

Upset, Baba scolded him, “I had told you to go for the tonga after breakfast. Why did you 

go before?” 

Krishna explained, “Tongas are not readily available at such an early hour, Baba. I left so 

we would be sure to get one and not be delayed in departing.” 

“Who told you to use your brain!? Just listen to what I say. What you did was not good. 

Never disobey my order.” 

Krishna had his breakfast, and again mulled over Baba’s seemingly demonic tendencies. 

Baba took his seat in the tonga with Krishna. On the way, a few empty tongas passed by and Baba 

teasingly remarked, “And you said that tongas were unavailable. Now look how many there are!” 

Reaching Hardwar by train, Baba occupied a room in a dharamshala. Staying inside, he 

directed Krishna, “Lock the door from outside, and go find out where Maujwala Baba stays.” 

Krishna left accordingly. He found where Maujwala’s abode was and came back and told Baba. 

Baba immediately set out with Krishna in a tonga to contact the mast. The place was six 

miles away. Baba gestured to Krishna to ask the tonga driver if there were any masts along the way. 

The driver responded, “Yes, half a mile away there is Nanga Baba. He has been standing on one 

foot under a tree for years. After six months, he switches to the other leg. But the tonga cannot go 

there as the road is too rough.” Nearing the place, Baba got down and instructed Krishna to tell the 

driver to wait. The driver wanted double the fare for waiting, which Baba agreed to pay. 



Baba indicated to Krishna, “Walk slowly behind; I am going ahead.” As Krishna followed 

at a distance, he observed an unusually splendid sight. The instant Nanga Baba saw Baba 

approaching, he folded his hands and shouted, “Lord! Welcome, welcome! Long have I waited to 

see you! For years I have thirsted for you alone! Today you have come. O Lord, emancipate me!” 

Nanga Baba fell at Baba’s feet and began weeping. Seeing this, Krishna thought: “How 

stupid I am. Even while staying with Baba I was thinking he was Satan … And here is this mast 

pining just to have a glimpse of him.” 

The mast had not spoken for years, and he broke his silence for the first time upon seeing 

Baba. When Baba was about to leave, the mast again fell at Baba’s feet and begged him, “Please 

relieve me of this body; there is no purpose in my living since I have now seen God!” 

After leaving Nanga Baba, Baba and Krishna rode on in the tonga to see Maujwala Baba. 

Baba worked with him alone, keeping Krishna at a distance. Maujwala was a tall mast, living only 

on water. He unexpectedly asked for sev — a salty snack made from chickpea flour. Baba sent 

Krishna to buy some. It was not available in the tiny village and the city was six miles away. 

Luckily, Krishna got a ride in a car and brought some for the mast. But Krishna did not know that 

“sev” also meant apple. 

Seeing the sev Krishna had brought, Maujwala Baba snapped, “I don’t want this! I want an 

apple! But never mind, don’t worry. You eat it; I forgive you.” 

Baba, however, gestured to Krishna not to eat it, and after a while they left. On the way 

back, Baba motioned to Krishna to throw the sev away. 

When they returned to the dharamshala, Baba ordered Krishna to stand outside his door. 

Baba’s coat and shawl were hanging on a hook outside when a monkey came and grabbed both off 

the rack. Krishna informed Baba, who told him, “Hurry, run after it! You must get them back.” 

Krishna ran after the monkey as fast as he could, but the monkey jumped from building to building, 

eluding him. Fed up, Krishna began crying. The monkey dropped the shawl, but it still would not 

let go of Baba’s coat. 

After chasing him for a long while, Krishna was about to give up when the monkey 

suddenly stopped. It smelled the coat and then threw it down in disgust. Krishna returned the shawl 

and coat to Baba, who put them on. Krishna wondered what work was being done since Baba had 

another coat with him. He refused to wear the clean coat, insisting upon putting this one back on, 

and they returned to Niranjanpur from Hardwar. 

After a week, Baba sent Krishna back to Hardwar to see Nanga Baba and present him with 

flowers and a cup of water. When Krishna reached the place, he found a large crowd collected 

around Nanga Baba’s dead body. He had died that very morning. A devotee of the mast remarked 

to Krishna that the day before, Nanga Baba had said, “My work is done; I am going now.” And this 

suddenly reminded Krishna of what Nanga Baba had uttered before Baba: “Now release me.” 

Krishna bowed to Nanga Baba, placed the flowers on his body, sprinkled the water over it and 

returned to Niranjanpur. 

 

In May 1946, Baba and Eruch traveled to Batala to contact Lahori Baba, an exceptional 

but extremely restless mast, sitting only a few minutes in any one place. On seeing Baba, the naked 

mast ran away and Baba pursued him. He rushed from his abode in a sweeper’s colony to an octroi 

cabin (similar to a highway tollbooth), where Baba contacted him. While Baba was sitting with 

him, Lahori Baba was overcome with emotion and burst out crying, then suddenly stood up and 

walked away. Baba came back to Niranjanpur, not entirely satisfied with the contact. 

Accompanied by Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Rano, Baba left Dehra Dun for Kulu Valley 

on Wednesday, 29 May, where it was much cooler than Niranjanpur. Baidul, Kaka, Eruch and Don 

were also with him. On the way, Baba stopped at Batala to contact Lahori Baba for a second time. 



The mast took off and began running through the fields and Baba chased after him. After running 

almost ten miles, the mast finally stopped and sat down. The mast allowed Baba to approach and 

sit with him. This contact was satisfactory and Baba was pleased. 

Afterward the group traveled on to Pathankot, where Baba worked with the chargeman of 

the city, Bengali Baba, on the 30th. This saintly mast was held in great reverence by the local 

people. 

They arrived in Mandi on 1 June. On the 3rd they reached Katrain, where Baba and the 

group were to spend the next three weeks in a small cottage in Kulu Valley at the foothills of the 

Himalayas. 

Baba contacted a subtle-conscious yogi in Baragran during his stay. They met in silence in 

the yogi’s mountain hut. But mostly, Baba remained absorbed in his seclusion work. 

Rano had not been well in Niranjanpur, and in Katrain she felt weaker and more indisposed. 

Baba was feeding her with his own hands and looking after her with care. He remarked to her, “I 

brought you here to look after my requirements, but now I have to look after yours!” 

“It’s my bad luck,” Rano replied. 

“Not bad luck,” Baba corrected. “It’s your good luck. Don’t worry.” 

In Mandi, Baba had told her to eat a plate of curry and rice. Rano felt nauseated but obeyed 

and later vomited. Don examined her and found she had infectious hepatitis. She was kept in a 

separate room at the top of a cowshed, and Don began treating her. Don would tell her to eat all 

sorts of appetizing things, but Baba forbade each new request. Rano improved quickly, and Baba 

later revealed, “If I had not ordered you to eat that curry and rice, you would have been very sick.” 

Leaving Katrain on Thursday, 20 June 1946, Baba took the women to Manali, and then to 

Raison, where they spent the night at a hotel. From Raison they went to Palampur, where an 

amusing incident took place: A goat was caught eating Baba’s soap! 

From Palampur they entrained to Saharanpur, and from there went back to Niranjanpur, 

which they reached on 22 June. 

 

Dr. Ghani had a wife and children to support, but he never paid much attention to his 

homeopathic practice, and by 1946 he had fallen deeply into debt. While he had stayed in Bangalore 

with Baba in 1940, some unscrupulous persons in Lonavla had falsely involved him in a murder 

case. The case was taken to court, where it dragged on for years. Ghani had to spend a lot of money 

on lawyers for his defense, and because of this, he had incurred substantial debts. 

His acquittal came sooner than expected, and he attributed it to the night in Bangalore when 

he had first disclosed to Baba his troubles. Baba was in seclusion at the time and Ghani was on 

nightwatch. Baba asked him, “What are you thinking?” Ghani told him every detail of the false 

charges being brought against him. 

Baba replied, “You should have told me before. Where was the necessity of getting scared 

and going into debt? The whole thing is stuffless! Those who have involved you will themselves 

get entrapped; you will go free.” And that is exactly what finally transpired. Ghani was acquitted, 

and the accusers became the accused and were found guilty of the murder. 

Ghani wrote this news to Baba and asked what to do to clear his debts. Baba thought of a 

scheme he called the “Boja [Burden] Fund.” In fact, Baba subsequently sent Don to England and 

America to collect enough money to pay off Ghani’s debts. 

 

One day Kaka and Eruch were riding in a tonga on their way from Dehra Dun railway 
station to Niranjanpur when they saw an old man who looked to them like a mast. They took him 

in the tonga, thinking Baba would like to contact the man, and returned to Baba’s bungalow. When 



the tonga reached the gate, the old man exclaimed: “I have come to the Garden of Roses!” Baba 

came out and their eyes met. Baba’s eyes were lustrous, and the old man gazed fixedly at him. He 

began to laugh so hard that tears of joy rolled down his cheeks. 

The mast then turned to Kaka and Eruch and declared, “Look at this man’s face and 

forehead! They shine as if the sun were there! Can’t you recognize who he is?” 

Baba took the mast by the hand and led him inside the gardener’s hut, where they sat 

together for about fifteen minutes. The old man could still be heard laughing in ecstasy. After the 

contact, Baba came out with the mast and led him toward the house. The mast saw a brass bell 

hanging by the gardener’s hut and he took it and began dancing in a circle around Baba, ringing the 

bell over his own head and Baba’s. 

When Baba had taken him inside for a little while, the mast announced, “God has sent me 

today to this Parsi saint.” Baba then brought him back to the hut, where he again sat with him for 

half an hour. Before sending him back to Dehra Dun, Baba gave him ten rupees, and oddly the mast 

insisted on writing down Baba’s address. After the mast left, Baba remarked that he was on the 

fifth plane. 

Jalbhai left for Poona on 30 June 1946. On 2 July, Baba left with Kaka and Eruch for mast 

work in Ajmer. Wishing to work with the majzoob Chacha again, Baba had a kettle, cup and saucer 

brought along to ply him with tea and to keep him in a happy mood. But this time, Chacha surprised 

them by asking for bread and mutton, which were brought to him. Baba sat with Chacha for an hour 

and a half and was very satisfied with the inner work done. After visiting other places en route, 

Baba returned to Niranjanpur about twelve days later. 

 

Meanwhile Keki Nalavala had the opportunity of coming into Baba’s close contact at this 

time. During his stay in Niranjanpur, Baba permitted Keki to visit daily. One day Baba instructed 

him to bring five needy former middle-class people, those who had suffered some misfortune, but 

who found it difficult to seek help because of their upbringing. 

Keki searched everywhere and found that almost everyone he met was needy. He was 

nervous of making a mistake, but at last managed to choose five, and he brought them to Baba in a 

tonga. In a closed room, Baba washed their feet and gave them prasad in the form of money. After 

they had gone, Baba explained to Keki, “The whole world is needy, but I wanted to contact those 

people who are helpless, yet do not beg.” 

Adi Sr. was called to Niranjanpur from Ahmednagar on 19 July 1946. Baba left for 

Hardwar on the 24th, with Adi, Kaka, Baidul and Eruch. They stayed on the fourth floor of a small 

hotel. Baba sent Eruch and Baidul to scout out the area for suitable mast contacts. They were also 

sent to Rishikesh on the 26th, but returned disappointed, explaining that one good mast had left for 

some distant place. 

Despite that, Baba rose early on Saturday morning, 27 July 1946 and left for Rishikesh 

with the mandali in a crowded public bus. It was monsoon season and the Ganges was flooded by 

the heavy rains. A number of sadhus were contacted in Rishikesh, but not even one was advanced. 

(As Adi noted in his diary: “Baba gets peeved because the trip serves no useful purpose.”) 

They returned to Hardwar, and Baba decided to proceed to Amritsar for further mast 

contacts. They boarded a train that evening and were surprised to find plenty of empty seats in a 

military compartment. But before the train left, the conductor came and told them to move to 

another compartment, as this one was reserved for military personnel only. The train was about to 

leave and the other compartments were already overcrowded. There were hardly half a dozen 

soldiers in the military compartment, and they had no objection to Baba’s remaining, so they stayed 

where they were. 



But after the train stopped at Roorkee and Saharanpur, the compartment filled to 

overflowing. Tempers rose as each soldier tried to make a place for himself. Before too long, there 

was a near riot in the speeding train! Bayonets were brandished and hockey sticks were swung; 

pandemonium broke out. 

Suddenly, there was a loud clap, and everyone turned to see Baba standing on one of the 

wooden seats. “The effect was instantaneous,” Eruch remembered, “though I do not know how it 

could have been heard in that raucous din.” 

The soldiers stopped fighting and stared up at Baba, who had raised his hands for them to 

cease. In his flowing white sadra, it seemed as if the darkness of their frenzy was dispelled by the 

rays of light issuing from his robe. They were mystified by his glowing countenance; their wrath 

subsided and their hearts were eased by a soothing calmness. Baba then smiled, and his smile 

completely dissipated their anger. 

Baba dictated a short message on his board, which Eruch read out: 

It is not good to fight among yourselves; it will not solve anything. You are soldiers, and 

the safety of our country rests on your shoulders. If you start fighting among yourselves, how will 

you safeguard the interests of the nation? Your fighting should be reserved for the protection of the 

country’s citizens. The entire country trusts you, and if you betray this trust, then how will you 

protect the lives of your brothers and sisters? You are all brothers, and brothers should not fight! 

Now sit down. 

Baba’s words had a salubrious effect and all sat down. Baba promised everyone tea at the 

next station and told Eruch to break open the tin of sweets which they had with them. At the next 

station the tea was brought, and Baba distributed it and the sweets with his own hands to every 

soldier. The murderous atmosphere of minutes before turned into one of camaraderie. Sitting 

among them, Baba talked with each through Eruch and asked the soldiers to narrate their 

experiences in the war. 

However, finding it increasingly difficult to continue traveling in the same train, Baba and 

the men got down at Ambala. Kaka and Adi were told to go to Simla and gather information about 

masts and their locations there.  

On Sunday, 28 July 1946, Baba, Baidul and Eruch left by another train for Amritsar, where 

they stayed in a dak bungalow. From there, Baba went to the village of Verka to contact the fifth-

plane wali, Talli Sain. The wali was a short old man, who wore a slipper on one foot and kept the 

other foot bare. In one hand he held a tree branch and in the other a bundle with a Koran in it. Baba 

brought some plums for the mast. Talli Sain, however, handed them back and told the tonga driver 

to take Baba back to Amritsar. When Baba sent Eruch to ask the wali what should be done with the 

plums, Talli Sain replied, “The one who has given them knows best what to do with them.” 

Baba was not satisfied with the contact and so returned from Amritsar the next morning to 

see Talli Sain. It had rained heavily throughout the night, and they found him sitting in a pool of 

water and mud. Baba gently pulled him out and cleaned him. When the mast’s hut was dried, Baba 

sat there alone with him for half an hour. Baba then left, happy with the contact, indicating that his 

work had now been satisfactorily completed. 

In Meerut, on 1 August, Baba contacted the chargeman of the city, Meherban Baba, a fifth-

plane mast living in the cremation grounds. The mast, who kept ten or twelve dogs with him, was 

a jalali type and appeared ill-tempered; but to those who dared to approach him he would utter, 

“Meherban” — meaning gracious friend. 

In Bulandarshahr, the same day, Baba worked with an advanced soul who was employed 

in an office. He would not usually meet people in his office but, as a result of Eruch’s persuasion, 

he agreed, and Baba contacted him there. On the 2nd, Baba left for Saharanpur, where he had 
previously contacted masts, and communed again with the sixth-plane saint Rehmatullah. At 

midnight Baba returned to Ambala. 



The next day they went to Pinjaur, where Baba contacted a very high mast called Bhagwan 
Nath. He was nearly naked, carrying bundles of rags, and had a mild but restless disposition. Baba 

found him quite suitable for his work. 

Baba then went to Kalka, where he contacted the mast called Mahboob Baba, who for 

many years had sat on the verandah of a liquor shop. Baba also contacted Sadhu Nath, about whom 

Baba commented that he was sincere. 

On Monday, 4 August 1946, Baba, Baidul and Eruch traveled in a rented car and arrived 

midday at the Royal Hotel in Simla, where they met Kaka and Adi Sr. Baba seemed tired, and 

Eruch and Baidul looked haggard. Baba remarked to Adi, “This trip has been the most exhausting 

excursion I have ever undertaken.” 

During Baba’s three-day stay in the mountain town of Simla, he worked with a 

Mohammedan mast who was sometimes a jalali (fiery) and sometimes a jamali (serene) type. Baba 

also worked with Aghori Baba, a sixth-plane saint. He was an impressive and powerful-looking 

man with fiery eyes, and was known to be abusive. The mast-saint stayed at the house of a Sikh 

who greatly revered him. The mast had taken over the entire verandah of the house, filling it with 

filth and rubbish and actually blocking the front entrance, making it impossible to enter the house 

from the front door. The Sikh, not wishing to disturb Aghori Baba, had built a ladder to another 

entrance, so as not to trespass through the mast’s territory. 

When they went to contact him, Aghori Baba pointed to Baba and remarked, “Do you know 

who he is? You will see what will come to pass, and one day know who he really is!” 

One mast was brought to the hotel, where Baba contacted him. For the most part, Baba had 

to walk miles in the steep terrain to make his contacts. It was drizzling and the journeys were 

tiresome. “Baba is tired owing to the cumulative effect of travel and hardship,” Adi recorded. 

On Wednesday, 7 August, Baba and the men left Simla a day early for Ambala. They had 

to change buses at Ghaggar, and Baba felt giddy while walking across a railway bridge. Adi Sr. 

held his hand to help him across. They reached Ambala that night and slept well in the dak 

bungalow, although it was hot and humid. 

Early the next morning, Kaka was sent to Dehra Dun with Baba’s instructions for Vishnu 

to meet them at Hardwar. Meanwhile, Baba communed with Topkhanawala Baba, who was a tall, 

dark-skinned naked mast. He lived in an open field in all seasons, surrounded by a pack of a dozen 

dogs whom he fed before he ate his own food. He was respected by the cattle and goat-herders who 

would have tea with him when invited. 

They then left for Barara, which was reached at 10:00 A.M. After a simple meal of rice and 

dal, they set out in a bus for Sadhaura and Nahan. There was only one bus the whole day and, 

consequently, it was jammed with passengers. Baba and Adi had to squeeze in front with the driver. 

The roads were muddy and slippery due to rains, and they had to drive through many creeks and 

streams. Finally they reached Sadhaura after an hour and a half. Baba tried to contact two masts, 

but was unsuccessful. 

They continued by the same bus to Nahan, arriving at night. Baba went out the next day, 9 

August 1946, with Baidul and Eruch. It was raining, but they continued searching for a naked mast 

supposedly living in a cemetery. This mast was also known as Aghori Baba. The cemetery was 

located at the bottom of a small valley, and Baba had to climb down the slippery side of a muddy 

slope in the torrential rain to contact him. The efforts were worthwhile because this mast was 

advanced, and Baba expressed that his contact was satisfactory. 

They left Nahan the following afternoon and reached Sadhaura the same evening. Baba 

walked until past midnight in search of his beloved masts, and contacted two interesting ones. The 

first, Dinasha, was a high mast who appeared to be continually in a dazed state. Somehow the mast 

had eluded Baba the whole night. They finally found him, but after communing with him, Baba 



was not completely satisfied with the contact. He ordered Eruch and Baidul, “Go back to him at 

four in the morning and pay your respects. Observe closely whether the mast turns his head to the 

left or the right, or looks directly at you, and report back to me.” 

Unfortunately, Eruch and Baidul were exhausted and did not get up until 5:30 that morning. 

Although Baba was upset, he forgave them and abandoned the idea of contacting the mast further. 

The other remarkable contact made in Sadhaura was an adept pilgrim called Krishna. The 

man had worked as a guard at the railway station but was so absorbed in Lord Krishna, he would 

write Radha-Krishna on walls wherever he went and constantly uttered these two names aloud. 

Once, Krishna was so engrossed and enraptured in offering devotional bhajans, he failed to show 

up for work on time, and the train left without him. However, some people actually saw him on the 

train, while others claimed he had been singing bhajans the whole day. To corroborate the facts, 

they went to his supervisor, who brought out the duty book and found that the guard’s signature 

had been signed at every station. When asked about this strange occurrence, the guard offered this 

explanation: “Lord Krishna looked after my worldly duties while I was busy praying to Him.” Thus 

the guard was called Krishna, and he subsequently retired and spent his whole time contemplating 

his beloved Lord Krishna. 

Baba heard the mast chanting “Krishna, Krishna,” and hurried out into the road. When 

Krishna saw Baba hurrying toward him, instantly he began running toward Baba. When they met, 

they embraced with such intensity that they fell down and rolled together on the road, locked in a 

tight embrace! Krishna wept when he held Baba, and Baba appeared very happy to have contacted 

him. “The mast’s one-pointed love for his beloved Krishna,” said Age, “drew the divine embrace 

of the incarnate Krishna — who pierced his heart until it would not stop bleeding!” 

With only a few hours sleep, Baba and his companions left Sadhaura early in the morning 

on Sunday, 11 August 1946. Curiously enough, they met the mast Dinasha on the road as they were 

leaving and so Baba was able to contact him again. (Although, still not to his full satisfaction.) 

They took the bus to Barara and then a train to Saharanpur. After lunch, they continued by train to 

Hardwar, arriving in the evening. They slept in the waiting room at the station, but did not get much 

sleep because of all the noise in the adjoining canteen and on the crowded platform. 

They left Hardwar for Rishikesh on the morning of the 12th, and stayed there at the dak 

bungalow for six days. 

 

Don had returned to England at the end of July 1946, not only with instructions from Baba 

about Ghani’s Boja Fund, but also with word that Baba might come to the West now that World 

War II was over. On 13 August 1946, Baba sent this telegram to Don in London: 

Inform and impress Elizabeth Norina that my coming depends on my return from 

Himalayas which work might delay and postpone my coming for a month or two ... 

Margaret should accept any temporary work. 

Elizabeth was particularly anxious for Baba to stay at the new center in Myrtle Beach, and 

Alexander Markey and Jean Adriel were also eager to have Baba visit them in California. 

Correspondence in this regard had been going back and forth for some time. Don went to America, 

arriving on 25 August, and returned to India a few weeks later. 

At Rishikesh, Baba and his men spent every day looking for masts. Their days were filled 

with hardships as Baba, Baidul, Eruch, Kaka and Adi Sr. roamed about, walking for hours in the 

hot sun or rain, and fording the Ganges almost daily. (Once when the waters had risen too high, 

they were only able to cross on an elephant.) They covered a radius of 20 to 25 miles around 

Rishikesh, and in all, Baba contacted 500 sadhus and 67 masts and saints. 

One particularly significant contact in Rishikesh was a highly advanced soul called Jala 

Tapasvi. This great yogi wore a green kafni and sat on the roof of a ruined temple which had once 



stood on an island in the Ganges River but was now submerged. When Kaka and Eruch first went 

to him, they introduced themselves as Parsis from Bombay, and the yogi at once asked, “How are 

things there?” 

“There are constant riots and disturbances,” Eruch replied. 

Jala Tapasvi surprised them by stating: “It is natural and indeed inevitable. It is all the work 

of the Avatar, who is now in form.” 

“How can we find the Avatar?” Eruch asked. 

“No one knows him,” the yogi said, “but he is already born. I know it. He moves amongst 

humanity incognito, unknown. People like Gandhi, the great men of the world, the so-called 

leaders, may be famous and even worshiped by mankind, but they are mere playthings in the hands 

of the Avatar. They are like kites, the strings of which are held firmly in the Avatar’s grasp, and he 

controls them as he wishes. 

“Hitler shook the world — everyone says so. But it is the Avatar who worked through 

him.” 

“When will the Avatar manifest?” 

“After 22 years [1968]. These wars and disturbances will continue until then, and three-

quarters of humanity will be wiped out! This narakwasi (hell-like) world will continue, and then a 

swargawasi (heaven-like) world will be born. For how can people of hell co-exist with the residents 

of heaven? Seventy-five percent of the present world will perish and the remaining one-fourth will 

be absorbed in the qualities of a New World, where peace and happiness will reign.” 

Jala Tapasvi concluded: “Like other Avatars before him, he will be ridiculed by the 

majority of people, and his real fame will only spread after his death when he will be recognized 

and worshiped as the Savior.” 

As usual, Eruch and Kaka had not once referred to Meher Baba, but when Jala Tapasvi 

later saw Baba in a house in Rishikesh, he cried out: “The Avatar has come!” Baba was happy with 

the contact. 

There were many strange characters in Rishikesh, but one whose name is not recorded is 

noteworthy, though contact with him was not to Baba’s satisfaction. He was a foreboding, strange 

recluse who was well known but whose whereabouts in Rishikesh no one dared to divulge for fear 

of being cursed. Eruch, after much inquiry, found this recluse who had closeted himself in a hut on 

the riverbank in Rishikesh. When the recluse asked who he was bringing, Eruch replied, “My 

father.” Baba arrived, but the contact was not to his liking, because during it the recluse pestered 

Baba with inane questions such as, “How many sons besides this one [Eruch] do you have?” As a 

young man this seeker was said to have wandered through the jungles for years living only on 

leaves and roots before settling in Rishikesh. He was emaciated since he ate only one chapati and 

a little dal daily; nevertheless he was a forbidding character if angered. 

 

Several years before, while Baba was staying in Dehra Dun in 1942, the following incident 

occurred involving Krishna Nair, Baba’s night watchman at the time. Krishna would take a walk 

every evening at five o’clock before going to Baba’s room for nightwatch. Opposite their bungalow 

was a girls’ school. Four girls used to watch Krishna, and one of them asked him if she could come 

with him for a walk. Krishna felt extremely uncomfortable around women. “I didn’t want to see 

any woman’s face,” he recounted. “I disliked women.” 

His disgust was so great that when the girl innocently asked to accompany him, he spit in 

her face. The girl’s feelings were hurt and she complained to Baba. Baba called Krishna and asked 

for his side of the story. “You have done a terrible thing,” Baba reprimanded. 



He directed the girl to remove her sandal and slap Krishna with it. Krishna was ordered to 

bow down to her and seek her forgiveness. When the girl left, Baba asked Krishna why he did that. 

Krishna said, “Baba, I do not want to touch any woman; I do not want to have any contact with any 

woman.” 

Baba spelled out to him, “You say you do not want to have anything to do with women, 

but you will marry! You will have one son, also! He will cry. When he cries who will look after 

him?” 

“No, Baba, I will not marry.” 

“Are you challenging me?” Baba asked him. 

“I am not challenging you, but I do not want to marry.” 

“You will marry!” Baba insisted. Krishna was equally firm that he had resolved not to wed. 

“All right,” Baba directed him, “write it down.” Krishna took out a pencil, but Baba stopped him. 

He called Vishnu and told him to bring a quill pen. He then directed Nilu to draw blood from 

Krishna’s forefinger. 

To Krishna, he ordered, “Write, in your own blood: I will not marry.” When Krishna 

finished, Baba examined the paper and handed it to Vishnu. “Keep this with you, and when I ask 

for it again, give it to me,” Baba instructed. 

Four years passed. Nothing was said again about Krishna’s marriage. Prior to traveling to 

Niranjanpur in July 1946, Baba had given Krishna a month’s leave to visit his mother. “Don’t 

disappoint your mother,” Baba ordered him. “Obey her words and make her happy.” Krishna went 

home and saw his family for the first time in nine years.558 After four or five days, his mother began 

pestering him to marry. Krishna remembered Baba’s words and sent him a letter. Baba sent a one-

line telegram: “Obey your mother’s words.” Krishna’s mother arranged the marriage, and the 

marriage ceremony was held twelve days later. The very next morning, a telegram came from Baba 

ordering Krishna to return immediately. His bride was not upset; on the contrary, she insisted that 

he go. 

Krishna met Baba in Rishikesh. When Krishna entered the room, everyone was ordered 

out. Baba asked Krishna, “Are you married? Is your wife beautiful? Does she love you?” 

“Baba, I was with her for only eight hours,” Krishna said. “How do I know whether or not 

she loves me?” 

Baba commented, “She is better than you! She loves you more than you know.” Krishna 

was sent back to Niranjanpur, with instructions not to tell anyone about the marriage. 

 

Meanwhile, from the dak bungalow in Rishikesh, Baba wanted to proceed to Uttar Kashi 

for mast work. Baidul and Eruch spent their full time and energy preparing for the journey, 

arranging foodstuffs and coolies and drawing up an itinerary. But it was learned that because of 

breaches in the road, it would be virtually impossible to venture there at this time. The trip was 

therefore abandoned and, instead, Baba sent Baidul and Eruch to look for a bungalow nearby where 

they could stay. 

The nonstop mast trip, without adequate rest or food, was straining everyone’s health. 

Although Baba looked as fresh as ever, Kaka was tired, Eruch was overworked, Baidul’s feet ached, 

and Adi Sr. never stopped grumbling about the poor quality of food. If a bungalow could be found, 

life would be somewhat more normal, since the masts could be brought there for Baba to contact. 

 
558 Since 1939, Baba had been sending Krishna Nair’s mother Rs.30 every month to help with her 

livelihood, which he continued to do until her death in 1964. 



They found a house between Hardwar and Jwalapur. Baba approved it, and moved there 

on Sunday, 18 August 1946. They soon discovered why the so-called “Garden House” had been 

vacant and so easily available: It was infested with pests! They cleaned the cobwebs off the walls, 

and had the whole house whitewashed. They also sprayed DDT pesticide in every room, but 

bedbugs took refuge in their cots, making sleep impossible. On the19th and 20th, Kaka walked 

more than a quarter of a mile for food, Eruch plodded miles for marketing, Baidul kept up his 

tramps for masts and Adi labored over building a fire to prepare their tea and meals. As his inner 

work intensified, Baba began fasting at this time, eating only one meal a day at 6:00 p.m. 

Baba slept little on the night of 21 August due to his Universal work. The next day he 

continued the spiritual work by going into seclusion in his room for three hours, and then walking 

up and down the back verandah. Kaka began cooking rice and dal once a day for himself and Adi, 

and Adi did the marketing in Eruch’s absence. 

Baidul and Eruch left for Saharanpur on the 22nd to collect poor people for a specific day, 

according to Baba’s instructions, and to look for masts, if any resided there. They returned at 10:00 

p.m. on the night of the 23rd with a sixth-plane mast-saint Rehmatullah Baba. Baba had worked 

with Rehmatullah several times before. The mast wore tattered clothing and seemed to recognize 

Baba, because he touched Baba’s feet as soon as he entered the house. Baba did not like this in the 

least. The mast spent the night on the verandah, but in the morning they discovered he had 

disappeared. After an hour’s laborious search, they found Rehmatullah at the train station and 

brought him back. Baba communed with him and then sent him back to Saharanpur with Baidul 

and Eruch, with instructions to bring another mast.  

On Sunday, 25 August 1946, Baba continued to remain in seclusion for three hours. Late 

that night Eruch and Baidul brought a high mast from Pinjaur named Bhagwan Nath. The mela 

(fair) for sadhus at Hardwar was in progress at the time, so only first-class tickets could be 

purchased. Thus Eruch, Baidul and the filthy, nearly naked mast Bhagwan Nath entered the first-

class compartment — against the vehement protests of the other passengers. After arriving at the 

bungalow with Bhagwan Nath, Baba instructed each of the four men to keep a careful watch over 

the mast in shifts of two hours each throughout the night. This was done, but the next morning 

when they were otherwise occupied, the mast ran away. Amazingly, they found him nine miles 

away in Hardwar! 

After this escapade, Eruch and Baidul returned to Saharanpur to finalize details of the 

upcoming poor program. Baba finished working with the mast sooner than expected, and directed 

Adi Sr. to arrange to have the mast escorted back to Pinjaur. Adi found a man willing to accompany 

Bhagwan Nath, and then booked them bus reservations. But after traveling only twelve miles, the 

man returned with the mast, saying the mast had gotten off the bus, refused to reboard it and was 

generally unmanageable. Bhagwan Nath was therefore kept at their house again. 

On the 27th, Adi was sent by Baba south to Bangalore and then Ahmednagar. Meanwhile 

Baba and Kaka with the mast Bhagwan Nath left Jwalapur for Saharanpur. Kaka was completely 

overworked, between attending single-handedly to Baba and looking after the mast, but he 

managed. At Saharanpur, they found a man to take Bhagwan Nath back to his village. 

On Wednesday, 28 August 1946, from six to nine o’clock in the morning, Baba contacted 

1,500 lower-middle-class men and women whom Eruch and Baidul had gathered. Each had been 

given a ticket with the word PRASAD printed on it, and had been informed to come to the public 

library in Jubilee Garden on the appointed day. Baba washed their feet, put his head on their feet, 

and then in another room handed them his love-gift of one rupee each in private. After this poor 

program, Baba left Saharanpur at ten o’clock, accompanied by Baidul, Kaka and Eruch, and 

returned to Niranjanpur by the afternoon. 



For the next two weeks, until mid-September 1946, Baba remained in strict seclusion. 

Baidul was sent to gather information about masts in Hyderabad, Sukkur, Multan and elsewhere, 

and Eruch was sent to Simla to make arrangements there. 

At one point, Baba took the women mandali to Hardwar for the mela to see the gathering 

of thousands of sadhus. They stayed in a hotel for a few days before returning to Niranjanpur. 

 

On 10 September 1946, Baba left Niranjanpur with Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Kitty for 

the hill resort of Simla. They spent two nights on the way at Ambala, where on the 11th, Baba 

spontaneously dictated to Eruch: 

A time will come when the best of the mandali members will give me up. I shall be made 

to undergo the lowest of humiliations by a few persons. Three-fourths of the world will then fall at 

my feet. A mast will beat me and that will be the crisis [causing me] to break my silence. I behave 

many times eccentrically in order to maintain the body. Otherwise, it tends to “fall off.” Previously, 

I dashed my head against something hard to maintain normal consciousness. Doing this is very 

impractical now. So I keep the ladies and boys with me. That unlimited bliss tends to draw me to 

the Infinite. To keep up the body I have to be engaged in sudden activities. A time is fast 

approaching for my humiliation. Peter, the best of Christ’s apostles, gave him up. So will the 

mandali do the same with me without it being their fault. I will be humiliated more degradingly 

than Christ. My end will be brought about by a very few persons, out of those few who will be my 

enemies. 

Pendu and Adi Sr. left Meherabad together and arrived in Simla at midday on 12 

September. Baba and the group arrived later that afternoon. Everyone stayed at the Royal Hotel, 

where Baba and the mandali had stayed the previous month. Baba, Kaka and the women occupied 

the top floor, and Eruch, Pendu and Adi another floor.  

Pendu and Adi were given the duty of finding an “ideal boy,” and were engaged in this 

pursuit from morning to evening. They found one suitable candidate, but the man who promised to 

bring him to the hotel failed to turn up. Inevitably, whenever the mandali would bring boys, Baba 

would send them away after giving them new clothes and prasad. This was his inner work, and only 

a divinely conscious being can grasp its significance. Meanwhile Kaka and Eruch would locate 

masts in the area whom Baba would contact. 

The women would go for a walk with Baba, and occasionally to a movie or play. On the 

23rd, Baba, the women and Kaka left for Niranjanpur by private car at 3:00 p.m. Eruch came the 

next day, and Pendu and Adi were sent to Lahore to discover any masts whom Baidul might have 

missed. Baidul was instructed to return to Niranjanpur. 

For over a year, Bachamai Dadachanji, 48, had been fighting a losing battle with breast 

cancer and she was now fading fast. A telegram was sent to Baba through Pappa Jessawala at 

Poona, informing him of her deteriorating condition. Baba wired back: “My will be done.” 

Four days before Bachamai died, she had beautiful visions and saw Baba sitting with her, 

and sometimes standing by her side. She told her family, “Baba has come, so no one should enter 

the room. Close all the doors.” A day before she died she began loudly crying out his name. On 1 

October 1946, an hour before Bachamai died, Naoroji brought Baba’s photograph to her. She gazed 

at it, began taking his name continuously and peacefully passed away. 

 

On 28 September 1946, Baba, Eruch, Kaka and Baidul left Niranjanpur and joined Pendu 

and Adi in Lahore. The group then traveled to Hyderabad (Sind) by third class train, amidst a 

tremendous crush of passengers. They arrived early in the morning of the 30th, exhausted by the 

uncomfortable all-night journey. Nevertheless, Baba contacted seven masts that day, including 
Zinda Wali, an advanced mast who had lived in an old fort for the past 35 years. He had a small hut 

there, and was surrounded by a menagerie of pet dogs, cats and birds, which he adored. The mast 

looked young and robust, but was reputed to be of great age. 



Another exceptional mast Baba contacted was Gokul Ananda, said to be 130 years old. The 

old mast was blind, and his abode was a tiny house on the Rishi Ghat. Gokul was revered and cared 

for by the local people, who had built a house for him. 

Another mast who was also well over 100 years old was Ahmad Ali Shah. He was a high 

mast who had lain on a bed outside an old fortress in Hyderabad for the past fifteen years. Baba 

also contacted Mama Mast, an elderly man who enjoyed smoking cigars. 

Also on the 30th, Baba contacted another high mast called Juma Mast. Baba remarked that 

Juma was the kind of mast he needed for his work. Juma was also old and reputed to be approaching 

100 years in age. He was revered by a chief officer of the municipality in Hyderabad, who 

accommodated the mast in his garden house. For many years the mast had sat in the open in all 

seasons near the bank of the Indus River. 

Pir Shah Saiyid was a high mast and, in Baba’s words, “the best in Hyderabad.” An elderly 

man of about 80, Pir Shah was naked except for a lungi, and his hair and beard were dyed orange-

red with henna. This saintly man was held in the highest esteem by the people of Hyderabad. 

The next morning, 1 October 1946, Baba contacted Lal Sain, the fattest mast any of them 

had ever seen. He looked to be at least 500 pounds, and was always seated on a sidewalk, opposite 

a restaurant (which must have fed him regularly!) This mast was so obese, he even slept in a seated 

position, as he could not lie down due to his tremendous size, nor could he get up on his feet and 

walk. In any case, he was a good mast in Baba’s terms. 

Pendu and Adi Sr. had left Hyderabad the previous afternoon by train for Sehwan. On the 

1st, Baba, Eruch, Baidul and Kaka also left for Sehwan by the morning train. When they arrived, 

Baba worked with Nadir Ali Shah, an advanced pilgrim connected with the Qutub Makhdum Ali 

Lal Shahbaz, who had lived centuries ago in Sehwan. Nadir Ali Shah was said to have stood once 

in a pit in the jungle for two years without moving, subsisting only on liquids. For the past twelve 

years, Nadir Ali Shah had subsisted only on milk, water and soda water. He lived at the shrine of 

the Qutub, and dutifully kept the tomb clean and in good repair. 

Baba also contacted a fifth-plane mast known as Nur Ali Shah Pathan, famous in Sehwan. 

He was a good mast, but quite dirty, and he carried a tattered bundle of bed-sheets. Baba had to 

wait eight hours, from two in the afternoon until ten that night, before he could work with him, 

because during the day the mast was surrounded by devotees, and private contact was not possible. 

It was scorchingly hot in the afternoon, and clean drinking water was difficult to find in the town, 

but no physical suffering could deter Baba where his work with masts was concerned. Baba waited 

patiently and suffered thirst for hours until the crowd faded and he was able to be alone and work 

with the saintly mast. 

At midnight, Baba, Kaka and Eruch met Pendu and Adi at the railway station. They boarded 

the night train for Sukkur, where they arrived the next day and checked into two rooms at the 

modest Star Hotel. After a hasty breakfast they set out for more mast contacts. (Baidul had already 

been to all the places and knew where to contact the masts.) 

On 2 October 1946, Baba contacted Qazi Saheb in Sukkur. This high mast, originally from 

Kabul, had a peculiar laugh. He would ask people who approached him to sit on his palm. He would 

rarely move from his seat in a lavatory, which he had occupied for over ten years. But when Baba 

approached, he began changing places, until Baba finally “cornered” him in a nearby college yard. 

Later that day, Baba crossed the Indus River in a boat, and worked with Swami Hari Ram 
Das on Sadbella Island. Hari Ram Das was a high mast who had an ashram and a group of disciples, 

who performed arti and bhajans before him. 

On the 3rd, in Rohri near Sukkur, Baba contacted five masts. One of them, Bhai Chowar, 

was perhaps the filthiest mast Baba had ever contacted. The stench was unbelievable. No ordinary 



man would have stayed in his room for five seconds, but the Lord of creation sat with the mast for 

ten minutes. 

The most exceptional contact in Rohri was the great saint-mast Master Nemramji who was, 

according to Baba, between the sixth and seventh planes. This saint’s facial features looked almost 

exactly like Chacha’s (the great majzoob of Ajmer), and he was believed to be close to 100 years 

old. Nemramji was famous throughout the surrounding areas, and notice boards with his picture 

and directions to his whereabouts were everywhere in Rohri. Nemramji was a mast-saint of the 

jalali type, with a fiery temperament, and people greatly feared the saint but also held him in great 

reverence. 

After working with these and other masts, Baba journeyed toward the Punjab, reaching 

Multan late at night on the 3rd and checking into a dak bungalow. Even though it was late, Baba 

contacted four masts. The most significant was Hazrat Shadruddin Shah, a high mast about 100 

years of age and known as the patriarch of Multan. Shadruddin Shah was the successor of a past 

saint at whose shrine he stationed himself. Daily an organized feeding of the poor took place at the 

shrine. This saintly man subsisted only on liquids. 

In Multan, Baba also contacted Chup Shah, Tapasvi Puran Das and Data Faqir. After these 

contacts, Baba returned to his dak bungalow. 

From Multan, Baba and the five mandali with him went to Lyallpur on Saturday, 5 October 

1946. A mile and a half from the train station, in a room full of rubbish, Baba contacted a Sikh mast 

known as Prem Chand. Another mast, Faqir Chand, who roamed about the city during the day and 

slept on the road at night, saw Baba and tried to avoid contact. But after roaming about in the heat 

of the day, Baba finally caught up with him and was pleased by the contact. 

A Christian mast-saint was living at the nearby Govindpur cemetery. Baba went to the 

cemetery to contact him, but as soon as he saw Baba and his men coming, the saint lay down and 

pretended to be asleep. One of his attendants shook him and tried to wake him, but the saint 

continued to feign sleep. Baba left and returned twice to contact him, but each time the same thing 

happened. His followers told Baba that the saint had been wide awake just before his arrival. Baba 

indicated to the mandali, “For my work, it is necessary for him to open his eyes for a moment; 

otherwise, contact cannot be made.” The saint continued to keep his eyes closed, so Baba left 

without forcing him to “wake up” against his will. 

Near seven that evening, they left Lyallpur for Khushab, arriving past midnight, and rested 

for a few hours at the dak bungalow. In the morning Baba and the men went by bus to the village 

of Pail, 28 miles away. A high mast named Sai Fazal, now very old and nearly naked, had been 

living in a hut on the top of a hill for over 40 years. Baba walked up nearly two miles through the 

rough terrain to see him (and back again to the bus stop). Sai Fazal was an impressive saintly 

personality, who was revered by both Muslims and Hindus alike. 

They returned to Khushab and, after lunch and a short rest, hired two tongas to go to 

Jalalpur, seven miles away. The “road” consisted of a rutted track filled with sand and stones. Their 

tongas stuck in the mud at least half a dozen times. The horses were exhausted, and in the end they 

had to get down and walk two miles to meet the mast, Kasim Ali, whom they had gone to see. But 

it was all worth it as Baba liked this mast very much. They returned to Khushab at night. 

Baba woke up very early, at 2:00 A.M., on Monday, 7 October 1946. They left Khushab on 

the 4:00 A.M. train and reached Lahore at two o’clock in the afternoon. They rested at the Regent 

Hotel and continued their journey the next morning, reaching Bhatinda at midnight. Continuing on, 

they arrived in Bikaner at 8:00 p.m. on the 9th and stayed in a hotel opposite the railway station. 

The fourteen-hour journey from Bhatinda to Bikaner through the sandy desert in the slow-moving 

train was a true endurance test for the men. They had no water to freshen up with and only a little 

brackish water to drink at the occasional stations; decent food was equally scarce. Baba was amused 

to see their weary and woebegone expressions. 



On 10 October, Baba worked with nine masts on various subtle planes in Bikaner and 

remarked, “Some were slightly advanced and some not so much, but the work accomplished by 

working with all nine is equal to contacting one good mast who is advanced.” 

Baba left Bikaner by the evening train and reached the small station of Narayanpura early 

the next morning. Four miles away in the village of Mitri, Baba wished to contact an old saint 

Laxman Das. To get there over the sandy terrain, Baba permitted the mandali to hire a camel, on 

which two of them at a time could ride. Baba himself rode for a short while, but found the camel 

ride uncomfortable and got off. Seeing that Baba preferred walking, the men could not bear to ride 

while he went on foot, but he directed them to stay on the camel, so they had no choice but to follow 

his wish. 

Laxman Das had lived in a large temple for 50 years. He was 90 years old and had a fair, 

lustrous face. When Baba approached him, the old saint wept. It was a touching and beautiful sight. 

The mandali bowed to the saint from a distance, and the saint cordially extended his welcome to 

Baba, offering his hand to enter his room for a private contact. The mandali stayed back as ordered, 

and Baba and the saint sat inside the room alone. The contact was good, and they returned to 

Narayanpura station in the afternoon and boarded the evening train for Bharatpur. 

They arrived on the morning of the 12th, but then learned that Pir Fazal Shah, the saint 

they had come to see, had left for Kotah. Baba decided to leave the luggage at the station, and they 

boarded the train for Kotah, where they arrived at 8:40 that night. They immediately went to the 

saint’s abode. 

Pir Fazal, a salik of high caliber, was said to be 117 years old; nevertheless he was 

remarkably strong looking. He received Baba and his men with great fervor and brought a chair for 

Baba to be seated. He began muttering as if to conceal the excitement and emotion he felt at being 

in Meher Baba’s presence. After a while, Baba and the saint moved and sat alone in the adjoining 

room. Fazal Shah began crying and with profound feeling told Baba: “No one, until you came, has 

touched my heart so deeply as you have. You are the first to pierce my heart with the arrow of 

divine love!” 

Fazal Shah further proclaimed: “You have the power to destroy and flood the world; no 

one fully knows the limits of your greatness. You are the Spiritual Authority of the time! If I were 

to die I would take another body just to be near you!” Fazal Shah then pleaded with Baba to write 

him as soon as he returned home, and commanded a disciple to write down his address on a slip of 

paper which he handed to Baba. 

 

Baba and the mandali left Kotah the same night and reached Mathura early in the morning 

on Sunday, 13 October 1946. They had two hours of sleep on the station platform and then left by 

train for Kash Gunj. They hired a taxi from there to drive nineteen miles to Etah. Baba contacted 

two masts, one of whom was known as Nanga Baba. He was a naked mast who was quite indifferent 

to normal food, but was fond of chewing paan. It was difficult to find him, because he roamed about 

so much throughout the area, but he was eventually contacted, which made Baba happy. 

The other mast in Etah, Shah Saheb, had been hit by a car. The mast had refused to let his 

leg wound be treated, and now it was infected with maggots. When Baba contacted him, the mast 

had wrapped the wound with a filthy piece of cloth as a bandage. He sat on a simple string bed, and 

the Muslim who looked after him rigged up a partition-curtain of sheets so that Baba was able to 

contact him in private. 

Returning to Kash Gunj at night, Baba, Kaka, Adi Sr., Eruch, Pendu and Baidul tried to get 

some sleep on the station platform, but because there was too much noise, they left for Mathura on 

the 2:00 A.M. train. Later that morning of the 14th, they reached Mathura and stayed at a dak 

bungalow. That afternoon, Pendu and Adi were sent out to look for boys, but failed to find any. 

Baidul, Eruch and Kaka went with Baba to contact masts. Baba communed with Inayatulla, the 



great mast-saint of the sixth plane and the chargeman of the area, whom he had contacted twice 

before. 

Baba also communed with Brahmanandji, whom he had worked with eleven months 

before. Brahmanandji was a fifth-plane mast living on the banks of the Jumna River near a 

dharamshala. This 35-year-old mast had once been a learned pundit (Vedic scholar) leading a 

fashionable life, but he was overcome by God and renounced his worldly position. He was now 

staying in a broken-down stable near the river, sitting amidst filth. This time, when Brahmanandji 

saw Baba, something extraordinary occurred. He cried out in ecstasy: “Look! Behold how devoted 

love attracts Lord Krishna to me! The Perfect Master has come! The Perfect Master has come!” 

As if to support his claim, he reached under his seat and pulled out a book from a gunny 

sack — The Perfect Master written by Charles Purdom! How he had obtained it remains an enigma. 

The book was as clean as if it had just been newly bought. Brahmanandji opened the book to Meher 

Baba’s photograph and showed it to those present. The mandali were amazed to see the 

immaculately kept book in such a dirty abode. 

Leaving Brahmanandji, Baidul next went to set up an appointment with Azim Khan. The 

mast said, “Your prayers have been accepted.” 

“My elder brother wants to see you,” Baidul said. 

“No,” the mast replied. “He is my father; he should not come. How could I invite him 

here?”  

At 8:00 the next morning, Baba went with Baidul to Azim Khan. As soon as the mast saw 

him he sang out to him: “You are Allah! You have brought forth the creation! Once in 1,000 years 

you come down to see the play of what you have created.” 

Baba just looked at him and smiled — and the contact was over! Baba’s glance was 

sufficient to complete his work. 

Although Baba had a cold and was feeling feverish and weak, he expressed his wish to 

watch a cricket match. But for some reason the scheduled match wasn’t played. 

After a final contact in Bharatpur, Baba returned to Niranjanpur on 18 October, with Kaka. 

Adi Sr. returned to Ahmednagar, Pendu and Baidul to Meherabad, and Eruch to Poona. Before 

leaving, Baba instructed Eruch to look for bungalows in Mahabaleshwar. 

 

Baidul returned to Niranjanpur with the mast Ali Shah on Sunday, 2 November 1946 and 

Baba worked with him for the next three days. On the 5th, Ali Shah was sent back to Ahmednagar 

with Baidul, and Kaka was sent to Bombay. 

The same day, Baba gave Rs.50 each to seven poor, formerly middle-class people. One of 

them was an old Muslim who burst into tears of gratitude, giving thanks to God as if he had been 

rescued from long suffering. 

On the 7th, Baba bathed and fed seven mad persons. Nilu was sent to Bombay at this time, 

and he returned on the 27th. 

On Sunday, 24 November 1946, Baba dictated instructions to nine close disciples to find 

either a mast or saint from various areas of India. The nine men were: 

Babadas — Orissa, Bihar or Bengal 

Baidul — Gujarat 

Kaka Baria — Bombay 

Khak Saheb — Hyderabad (Andhra Pradesh) 

Pandoba — Barsi, Sholapur, Bijapur or Pandharpur 

Pappa Jessawala — Poona 



Pophali Pleader — Nagpur 

Sadashiv Patil — Satara or Kolhapur 

Vibhuti — Miraj or Hubli 

Specifically, these nine men were informed of five select points by Baba: 

You will be rendering me the most important service by doing the following: 

1) Find one real Hindu or Mohammedan saint, be he a wali or saint, conscious of his 

body or unconscious of it, an advanced salik or a mast-majzoob, to stay with me for 40 days from 

the 15th of December. He should be a really advanced soul, and not a mere madman. He must be 

more than 30 years of age (the older the better). 

2) He should not be told about me as Meher Baba. 

3) The people who serve him must be told that he will be well looked after during these 

40 days and if absolutely necessary, one of the adherents can accompany him. 

4) He should be brought to Meherabad on December 12th (not before or after). 

5) The necessary expenses [you will incur] to be asked from by Adi K. Irani, 

Ahmednagar. 

 

During this period, Keki Nalavala felt deep love for Baba, but his wife, Freiny, had no 

special feeling for him. She had not yet had Baba’s darshan, nor was she particularly eager for it. 

Despite this, Keki invited Baba to his home in Dehra Dun for lunch. Baba played with their five-

year-old daughter, Mahroakh, and picked up their infant son, Naosherwan, just two months old 

then, taking him on his lap, caressing and kissing him.559 Freiny observed Baba with her son and at 

once faith was lit in her heart and has burned brightly from then on. Thereafter, the whole family 

became dedicated to Baba and worked in his cause. 

Occasionally Baba would call Keki Nalavala, Keki Desai and another man named Burjor 

Sohrabji Chacha to Niranjanpur. Burjor, like Nalavala, was working for the Singer Sewing Machine 

Company in Dehra Dun. Although in 1942 he had stayed with the Nalavalas and found out about 

Baba through them, this was his first opportunity for darshan. On one occasion when Burjor came 

to Niranjanpur, Baba remarked to him that he reminded him of his deceased brother Jamshed, 

whom he resembled. 

 

Jean Adriel had finished writing her book, Avatar, and it was sent for publication in 

November 1946. Jean and Alexander Markey had established a center called the New Life 
Foundation for Meher Baba’s work, at La Crescenta, California. One day Jean received word from 

Baba that he wished them to relocate to a place farther from the city, somewhere one or two hours 

from a big city. They decided to take a drive in the afternoon and look for property. They invited a 

woman who had come to stay at the Center to come along. Her name was Agnes Baron. Agnes, 39, 

was not interested in Meher Baba because she had been disillusioned by another spiritual teacher. 

She had been directed to the New Life Center as a quiet place where she could do some writing, 

and had subsequently rented a cottage there. Jean had given her the manuscript of Avatar, and 

though she was put off by Jean’s writing style, she was drawn to the descriptions of Baba and asked 

Jean, “Is he for real?” 

Having nothing else in particular to do, Agnes went with them. Another lady who was also 

staying on the property had a little girl whom she wanted to put in a private school at Ojai, 75 miles 

away, so they drove there. While returning, they noticed a property on top of a mountain with a lot 

of trees and greenery on it. “Let’s go up and see it,” they said. “Maybe it’s a Baba-place.” 

They drove up the mountain and came to a big wooden gate. “Baba’s going to send six of 

the mandali to live with us,” said Jean. “We'll need a lot of buildings if we move.” Agnes was sure 

 
559 Naosherwan Nalavala later founded a periodical devoted to Meher Baba called The Glow. 



there were more buildings on the property, so she jumped over the gate to investigate. There were 

several other buildings and a brand-new house with beautifully landscaped grounds, an orchard, 

vineyards and rose garden. The property was being looked after by a local farmer who was not 

there. They located his wife, who told them that the property belonged to Gertrude Ralphs 

Macconaty (the owner of a chain of grocery stores called Ralphs). She was thinking of selling the 

land, but would surely ask a high price for it. 

Jean, Markey and Agnes returned to Hollywood, where Jean said, “There’s no point in 

calling; we won’t be able to afford it.” But at Agnes’ insistence they phoned. The woman said that 

though she had planned to retire there, she and her husband were now divorcing and the property 

was to be sold. “Go and talk with my business manager,” she told them. 

So the next day Jean and Markey went. They reasoned that if they sold the New Life 

Center’s 500 acres, they would be able to afford this property, which was only 160 acres. This is 

what they did. The property was bought for Meher Baba’s cause and christened Meher Mount. 

Soon afterwards, however, Markey and Jean had some disagreement and he moved back 

to New York.560 Jean asked Agnes to move to Ojai with her, and though still not committed to 

Meher Baba, Agnes agreed. 

Swami Yogananda, who lived in the area, visited the property in November 1946 and spent 

a few hours there.561 He remarked: “This place is a dream Oriental paradise. One does not even 

have to focus to hear the Om sound here.” Meher Baba’s lovers in California, New York, and also 

at Myrtle Beach, were eagerly awaiting the time when the Soundless Sound himself would visit 

their centers in America — as he had hinted he would be doing in the near future. 

 

Eruch had rented the Aga Khan’s bungalow in Mahabaleshwar, and on Saturday, 30 

November 1946 — after staying in the “place of seclusion” for more than seven months — Baba 

left Niranjanpur by train with the men and women mandali. An additional member of their party 

was a Scottish terrier puppy, which Baba had acquired in Niranjanpur for the women and had named 

Cracker (as in “firecracker"). That evening they arrived in Delhi, where Baba and the ten women 

went to Keki Desai’s home for dinner before resuming their journey to Mahabaleshwar. (The men 

stayed at the station and had dinner there.) Since there were about 100 pieces of luggage, Sarosh’s 

truck was waiting for them at Manmad junction. They were driven straight to Mahabaleshwar, 

where they arrived on the evening of 2 December.  

The Aga Khan’s palace, Florence Hall, was very large with a spacious compound and 

horse stable. It was suitable for Baba’s purpose, because he wished to establish a mast ashram in 

Mahabaleshwar. That was the reason why he had directed the nine workers to bring masts from 

throughout India. Eruch met Baba and the mandali in Mahabaleshwar when they arrived, and work 

began on turning the stables into a Tavern! It was cleaned and partitioned with bamboo matting 

into 40 cells, and Vishnu bought soap, plates, mugs, kafnis and vessels for Baba’s work with the 

masts. Baba arranged everything for the mast ashram and also for the women’s stay. 

On Sunday, 7 December 1946, Padri drove Baba in Sarosh’s car from Mahabaleshwar to 

Meherabad to inspect things there and to see his masts. They arrived at 2:30 p.m. via Poona. Baba’s 

Ahmednagar lovers, such as Kaka Chinchorkar, the Satha family, Rustom Kaka, Bhagirath and 

others, came to see him at Meherabad that day. While discussing matters with them, Baba remarked 

 
560 Jean Adriel and Malcolm Schloss had separated by this time.  

561 Yogananda was one of the first Indian yogis to establish centers in America, and in 1946 wrote a best-

selling book, Autobiography of a Yogi. 



prophetically, “There will be revolution all over India, including Ahmednagar. The face of the 

country will change as the time of my manifestation is nearing.” 

Baba stayed at Meherabad for five days, working with Mohammed Mast and Ali Shah. Jal 

Kerawalla came to see him on the 11th for two days, and Baba left for Mahabaleshwar on the 13th, 

after giving instructions to each of the mandali. 

By the 20th of December everything in the mast ashram was ready, but the nine disciples 

had not been able to secure masts from around the country in time. So to complete his work, Baba 

had masts from the neighboring districts brought to Mahabaleshwar. Along with them, a few mad 

and a few very old, needy middle-class men were brought. Thus the Mahabaleshwar ashram was 

divided into three sections — for the masts, the mad, and the poor — with each section having six 

members. Baba worked with these men for the next 40 days. 

The daily schedule was: At 6:00 A.M. the inmates would be served tea. Baba’s work began 

at 8:00 A.M. when, for an hour, he would bathe some, give a haircut and shave to others, change 

them into clean clothes, and so forth. He would then sit alone in a separate room with one of the 

masts. During this time, the mandali had to see that absolute silence was maintained as far as 

possible. At 11:00 A.M. Baba would personally serve lunch to the inmates, sitting on a low stool as 

he ladled out portions onto their plates. Ali Shah was called for the first three days and would 

always be fed separately an hour earlier. At 2:00 P.M. tea was served, and from 5:00 to 6:00 P.M., 

dinner. 

Don had always been profoundly impressed by Baba’s work with the masts — the way 

Baba selflessly kept himself occupied day and night, traveling under most difficult conditions, at 

times without food and water, hunting for these great souls. After his return from England in the 

fall of 1946, Don began thinking: “In the history of past advents of the Avatars, never has such 

work been recorded. It is something quite new for both the people of the East and the West. What 

Baba is doing in this age is unprecedented and unparalleled. If any of the past Avatars had done 

such work, history has not recorded it.”562 

One day in Niranjanpur Don voiced these thoughts to Baba: “Your work with the masts is 

so important, fascinating and significant, yet there is no record of it. If an account were compiled 

and written down, it would be most useful and interesting to future generations.” Baba conveyed 

that he would think about it. 

Two days later he came to the gardener’s hut where Don, Nilu, and Vishnu were resting. 

Baba remarked to Don, “Your suggestion about a book on masts is excellent. Why don’t you write 

it?” 

Don had not expected this. “Me? I'm no writer. I've never written a book. I'm not fit to 

write it.” 

But Baba assured him, “You are the only proper person to write it. I will help you.” Thus, 

Don was encouraged, and the book The Wayfarers was born. Baba began giving him explanations, 

detailing the various types of masts and explaining about them in general. Don wrote studiously 

and with devoted labor and attention to detail, collaborating with those who went on the mast tours 

with Baba. Years later, Don related about the book: 

So I did it [The Wayfarers], my aim being only to try to make a faithful record of Baba’s 

work with masts and others — his external and visible work, that is. His real inner work he would 

just not tell us about — but then why should he?563 

 
562 On one occasion, Baba mentioned that Ram, while in exile for fourteen years, did much work with masts 

in the jungles. Such God-intoxicated persons as masts always exist on earth, especially in the East, and 

during Avataric advents they are contacted by him.  

563 Typed note from W. Donkin to Bhau, 1969. 



As Age noted, “Baba’s mast work forms a singularly important part of his work in this 

advent. By contacting masts, Baba has shown the world that the Lord of the universe is also the 

slave of his true lovers, whom he allows to share in his work. And the statements of these 

intoxicated ‘witnesses’ to his Glory, recorded in The Wayfarers, are testaments to the reality of 

Meher Baba’s Avatarhood.” 

 

In Mahabaleshwar, Baidul was the manager of the mast ashram during the first two weeks 

of its functioning, and thereafter Kaka and Pappa Jessawala managed it together. Once, when 

Baidul was managing matters, an amusing confrontation took place between Kaka and him. Kaka 

brought a mast one day and, without asking Baidul’s permission, took a gunny sack to make the 

mast comfortable. This small incident immediately gave rise to a heated quarrel between Kaka and 

Baidul. Overhearing them argue, Baba called them, and in the presence of the other men asked 

Baidul what the ruckus was about. 

“I am the manager of the mast ashram and Kaka, without asking me, took a sack,” Baidul 

replied. 

Baba gestured to Kaka, “Why did you do this?” 

“It was lying unused,” Kaka said. 

Baidul interrupted, “It was not lying about. Kaka stole it for his mast. He is very careful 

with his masts, but not with mine.” 

“That is because your masts are not masts but mad persons!” Kaka taunted. 

“Your masts are mad!” shouted Baidul. “You think after all these years I cannot tell the 

difference between a mast and a madman? What do you take me for?” 

“What do I take you for? You too are mad!” 

There was an intense argument between them, and Baba encouraged both by slyly winking 

at Baidul, indicating that he was right and Kaka was wrong, and then winking at Kaka that he was 

right and Baidul was wrong. But the funniest part was that during this verbal battle, Baidul’s 

dentures kept falling out. He would put them back into his mouth and continue vilifying Kaka. 

Baba was highly amused by the scene, and when both began debating about which plane each one’s 

masts were on, Baba could hardly contain himself! 

“My masts are all on the fifth and sixth planes,” Baidul shouted. “You have brought only 

insane-wallas!” 

“Is that so?” Kaka hotly replied. “My masts are of the sixth and seventh plane! But how 

can an uneducated jungli Irani like yourself recognize their worth?” 

Baba was laughing and laughing and asked, “But how do you two know which plane your 

masts are on?” 

Both kept quiet, and Baba observed drily, “It is a matter of great honor and privilege for 

me that both you ‘Sadgurus’ are staying with me, as only a Sadguru can know which plane a mast 

is on!” 

This ended Kaka and Baidul’s argument — at least for that day. Baba really enjoyed their 

battles of wits, especially when Baidul’s dentures would fall out and he would quickly plop them 

back in so as not to lose the edge. 

 

The following men were among the genuine masts brought to the Mahabaleshwar ashram 

between December 1946 and January 1947: 

Dhondi Bua, who was a fifth-plane, child-like, jamali mast from Wai. 



Shah Saheb of Panchgani was a man who was struck by divine madness and only partly 

mast. Nevertheless, he appeared to feel deeply the importance of Baba and reflected it in his 

attitude. 

Vasudev Swami of Ale, with whom Baba had worked before, was a tiny old yogi who had 

been crippled doing certain occult or yogic practices. 

Kabir was the wild, subtle conscious mast who lived in the Hindu cremation grounds of 

Kurduwadi (near Pandharpur); his roar of laughter sounded like the cry of some wild beast. He was 

a forbidding character. (Baba had worked with him seven years before, at Meherabad.) 

Jumma of Baramati, 25 years old, was a mast from birth and was also jamali. He was silent 

most of the time, “utterly lost in his divine intoxication,” as Don described him in The Wayfarers. 

Pahlwan of Ahmednagar, in his mid-twenties, was a God-mad young man, very good 

natured, who had an exceptionally muscular physique. This explains his name, which means 

wrestler. 

Ali Shah was also brought back to the ashram in January 1947, for ten days of intense work. 

He was the purest of the jamali types, and Baba had done (and was still to do) an exceptional 

amount of spiritual work through him. 

Adi Sr. was to have brought Mohammed Mast on 5 January, but ended up taking him only 

as far as Poona. Babadas was keeping watch over Mohammed, but the mast somehow escaped in 

the night and Adi then came to Mahabaleshwar alone. (Adi’s niece Naggu was visiting and the next 

day Adi escorted her back to Bombay, where she was studying.) Dr. Ghani arrived on the 16th. Baba 

had written to him to come prepared to stay for good. 

One day in January, Eruch was sent to the village of Bhor to bring Bhorwala Baba to the 

ashram. As usual, Eruch told the thin, elderly Muslim mast that he wanted to take him to see his 

elder brother, but the mast, who was not fooled, corrected him, “You are not taking me to your 

elder brother, but to Meher Baba!” 

Bhorwala Baba declared, “Meher Baba has in him the whole universe. He is the Master of 

everyone, and he is within every disciple. He is this world, that which is above it, and that which is 

below it. He is in me and in everyone. He is the Saint of saints; he is Tajuddin Baba! In one glance, 

he sees the whole continent of India.” 

As soon as Eruch and the mast arrived in the ashram, Eruch told Baba what Bhorwala Baba 

had said. Because Baba for his own reasons never liked to work with a mast who recognized him, 

he decided not to meet Bhorwala, and gave instructions that he be taken back to Bhor the following 

morning. 

On Sunday, 19 January 1947, Baba directed Kaka and Eruch: “Bring 40 poor persons who 

are weak or disabled, who have three or four children each and who go without food frequently and 

are simply unable to pull on.” As a final touch to his work, Baba instructed that they be brought to 

the bungalow in four days. Eruch and Kaka went from village to village, selecting and gathering 

such persons. On the 23rd, Baba contacted each person alone, privately washing their feet and 

laying his head on their feet, and gave each Rs.15 and three sweet laddoos. 

Baba later explained to the mandali: “This is by no means a gift or charity. My contacting 

them and giving them prasad is so that these persons may enter the spiritual path in the next birth, 

and in this life rise in spirituality.” 

 

Finishing his work with the masts, the mad and the disabled, Baba disbanded the 

Mahabaleshwar mast ashram on 28 January 1947 and sent almost every mast or madman back. 

Only Shah Saheb was kept in Mahabaleshwar, as he was reluctant to go. 



Adi Sr. came to Mahabaleshwar that day. He had brought Sarosh’s sister-in-law Soona and 

her daughter Franey to Panchgani, and he then drove Baba to see them. Franey’s marriage with 

Baba’s brother Adi Jr. was discussed. 

On 1 February, Adi Sr. drove Baba again to Panchgani, where he met Meherjee and his 

family at the Bristol Hotel and gave them prasad. 

After the strenuous mast work, and before he began an extended seclusion, Baba wished 

for a change and so ordered Pappa to arrange accommodations for them in Mahad, a small nearby 

resort on the Savitri River. Baba took Mehera, Mani and some of the other women there for a few 

days. Pappa had rented the dak bungalow, and one day he prepared mutton pulao for Baba and the 

women, who enjoyed the delicious dish (compared to their usual plain rice and dal). 

When they returned to Mahabaleshwar, Sarosh arrived from Ahmednagar and saw Baba 

on the 5th of February. In Mahabaleshwar two days later, on the 7th, Baba retired into seclusion in 

a hut known as Hamam Khana Cottage in the compound of the Aga Khan’s palace. Baba remained 

in seclusion for 16 days. Throughout this seclusion, Baba did not sleep at his usual time, but gave 

Dr. Ghani the duty of reading the poetry of Hafiz to him during those hours. Ghani would start 

reading Hafiz’s ghazals in the late evening and stop at 4:00 A.M., when Baba would sleep until six 

o’clock. He only ate one meal a day. During the last week of his seclusion, Baba fasted on fruit 

juice. 

Meher Baba loved the poetry of Hafiz for, like no other, he said “it reveals the secrets of 

the spiritual path.” Hafiz did not actually write poetry, but recited his inspirations or sang them. 

Baba was familiar with the following well-known ghazals, which Hafiz recited the very night he 

became God-realized: 

Praise be to God, what wealth I possess tonight; 

For suddenly my Beloved came to me tonight. 

 

When I saw the Loved face, I made obeisance; 

By the grace of God, I am blissfully happy tonight. 

 

My ceaseless longing has achieved this union, 

I am reaping the reward of that longing tonight. 

 

My slumbering fortune has awakened at last; 

The most auspicious night of my life is tonight. 

 

My blood will write “Anal Haq" [I am the Truth] on the earth 

Even if I am crucified like Mansur. 

 

You [the Beloved] possess divine wealth, and I am the needy one; 

Give me the alms of your Glory, and make me blissful tonight. 

 

Hafiz has lost himself in this ecstasy 

Which he possesses tonight. 

This is the other poem Hafiz recited after he was made Realized by his Master, Attar: 

Last night before dawn 

I was given relief from all suffering, 

I was given the water of everlasting life. 

I drank from the divine goblet, 

 and I was overpowered by the glory of Divinity. 

 

What a supremely fortunate dawn it was, 

and what an auspicious night — 



 the night of Qadr when I was given the authority of Godhood.564 

As I swooned away with awe and wonder 

at the sight of the Loved Face, 

The true meaning of lat and manat was revealed to me.565 

 

If my longing is fulfilled, then I am in bliss. 

What wonder? For I received what I deserved! 

Henceforth, I see my Self reflected in the mirror of the Beloved; 

For in it, I see my Real Self. 

 

All this sweet music which pours forth from my pen 

Is the reward of my patience, and my quill has become a rod of sugar. 

Gabriel [the archangel] gave me the best of news: 

I was relieved from the tyranny of material existence. 

 

What a wondrous miracle it is to be the slave of the Master! 

I became the dust [of his feet], and he raised me to the Highest! 

The Master raised me to the state of Eternity — 

He verily gave me Eternal Life. 

 

The moment I fell into the snare of the tresses of the Beloved, 

The Master said, "You are relieved from all misery!" 

It was by the grace of my Master, 

 the good wishes of my fellow disciples 

that I was given Eternal Release. 

 

Rejoice, rejoice, and again rejoice, 

For Hafiz has realized the Divine Beloved! 

 

Pendu had gone to Mahabaleshwar and returned to Meherabad on 16 February. He 

described to Adi Sr. how Baba looked extremely “overworked in his seclusion and had pressure in 

his head,” similar to what he experienced at Angiras Rishi, although not as intense. 

Meanwhile Ali Shah was summoned back to Mahabaleshwar with Baidul on the 18th, and 

Baba worked with him in seclusion from 19 to 22 February. On one occasion, Ali Shah stood facing 

Baba and pronounced: “He will speak, he will speak! But when he will speak I do not know!” 

The work with Ali Shah was not accomplished successfully, according to Baba, so he ended 

his seclusion on 23 February (instead of the 28th) and sent Ali Shah back to Meherabad with Baidul 

on the 24th. After Baba’s seclusion, Krishna Nair was sent back to his home in South India for a 

few months. Chhagan took over his nightwatch duty. 

 

The British Prime Minister issued a white paper relating to Indian Independence, stating 

its plans to completely withdraw from the country by June and hand over power to any existing 

central government and state provinces. Baba commented to Eruch and Ghani, “The result will be 

that India will be divided into 56 parts! There will be long, drawn-out skirmishes between the 

different parties, which will last 156 years!” 

 

564 The night of Qadr (power) is the night that the Koran was first revealed to Muhammad. In Islam today, 

the festival of the night of Qadr is an occasion for vigil and prayer. 

565 Lat and manat were pagan idols in Mecca that the Arab and Hebrew tribes worshiped before 

Muhammad was recognized as "the Prophet sent from God" and established "Islam, the religion of the One 

God." 



At the beginning of March 1947, Baba sent this message to his lovers in America, conveyed 

by letter through Norina and Elizabeth: 

The world is now drawing very close to the great upheaval which must precede the 

breaking of my silence. This upheaval will entail great suffering to humanity, but this very 

suffering will work a profound change of heart, and will sweep the world clean for the new and 

vital phase that must follow. 

As a result of the progressively changing framework in India, I have to undergo certain 

periods of seclusion and carry out intense spiritual work by going around India. For this reason, I 

have decided to postpone my visit to America until 1948 and have called Norina and Elizabeth to 

India to discuss in detail the plans for my coming in 1948. 

I know how patiently many of you who have not seen me for several years have been 

awaiting a reunion, and I know there are also many devoted souls who are eagerly looking forward 

to meeting me for the first time. 

I want all of you dear ones to endure the extra period of separation with a courageous 

patience and, in spite of your disappointment, to continue and persevere in your present work and 

faith until I come. You must rest assured that I shall come, and should always remember that, in 

spite of this temporary separation from my physical presence, my real and infinite presence is 

eternally with you. 

Adi Sr., Babadas and Jal Rusi saw Baba at Mahabaleshwar at 2:00 P.M. on 1 March 1947. 

Manek D. Mehta and Burjor N. Mehta, 26, of Navsari, met Baba the next day at 1:30 p.m. Manek 

Mehta wished to construct a hall in Bombay dedicated to Baba, and Baba pledged to support it. 

On 3 March, Eruch brought a telegram that Banubai Confectioner, Kaka Baria’s sister, had 

expired in Bombay. Baba sent Adi Sr., Don and Kaka Baria to Poona, from where Sarosh drove 

Adi, Kaka and Pappa to Bombay for the funeral. Baba had often stayed at Banubai’s apartment on 

his many visits to Bombay over the years.566 

After ending his seclusion, Baba, with Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Kitty, departed on 

Thursday, 6 March 1947 for relaxation in the seaside town of Vengurla. Don drove them in a car, 

and they stayed at the dak bungalow there for four days. Vishnu was also with them. Baba permitted 

the women to bathe in the sea in the mornings, as he watched from the beach. In the evenings, they 

walked along the beach looking for attractive shells. One day Don beautifully sculpted Baba’s face 

in the sand, and Baba brought the women to see it. 

On 8 March, Don drove Baba in a car to contact masts. Among those whom Baba contacted 

was a high fifth-plane mast known as Lala, who lived in a dilapidated hut. The saintly old man 

dressed in tattered clothes and carried a long stick. After working with him that day, Baba and Don 

returned in the car the next day to see Lala, and they took the mast for a ride. The mast enjoyed it 

with the delight of a child, and Baba was pleased with the contact. 

Baba left Vengurla on the 11th, and went to Belgaum, where he stayed in the dak bungalow 

for two days. He and Don went out for mast contacts in Belgaum, also, and finding two Baba did 

his inner work with them. 

On 13 March, Baba traveled to Poona and stayed at Bindra House. The next morning, Eruch 

drove Baba and the women to Meherabad, where he stayed for six days. At night Baba slept on the 

hill, and during the daytime he worked at lower Meherabad. 

At the beginning of February 1947, finally consenting to the constant appeals and fervent 

desires of his devoted Madras lovers, Baba agreed to journey to Madras to give darshan for a few 

days. Baba had not given darshan there since 1934 — an absence of thirteen years. Adi Sr. was sent 

there in advance to chalk out Baba’s program, and he met Baba at Meherabad on the 14th to go over 

the arrangements. Sarosh and Adi Jr. saw Baba the same day. 

 
566 Later, Banubai’s jewelry was given to Meherjee and Nariman to dispose of and the proceeds given for 

Baba’s work. 



On 15 March, Adi Sr. drove Baba to Khushru Quarters, where Baba met Gulmai, Soona, 

Dinshaw and Franey, and then he visited Amir’s family’s house, from 6:15 p.m. until 8:00 P.M. 

Baba had dinner at Akbar Press the following evening. 

On the 17th and 19th, Baba took the women to a film at the Arangaon Military Cinema. 

On 18 March, Adi Sr. drove Baba, Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Mansari, Gulmai, Meheru 

(Jessawala) Damania and Viloo to Pimpalgaon and back. Meheru’s brother Mehlu met Baba that 

day to sort out a business dispute with his brother Falu. Ramjoo and Sarosh were also present. On 

the 19th, Baba flew kites and played cards and marbles with the Meherabad mandali, and on that 

same day Baba gave an interview to Goma Ganesh. 

Baba also instructed Pendu to raise a headstone over the dog Kippy’s grave, and also to 

have a gravestone made for Nadine Tolstoy. After meeting with all the men and women living 

under his order at Meherabad and in Ahmednagar, Baba returned to Mahabaleshwar, driven by 

Sarosh in his car on Thursday, 20 March. 

 

Baba and the mandali left Mahabaleshwar by car on the morning of Tuesday, 1 April 1947. 

They went to Poona, where they boarded the Madras Express train at 5:30 P.M. With Baba were 

Gulmai and fifteen men: Adi Sr., Baidul, Don, Eruch, Ghani, Gustadji, Jalbhai, Kaka Baria, Khak 

Saheb, Meherjee Karkaria, Nariman Dadachanji, Pappa, Pendu, Ramjoo and Sidhu. Bal Natu joined 

them at Kurduwadi; Gadekar and Limkar boarded the train at Sholapur 

Baba and the group arrived in Madras on the night of the 2nd. They were taken to the 

Aiyangar family’s house, Meher Bhavan, in Saidapet, where they were to stay. A large pandal had 

been erected opposite the house for the darshan programs. 

The first day was spent with the Aiyangar family and other close lovers, such as Mudaliar 

Vadivelu, who had helped with arrangements. Others included Manek Mehta of Bombay, who had 

come with about 40 (mostly female) members of his Jap Mandal, and Meherbai Merchant, her 

daughter Homai, Tehmina Umrigar and Dina Talati. From Nagpur, Dr. Deshmukh, Jal Kerawalla, 

Pankhraj, B. B. Kapse and Nana Kher had come. Daulat Singh had come from Kashmir. Minoo 

Kharas had brought his cousin from Karachi, Adi P. Dubash, 27, who was meeting Baba for the 

first time. 

Baba gave this message to the gathering: 

From all types of bondage — physical, mental, spiritual, social, political and moral — 

emancipation of man is possible sooner or later. But the redemption of mankind from its self-

imposed shackles of intellectual self-sufficiency and idealistic or religious inheritance is very 

different indeed, and the task, if ever attempted, is almost superhuman. 

The institution of slavery in the Middle Ages was already bad enough, but the 

irresponsible slavery of this industrial age of ours is worse. Emancipation of mankind from such 

types of physical and economic slavery is comparatively an easy affair. But the most cruel and 

destructive form of slavery is an intellectual bigotry of possessing the monopoly on Truth, 

exclusive of others. It is such types of people, when they happen to wield temporal power on earth, 

who hasten the downfall of a laboriously built civilization or the disintegration of a living religion. 

Intellect is, so to say, reserved by nature for man. One has to be a man to have intellect, 

but however keen and quick it may be, it will always be just one of the stepping stones to wisdom, 

inspiration, illumination, knowledge and realization of Truth, which is above all these. 

To keep playing on the stepping stone, however polished and shining it may be, is like 

sitting tight over an idle heap of hoarded wealth. 

Like everything else, intellect can also be used as much as misused or abused. The deeper 

the intelligence, the greater the responsibility for discrimination between essentials and 

nonessentials, service and disservice, going forward or backward. 

May you succeed in transcending the limitations of understanding and crossing into the 

domain of Real Knowledge, where nothing remains as unknown, unseen and unheard of; nay, 

everything becomes self-identified. 

My blessings to all. 



A large throng gathered at Meher Bhavan for Baba’s darshan on the night of 3 April. Two 

of the mandali were posted at the gate to instruct people not to touch Baba’s feet or bow to him, 

but simply to take his darshan from a distance with folded hands for a few seconds and leave 

without asking questions. Garlands and other offerings were to be placed on the floor. Since this 

was the first time Baba was giving darshan there in many years, there was naturally a great 

excitement. A specially decorated chair had been made for Baba, above which were five cobras 

(representing the mind), reminiscent of how Lord Vishnu is often portrayed.  

Babadas and Vibhuti had come to Madras in advance to publicize the event; but when Baba 

reached Madras, Vibhuti was not to be seen. There had been another heated quarrel between 

Babadas and Vibhuti, and Vibhuti had left. 

Baba gave this message to the congregation: 

What is wrong with the world today and with India in particular? Such, and allied, 

questions are bound to arise in thinking minds, but the answers are not altogether honest and 

straight. The diagnosis given and the remedies adopted have all been biased and one-sided; the 

whole situation stands hopelessly vague and undetermined. 

The crux of the situation lies in the correct understanding and reinterpreting of the ancient 

word “religion.” The West has very little of religion, and whenever we hear of it, it is subservient to 

politics, or at best a handmaid of material life. 

The East is suffering from an overdose of religion, and, consequently, it is desperately 

hankering for a material antidote thereto. Religion in the West is synonymous with scientific 

progress, which is destructive in its manifestation. In the East, and particularly in India, religion, 

instead of establishing the Kingdom of God on earth, has gone underground in the guise of crude 

ceremonies, rude rituals and dead dogmas. 

Instead of engendering the seeds of peace and plenty, the under-driven religion tries to 

shoot out communalism, fanaticism, nationalism and patriotism, which have become bywords for 

leadership and greatness, suffering and sanctity. In short, religion, as a living force, has become 

obsolete! The urgent need of today, to resuscitate religion, is to dig it out of its narrow and dark 

hidings and coverings, and let the spirit of man shine out once again in its pristine glory. 

The most practical thing to do in the world is to be spiritually-minded. It needs no special 

time, place or circumstances. It is not necessarily concerned with anything out of the way of 

anyone’s daily life and day-to-day routine. It is never too late or too early to be spiritual. It is just a 

simple question of having a right attitude of mind toward lasting values, changing circumstances, 

avoidable eventualities and a sense of the inevitable. 

Spirituality is neither restricted to, nor can it be restricted by, anyone or anything 

anywhere at any time. It covers all life for all time, yet it can very easily be achieved with selfless 

service and pure love that know no bondage and seek no boundaries. A mighty surge of this 

spirituality is about to sweep over the world … 

My blessings to you all. 

Although Baba did not meet the public during his stay in Madras, he did have interviews 

with his intimate lovers. One was with Nana Kher of Nagpur. A few years before, in 1945 at the 

Damania and Jessawala wedding in Ahmednagar, Nana had asked Baba about his own possible 

marriage, and Baba had informed him he would instruct him after two years. Now, in Madras, Baba 

broached the subject again, reassuring Nana, “If you want to marry, then marry. I give you my 

permission and blessings.” 

“I will do as you say,” Nana replied. 

“Have you ever committed any sexual act with anyone?” Baba asked. 

“Never!” Nana answered. 

“Then why don’t you marry me?” Baba advised. “If you have sexual thoughts, don’t worry; 

but do not put these thoughts into action.” 

Despite the ardent desire of his parents, Nana never did enter into wedlock and devoted 

himself entirely to Baba’s service. 

During this occasion, Baba highly praised Manek Mehta in front of his Bombay group. 

Three or four early lovers had also come from Bombay. One of them, Homai Merchant, was 



wondering, “Why is Baba praising Manek so much? He wears long hair and thinks he has become 

a guru himself, doing as he pleases!” 

But sometime later, Homai got the answer to her questions. The fact was, there were some 

genuine, sincere seekers among Manek’s group, and to make them taste the Master’s Wine, 

inducing them to enter the Wineshop was necessary. To draw them to him, Baba was praising 

Manek. With this eventual understanding, Homai grasped the underlying meaning of Baba’s work. 

Milicent Deakes had also come to Madras. She was on her way back to the Andaman 

Islands. She was granted an interview, but was reminded of Baba’s instructions not to touch him. 

After a long talk, she got up to leave: “As I came to his chair, Baba put out his hand and ran it down 

my right arm. There was a sudden shooting pain in my arm, as if I had been given an electric shock.” 

Milicent laughed and joked, “Well, Baba, that was quite as you wanted: I was not to touch 

you, but you didn’t say you wouldn’t touch me!”  

Baba spelled on the board: “I did it so that that hand would be blessed. You will have to 

write and sign documents with your right hand [related to her property]. I wish you to write and 

sign what is God’s will for you. The pain will soon pass.”  

 

During the programs at Madras, thousands filed past Baba after taking darshan. One man 

took darshan on the night of the 3rd and was about to walk away when Baba interrupted the flow 

and called him back. Baba spelled out to him, “I know you.” But none of the local lovers were 

acquainted with this gentleman. 

The next morning, Baba went for a drive with some of the mandali. He gave directions to 

the driver, as if he were a long-standing resident of the city. After a few minutes, they came to a 

building, where Baba stopped the car. He got out and climbed the stairs to the second floor, and 

knocked on a door. No one answered. Baba ordered the mandali to push the door open. 

Baba entered, and they saw the same man Baba had called back the day before at the 

darshan program. The room was the man’s prayer room. On the walls hung pictures of Ram, 

Krishna, Buddha and other past Avatars and saints. There was only one chair in the room, and Baba 

went straight to it and sat down. 

The man rose and went to Baba, sobbing and laying his head on his feet. The mandali 

watched, amazed. 

After he calmed down, the man narrated a remarkable story. For years, he had used this 

room as his place of offering devotions. He sincerely felt that if the Avatar were to take form again 

in this age, he would come and sit in this chair in his prayer room. No man had ever sat on it until 

Meher Baba came. He now knew for certain who Meher Baba was. 

Baba looked at the man with deep compassion and gestured, “Ask for anything.” 

The man replied, “I want shanti [eternal peace].” 

“Ask for anything but shanti,” Baba spelled out. 

The man repeated, “Shanti.” 

Baba again cautioned against asking for it, but the man shook his head and repeated his 

request. He put his head on Baba’s feet and wept bitterly. Baba placed his hand on the man’s head 

and gave him shanti. His soul found peace, and he dedicated his life to Baba. 

Later, Baba visited the homes of some of his devotees on that afternoon of Good Friday, 4 

April 1947. Harijans have suffered for centuries at the hands of the upper, ruling castes of India, 

and Baba gave this message to a group of Harijans and laborers. 

To believe today that birth and profession are necessarily the basis of any difference 

between man and man is to insist upon living in the past and remaining dead to the present. 

Cleanliness of mind and body, which is practical spirituality, has never been, and can never be, the 



monopoly of any one particular class or creed. It should be aspired to by everyone, and can be 

acquired by anyone — man or woman. 

To maintain this purity in the face of rising opposition from circumstances entails 

suffering. The spiritual status of any country or people on this globe is in direct proportion to its 

potentiality to suffer. Suffering should be intelligent and far-reaching. When a country or a people 

develop a spiritual outlook and life, it automatically raises its potentiality to suffer. India is 

primarily a land of spirituality. But the surface differences have, for a time, blurred its ultimate 

destiny. 

Selfishness, multiplied by population, results in wars, exploitation, persecution and 

poverty. Selflessness, multiplied by population, brings about peace and plenty. All the modern fads 

that are stalking the world today, in the guise of politics, economics, materialism, communalism, 

nationalism and socialism, have to be judged on the criteria of selfishness or selflessness. 

Whether you are religiously suppressed or politically oppressed, whether you are 

economically exploited or industrially sweated, the suffering that results should determine your 

spiritual claims and status. Man-made differences, like all other things made by man, take no time 

to change with the changing time. A great changeover is near at hand. Rights must be restored and 

will be restored, but responsibilities have also to be shouldered. 

It is, indeed, great to be a man, but it is far greater to be man to man. 

Irrespective of their birth labels and belief tables, my blessings to all those who feel 

themselves to be oppressed, depressed and suppressed from any cause whatsoever! 

After visiting different close ones at their homes that afternoon, Baba went to an institution 

for “fallen” and abused women and girls run by Sampath Aiyangar’s daughter, Lakshmi, where 

Lakshmi garlanded Baba with two gorgeous garlands of gold embroidery. Baba then left for another 

house visit to the Mudaliar residence, where his arti was performed. He then went to the Sun Theatre 

where a Telugu film based on the life of Saint Tyagaraja was shown.567 Baba stayed for a little 

while and then returned to Meher Bhavan. 

During the Madras darshan program, Baba had asked Don to write a description of the 

proceedings and send it to Will and Mary Backett in England. At the Mudaliar’s, as Baba was 

sitting on a gaadi listening to his arti, he twirled a small skein of cotton thread in his hands, and 

then handed it to Don and told him to enclose it with his letter. Baba had Don send it to Mary, who 

used to spin and weave her own cloth, along with instructions to hold the thread in her hands, and 

thereafter to keep it in a safe place and not to use it. 

Five minutes later, someone garlanded Baba with a garland of sandalwood chips and this, 

too, he gave to Don to send to Will and Mary, as well as the two garlands of gold embroidery 

offered by Lakshmi Aiyangar. Don wrote his description and packed the thread, and also carefully 

packed the garlands in a finely wrapped parcel, and sent them to the Backetts. The thread and 

garlands were to Will and Mary a message of Baba’s love for them, and they kissed them daily 

when they offered their prayers. By sending these two devout souls these precious, personal 

treasures — symbolically keeping them adorned like garlands around his neck forever — Baba sent 

his Unlimited treasure which, until their last breath, kept them alive in his love. 

After receiving this prasad, Will and Mary each sent Baba a letter expressing their gratitude 

and joy. With it were mingled their tears, which told the story of their love for their Beloved, and 

which only he could understand.568 

 

While in Madras, Baba rose at 5:30 A.M., took his breakfast of tea, cream and bread at 6:30, 

and then gave darshan from 8:00 to 10:30. After a short rest, at eleven o’clock he would eat a simple 

lunch of dal, rice and two vegetables, and at 2:30 would drink tea. Darshan was again given from 

 
567 Tyagaraja (1767–1847) was one of the greatest composers of Indian classical Carnatic music. He 

devoted his entire life to composing songs in praise of Lord Ram. 
568 Some years later (in 1952), after listening to Rano read out each of the Backett’s letters, Baba remarked, “I have 
tasted real love.” One of the garlands sent to the Backetts in 1947 is now preserved at Meher Baba’s house at Meher 

Center, Myrtle Beach. 



3:00 to 5:30, and dinner was served at six. In the evening from seven to nine, Baba was available 

to his close lovers and devotees. Thus he spent several days with every moment fully occupied, 

dispensing his blessing and radiant love to thousands. 

S. M. Fossil arranged for Baba to visit a local high school. For those students, local artists, 

social workers and those associated with Madras’ public institutions who were present, Baba gave 

the following message: 

Literacy is not education, and education is not culture — and all these cumulatively do 

not represent Gnan or Gnosis [Knowledge], which stands in a class by itself, independent of any 

concomitant factors. 

Illiteracy and ignorance invite exploitation. Literacy also becomes a willing tool in the 

hands of those who exploit. Education devoid of culture is inherently destructive, although it 

apparently simulates advancement and progress. 

Since all types and classes of people have claimed it for their political and material 

greatness, culture with them is a vague and indefinable something. But true culture is the result of 

spiritual values assimilated in life. 

The student world of India, therefore, while evolving morally and mentally, must keep 

before their mind’s eye the unfoldment and development of their intrinsic spiritual culture which, 

once developed, imparts life and beauty to all undertakings — educational, technical, industrial, 

social, moral and political — and gives a unifying effect to their differences. This is what is termed 

as the highest character for a nation or an individual. 

There is an unquestionable equality about all men in the flesh, yet no two men are alike. 

In spite of the one sun that shines upon the one world, the sunshine is not the same all over the 

world. Men are just the same everywhere, in their hopes and in their fears, yet at the moment, one is 

opposed to the other. 

Day by day, things are getting darker and darker; that by itself should make thinking 

people hasten their preparations to receive a sudden outburst of Light that will very soon dissipate 

all darkness. The cleaner the reflector, the more brilliant will be the reflection. 

Love for God, love for fellow-beings, love of service and love of sacrifices — in short, 

love in any shape and form — is the finest “give-and-take” in existence. Ultimately, it is love that 

will bring about the much-desired universal leveling of human beings all over the world, without 

necessarily disturbing the inherent diversities of details about mankind. 

It is infinitely better to hope for the best than to fear the worst. Time is as much made out 

of the nights as out of the days. The world is fast approaching a glorious dawn once again, in its 

inevitable course of ups and downs. 

My blessings to you all. 

One contact on 4 April 1947 was A. C. S. Chari, 43, an advocate of Madras. Chari had met 

Baba briefly in Nasik in 1932, and at that time Baba had given him a tall glass of hot milk as prasad. 

The next day Chari went to see Upasni Maharaj, who casually asked him, “Did you have any hot 

milk today?” Only years later did Chari realize the close connection between Maharaj and Baba, 

and remembered Maharaj’s “innocent,” casual query. 

Fifteen years later, at this meeting in Madras, Chari asked Baba to bless him to do Baba’s 

work better. Baba answered by spelling out on the alphabet board, “Try to get over lust and greed.” 

A tall, stoutly built man was among the crowd attending darshan at Meher Bhavan. He 

approached Baba for darshan, and Baba smiled exceptionally lovingly at him. The man neither 

asked for anything nor did Baba tell him anything. But Baba’s smile bound him for life, and 

revealed to him the way to freedom. This was none other than Dr. Thota Dhanapathy Rao Naidu, 

57, the man who would eventually spread Baba’s name across the southern state of Andhra Pradesh. 

Dr. Naidu had first heard of Baba in December 1941, when he read Purdom’s book The Perfect 
Master, and had been waiting to meet Baba for six long years. After the darshan, Dr. Naidu began 

disseminating Baba’s messages in Andhra, with the result that many workers came forward to share 

in the Master’s cause. 

Age recounts: “The fire of Baba’s smile spread throughout Andhra, earning it the 

distinction of having the greatest number of lovers and devotees in India — and probably the world. 

What power the Master’s smile held behind it! His pure smile had such sweetness within it; yet it 



also contained a fire which, while spreading laughter and joy, was at the same time creating lifelong 

pain!” 

On 4 April, the last day of his darshan in Madras, Baba called Minoo Kharas and Adi 

Dubash to him. They had been attending the programs during the day, and sleeping at the 

Theosophical Society at night. Baba ordered them to sleep at the men mandali’s quarters that night. 

They were thrilled to obey. Baba occupied a small room on the first floor, and the mandali a larger 

room connected to it. Minoo and Adi slept on the floor with the men, and then traveled with Baba 

by train to Bombay the next day. 

Prior to his departure on Saturday, 5 April 1947, Baba gave this farewell message to his 

Madras devotees: 

To the disciples and devotees of Madras and surroundings, my message to them can 

befittingly be epitomized in one supremely sweet word: LOVE. 

Love, as you all know, is dynamic in action and contagious in effect. It is only the 

spiritually alive and enlightened who can appreciably feel or experience the true significance of the 

ancient adage “Love begets love,” which is so cheaply bandied about by religious preachers and 

moral philosophers. 

In the world of today — particularly India — it has become quite a fashion to sermonize 

on the sacred word “Love” — a subterfuge which barely hides the ulterior motive and meaning. It 

makes a world of difference when the Incarnation of Love utters that word. It at once springs into 

life, action — spiritual and dynamic. 

Love means suffering and pain for oneself, and happiness for others. To the giver, it is 

suffering without malice or hatred. To the receiver, it is a blessing without obligation. 

I am always with you; still, I have been very happy for these few days that you have been 

with me. You may feel that I am now going away, but you should never find that I have gone away. 

It is for you to hold on to me now and forever. On my part, I and my love will never leave you — 

here or hereafter. 

May you be aware of it deeper and deeper, from day to day. My blessings to you all. 

Baba then boarded the train and left Madras for Poona. Between 12,000 to 15,000 people 

had taken his darshan during the previous two days. 

 

Meherjee thought Baba would as usual travel in a third-class compartment, which was 

always overcrowded and would make the long journey particularly uncomfortable in the intense 

summer weather. He asked Baba if he could reserve a clean, first-class, air-conditioned 

compartment for him and the mandali, and after much persuasion, Baba had relented. Baba sat in 

the cool compartment for a while, and then asked Eruch, “Don’t you feel cold in here? I feel very 

chilly.” The mandali were enjoying the journey for a change, but they asked Baba what he wanted. 

He instructed, “Go and tell the conductor to turn the air conditioning down a bit. Otherwise, you 

will all catch colds.” 

So Eruch approached the conductor, but the conductor replied, “Nothing can be done about 

it. It is on automatic; the temperature cannot be adjusted manually.” 

Eruch returned and informed Baba, who asked, “Can’t they turn it off? Quick, go tell him 

to turn it off.” 

Eruch left, and the conductor turned the air conditioning off. Because the compartment was 

air-conditioned, it was airtight, without any external vents, fans or operable windows. It was the 

month of April, and the heat became intense. Without the air conditioning, the compartment soon 

turned into an oven! 

Eruch felt so uncomfortable that he took off his clothes. The air was so stifling that 

everyone felt as though they were about to suffocate. Baba, on the other hand, was quite 

comfortable, and did not seem in the least affected. 

Eruch thought: “Compared to this, third class is much better. At least it is airy.” 



Meherjee had purchased first-class tickets for Baba’s comfort, but now he regretted doing 

so as the “comfort” turned into the severest discomfort imaginable. Thereafter, no one ever 

mentioned air conditioning to Baba again. 

Despite having many wealthy lovers, no one could do anything to ease Baba’s discomfort. 

For his mast work, Baba would always journey by third class day and night, also trudging mile after 

mile on foot in the heat or rain, and often getting covered with dirt, sand and mud. But the Master’s 

mast work was his greatest work, and such discomforts were his secret joy; and the mandali who 

happened to be with him had the opportunity of learning how to enjoy comfort through discomfort. 

During the train ride, at two in the afternoon, Baba gave the following explanation for an 

hour. Jalbhai read the alphabet board, as Baba dictated: 

God has experienced three states of consciousness: Forgetfulness, Helplessness and All-

powerfulness. 

In the state of Forgetfulness, God, unconscious of His infinite power, bliss and existence, 

was perfectly at peace. This state can well be compared with the sound sleep state enjoyed by a 

person. It is a state of oblivion. 

In the state of Helplessness, God, being unconscious of His infinite nature, experiences 

helplessness. He is worried and vexed. He finds no peace. He seeks forgetfulness because of His 

great anxieties and calamities. He even takes to drinking. Why? He wants to forget himself. The 

first experience of forgetfulness has such an effect that now in this state of helplessness, oblivion 

becomes His second nature. 

If an ordinary man did not sleep for a month, he would either go insane or there would be 

a serious breakdown in his nervous system. Thus man tries to restore his state of forgetfulness 

through sleep. But here [while asleep] he does not forget himself consciously, but unconsciously. 

The state of helplessness increases day by day, and when it becomes limitless 

helplessness, it is turned into All-powerfulness. Here God consciously forgets Himself as the 

limited individuality and experiences infinite existence, power and bliss. This is All-powerfulness. 

 

From Poona, Sarosh’s driver Ismail drove Baba to Mahabaleshwar on Easter Sunday, 6 

April 1947, at 6:30 in the evening. 

In March, before going to Madras, Baba had informed the mandali of the next phase of his 

seclusion work: “I want to work in the forts connected with Shivaji; arrangements should be made 

for this.” Locations had been scouted out and their facilities reported to Baba. 

On 8 April, Sarosh came to Mahabaleshwar in his car and drove Baba, Eruch, Gustadji and 

a servant named Mohammed to Poona, where they spent the night at Bindra House. The next 

morning they left for Purandhar, a fortress on a hill 24 miles from Poona. Baidul brought the mast 

Ali Shah from Ahmednagar on the 10th, and Pendu and Sidhu came from Meherabad, as instructed. 

Baba remained at Purandhar for ten days. He worked with Ali Shah for three hours daily 

and sat alone in seclusion in the fort for an hour each day. Pendu, Eruch, Sidhu and Baidul kept 

watch on all four sides to ensure that not the least noise or disturbance occurred during Baba’s 

work. 

After Baba would come out of seclusion, Sidhu would entertain him by singing ghazals 

with exaggerated gestures and expressions. Baba enjoyed it and remarked, “His pantomimes lessen 

my burden!” 

One day when Sidhu was on watch, a local boy named Shelke brought a letter from the 

post office. Baba signaled to the boy to come inside his room. He dictated to him for a few minutes, 

using the alphabet board, before sending him away. Baba then sent for Sidhu, whom he upbraided: 

“You were ordered not to allow anyone to enter my room. Why did you permit Shelke to come 

inside?” 

“Baba, you yourself called him in,” Sidhu pointed out. 



“This won’t do! Don’t make excuses,” Baba scolded. “You are at fault, and there is only 

one way you can be forgiven. I will bow down to you.” Baba laid his head on Sidhu’s feet and thus 

forgave him. What the purpose of this divine pretext was, no one has any real idea. Baba had his 

own particular reason for bowing down to Sidhu, and to bring it about, any pretense was sufficient. 

On 18 April 1947, eighteen poor people from a nearby village were brought up the hill. 

Baba washed the feet of each person, bowed to them and handed them each ten rupees. 

The weather was terrible during Baba’s seclusion on the hill at Purandhar. It rained 

continuously with fierce winds due to a cyclone which was lashing the west coast of India 

concurrently with Baba’s seclusion. On the 19th, Baba, with the mandali, the mast Ali Shah and 

two boys, departed Purandhar at noon for Udtara (near Satara), staying for one night in the dak 

bungalow there.569 Sarosh, Ramjoo and Adi Sr. came there to discuss Mehlu and Falu’s future plans 

with Baba. 

The next day, Sarosh rented Dhun Cottage in Satara, and Baba and everyone moved there. 

During the five-day stay in Dhun Cottage, Baba visited one of Shivaji’s forts, Ajinkya Tara, two 

times, where he worked with Ali Shah. Baba visited another fort connected with Shivaji in the area, 

where he again sat secluded with Ali Shah. 

On 24 April, Padri was called from Meherabad and Pendu was sent back. Padri, Baidul and 

Eruch kept strict watch whenever Baba worked with Ali Shah. 

Two days later, on the 26th, Baba and the group left Satara for Mahabaleshwar, where Baba 

resumed his mast work. Baidul would venture out, locate masts and bring them to the Aga Khan 

Palace, where Baba worked with them. 

Adi Sr. came to see Baba on the 30th in a specially arranged bus from Poona. With him 

were the Jessawala family and, from Bombay, Nariman, Kaka Baria and Ali Akbar (Aloba). 

Everyone, except the Jessawalas, returned the same day. 

On Tuesday, 6 May 1947, Baba again went to Purandhar, this time with Mehera, Mani and 

Meheru. Don and Pappa accompanied them, and Eruch and Nilu arrived later, as did Eruch’s sisters 

and Gaimai. Baba showed the women the Purandhar Fort and the place where he had sat in 

seclusion. He returned to Mahabaleshwar on the 8th. 

Two days later, on the 10th, Adi Sr. was called to Mahabaleshwar with Vishnu, Nilu, Eruch, 

Jalbhai and his niece Gulnar. After lunch on Sunday, 11 May, Baba left again by car with Adi, 

Eruch and Jalbhai for mast work. He visited Satara, Kolhapur, Belgaum, Nipani and other towns, 

and at each place contacted various masts. Baba also went to see a bungalow in Satara, since he 

intended to shift his headquarters there in the near future. Sarosh met them there on the 11th and 

arranged to rent it. Soon after, they left for Belgaum, where Vishwanath Haldankar had been 

instructed to look for bungalows. Baba returned to Mahabaleshwar on the 16th. Pendu was ordered 

to bring furniture to Satara from Meherabad, and did so two days later. 

Meanwhile, in Baba’s absence, Upper Meherabad had been vandalized. A gang of thieves 

had broken into the Dome (the Tomb), displaced files, books and Baba’s mattress, and had also 

broken into his Tin Cabin. Baba sent Pendu a letter on 20 May, ordering him to increase the number 

of night watchmen on the hill and added, “If anything again happens on the hill, Meherabad will 

be doomed!” 

 

 

569 Udtara is where, nine years later, Baba was severely injured in an automobile accident in 1956.  



Dr. Ghani was staying with Baba in Mahabaleshwar. He was joking with Baba on 22 May 

1947 and, when he said something in a lighter vein about Baba, Baba at once composed this rhyme 

about himself, titled later “Baba is Fire!”: 

When you feel cold 

And sit near the fire, 

It drives out your cold 

And makes you perspire. 

 

When you feel hungry 

And cook on the fire, 

It gives you your food 

For which you aspire. 

 

But if you, like a fool, 

Try to play with the fire, 

It may burn you so badly 

That would make hell admire. 

Over the years, much that Baba revealed about spirituality is owed to Dr. Ghani. It was 

because of Ghani that so many interesting explanations came from the Master. Whenever Ghani 

was eager to hear a discourse or explanation from Baba, he would say something in jest, or 

somewhat sarcastically, to goad Baba into giving a talk — producing such gems as the poem above. 

Ghani’s nephew, Sheikh Abdul Rashid, sixteen, had met Baba when Baba was visiting 

Lonavla in 1938. Rashid’s mother died in 1947, and Ghani informed Baba, who called the boy to 

Mahabaleshwar to discuss his future. Baba took the young man under his wing and Rashid was sent 

to live at Meherabad, where he remained for two years under Baba’s personal supervision and in 

intimate contact with the mandali. 

 

 

Chapter 18: FINAL MAST WORK: Prelude To Thunder 

 

Diwan Bahadur Motilal Mutha’s bungalow in Satara had been rented for Baba and the 

women mandali. Bhurke’s Bungalow was acquired for the men; Rosewood bungalow for the masts; 

and Rajguru Bungalow for Don and Ghani. Baba arrived in Satara on Sunday, 25 May 1947. 

Don began writing his book The Wayfarers in Satara, after collecting much information, 

and Dr. Ghani was engaged in elaborating points given by Baba to appear in another publication.570 

Among the women with Baba at this time were: Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Naja, Rano, Kitty, 

Katie, Khorshed, Soonamasi and Indu Haldankar. Among the men mandali were: Baidul, Don, 

Eruch, Ghani, Gustadji, Kaka, Nilu, Vishnu and Krishna Nair, who rejoined Baba in Satara. The 

rest of the mandali were staying at Meherabad. Baba would sometimes call Padri, Pendu and Adi 

Sr. to Satara for work, as well as others. 

Baba had sent instructions to several disciples to bring masts from various parts of India; 

however, as in the case of the Mahabaleshwar ashram, not one could be found and brought in time. 

Therefore, on 27 May, Sidhu and Kalemama were told to bring Ali Shah to Satara, and they arrived 

the next day driven by Sarosh. 

Kaka Baria arrived on 1 June, as did Adi Sr. and Gulmai, who was to stay with the women 

in Satara for some weeks. Baba had been waiting for Adi since ten that morning. Baba told Sidhu 

that the instant they arrived he should immediately send Adi to him. They came at 2:00 P.M., and, 

 
570 The points later appeared in the supplement of God Speaks. 



as soon as Sidhu saw Adi, he delivered Baba’s message. But Adi was hungry and, instead of going 

to Baba, he sat down to have lunch. At that moment, Baba appeared and blamed Sidhu. 

Sidhu insisted he had given Adi the message, so Baba retorted, “Why didn’t you catch the 

pig and bring him to me?” 

While Baba was reprimanding Sidhu, Adi calmly continued his meal. Turning to him, Baba 

asked, “Why are you eating like a pig?” Without replying, Adi went on eating. Baba ordered, 

“Throw your plate away.” Adi did it. “Smash it.” This too Adi did. 

Baba then asked, “Why did you break the plate?” 

“You told me to,” Adi snapped. 

“When you're obeying me now, why didn’t you obey in the beginning and come to me at 

once?” 

“Forgive me, I was so hungry,” Adi said. “I was starving!” Baba broke into a smile and 

gestured to Adi to finish his meal. 

 

On Sunday, 3 June 1947, Baidul succeeded in bringing the great seventh-plane majzoob, 

Chacha, to Satara. Upon his arrival, Baba was very happy and remarked, “Chacha alone is worth 

100 masts!” 

It is a marvelous tale how Baidul managed to bring Chacha from Ajmer, where the majzoob 

had hundreds of devotees of his own who would never allow him to leave. At the end of May, 

Baidul had gone to Ajmer to try to coax the majzoob to come with him, but had no luck. A 

pilgrimage festival was being held at the time near Mu'inuddin Chishti’s tomb, and many devotees 

had gone to attend it, leaving Chacha relatively alone. On the night of 31 May, after hours of 

ineffectual pleading, Baidul grasped the majzoob’s hand to lead him away, and to his surprise, 

Chacha rose and followed. They climbed into a tonga, but to avoid being recognized, Baidul later 

hired a taxi to drive them 30 miles away to an out-of-the-way station, where they boarded a train 

for Bombay. Had he taken the majzoob to the Ajmer station, the local people would have 

recognized Chacha and prevented Baidul from spiriting him away. From Poona, they journeyed by 

bus. 

In Satara, Baba began working separately with Chacha and Ali Shah, always alone in 

seclusion, for fixed hours every day. He would feed and care for both of them by himself, and spend 

most of the day with these two great souls. 

Chacha loved to drink tea, and to satisfy his whim, a large kettle was always kept brewing. 

One day Baba gave Chacha a cup of tea. Chacha took a little, spilled half on himself, and gave the 

rest to Baba to drink. Baba drank it and Chacha called for more tea. Another cup was brought, 

which he touched to his lips, and then gave to Baba to consume — and again he asked for more. 

He did this several times, and each time Baba placated him by accepting the brew. But 

Chacha kept saying, “Cha, cha,” so Baba began offering him empty cups. Chacha would touch 

each cup to his lips and hand it back to Baba, who would pretend to drink tea. This went on for 

over an hour. 

As a divine majzoob, Chacha was completely devoid of normal human consciousness. He 

had achieved Godhood — Infinite Consciousness — and was dead to his body and the world. 

However, as much as Baba tried to persuade him, Chacha refused to allow himself to be 

bathed in Satara. Only after weeks did Baba convince him to allow his filthy clothes to be removed 

and new ones put on him. Baba explained: “The clothes and odds and ends that a mast keeps by 

him, or on his person, have some inner significance. It is for this reason they cling so obstinately to 

them.” 



Baba’s work with the masts was, more often than not, physically exhausting. After sitting 

for an hour or two with Chacha, Baba would emerge from the tiny room, his face pale and tired, 

his clothes drenched in perspiration. 

Besides Ali Shah and Chacha, Minoo Kharas brought three masts from Karachi to Satara 

on Friday, 13 June 1947. They were not particularly outstanding, and Baba kept them for only two 

days. He bathed and fed them, and then sent them back with Minoo on the evening of the 14th. 

Deshmukh was also in Satara for a visit at this time. 

 

Now that the war had ended, instead of himself journeying to the West, Baba had called 

certain of his Western lovers back to India. He was anxious that Pendu finish the work of Nadine 

Tolstoy’s tomb before Norina and Elizabeth arrived. Even after her worldly departure, Nadine was 

still being remembered by her Beloved! On 13 June, Baba sent a letter to Pendu to have these words 

carved on her headstone: 

Nadine Tolstoy, her happiness was Baba. 

Dr. Goher had been an occasional visitor, but she joined the ashram permanently on 19 

June. Adi Sr., Meherjee and Nariman all had interviews that day with Baba. 

Meanwhile, throughout the entire month of June, Baba continued to work with Chacha and 

Ali Shah. Manek Mehta was granted an interview on the 25th. He complained about Baba’s mandali 

not being cooperative with him in his plans for developing his Bombay group. Baba explained to 

him, “My mandali may have their weaknesses, but fundamentally they are prepared to obey me 100 

percent. Eruch, for example, if ordered, would even go and kill his father. The members of your 

mandali are ill-prepared to obey me implicitly. I am more concerned with your obedience and faith 

than in that of your Jap Mandal.” 

On Thursday, 10 July 1947, having finished his work of 40 days with Chacha, Baba sent 

him back to Ajmer with Baidul. Pendu, Adi Sr. and Waman Padale had come to Satara to receive 

instructions from Baba.571 Baidul and the majzoob rode with them to Poona (Chacha vomiting the 

entire way) and then to Bombay, where Baidul and Chacha boarded a train for Ajmer. 

According to Baba’s instructions in 1947, the 22nd anniversary of his silence was observed 

by his lovers throughout the world by fasting for 24 hours. They fasted from 7:00 A.M. on the 10th 

of July to 7:00 A.M. of the 11th, taking only tea twice during that period, and thus remembering the 

Master all the more that day. But the one who perhaps remembered Baba the most intensely was 

Ramjoo. It was difficult for him to skip a meal, much less fast an entire day, and he was very 

agitated that Silence Day in Satara. On the morning of the 11th, he was already standing with his 

plate in his hand at 6:30 A.M. counting every minute. And at seven o’clock, before putting the first 

morsel of food in his mouth, Ramjoo prayed to Baba: “Never make us fast again.” 

Norina and Elizabeth landed in Bombay from America on 12 July 1947 on a TWA flight. 

Elizabeth had brought the dog Foundy back to India. She had also purchased and shipped two 

American DeSotos for Baba’s use. Adi and Pendu drove the two women to Satara on 13 July 1947, 

arriving that afternoon. They were allowed to meet Baba for only two minutes. Baba kept them in 

a separate bungalow named Jal Villa. Goher was told to stay with them, as prior to coming, Norina 

had been seriously ill with a heart condition; in fact, her doctor had advised her not to travel to 

India. 

Kaka would cook special food for them, and they were allowed to see Baba in the evening, 

but again only for a short time. Norina felt sad about this, as they had been separated from Baba 

for the past six years. Both women had been close to him in the ashrams, but now Baba was keeping 

them at a distance. In addition, Norina’s “thought-transmissions” from Baba (given during her 

 
571 Waman Padale was a young man employed to assist Adi in his office work and in driving. 



public lectures) had ended some time ago, leaving her depressed. Norina was uneasy, thinking: 

“Though we are near Baba, we are kept far away. Perhaps with all our worries and troubles brought 

with us from the West, Baba is keeping us in spiritual quarantine!” 

But, as Age explains, “Norina did not know that by keeping her at a distance, Baba was 

drawing her nearer to him. There is no Union without separation, and this time Baba let Norina 

experience the pangs of separation while remaining near him. Pilgrims of this Path must writhe in 

agony; the more the Beloved makes them restless, the more he showers on them his mercy. This 

seeming cruelty is a sign of his mercy, and only those who are able to bear it are fit to stay near 

him.” 

Elizabeth wrote on 17 July 1947 to Darwin Shaw and John Bass, then in Myrtle Beach: 

Today Baba went over the maps, pictures and data about Myrtle Beach ... Baba is 

definitely coming in the near future, so take care of Myrtle Beach properties as you would take care 

of Baba, and work hard to get rid of mosquitoes. 

 

After Norina and Elizabeth had returned to America in 1941, they had energetically begun 

the work of establishing the Myrtle Beach Center and spreading Meher Baba’s name. Before 

leaving America, Norina had asked Filis Frederick whether she had any message for Baba. “Ask 

him if I can come to India,” Filis had said. For two weeks, Baba kept asking everyone whether he 

should call Filis, but in the end he said he would send for her “later.” 

Some months later (on 14 February 1948), Baba dictated this message to Don for Filis: 

“No sense of sacrifice should be too great for the spiritual ideal, and no ideal of this supreme nature, 

in its various aspects, was realized without sacrifice.” 

During the daytime at Mutha’s Bungalow (the women’s quarters), Soonamasi was keeping 

watch by sitting on the verandah. Rano would relieve her during meal times. One afternoon when 

Rano was on watch, a man passed by the house singing. Baba clapped and, when Rano went to 

him, he asked, “Where is that sound coming from?” 

“Someone is walking on the road singing,” she replied. 

“Why didn’t you stop him?” Baba asked. 

“How could I? He was on the road.” 

“Even if he were in the sky, you should have stopped him!” Baba reprimanded. “Your duty 

is to see that there is no noise at all.” 

Rano could only apologize and promise not to let it happen again. 

One day Baba handed an empty tin to Khorshed, who asked what she was to do with it. 

Baba replied, “Keep it with you; it will be useful someday.” 

Khorshed could not understand how it could be useful, but Baba did not say anything more. 

A few days later, Baba assembled all the women before him and dictated, “I want to divide you 

into groups again. One group will stay at Pimpalgaon, another at Meherabad. 

“The Meherabad group will be subdivided: In one group will be Khorshed and Soonamasi; 

in another Kitty, Rano, Naja and Katie; in the third Soltoon and Dowla; and in the fourth Mansari, 

Jerbai and the Fatties [Jalu, Gulu and Meheru Dastur]. Every group will have separate cooking 

arrangements. Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Walu will stay at Pimpalgaon.” 

Khorshed then understood that the empty tin Baba had handed her was meant to store 

foodstuffs now that she would be cooking again, and so she cherished it and kept it in a safe place. 

There was a hidden reason behind Baba’s dividing the women at this time — and probably 

behind his recent work with Chacha, also. The country was about to be partitioned into two parts 

— India and Pakistan — and violence and civil chaos was breaking out everywhere in India. When 



the government’s plan for partition was announced, Baba snorted in disgust and remarked, “Two 

parts — it will be [divided into] 56!” 

 

Ali Shah was an exceptionally pure jamali mast, with a gentle and mild temperament. 

However, toward the middle of July 1947, the mast started to express an unusually bad temper and 

ill mood, and so it became difficult for Baba to work with him. On 14 July, Baba sent him back to 

Ahmednagar with Pendu and Adi Sr. Ali Shah subsequently was brought to Meherabad, where 

Baidul began looking after him. With Ali Shah’s departure, the Satara mast ashram came to an end. 

Baba was to have begun fasting for an extended period from 10 July, but because Norina 

was to come, he postponed this. Now that she had arrived, Baba began fasting on Monday, 21 July 

1947, for eleven days. Norina was put on silence for 40 days, ostensibly so that she could rest and 

improve her health. 

On 22 July, Jalbhai brought a qawaal from Poona, who sang before Baba. At first, the 

singer was hired to sing before Baba every day for a month. But after two days, Baba remarked that 

because of his present fast, it was too difficult for him to bear the strain of listening to the qawaal 

— something he normally loved. The singer was therefore sent back to Poona. 

On Friday, 25 July 1947, a family of Parsis from Panchgani was allowed to meet Baba. 

Tehmuras and Meherbai Satarawala had known of Baba since the days when he first occupied the 

Panchgani Cave in Tiger Valley in 1930, but this was their first meeting. They brought their son 

Kohiyar, 28, and his wife Rati, 22. The entire Satarawala family became dedicated to Baba. 

A week later, on Friday, 1 August, Baba broke his fast. Two days later, Ali Shah was called 

back to Satara, and Baba worked with him for six days, until the 9th. 

During this phase of work with Ali Shah, Baba called Eruch and asked him to write on the 

wall: “The month of February [1948] will be eventful,” but Baba did not explain what would 

happen. 

 

On Saturday, 9 August 1947, Baba, accompanied by Eruch and Jalbhai, left Satara for 

Poona, driven by Adi Sr. in his Chevrolet. Baba ate at Bindra House and slept at Baba House, Eruch 

on watch near him. He had trouble sleeping and woke at 3:00 A.M. and walked with Eruch to Bindra 

House, where Baba washed and had breakfast. Along the way, Baba reminisced, pointing out to 

Eruch places from his childhood, such as the spot near his father’s teashop where he had almost 

been trampled by a herd of buffaloes, the location of the Cosmopolitan Club, and where he had sat 

with Babajan. 

It was Khordad Sal (Zoroaster’s birthday), and Meherjee, Nariman, Ghani, his son-in-law, 

Vishnu and his cousin Sushila all met Baba at Bindra House. Baidul had taken Ali Shah back to 

Meherabad and joined them in Poona that day. From there, Baba embarked on a very strenuous 5-

day mast trip, visiting the towns of Sangamner, Kopargaon, Aurangabad, Yeola, Jalna, Hyderabad, 

Sholapur, Barsi and other places for mast work — much of it in pouring rain. 

They didn’t reach Aurangabad until midnight on the 10th. Baba slept at the home of Adi 

Sr.’s sister Piroja and her husband Dr. Krishna V. Ranade. Gulmai had also come. Starting the next 

morning, Baba began a partial fast — one cup of tea at 6:00 A.M. and then no water or food until 

6:00 P.M. — despite being on the move continually during the day hunting for masts. 

This was also a time of very tense political crises in the country in relation to the coming 

Partition. In Aurangabad on 11 August, in view of the unrest rapidly spreading throughout the 

country, Baba dictated this message, which he instructed Adi to have printed and sent to his 

followers: 

Meher Baba desires all his disciples and devotees, irrespective of caste and creed, to 

continue to stay, work and live in territories wherever they may happen to be settled down, be it in 



India, Pakistan or any of the [native] states, and enjoins upon them all to remain loyal and faithful 

citizens of the government to which they belong. 

The next day they drove 425 miles to various towns and out-of-the-way places. Baba 

worked for 19 hours at a stretch and he did not rest until they reached a small dak bungalow twelve 

miles from Zahirabad at 1:00 A.M. Even then, Baba could not sleep, as Adi described in his diary: 

[We are all] very tired. Baba’s fast has an effect on his stamina. Baba sleeps in a room 

and we all on the verandah. He keeps on waking Eruch and me often; he is very restless and 

complains of having heart pain or cramp, and half of the left side becoming paralyzed. 

Their next stop was Hyderabad, where seven masts were contacted on the 13th. Adi found 

this visit significant: 

This particular visit [to Hyderabad] undertaken to contact masts at a most momentous 

time in the history of Hyderabad State, seems to have a bearing upon the future political life of that 

state … Hyderabad today is the smoldering fire of the whole India and Pakistan political problem, 

and no one knows what its future life will be in its present choice of remaining an independent 

state. This is probably the most opportune time seen by Baba to visit the place and through the 

spiritual mast contacts by physical means set on a fixed future for the working out of its future 

destiny. 

Baba did not sleep at all on the 14th and was feeling drowsy on their way from Barsi to 

Poona. They pulled over and stopped at a dak bungalow at Temburni, where Baba lay down to rest. 

But after some time, Baidul made a noise when he rested his feet on a teapoy, and Baba became 

greatly annoyed. 

On Friday, 15 August 1947, India was formally partitioned into two parts. Lord 

Mountbatten became Governor General of India, and Muhammad Ali Jinnah, Governor of Pakistan. 

Baba’s recent message was particularly important since, for the next six weeks, violent riots and 

mass slaughter between Hindus and Muslims took place, culminating in the loss of hundreds of 

thousands of lives and causing one of the largest migrations in history, as 800,000 people fled from 

Pakistan and poured into India. 

Baba reached Poona on the 15th. At Bindra House, Pappa was a bit disgruntled that the 

British were leaving India, because he did not have confidence in the administrative abilities of his 

fellow Indians. Baba told him that it was a day to celebrate and made him hoist the new Indian tri-

color flag from the house. Baba had Beheram do the same at Baba House. 

Baba slept again at Baba House that night, with Eruch near him. But he could not sleep and 

walked to Bindra House at 2:00 A.M. Nariman, Meherjee, Sarosh, Pendu, Sadashiv Patil and Vithal 

Bhokre met him there that morning. 

 

Baba returned to Satara at noon on 16 August, with Eruch and Jalbhai, and began discussing 

plans to move back to Meherabad. Many in Satara were eager for the Master’s darshan, which he 

allowed on Sunday, 24 August 1947. From three until seven in the evening at Jal Villa, nearly 500 

people came for Baba’s darshan as bhajans were sung. Adi Sr., Meherjee and Nariman came from 

Bombay. Gadekar and other close Poona lovers were also present. 

Baba and the women left Satara for Meherabad in three cars on the 27th. In Elizabeth’s 

DeSoto were Baba, Kaka, Elizabeth, Norina, Mehera, Mani and Meheru. In Adi’s car were Kitty, 

Naja, Rano and a servant. In Sarosh’s Chevrolet, driven by Don, were Katie, Khorshed and the rest 

of the women. The men followed with the luggage in four trucks (sent by Sarosh). When all arrived, 

the atmosphere at Meherabad returned to its former joyful glory after months of separation from 

the Master. The women stayed together on the hill, and Norina’s heart, which had been weeping 

until then, brightened into a smile. 



Baba remained in the small cottage in lower Meherabad that had been built for Kaikobad, 

and in which Baba had previously stayed in seclusion, prior to leaving for Dehra Dun a year and a 

half before. 

On 28 August at 7:30 A.M. Adi Sr. drove Baba, Mehera, Mani, Kaka Baria and Padri to 

Pimpalgaon to inspect the work being done there. Sarosh and Mahiboob, the mason, were waiting 

for them. Baba noted the construction work done on the kitchens and small cottage, and asked 

Sarosh to have the garden improved. 

On the evening of the 29th, Baba suddenly suffered an attack of bronchial pneumonia and 

became very ill with high fever. Don and Nilu treated him for several days. Again, Baba’s illness 

was perhaps related to the horrors being perpetrated in the country at this time of violent prejudice. 

At Meherabad, Baba would go up the hill twice a day to see the women, but he had 

breakfast from the mandali’s kitchen. Adi Sr. drove to Meherabad twice a day to take Baba up and 

down the hill, and brought meals for Baba, prepared by Eruch’s sister, Meheru Damania, who was 

living with her husband at Khushru Quarters. Baba often visited Khushru Quarters and Amir’s 

house in Ahmednagar. On 4 September he went to Akbar Press for dinner, where he gave darshan 

to Yeshwant Rao and to Minoo Bharucha and his wife. 

According to Baba’s already announced plan, the women had been divided into groups. 

Baba went again to Pimpalgaon on 5 September to inspect the construction work that was still going 

on there. Ramjoo met Baba on the 6th, and he met visitors to Meherabad on the 7th, including Nargis 

Dadachanji, Nariman, Sarosh and Waman Subnis. 

As Age relates, “With the flowering of Meherabad Garden in spring, there was also the 

autumn defoliation when the Beloved would leave. The blossoms would smile at his arrival and 

then weep at his departure, as alternating joy and pain shadowed their lives. But those hearts that 

had drunk Wine remained joyful. The life of Wine is always like this, where tears of pain provide 

delight, and without them, no one feels happy! ” 

 

After arranging matters in Meherabad, Baba moved to Pimpalgaon on 10 September 1947, 

sleeping at night at Ratanshah Gyara’s cottage nearby. Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Goher, Walu, 

Norina and Elizabeth went with him, as did Don, Kaka, Krishna and an eighteen-year-old Gurkha 

servant boy named Chandrabhan Umadsingh Thakur. Kaka did the marketing in the bazaar for the 

Pimpalgaon ashram. Don was writing The Wayfarers and Mani was typing the manuscript. A young 

servant woman named Lakshi was the main cook, but Kaka continued to prepare special non-spicy 

food for Norina and Elizabeth. 

Besides Foundy, three other dogs lived at Pimpalgaon: Daney, a black Great Dane pup 

Baba gave Elizabeth, and Banja, a small dachshund given by Sarosh. Mani’s Scottish terrier, 

Cracker, was at Meherazad, but was sent to Meherabad some months later.572 

Adi Sr. made multiple trips back and forth to Baba’s new residence, bringing building 

materials, the daily Times of India and supplies. On 13 September, Adi drove Baba and some of 

the women to Sarosh Cinema in his car and Elizabeth drove the other women in her DeSoto. That 

afternoon, Ramjoo, Adi Jr., Rusi Pop and Pendu saw Baba at Pimpalgaon. Eruch and Jalbhai came 

on the 15th for a day, and Baily met Baba the following day. 

There were nearly 100 people staying at Meherabad at this time, including the few women 

and men at Pimpalgaon.573 

 
572 Cracker was killed by wild dogs on 14 or 15 May 1949 and was buried on Meherabad Hill. Daney was 

given away at the time of the New Life, to someone in Bombay. 
573 Among the men and boys were: Adi Kotwal, 10, Ali Shah, 64, Anna 104, 58, Annasaheb Kale, 73, 

Babadas (a frequent visitor), Baidul, 57, Beheram “Bakku” Irani, 22 (Sailor Mama’s son), Chhagan, 40 



During this period, Manek Mehta obtained Baba’s permission to arrange a few days of 

darshan in Surat, Gujarat. Accordingly, on Wednesday, 17 September 1947, Baba drove to Bombay 

with Sarosh, Kaka Baria, Norina and Elizabeth. There they were met by the other mandali who 

were to accompany them: Adi Sr., Baidul, Eruch, Kaikobad, Gustadji, Pendu, Padri, Ramjoo, Rusi 

Pop, Jalbhai, Pappa, Meherjee, Nariman and Sadashiv Patil. All boarded the train at 8:30 that 

evening and left for Surat. 

Ali Akbar (Aloba) was among those who had come to the station. When he saw Baba, he 

suddenly collapsed on the station platform and began loudly shouting Baba’s name “out of the joy 

of Meher Baba’s presence.” Baba was not pleased. He leaned out of the train compartment window 

and gestured to Ali Akbar that he would slap him if he didn’t be quiet and calm down. Ali Akbar 

stopped shouting, but he could not hold back his tears, and some of the other Baba lovers helped 

him up. 

The Kotwal family was living at Meherabad in the Family Quarters at this time. Savak 

Kotwal’s son Adi had contracted typhoid and appeared to be gravely ill. As Baba was about to 

leave Meherabad for Surat, he calmly heard the news and instructed Nilu and Don to stay behind 

and look after the child. Both concluded that there was little hope of his survival, and the boy’s 

mother Nergiz began making preparations for his funeral. 

But the Lord of Compassion was about to turn his key. On the way to Surat, at every station 

he directed Baidul to get down and inquire whether any telegram had been received about Adi’s 

death. None was ever sent, and the child slowly recovered. Baba’s insistent inquiries had saved his 

life. 

A few Bombay lovers also journeyed to Surat for the darshan program, as did some 

Bombay Parsis who were adamantly against Baba — due to Colonel Irani’s influence. By creating 

opposition, however, they were unknowingly helping to establish faith in the hearts of others. For 

in fact, some of those who had come to oppose Baba, left with their hearts at his feet. There was 

also a hostile element in Surat itself, and some of those people joined forces with those from 

Bombay in opposing Baba. 

Baba arrived in Surat at five o’clock on the morning of 18 September. From the station, he 

was paraded in a beautifully decorated convertible automobile to the home of Sohrab Vakil at 

Bibini Wadi, where he was welcomed by an enthusiastic crowd. The opposition forces that had 

collected to shout slogans against him were outnumbered by his devotees. Amidst the crowd, here 

and there, a few people whispered against Baba, but not one had the nerve to come out openly with 

their criticism. When Baba arrived at his home, Sohrab Vakil was ecstatic. He could not control his 

emotions, and tears of joy streamed down his cheeks. 

A large crowd of Zoroastrians had gathered at the Parsi dharamshala and Baba went there 

to deliver this message to them (drafted in advance by Ramjoo): 

 
(and his family), Don, 35, Kaikobad, 56, Feram Workingboxwala, 47, Ghani, 56 (a frequent visitor), 

Gustadji, 57, Vishnu, 43, Jamadar, 54, Jangle, 32 (and his family), Eruch, 31 (also often in Poona), Kaka 

Baria, 56, Kalemama, 71, Khak Saheb, 60, Krishna Nair, 22, Kuppuswami (left Meherabad before 

December 1947), Sidhu, 45, Mohammed Mast, 32, Murli Kale, 28, Nilu, 43, Padri, 43, Pendu, 43, Rashid, 

17, Sailor Mama, 56, Savak Kotwal, 43, Soli Kotwal 33 (Savak’s brother), Homi (Kharmen Masi's eldest 

son, for a short time), Sarosh (Kharmen Masi's second son for a short time), Merwan (Kharmen Masi's 

youngest son, for a short time). 

Women and girls: Mehera, 39, Mani, 28, Meheru, 20, Goher, 32, Gulu Dastur, 23, Hilla Kotwal, 16, Indu 

Bhokre, 23 (for a short time), Jalu Dastur, 20, Jerbai Dastur, 48, Kakubai, 60, Naja, 39, Najoo Kotwal, 19, 

Nergiz Kotwal, 38, Norina, 67, Soltoon, 47, Pilamai, 52, Rano, 45, Katie, 26, Kharmen Masi, 53, 

Khorshed, 37, Kitty, 55, Dowla, 23, Mansari, 38, Banubai Lakdawala, 58, Elizabeth, 51, Meheru Dastur, 

25, Sarwar, 17, Silla Hormuzd, 26, Soonamasi, 62, Walu, 48. 

 



As a born Zoroastrian, I can well imagine your elation to find me amongst so many of 

you here, who, like myself, also happen to be Zoroastrians by birth; but what makes me feel so very 

happy today is the love and the devotion of those of you who have succeeded in drawing me all this 

way to Surat. 

In the immediate atmosphere of my country, my community, my this and my that, I may 

not mind if some of you feel proud or consider the community fortunate because I happen to be 

born among you. But having realized once and for all the Truth, which is the goal of all life and the 

end of each and every religion, I have thereby transcended all religions and to me, therefore, every 

religion is equally an approach for those who have yet to arrive at the same infinite and indivisible 

Ocean of love and knowledge, peace and bliss that now and again, here and there, continues 

rippling with selfless service and unsolicited sacrifice through the unflinching faith and sublime 

devotion of its lovers. 

There can be no greater folly than for the wayfarers to quarrel over the pros and cons of 

this way or that, instead of remaining concentrated upon and concerned with one’s own onward 

march along the path that one happens to be on. 

One road may be steep, another full of potholes, the third torn with forging rivers. 

Similarly, one may walk best, another may be a good runner, the third a fine swimmer; yet, in each 

case, the things that should really count are the destination and the actual progress that each 

individual makes. Why should one who can run like a hare come in the way of another who is more 

likely to succeed only with the speed of a snail? 

Selfishness is the root cause of all troubles. It is all the more dangerous because, under 

the subtle influence of selfishness, the worst evils are apt to assume false colors of chivalry, 

sacrifice, nobility, service and even love. In spite of sometimes turning into a beast with cruelty, 

anger and the lust of aggrandizement and subjugation, man can and often does cheat himself into 

believing that he yet remains a man, a patriot and so on. 

Of all the forces that can best overcome all difficulties is the love that knows how to give 

without necessarily bargaining for a return. There is nothing that love cannot achieve and there is 

nothing that love cannot sacrifice. There is nothing which is beyond me and there is nothing 

without me. Yet, I am and can always be captured with love. 

Pure love is matchless in majesty, it has no parallel in power and there is no darkness it 

cannot dispel. It is the undying flame that has set all life aglow. All the same, it needs to be kindled 

and rekindled in the abysmal darkness of selfish thoughts, selfish words and selfish deeds in order 

to burst out in a mighty spirit to serve as a beacon for those who may yet be groping in the darkness 

of selfishness, be it deep blue or all black. 

The light of love is not free from its fire of sacrifices. In fact, like heat and light, love and 

sacrifice, so to say, go hand in hand. The true spirit of sacrifice that springs spontaneously does not 

and cannot reserve itself for particular objects and special occasions. 

Just as it can never be too late or too early to learn to love for the sake of love, there can 

be nothing too small or too big to be sacrificed or sacrificed for. The flow of life, the flow of light, 

the flow of love is as much in the drop as in the ocean. The smallest thing is as big as the biggest, 

and the biggest thing is as small as the smallest. It all depends on the particular yardstick with 

which one measures a thing. 

The spirit of true love and real sacrifice is beyond all ledgers and needs no measures. A 

constant wish to love and be loving and a non-calculating will to sacrifice in every walk of life, 

high and low, big and small, between home and office, street and cities, countries and continents 

are the best anti-selfish measures that man can take in order to be really self-ful and joyful. 

May you one day behold the ever-shining Light of Love that never dies and knows no 

darkness. 

My blessings to you, one and all. 

One of those who was meeting Baba for the first time was Cowas Manek Vesuna, 31. 

Cowas had heard of Baba in 1945 from Dr. Alu Khambatta, who was then living in Navsari. Cowas 

was in charge of a post office in Sachin, and no sooner had he been given the Master’s Discourses, 

than the railway line between Navsari and Sachin was breached, and all traffic remained suspended 

for nine days. As all mail was halted, he had nothing else to do but read the volumes of discourses 

one after another. 

Cowas’ first reading of the Discourses convinced him that Meher Baba was the person who 

was worthy to be a “true guru.” He knew he was destined to have Baba as his Guide, and his first 

physical contact with Baba strengthened that feeling. About his first meeting in Surat, Cowas later 

related, “Baba looked directly into my eyes, as if to confirm that age-old connection of the past.” 



The mass darshan program continued the next day, Friday, 19 September 1947, and Baba 

also graced the nearby town of Rander with his presence. Some people began creating a disturbance 

during one of the programs, and Baba turned to a singer sitting by his side and gestured, “Sing a 

song that will gladden my heart.” 

The singer chose an appropriate song, with this line, which pleased Baba: “Those who do 

not bow to the Sadguru and keep beating their own drums are worse than animals!” 

For this rare darshan occasion, Baba’s elderly maternal uncle and aunt, Rustom Mama and 

Piroja Mami, had come from Bombay to attend the program.574 Calling them on stage, Baba made 

them sit by his side. Both loved Baba dearly and would come for his darshan from time to time. 

Dina Talati, her son Curshed and daughter Perviz had also joined the group from Bombay. 

Perviz sweetly sang arti, and Baba smiled showing his pleasure. 

Baba was happy with the whole darshan program and praised Manek Mehta, commenting, 

“I am very pleased with your efforts. The function has happened as I wished. I am satisfied and 

happy with your love.” 

Baba departed the same day with Baidul, Eruch and Pendu for mast work in Gujarat. The 

rest of the men mandali returned to Meherabad and Pimpalgaon. 

 

Arriving in Baroda, Baba began contacting masts, among whom was the fifth-plane mast 

Chambu Shah, whom he was to contact again a month later. 

On Monday, 22 September 1947, Baba left Baroda for Ahmedabad. The train compartment 

was extremely crowded and Baidul had to sit on the floor by the door. When the train halted at 

Nadiad, Baidul moved in front of the exit. Suddenly, someone pushed the door open, but as the 

compartment was already overflowing, Baidul quickly closed it, pushing the man out. The man 

slipped and nearly fell, but was not injured. 

Two policemen appeared and told Eruch, “Come out at once; you are under arrest.” Eruch 

looked incredulous and asked what he had done. “You pushed the mayor out of the train!” 

“Who says I pushed him?” Eruch demanded, “and why was the mayor trying to enter from 

an exit door? He should have come through the proper entrance. Let him prove I pushed him out.” 

The mayor appeared and addressed the other passengers: “Brothers and sisters, you are all 

witnesses of what happened. This man threw me out! Judge for yourselves. Let there be no injustice 

done. Let not barbarism triumph by giving your testimony.” 

Eruch spoke in his defense: “Fellow passengers, you know that there has been rain, and 

there is mud everywhere. Had the distinguished mayor really fallen, his clothing would have gotten 

dirty. Look for yourselves. His clothes are quite clean without a spot on them. You may come to 

your own conclusion.” 

The mayor indignantly sat in another compartment and the two policemen entered Baba’s 

compartment — already holding 84 passengers but designed for only 50. The train started as the 

policemen began collecting statements from everyone. It went on the whole night and when the 

train arrived in Ahmedabad, Baba and the mandali got down — with the charge against Eruch still 

unsubstantiated. 

 

574 Rustom Mama (Shireenmai’s brother) was the uncle who used to manage a drama company and had 

arranged employment for young Merwan with the Alfred Theatrical Company in 1916, when Merwan had 

come to stay with Rustom Mama and his wife in Calcutta.  

 



After completing his mast work in Ahmedabad, on the evening of the 23rd, Baba went to 

the station to catch a train for Mount Abu. Since there was plenty of time before the train was due 

to arrive and Baba was completely exhausted, he wished to rest for a while. However, the platform 

was full of people, so he could not rest there. 

Baba climbed the railway bridge to see if he could find a quiet spot on which to lie down. 

He noticed a garden nearby, and when Eruch went to check it out, he found that it was a public 

works storehouse. Eruch asked the watchman for permission for them to rest in the shade a while, 

but he said, “This is a restricted area; no one is allowed inside.” 

Entreatingly, Eruch told him, “We only want to lie underneath a tree before our train comes. 

I promise we will not be in your way. We are very tired and will leave after a few hour’s rest.” 

The watchman reluctantly agreed and Eruch gave him a generous tip. Baba and the men 

carried their luggage to the garden and spread themselves out in the cool shade under a tree. Baba 

washed his face and hands. The men, after taking off their clothes, went to sleep. Since it was very 

hot at the time, they all slept in their underpants. Soon after, the official storekeeper himself showed 

up and asked the watchman, “Who are those people and why did you allow them to camp inside? 

Who will be responsible if anything is stolen?” The watchman implored his pardon, but harshly 

reprimanding him, the official said, “Your service terminates as of tomorrow. You're fired!” 

Baba was listening to all this, and he woke Eruch and said, “Go and find out what the 

trouble is.” Eruch ran half-naked to the guard, but the official had already left. 

The watchman told him everything and Eruch consoled him, saying, “Don’t worry, we'll 

do something.” Eruch, still in his boxers, then went to see the official storekeeper in the dak 

bungalow and told him in English, “It was not the watchman’s fault. We were wrong to seek shelter 

here. He at first refused us entrance, but we persuaded him to relent. 

“I am the son of a boiler inspector [a high government position] and all my companions 

come from good families. We will leave the garden now, but please do not dismiss the watchman 

because of us. We were simply lying under a tree and never stepped foot in the store.” 

The official said, “You may rest there as long as you like. I was just threatening the man to 

keep him on his toes so he won’t permit anyone else to enter the premises. I won’t sack him, don’t 

worry.” 

“Then kindly accompany me and assure him of that,” Eruch requested. “He is so afraid, 

and my elder brother won’t be able to rest so long as the man keeps worrying.” 

The storekeeper took Eruch back in his car to the garden. Pretending to reprimand the 

watchman, he said, “If this ever happens again, I will dismiss you from service, but today you're 

forgiven. Just remember not to let it happen again; otherwise, you'll really lose your job.” 

Thus everything returned to normal, but the Lord of the universe could not rest undisturbed, 

even under the shade of a tree. Perhaps his fatigue was a pretext to contact the kindly watchman 

and his stern boss. 

 

Baba departed for Mount Abu, arriving on Wednesday, 24 September 1947. One of the 

reasons Baba went to Mount Abu was to rest at the pleasant hill station, but as usual, Baba spent 

more time in contacting masts in the area than in relaxing. 

Baba had originally announced his intention of continuing the present tour to the north, 

contacting masts in the Himalayas, but his health was deteriorating. He felt extremely fatigued and 

strained after the long hours of giving darshan in Surat and being continually on the move looking 

for masts in Gujarat. Moreover, the extreme heat of Baroda and Ahmedabad had a severe ill-effect 

upon his health. Baba therefore decided to return to Pimpalgaon rather than continue the tour. 



After making mast contacts on the 27th at Mount Abu and at Oria, nine miles away, on the 

29th, Baba and the mandali descended Mount Abu, and after contacting a few masts in the town of 

Abu Road, boarded a train to Ahmednagar. 

On the way back, Baba and the men alighted at a station where they had to change trains. 

Baba was tired and unshaven; his clothes were dirty and he felt uncomfortable. He took a seat on 

the platform and, by hand signs, began giving instructions to the mandali about future work. 

Observing Baba’s gestures, a woman asked one of them, “Has he been dumb from birth?” 

Eruch, who was also exhausted, said in exasperation, “Please do not bother us! Go away!” 

The woman replied, “I have come to help you, not to trouble you. There is a shrine in this 

town. If you take him there perhaps he will be able to speak. Many have benefited by pilgrimage 

there.” 

“We are not seeking any cure,” said Eruch. “For God’s sake, leave us in peace!” 

Shortly, a crowd gathered and began talking among themselves: “What a beautiful face! 

What radiance! The poor man has been speechless since childhood. Why doesn’t he go to the tomb? 

He will surely be helped.” 

Another person stepped forward and told Eruch, “Listen to us, brother; take him to the 

shrine. You will not regret it. I assure you it will be to his benefit.” 

Eruch protested, “We have to catch the train and ...” 

“You still have time,” the man assured them. “The shrine is very near; you will be back in 

time.” 

Baba gestured to Eruch, “It is better we go to the shrine to get rid of them once and for all.” 

So Eruch asked, “Where is this shrine?” 

“We'll come with you and show you,” they volunteered. 

“Please, kindly just show us the way; we do not want you to come with us,” Eruch told 

them. 

After receiving the address, Baba proceeded toward the Muslim dargah with Eruch and 

Pendu, leaving Baidul on the platform to guard the luggage. The crowd was gratified. Age ironically 

noted, “He who speaks innumerable languages through innumerable tongues was paying homage 

at a shrine to regain his speech. What a divine leela!” 

Those at the train station were fortunate to be so attracted to Baba and persistent in their 

request — even though Baba was inconvenienced by their good intentions. 

 

According to prior instructions, Adi Sr. met Baba, Eruch, Pendu and Baidul at Bombay 

Central Station, when they arrived on the Gujarat Mail at 7:45 A.M. on Wednesday, 1 October 1947. 

Baba refreshed himself at Meherjee’s and was then driven to Poona, where he had lunch at Bindra 

House. Eruch stayed there, and Adi drove Baba to Pimpalgaon. 

Even though Baba’s health was still not quite normal, he continued to take the women to 

early morning matinees at Sarosh Cinema. They saw two films there on Saturday, 4 October. 

As if to compensate for the “lost” work, Baba sent for Ali Shah on the 11th. Adi Sr. brought 

him from Meherabad. He was taken back the same day, but he would be brought daily for the next 

three days, until the 14th, for Baba to continue his work with him every morning from 8:00 to 9:00 

A.M. 

Don, who was concentrating on finishing The Wayfarers, would sometimes ask Baba to 

clarify certain points, but only whenever Baba could spare a little time. The problem was, Baba 

could hardly ever spare any time. He was still so completely immersed in his mast work, in 

answering correspondence, and generally supervising matters at Pimpalgaon and at Meherabad, 



that Don could hardly find an opportunity to approach him. Later, however, Baba did review the 

entire manuscript, making corrections and additions where necessary. 

One day during this period, Baba went to Meherabad to meet the mandali residing there. 

Deshmukh had come for a visit. While sitting in the old Mess Quarters, which the mandali still used 

to sleep in, Deshmukh raised a wary eye toward the dilapidated ceiling and said, “Baba, I'm afraid 

to sleep here. Any minute the roof will come tumbling down. You should allow the mandali to 

repair it.” 

Looking up as if noticing the dilapidated condition of the building for the first time, Baba 

nodded that he was right. Calling Pendu, Baba asked, “How much would you need to fix the 

ceiling?” Pendu, knowing Baba’s habit of telling them to pull down one building to use its material 

for another, replied, “Baba, it’s quite all right as it is. We do not want it repaired.” 

“But the ceiling might fall on you any minute,” Baba replied. “You might all die.” 

“Then we die,” Pendu shrugged. “Your nazar is there. Nothing will happen.” 

But Baba kept insisting and finally asked Pendu, “Tell me what you want.” 

Pendu replied, “We need a brand-new building. This one is too old to be repaired, and 

besides, we are now so many, we need more space — not only for the mandali but for visitors as 

well. All these years we have been staying in buildings made of kutchera [rubbish, trash]. We need 

a pucca [solid] one now.” 

“I'll give you Rs.2,000,” Baba replied, having in mind a building of bamboo sheets and a 

tin roof. 

“It is all right, Baba. We prefer to stay in the old building,” Pendu replied. “We like it.” 

“All right, I'll give you another Rs.1,000,” Baba offered. Pendu kept saying no until Baba 

sanctioned Rs.10,000 for the work. 

A plan for a new hall at Meherabad was drawn up by Pendu, Padri and Kalemama. It was 

to be quite large, 126 feet in length by 40 feet in width, and Baba gave his approval. Application 

for formal permission to build it was submitted to the authorities in Ahmednagar on 26 October 

1947, and construction began soon afterward. The building material came from a military auction 

held at the time. 

 

Baba again decided to go on a mast tour, and left on Thursday, 16 October 1947, 

accompanied by Eruch and Gustadji. They went with Adi Sr. by car to Bombay, via Poona, where 

Jalbhai joined them. They arrived in Bombay early, so they took a stroll on the seaside and then 

drove to Bombay Central, where Baidul had made all the reservations. Meherjee and Nariman had 

bought a parcel of food and were waiting to see them off. At 7:00 P.M. they boarded a train to 

Ajmer, arriving there on the evening of the 17th. 

During one train journey, in Bombay, again Meherjee offered to pay for first-class tickets 

for Baba’s journey. “Can you afford it?” Baba asked. Usually Baba would travel third class, but 

this time he agreed. Two first-class tickets were purchased and two tickets for Baidul and Gustadji 

in the small “servant-class” compartment, a third class compartment that adjoined first class for the 

British sahebs’ and memsahebs’ servants. 

At one juncture a young British couple entered the first-class compartment and sat down 

opposite Baba and Eruch. From the time they entered, the woman kept gazing at Baba, who had 

wrapped his head in a scarf. After a long time Baba nudged Eruch and gestured, “Tell her if she has 

something to say to speak it.” 

Eruch smiled at her and said, “Do you want to ask anything? Do you wish to say 

something?” 

“May I?” she said. 



Eruch looked at Baba, who gestured, “Yes, go ahead.” 

Without knowing to whom she was talking, she began, “I do not know why I am saying 

this to you, but I want to ask you something.” 

“Yes, speak up,” Baba encouraged her. 

“My husband is a government officer and whenever he goes on tour, I accompany him. But 

there is just one distressful thing: While we are on tour going to distant places, wherever I go snakes 

seem to follow me, and I am terrified of snakes. I just want to ask you, is there anything that will 

stop this?” 

Baba gestured and spoke through Eruch, “Yes, I can tell you something for this.” 

“What should I do?” the woman asked. 

“What you should do is this: When you get to your town, go to the bazaar and buy a locket. 

Take a little eggshell and burn it to ashes. Then place a pinch of the ashes in the locket and wear it 

all the time. That will keep away the snakes.” 

The woman gratefully accepted this solution, and her husband also nodded indulgently. 

Eruch now realized that Baba had only consented to travel first class, not for the sake of comfort, 

but to contact these young foreigners, in whose “share” it was to meet him. 

In Ajmer, Baba contacted eleven masts in two days, including such luminaries as Socrates 

and Chacha. Baba sat with Chacha for four continuous hours during this visit. Chacha not only 

asked for tea numerous times, but also kept asking for water. Two water carriers were hired just to 

keep him supplied. Chacha also ate three meals in Baba’s presence. Eight very poor people in Ajmer 

were brought to Baba and he gave each of them one rupee. 

Baba left Ajmer on Tuesday, 21 October 1947 and arrived in Baroda at four o’clock the 

next morning. In Baroda, he worked with a seeker named Narayan and the sixth-plane mast-saint, 

Badruddin Rafai Shah. When he contacted this saint, Baba gave him his own coat, and even held 

it for him as Badruddin slipped it on. 

But his most interesting contact on the journey was the fifth-plane mast Chambu Shah, 

whom Baba had previously contacted in September. Baba went to him at his seat in Motiwada, 

Baroda’s red-light district. The mast asked Baba for tea and cigarettes, which were immediately 

given to him. He then wanted a shirt and lungi (long skirt-like cloth) to wear. When these were 

brought and handed to him, Chambu Shah took off all his clothes and presented them to Baba to 

wear. Chambu Shah then told Baba, “Come back tomorrow morning at five.” Baba actually wore 

the mast’s clothing sometime later that same day. 

On the morning of the 23rd, promptly at five o’clock, Baba, with Eruch, Baidul and 

Gustadji, returned to the mast. Chambu Shah was inside his house with the door locked. The 

mandali knocked on the door, and Chambu Shah shouted out the window for them to wait on the 

verandah. They waited for more than an hour, Eruch and Baidul repeatedly reminding the mast, 

“You called us at 5:00 A.M. and it is now well past that hour!” At last the mast was persuaded to 

open the door and Baba entered his abode and sat with him for a while alone. But no sooner was 

the work concluded than Chambu Shah told Baba to come again at two o’clock in the afternoon. 

This Baba did and contacted him as before. 

The episode, however, did not end here. Chambu Shah again requested that Baba come the 

next morning at 5:00 A.M. The mast’s behavior was quite extraordinary. In most instances, masts 

usually struggled to avoid contact with Meher Baba, but this strange mast kept inviting him back! 

On Friday, 24 October 1947, Baba again went to see Chambu Shah at 5:00 A.M. After this 

contact the mast again requested Baba to be at his house at 2:00 P.M. When the afternoon session 
was finished, Chambu Shah told Baba to return the next morning again at five and bring a long 

bandi jacket and another coat for him. The jacket was purchased and Baba borrowed one of the 

mandali’s coats and presented these to Chambu Shah the next morning. 



Yet again the mast requested of Baba, “Come back at two this afternoon.” 

This had now been occurring for three days and Baba had completed his work with the 

mast. Baidul was ordered to tell him: “The Saheb [Baba] now must leave Baroda. Please allow him 

to go.” But the mast stubbornly insisted that he come back. Thus again, at 2:00 P.M. on the 25th, 

Baba went back to Chambu Shah’s abode for the seventh time. After this meeting, before the mast 

could invite him back again, Baba directed Eruch to go to his room and tell him: “The Saheb’s 

work here is through and he must leave now, as he has other work to attend to.” 

The mast replied, “Give my greetings to Saheb; tell him the work is finished and ask him 

to give my regards to the ladies [women mandali].” Baba was standing on the verandah listening 

to the conversation. 

Chambu Shah handed Eruch the bandi jacket, lungi, coat and several packs of cigarettes 

and matches that had been given to him by Baba. Unwinding a dirty turban from his head, he gave 

that to Eruch also. “Give the turban, matches and cigarettes to Saheb,” he directed Eruch, “and 

return the coat, jacket and lungi to whom they belong.” 

Chambu Shah ended with these cryptic words: “Vilayat is finished. Hindustan [India] is 

finished. The whole world is finished!” 

According to his wish, the bandi jacket and lungi were returned to the shopkeeper from 

whom they had been purchased, and he refunded half the amount. The rest of the things Baba kept 

with him as an invaluable treasure and reminder of Chambu Shah’s unceasing hospitality.575 

 

In Baroda, on Sunday, 26 October 1947, Baba had fourteen very poor people brought to 

him in the morning, and each was given a one-rupee coin. In the evening of the same day, sixteen 

more poor persons were brought, and after contacting them Baba gave each of them one rupee as 

his prasad. 

On 28 October, Baba left Baroda for Ahmedabad, where he worked with four masts: Siddiq 
Badshah, Bundle Shah and Majnun Shah in Ahmedabad, and an old mast named Arab Shah who 

was found sitting on the pavement near the Parsi dharamshala in Ahmedabad.576 Baba later 

described this mast as one of the most interesting he had ever seen. Well, not actually “seen” by 

Baba for the mast was sitting under a gunny sack — as if hiding. In fact, no one ever remembered 

seeing this mast’s face. Whenever food was brought for Arab Shah, it would be slipped under the 

sack. For years he had seated in the same position on the pavement, and the local people said he 

never lay down. Baba contacted him at night and handed him sweets to eat — under the cloth. Early 

the next morning, Baba went back to contact Arab Shah and handed him hot tea under the cloth. 

Baba and the mandali spent the night at the railway station, as they were to leave early the 

following morning. Here a memorable incident took place. Baba and the men would always carry 

their bedding rolls with them, and at the station they spread them out on the ground at the end of 

the stone platform. One of the mandali was to keep awake on nightwatch, but that night the sentry 

must have been feeling drowsy, because all of a sudden Baba started shaking Eruch awake. 

Eruch awoke, startled. “What’s the matter?” Baba pointed to a man sleeping beside them. 

The man had slipped under their blanket and was effectively using it to hide himself. Eruch shook 

him and asked, “Who are you?” But as soon as Eruch touched him, the man jumped up and ran 

 

575 As mentioned Meher Baba was very careful in preserving those things given to him by any mast. 

Everything presented to him was stored in separate trunks now preserved at Upper Meherabad. 

576 Two of the four masts in Ahmedabad had been contacted before. 



away. When he did, the police were heard loudly blowing their whistles and chasing after him. The 

man was a thief and had slipped in between them seeking to disappear from the police. 

Unknowingly, the thief had sought God’s protection — and even if he was later caught, he 

had already had Baba’s shelter! 

Baba left for Baroda on the morning of Wednesday, 29 October 1947, and another amusing 

incident occurred on the train. Baba, Baidul, Eruch and Gustadji found themselves in a small third-

class compartment which was empty. Everyone was pleased at this lucky turn of events, as 

whenever possible Baba preferred to have the compartment to himself so that he could relax and 

express himself uninhibitedly through gestures, without being concerned about drawing attention 

to himself. But unfortunately, just as the train pulled out of the station, a Congress leader stepped 

in. 

Baba was not at all pleased to have a stranger in their midst and motioned to Eruch to get 

rid of him. Eruch pleaded, “Sir, the next halt is only ten or fifteen minutes away. When it comes 

will you please oblige us by finding a seat in another compartment? The train is not crowded and 

we would prefer to be alone. We are traveling a long distance and are tired.” 

“Why, is this compartment reserved?” he asked. 

“No, it is not,” Eruch replied. “But we prefer to spread out, and you will be equally 

comfortable in another compartment.” 

The man became arrogant and rude, and began arguing loudly, refusing to move. Baba 

signaled, “Stop arguing with him. Just observe silence, talk with each other through signs and laugh 

uproariously. If he asks you anything, ignore him.” 

Gustadji, who was under orders not to converse in sign language while traveling, to avoid 

attracting attention, was now freed of this longstanding restriction, and he plunged into animated 

“conversation.” Baidul and Eruch were familiar with his signs, and they also began using them and 

laughing loudly. 

The politician looked puzzled and asked Eruch, “Where are you going?” Eruch looked at 

him and turned away without replying. He asked Baidul, and he too turned his face. “Where do you 

live?” the man questioned; but no one paid any attention to him and they kept up their sign language 

among themselves. 

At the next stop, probably thinking he was in the midst of a bunch of lunatics, the man rose 

to leave the compartment, and summoned a coolie to remove his luggage. 

Baba gestured to Eruch to shake his hand, thank him and help him out. So Eruch got up 

and helped the man down with his trunks and bid him farewell with a “Thank you.” 

They settled back to resume their journey in privacy, and Baba remarked, “Serves him 

right!” 

Returning to Baroda, Baba stayed at the dak bungalow. As instructed, Babadas arrived the 

next day, 30 October, with Ali Shah. Baba worked with him for four days, sitting with him twice a 

day for several hours. On Sunday, 2 November 1947, Ali Shah was sent back to Meherabad. Baba 

left Baroda that same day and arrived in Palghar. After several days of searching, Baba could not 

find any masts there and so left on the 5th, returning to Bombay that night. 

Adi Sr. had been informed to meet them and drive them to Poona, but he was misinformed 

about their train’s arrival and went to see a movie. By the time Eruch found him, Baba was so upset 

he practically “wanted to beat me,” Adi wrote in his diary. 

They left immediately for Poona and reached at 2:00 A.M. They slept at Baba House and 

went to Bindra House the next morning, where Dr. Ghani and his son Hamid met Baba. 

 



Once Baba sent Eruch for certain work to Ahmednagar, asking him to return to Pimpalgaon 

by seven that evening. When Eruch had not returned by that time, Baba became restless. He would 

send Krishna every two minutes to see whether he had arrived. Baba was very uneasy and got angry 

with Krishna for no apparent reason. 

Eruch had been late in leaving Ahmednagar and was driving swiftly toward Meherazad. 

On the way, he found the nallah (riverbed) flooded due to the monsoon rains, and cars and buses 

were stuck there. Paying no attention to the warnings not to cross the canal, Eruch plunged the car 

through the stream. He managed to drive across, though he got completely soaked. He arrived safely 

at Meherazad, and as soon as he drove in the compound, Baba calmed down. Eruch was called, and 

Baba asked him, “Why are you late?” 

Eruch was weeping. He said, “Baba, I forgot.” 

“Why didn’t you forget your self?” Baba fumed. “Why did you forget my order? If you 

die, I will have to answer to Pappa!” 

Once, Baba asked Krishna, “How do you find Eruch?” 

Krishna replied, “He is a very good man.” 

Baba stated, “He is not only very good, he is a gem!” 

While Baba was away on tour, Chandrabhan, the boy who did the shopping in the bazaar, 

was under Kaka’s supervision and refused to listen to Krishna. Foregoing sleep to do night duty, 

Krishna sometimes would be in an irritable mood. When Baba returned from his journey, he was 

displeased to learn that, in his absence, Krishna had gotten angry at Chandrabhan and had struck 

the teenager. 

Baba scolded Krishna disapprovingly and said, “Now it is better that you go.” Krishna 

sorrowfully agreed and left for his home in South India. Baba then appointed Chhagan to take over 

as night watchman. 

In the afternoon of 11 November 1947, Sarosh, Ramjoo, Pendu, Padri, Vishnu and Adi Jr. 

came to see Baba. Other regular visitors included Nilu, Kalemama, Babadas and Amir. Eruch came 

from Poona for the day on the 17th, and Savak, Pendu and Baidul saw Baba that day also. Meheru 

Damania had been sending Baba’s food to Pimpalgaon every day with Adi Sr., but this was stopped 

from the 19th. 

Baba had approved of his brother Adi Jr. remarrying and had even chosen the date. 

Accordingly, Adi Jr. was married to Sarosh’s niece Franey from Ahmednagar, on Thursday, 20 

November.577  

Baba did not attend the marriage ceremony at the agyari, but called the couple to Khushru 

Quarters before the wedding for his blessings. Adi Sr. drove Baba there at 2:00 P.M. and he returned 

to Meherazad at 5:30 p.m. Near Pimpalgaon, four villagers were standing across the road, with their 

hands raised to stop the car, which Adi did. They informed Baba that they were sincere seekers of 

the truth, and Baba permitted them darshan and called them to Meherazad, where he gave each a 

banana. 

On 21, 22 and 27 November Baba took the women to films at Sarosh Cinema. 

 

In September of 1947, Baba had discussed going into seclusion on one of the hills 

surrounding the Pimpalgaon property, as he indicated he had “special work to finish,” which would 

change world conditions. After much discussion, the hill directly behind the ashram was chosen. It 

was called Tembi Hill and was convenient because it was hardly a third of a mile away. It was 

 
577 The date was significant, as in England on the same day in 1947, the future Queen of England, Elizabeth 

II, was being married to Philip Mountbatten, Duke of Edinburgh. 



steep, which made it relatively inaccessible to the local shepherds grazing their goats and cows, so 

that Baba would be assured of privacy. 

The only drawback was that Baba wished to have two huts erected on the hill, and its 

uppermost summit was found to be too narrow to support two structures. Padri, who was assigned 

the duty of building the cabins in November, solved the problem by erecting one hut for Baba on 

the top, and one for Ali Shah on a lower plateau 50 feet below. The huts were small — 10 feet by 

12 feet — made of asbestos sheets with Mangalore tile roofs. Steel guy wires held down the sheets 

against the fierce winds. A tent for the mandali was also pitched opposite the lower cabin. 

By the end of November everything on Tembi Hill was mostly ready. Baba went up the 

hill on Friday, 28 November 1947 with Padri and the primary carpenter-cum-mason Mahiboob. 

Baba was so pleased, he presented Mahiboob with a gold medal! 

Raosaheb came that day, along with Sarosh, and spoke with Baba. Two days later, on 

Sunday morning, 30 November, Manek Mehta arrived with 22 members of his mandal, along with 

Sohrab Vakil of Surat. Baba had gone up the hill again to inspect the remaining work, and Don 

took the group there, where they met Baba. Nariman and Meherjee had also come and spent the 

night at Pimpalgaon. 

Naoroji Dadachanji saw Baba on 1 December, and the next day Dr. Daulat Singh arrived 

in Ahmednagar and was taken to Pimpalgaon on the 3rd. On previous occasions, Daulat Singh had 

expressed his willingness to give everything to Baba, and Baba was to fulfill his longing — but not 

in the way he expected! A few months before, Daulat Singh and his family had been forced to flee 

from Srinagar. Due to the partition of India, there had been several outbreaks of fighting between 

Hindus and Muslims, and many in Srinagar had been killed. The family had abandoned all their 

property and possessions, and resettled for the time being in Indore, impoverished. 

But Daulat Singh’s love for Baba was unequaled — he was a true “resigner”! He had not 

come to see Baba for any monetary help, but only for the sake of love, and Baba met him lovingly 

and told him not to worry. He instructed him to go back to Srinagar and Lahore and try to recover 

what he could. Then he was to turn over everything to his son at Indore and join Baba for good. 

Sarosh also arrived on 3 December in a new Buick car for Baba. It had been purchased by 

Nariman and was delivered to Pimpalgaon the following day. 

 

On Thursday, 4 December 1947 at six o’clock in the morning, Baba called Adi Sr., Ramjoo, 

Dattu, Sarosh and 22 of the Meherabad mandali to Pimpalgaon, to give final instructions before 

going into seclusion. He also reiterated the ban on any serious political discussions in the ashram 

at Meherabad. 

The next morning, Gulmai and the other resident women mandali were taken up the hill. 

Adi Sr. also brought Pandoba and Madhav Rao A. Misal to meet Baba, after a considerable period 

of time. Before entering seclusion, Baba took the women to a film at Sarosh Cinema, returning at 

4:15 p.m. 

At sunset that evening, Ali Shah was brought from Meherabad and carried up the hill in a 

chair and installed in the lower cabin. Fifteen minutes later, Baba walked up the hill. In reverence, 

the sun bowed to its Creator and hid its face behind the veil of the horizon. 

Baba settled in his cabin, and in turns, Eruch, Baidul, Kaka, Gustadji, Padri and Sidhu kept 

watch outside it. Baba started his special work early the next morning. He worked with Ali Shah 

from 6:00 to 9:00 A.M. in the lower cabin, and the rest of the day and night was spent alone in 

seclusion in his cabin. 

Despite Baba’s work on the hill, Adi Sr. came to Pimpalgaon every other day at 4:00 P.M. 

to receive instructions and deliver the mail, telegrams and newspapers. When he came up the hill 

on 6 December, Baba told him to bring a gramophone and qawaali records, which he wished to 



listen to. These were delivered three days later. (Baba later remarked to Adi Sr., “Listening to good 

qawaali music keeps my mind ‘steady’ when burdened with spiritual work.”) 

Sarosh, too, was given permission to visit when convenient, due to the constraints of his 

business commitments.578 

Meanwhile at Meherabad, Pendu, the ashram’s manager, had his hands full seeing to the 

needs of each individual of the community’s 75+ members. Daily he had to send a report of 

Meherabad news to Pimpalgaon. Baba was very particular about each person’s health. 

At that time, a local sweeper named Amin S. Syed had allowed his three young sons Amir, 

fourteen, Vazir, twelve, and Raja, eleven, to be kept at Meherabad. Amir had stayed with Baba in 

Lahore and had been treated there like a prince. Baba again issued strict orders to Pendu to take 

good care of the boys, and this was being done as well as possible. In addition, Adi Sr. often brought 

Amir to Meherazad, and Baba even visited the family’s home several times in Ahmednagar. 

On 9 December, the youngest boy, Raja, fell ill with malarial fever, and Pendu duly 

informed Baba about it. Murli was treating Raja homeopathically. But on receiving the news, Baba 

dispatched Adi Sr. to Meherabad with orders to see the child personally and report his condition 

back to Pimpalgaon. 

Pendu informed Adi that Murli was treating Raja, and the fever had come down. Adi 

reported this to Baba, who sent this warning back to Pendu the next day: “If anything happens to 

Raja, I will take your life and you will be doomed forever!” 

Therefore, Pendu had a physician from Ahmednagar summoned, who after examining the 

boy said, “He is quite all right, and there is no need for further treatment.” 

Pendu conveyed this to Baba, who remarked, “Raja should be treated like a raja [king]!” 

Although Raja recovered, the mandali had to be careful with him and remain attentive to 

him night and day. Even from his seclusion, Baba was anxious about the sweeper’s youngest son, 

and if no news was received, Baba would dictate a note to Eruch to be sent to Pendu asking why 

he had not been kept informed that day about Raja’s condition. 

Adi came as usual on Friday, 12 December 1947 and brought Nusserwan Satha and his 

friend V. G. Luktuke, 47. Baba at first refused to see Luktuke, who did not have prior permission 

to come, but he then relented and spoke with him for a while. Luktuke Mama (Uncle), as he was 

called, lived near Akbar Press and had first met Baba through Nusserwan at the Meherabad birthday 

celebration in 1938. 

On the 15th, Don was called up the hill to sort out a misunderstanding between himself and 

Kaka Baria. 

On Tuesday, 16 December, Baba directed all the residents at Meherabad to meet him at 

4:00 P.M. on top of “Seclusion Hill” — as Tembi Hill later came to be known. Ramjoo and Adi Jr. 

were both living in Ahmednagar at this time and they too were called, as was Adi Sr., Adi’s office 

assistant, Dattu Mehendarge and the boy Amir. Baba spent some time with those who had come, 

discussing any individual or collective issues, and then sent them back to Meherabad. 

On the twelfth day of Baba’s seclusion, 17 December 1947, Baba walked down to the 

Pimpalgaon ashram at ten that morning, thus ending his seclusion on the hill. Ali Shah was carried 

down. Jalbhai had been staying at Pimpalgaon and left for Poona. 

 
578 Sarosh has business interests in the Sarosh Motor Works, Sarosh Cinema, Arangaon Cinema, other 

theaters, a firewood business and other ventures. He had a reputation as a spendthrift, but, according to 

what Adi Sr. noted at the time, “Sarosh was one of the chief contributors of money for Baba’s cause in the 

past few years.” 



On the 18th and 19th of December, Baba sat with Ali Shah for three hours each day in a 

room at the Pimpalgaon residence (later Pendu’s room). After having worked with him for two 

weeks, Baba sent Ali Shah back to Meherabad with Baidul. 

The timing of Adi Sr.’s visits was changed from every other day at 4:00 P.M. to 9:00 A.M. 

daily. He was always called to drive one of the cars whenever Baba took the women to Sarosh 

Cinema, which he did on 18 December. They were scheduled to see a mystery (The Dark Mirror), 

but the reels had not arrived. Baba was furious. Adi suggested they go the following day, but all 

were ready. They had to watch a disappointing Indian film instead. Since September, Baba had 

taken the women to a film every week — and sometimes they watched double features! As Adi Sr. 

speculated in his diary: 

Baba takes no particular interest in seeing pictures. He only enjoys the comedies. 

However, his visits to film shows represent two things: recreation for the ladies inside and some 

symbolic reason of his spiritual work … It is done with an inner purpose, of which the visits to the 

cinema are synchronized with external activity on set occasions to fulfill the self-planned tasks 

spiritually. 

 

On Sunday, 21 December, Baba called a few of the Meherabad mandali to Pimpalgaon 

regarding certain work, and sent them back after meeting with them. Nariman, who had arrived 

from Bombay, also came. 

Baba brought all the women to Meherabad on the 24th for Christmas and to oversee the 

preparations being made for observing Mehera’s birthday that year. He came down from the hill 

after sunset and went to meet the mandali in the hall of the Mess Quarters. He asked three boys — 

Vazir, Raja and Thakia — about their studies and whether they knew the English alphabet. For a 

joke, Baba asked Feram Workingboxwala what he was studying (as if he too were a schoolboy). 

Feram answered, “Nothing in particular.” 

Baba acted surprised and asked, “Do you know anything about spirituality?” 

“I understand a little.” 

“What is that little?” Baba asked. 

Feram was the nervous type, especially when attention was focused on him. He was 

nonplussed by Baba’s questions and could not reply, but after a few seconds responded, “To always 

do as Baba says.” 

Baba happily replied, “It is the only thing to be learned on the spiritual path! This is 

spirituality from A to Z! You have put it in a nutshell. That is everything.” 

Baba added, “I often tell myself to do away with the whole shebang [creation], but just see 

— I myself am not able to carry out what I tell myself!” 

Baba then retired to his room. He came out at eight o’clock the next morning and met the 

mandali again for half an hour. 

Baba then walked around all of lower Meherabad, visiting a new well, the kitchen, dining 

hall, Nilu’s dispensary, Feram and Gustadji’s rooms and Kakubai’s cottage. Baba then led the 

mandali towards the village to see the new flour mill, and asked Pendu and Padri about its operation. 

On his way back, he stopped at the homeopathic dispensary and asked Padri and Murli, 

which of them, including Adi Jr., knew the most about homeopathy. Padri replied that Murli alone 

was fit to treat patients independently. Baba remarked, “Personally, I have little faith in 

homeopathy, but if the occasion arose, I would wish to be treated only by you, Padri.” 

Baba met the women on Meherabad Hill, gave Pendu and Padri instructions about the 

birthday celebration and returned to Pimpalgaon in the afternoon. 



On Sunday afternoon, 28 December 1947, Baba came to Meherabad again with the 

Pimpalgaon women mandali and stayed four days, sleeping at nights in Kaikobad’s cottage at lower 

Meherabad. Baba watched a volleyball match between the Arangaon military camp team and the 

mandali, and then had his supper in the hall before retiring. 

On the 29th, after coming down from the hill, Baba met out-of-town devotees, such as 

Minoo Bharucha, Pilamai, Meherjee and Nariman and their families. He listened to Khak Saheb 

recite couplets for an hour in the hall, and then there was a singing performance by Narsingrao 

Qawaal from Nanded. 

On the 30th, a number of members of the Poona Sufi Society and the Theosophical Society, 

where Ghani had delivered lectures about Baba, came for the day. Ghani told Baba that Habibullah 

E. Hakim, the society’s secretary, was a very learned man, holding multiple degrees. Baba asked 

him, “What is the sum and substance of all that you have learned?” 

Hakim replied, “The sum and substance of all that I have learned is that Reality is One.” 

“Have you realized that Reality?” 

Hakim replied, “Intellectually I have, but spiritually, I’m not sure if I have or not.” 

“Are you ready to renounce everything that you have to realize that Reality?” 

Hakim said, “I am ready to accept anything,” but then qualified it by stating, “to the extent 

to which I can.” 

Baba looked at Ghani and made a gesture of slitting his own throat, remarking, “People are 

ready to sacrifice their life to realize the Reality, while this fellow is saying to the extent with which 

he can.” 

Ghani interjected that Hakim was a government servant, with a family and many liabilities, 

so it wouldn’t be possible for him to give up everything he has.” 

Baba then asked Hakim, “Will you be able to follow the instructions I may give you from 

time to time?” to which Hakim agreed. 

On 31 December, Mehera’s 40th birthday was celebrated. Narsingrao Qawaal sang again, 

on the hill from 9:00 to 11:30 A.M. and again at lower Meherabad from 8:00 to 11:00 P.M. Baba 

liked his singing very much. 

Baba returned to Pimpalgaon at noon on Thursday, 1 January 1948, with Mehera, Mani, 

Meheru, Goher, Walu, Norina and Elizabeth. 

At Pimpalgaon, Baba discussed publishing work with Ghani and Deshmukh. Deshmukh 

left on the 3rd, but Baba said that Ghani would not be allowed to leave until he finished working on 

the foreword to Don’s mast book (The Wayfarers). Baba took the women to two films at Sarosh 

Cinema on 2 January. The next evening at 7:30 p.m., Adi Sr. drove Baba to Chhagan’s house in 

Bhingar, where Baba stayed for three hours. 

Baba had continued to keep in touch with his Western lovers throughout 1947. Jean Adriel 

had been busy working on a screenplay titled Avatar for Baba’s film project which Gabriel Pascal 

had agreed to direct. However, after perusing it, Baba found the script unsuitable for either the East 

or the West. This seems to have put an end to that particular phase of Baba’s work as none of the 

film projects were ever realized. 

Quentin Tod had passed away in May 1947. For a time, he had drifted away from Baba, 

but when Margaret Craske returned to England, she met Quentin just two weeks before he died. He 

told her that his love for Baba had returned, stronger than ever, and he regretted leaving him. 

Also out of the picture but not forgotten, Kim Tolhurst of the original Kimco group in 

England had not been in contact with Baba or his disciples since 1933. By coincidence Kim met 
Margaret one day on the steps of Carnegie Hall in New York City, and asked about Baba. Margaret 

advised her to write directly to him, which Kim did near the end of 1947. 



Baba sent back this poetic telegram on 31 December 1947: 

Your letter of love gave both pleasure and pain. 

Joy because you remember you have always been mine. 

Pain because physically you cannot with me remain. 

Nevertheless my love in you always will shine! 

Six months later, in May 1948, Baba wrote to Kim (through Kitty): “You say you are mine 

— and this is so — even to eternity. Then trust me to watch over and to give you just what I know 

to be best ... Do not worry over the future. I want all your love, and when you love me, you will 

find yourself loving all.” 

Baba assured her, “You are never separated from me.” 

 

Rabia Martin, the head of the Sufi order, had made plans to travel to India in 1946 to meet 

Baba, and to work out the details of setting up a new organization for Sufism in America and 

Australia. However, Martin became terminally ill with cancer at that time, and was too ill to travel. 

So she was forced to give up her plan to meet Baba in India. 

In July 1947, a few days before Rabia’s 76th birthday, Baba sent her a message of blessing. 

Her daughter Etta Mehdy was with her then and recalled: “One night when she lay very ill in my 

home, a cablegram came from Baba in which he blessed her. This message was wonderful for [her]. 

The light that came into her eyes, and her happiness were beyond words.” 

Rabia Martin passed away peacefully on 31 August 1947. She was not destined to meet 

Meher Baba in person in this life, but she achieved her deepest wish by bringing Sufism in America 

and the Western world under the guidance of the Avatar. She entrusted her work to the successor 

she named a month before her death, one of her students, Ivy O. Duce. 

After Rabia Martin’s passing, the group of Sufis in the San Francisco area dwindled to a 

small number which met regularly, consisting of Don Stevens, Daphne Macdonald, Joyce Ruggles, 

Louise Urico and Rosemary McFall. From Hillsborough, Fred and Carolyn Frey joined the Sufi 

group occasionally, and from a far distance Laura Delavigne in Detroit, Michigan kept in 

correspondence with Ivy, who was living in Washington D.C. Gradually, from 1947 through the 

next several years the Sufi group was joined by Harold Stewart, Lud Dimpfl and Marvin Campen, 

and later Joseph and Kari Harb. 

Rabia Martin had sent a copy of the Discourses to Baron Friedrich von Frankenberg, the 

leader of the Sufis in Australia, and by October of 1947, several Australian Sufis had also come 

into Baba’s contact. Among them were May Lundquist, Ena Lemmon, Bill Le Page, John and Joan 

Bruford, John Grant, Stan and Clarice Adams, Oswald and Betty Hall, Denis and Joan O'Brien, and 

their eventual leader − and special “bud” of the Beloved’s garden − Francis Brabazon. Francis, a 

poet and artist, had been sent by von Frankenberg to California to accompany Rabia Martin to 

India, but, as mentioned, the trip had been canceled due to Rabia’s illness. 

A year later, in 1948, Francis wrote to Baba of his vivid dreams. Through Dr. Ghani, Baba 

replied: “Baba would like very much for you to look upon him as a friend, and maybe, in the course 

of time, you will grow to look upon him as the Beloved.” Indeed, it did not take this fragrant flower 

long to surrender to the Beloved of his heart. 

Ivy Duce, 53, was surprised when Rabia named her as the next Murshida of the Sufi Order. 

She felt she did not have the spiritual illumination necessary to work as a true Murshida. Nor did 

she feel capable or qualified to assume the temporal responsibilities of directing the Sufi Order. In 

turmoil after Rabia’s death, all Ivy could think about was traveling to India to see Baba. She decided 

that she had to carry out Rabia Martin’s original design: to lay the future of Sufism in America at 

Meher Baba’s feet. This she was determined to do. Ivy had been in correspondence with Baba and 

intended to ask him to appoint an authentic, illumined teacher for the Sufi Order, “perhaps someone 



from the East” who could come to America and put the Order on a stable basis. But Baba had other 

plans. 

Baba granted her permission to meet him in India, and on Wednesday, 7 January 1948, Ivy 

and her eighteen-year-old daughter Charmian arrived in Pimpalgaon. Meherjee (whom Ivy had met 

in America where Meherjee had traveled on business) brought them in his car from Bombay at 3:00 

P.M., and Baba met with them in Ratanshah Gyara’s cabin, where he usually rested at night. Ghani 

was reading the alphabet board. Don, Meherjee and Adi Sr. were also present during the interview. 

Upon seeing Baba, Ivy wept and her first meeting led to a lifetime of surrender and service at her 

Beloved’s feet. She later wrote: 

Never had I seen such eyes before — I did not have any idea that such eyes could exist — 

and yet, here I was looking straight into them through a mist of tears. I scarcely noted that they 

were brown, very large, keenly intelligent, flashing, expressive, for they had another quality that 

intrigued and tantalized me as I sat before him. I kept trying to analyze it in the back of my mind 

while still striving to focus on a person who was going to mean, I hoped, the end of a long quest. 

Suddenly I realized what was indefinable in his eyes — it was bliss! 

Baba said, “Now tell me what you are confused about.” Ivy replied that although Rabia 

Martin had made her her successor as Murshida of the Sufi Order for the Western world, Ivy said 

she did not feel spiritually advanced. 

Baba, looked delighted, slapped his knee, and said, “You are honest — that is good — that 

is what counts; you have not seen God and you have not realized Him. You see me as a person but 

you do not see me as I am. I will help you to see God and to realize Him. Do not worry. I will help 

you with these matters. You cannot teach anyone something you do not know — but as long as you 

are honest and say ‘I have not yet realized God’ it is enough, and say ‘I can help you and you can 

help me’ for that is the way it is.” 

Baba glanced at Charmian, sitting across from them on a wooden bench, and spelled: 

“Innocent.” Charmian, who had originally accompanied her mother to “protect her from quacks,” 

burst into tears. “From then on she was his slave,” Ivy remembered. 

Baba told Ivy, “Truth is to be experienced. Intellectual knowledge is not enough.” 

Ivy and her daughter had been planning on visiting Delhi and Agra, but instead they stayed 

at Pimpalgaon with the ladies for five days, and during that time her heart melted and her feelings 

of love for Baba overflowed and were expressed through her tears. Baba had captured her heart. 

On Thursday, 8 January 1948, she told Baba, “I never wanted to run a Sufi order — all I 

ever wanted to do was sing!” 

Baba told her: “I too sing … Down through the ages, I sing!” 

He then advised: “You should tell all that you have not seen God, nor experienced Him. 

You have been given the post of Murshida from Inayat Khan’s disciple Rabia Martin, and you will 

help others — and others will help you — to tread the path towards God. You, on your part, should 

go on talking about me to others. By not taking upon the responsibility of posing as a God-realized 

leader and by working as my medium, the devotion of hundreds will flow towards me, and you will 

have no responsibility.” 

Ivy said, “I wholeheartedly accept what you wish me to do.” She told Baba about her 

physical difficulties and also something about Charmian. 

Baba said: “Don’t worry about anything, including Charmian. Faithfully discharge all your 

earthly duties, always be honest in everything and don’t tell even little white lies because God 

cannot live in a heart where there is hypocrisy. Don’t expect anything to be easy; life will be full 

of problems and the world even more so. In fact, in years to come the world will reach a zenith of 

anti-God thinking, immorality, lust and greed, because the ending of a vast cycle of cycles is taking 

place. But after the climax a new era of real brotherly love will be ushered in by God, who knows 

all that is going on.” 



At one point, Baba sent Ivy this message: “Perfection has both the human and divine 

attributes in full, and expresses itself in high and low alike. A Perfect Man has infinite love, 

inviolable spirituality and greatest sense of humor. He comes down to the level of the devotee and 

yet is all the time the Master.” 

Adi Sr., Norina and Elizabeth took Ivy and Charmian to Meherabad for a tour, where Ivy 

was deeply impressed with how the women on the hill were leading lives of practical spirituality. 

On the way back, she remarked to Adi how privileged she felt to have met Baba and stayed with 

him for a few days. “After meeting Baba,” she said, “I realize that all I’ve read is nothing. There 

were millions of infinities in Baba’s eyes.” 

Early on Monday, 12 January 1948, the Duces left with Adi Sr., Ghani and Khak Saheb for 

Poona, from where they boarded a train for Bombay, and then departed for America. Baba had 

purposely introduced Dr. Ghani to Ivy because nine months later a committee on Sufism was 

formed with Ghani as its president. “The Sufi Circle” was to inform the Sufis in America and 

Australia about Baba’s activities, but the main purpose behind it was to maintain Baba’s link with 

Ivy Duce and Francis Brabazon! 

After Ivy and Charmian left, Baba had Ghani write to her, once again emphasizing what 

he had told her at Pimpalgaon: 

You should openly declare that you are a student of spirituality, that you are not God-

realized and that you are aspiring for that blessedness with the help and grace of a Master who is 

alive and active in the affairs of the world today. Since the responsibility — not of your seeking — 

of supervising the Sufi movement has devolved on you through Murshida Martin, you would do 

your best to shoulder the cross, knowing fully well your shortcomings and weaknesses. While 

trying to help and teach others in the Sufi way, you are alive to the fact that you yourself are 

growing and learning. The result of your work when conducted in this spirit should be left entirely 

in the hands of Baba. 

On 12 January 1948, Raosaheb and Ali Akbar (Aloba) arrived for an interview, and Ramjoo 

and Rusi Pop arrived two days later. On the 12th, Baba issued a circular outlining his activities for 

the next 40 days: 

January 17 to February 5: Work with masts in Pimpalgaon 

February 7 to 14: Work with sadhus in the Central or United Provinces 

February 15 to 25: Work with the poor in Ahmednagar District. 

Baba held a meeting at Pimpalgaon on 15 January to discuss his plans. In attendance were 

Pendu, Eruch, Ghani, Sarosh, Adi Sr., Chhagan, Kaka, Baidul, Goma Ganesh, Adi Jr., Dattu and 

Nusserwan. About giving grain and cloth to the poor, Baba stated, “This giving can by no means 

be deemed charity. People coming from distant places take the trouble and give you an opportunity 

to serve them. It is to them that thanks are due. Besides, my giving to people implies a spiritual task 

to be performed whose purpose necessitates they be contacted. The spiritual work done through 

giving them food and cloth is not fully fulfilled if my name is revealed, or if they think that they 

are receiving alms through charity.” 

Baba planned to fast during this period, and he began on 17 January, eating only one meal 

and taking tea twice during the day. He remained on this partial fast for the next 40 days. 

That afternoon, a bus from Meherabad brought Adi Sr., Gustadji, Kaikobad, Anna 104, 

Annasaheb Kale, Kalemama, Feram, Bala Tambat, Baidul and Ali Shah for a bhajan program.579 

Beginning the next day for ten days, Baba worked with Ali Shah sitting with him from 7:00 to 

10:30 A.M. in Don’s room.580 On the 27th, he gave Ali Shah a bath (something he did very rarely), 

and the next morning sent him back to Meherabad with Sidhu. 

 
579 Feram stayed at Pimpalgaon to type Ghani’s dictation. 
580 It is not known which room Don was using at Meherazad at the time, but it may have been what later 

became known as Pendu’s room.  



Two seekers were brought to Pimpalgaon from Poona on 27 January by Eruch. One was 

sent back immediately, but the other was kept for a few days. Baba shaved, bathed, fed and clothed 

him, and worked with him for one hour in the mornings and a few minutes each evening. He was 

sent back on 3 February. 

On Friday, 30 January 1948, a mad person who was walking on the road in Ahmednagar 

was brought to Pimpalgaon. The person who brought him thought he was a mast, but Baba indicated 

that he was simply mad. He was full of lice and Baba shaved his head, gave him a bath and clothed 

him in new clothes. After feeding him, Baba sent him back to Ahmednagar the same day.581 

On the morning of 30 January, Baba had mentioned, “A very significant event will occur 

today,” but when the day progressed as usual, everyone forgot the remark. Yet something did 

happen that night … 

Adi Sr., with his young assistant Waman, arrived at Pimpalgaon unexpectedly. Adi would 

come each afternoon, but never so late. Kaka, Baidul, Don and Vishnu were surprised by his sudden 

appearance, and Kaka went to inform Baba. Baba came to the ashram from Gyara’s cabin with 

Chhagan, who was now doing nightwatch in Krishna’s place. Adi informed Baba that Mahatma 

Gandhi had been assassinated at 5:17 P.M. 

Baba at once dictated on the board: “Gandhi’s whole political life of sacrifice and selfless 

service was for his love of God, whom he longed to see until the very end!” 

Elizabeth’s dog, Foundy, had been ill in Satara. When Baba had seen Elizabeth crying, he 

inquired the reason. She replied, “Foundy is dying.” 

Baba had remarked, “That dog will live longer than Mahatma Gandhi.” 

True to Baba’s words, Foundy lived for six months more after Gandhi was shot.582 

Much correspondence had been exchanged between Mahatma Gandhi and Chanji, who, 

along with Dr. Deshmukh, had met Gandhi a number of times. Gandhi had seen Baba three times 

— once on the Rajputana in 1931, a second time in London and thereafter in Bombay. Baba would 

talk about him often, and loved, appreciated and praised his dedication to the nation. 

It would not be wrong to suggest that Mahatma Gandhi was Meher Baba’s medium for 

accomplishing his work in the political sphere; because of Gandhi’s efforts India had won its 

independence from the British. This also must be the reason why, until the last, Gandhi had 

remained in politics, though he was a lover of God and had even promised Baba to join him after 

India was freed. Now he had truly “joined” Baba! The Father of the Nation was guided by and had 

come to the Father of Creation! 

Meher Baba had previously stated that Mahatma Gandhi had a greater destiny than leading 

India free from British rule, that he was destined to work for the whole world as a God-realized 

soul. In 1927, Baba had told the mandali: “Gandhi is doing all this with the best of intentions and 

therefore will realize God in his third life after this.” 

However, after Mahatma Gandhi’s death, people began speaking of him as an “Avatar.” 

Aurobindo Ghose also paid warm tribute to the fallen leader. In response to all this talk about 

Gandhi, on 14 February Baba issued the following statement, asking each of the mandali to write 

down their comments. 

 
581 A few weeks later, in February 1948, Baba commented humorously: “A tame cow, a tame dog and a tame ass are 

more useful than a madman who is not only useless, but also dangerous – although the former is very low in evolution 

and the latter is fully evolved as a human.” 

 
582 The mandali also recalled Baba’s statement to Eruch in Satara six months before that the month of 

February 1948 would be eventful.  



Those who are confused, used or diffused are refused! And with such people, Baba is not 

amused! 

Everything is happening according to the Divine Plan, and now it is going to be a test for 

God, the world, me and you. 

Aurobindo is a political Hindu yogi of the sixth plane. He is a real advanced saint and a 

good soul, but not having realized God, he still thinks of politics and Mother India. He called 

Ramakrishna Paramhansa and Ram Tirtha “Avatars,” and it would not have been surprising if he 

had called his political saintly friend [Gandhi] names or paid him tributes as suited him — from 

“Avatar” downwards to “political opportunist.” 

As for Gandhi, he was surely one of the greatest men of the world, and a saint because of 

his sufferings, sacrifices and love for the nation and love for God. But to call Gandhi an Avatar is 

emotional trash and sentimental nonsense! One who always waited for the “inner voice” to guide 

him cannot be an Avatar, because the Avatar is “Voice” itself. One confessing of his Himalayan 

blunders and of being occasionally in darkness, weak and imperfect cannot be the Avatar. The 

Avatar is all-knowledge, all-power, all-bliss, all-perfection! 

The truth of the situation is that Gandhi never claimed Avatarship for himself, nor even 

sainthood; and this enhances his greatness all the more. 

Even Jinnah [the leader of Pakistan] is considered by the Muslims as the savior of Islam. 

After his death — which is in the near future — he will also be acclaimed by the Muslim world as 

Imam Mehdi, the Muslim Avatar.583 

Baba concluded by dictating: 

Therefore, in this Avatar business, if any of you really feel confused, excited and 

disappointed, you would be rendering me the greatest service by leaving me for good or bad. I want 

you to be honest with yourself and with me, because I am what I am, what I always was and will 

ever be. 

Maybe I am Avatar of God or the Devil. So, once and for all, see within and find out if 

you are confused or fused. In Satara I said, “See what happens in February.” Now wait for June 

1948! 

The following are some of the men and women mandali’s written comments in response to 

Baba: 

Adi Jr.: “Gandhi was no doubt a great man, but compared to Baba, he was like a 

flickering candle, whereas Baba’s brilliance is that of the whole universe.” 

Deshmukh: “You are the Avatar not only of our times, but for all time. All shine by your 

light, even as the moon shines by reflecting the light of the sun, while you are the Light itself. If 

there is any goodness or greatness in anyone, he or she has it from you.” 

Don: “I sink or swim with Baba, and without him I sink anyhow.” 

Eruch: “Let others select, decide and declare their Avatars of the age. For me Baba as 

BABA is all in all.” 

Feram: “Gandhi was Gandhi and Baba is Baba; so there is nothing more to be said.” 

Gadekar: “To me there is not the least doubt about the Avatarhood of Shri Meher Baba. 

Other personages may be saints or Sadgurus, but for the present age, Shri Meher Baba is the one 

and the only one Avatar as Lord Krishna, Buddha, Christ and Muhammad were in their times 

according to their mission. May the world accept his guidance and help, and be happier soon. I 

have declared in my speeches before that Shri Meher Baba is the Avatar of the present Kali Yuga, 

and I mean to do the same in the future by his grace.”584 

Ghani: “I have decided irrevocably to continue to the end to be the chronic disciple of the 

‘incorrigible’ Master.” 

Gustadji: “Gandhi is a very sincere, hard worker and loving soul, but insofar as Baba is 

concerned, there is as much difference between them as between the earth and the heavens.” 

Jal Kerawalla: “Baba is light. I feel, in the very near future, this light is going to dazzle 

everyone in this materialistic world which has descended to the utmost depths of darkness, 

 

583 True to Meher Baba’s words, Mohammed Ali Jinnah died eight months later, in September 1948. 

584 The Kali Yuga (or Dark Age) is the last of four stages humanity passes through, according to Indian 

scriptures, characterized by a general spiritual decline in the world.  



probably according to a plan, so that the beauty, love and reality of the light to come might be duly 

appreciated, valued and cherished by generations to come.” 

Kaikobad: “I only know from the bottom of my heart that my dear Baba was God, he is 

God and he will be God forever. I see him as God, I honor him as God, I love him as God, because 

he is God.” 

Kaka wrote: “Happen what may, 

                       I will always stay 

                      With Baba, I say.” 

Murli: “Whatever is said and happening around me, my inner voice compels me to 

believe in you, Baba, to the end.” 

Nilu: “Nobody until now — or at least I have not — has ever doubted our beloved Baba’s 

divinity or Avatarship. Such doubts and hesitancy never enter our hearts and minds. 

“What amazes us is why should our Avatar entertain doubts and suspicions of his own 

disciples who have stood with and by him all these years? I have been and will be with him for 

good and bad until I die.” 

Padri: “I have seen many Februarys and many Junes and I will see some more of them. 

‘Maybe I am Avatar of God or the Devil.’ No arguments.” 

Pendu: “As you know well, I have nothing to do with this Avatar or God business. I know 

only one thing, that I have to serve you.” 

Sarosh: “Philosophy or spirituality is not my line. I am a happy-go-lucky fellow. The 

only one to whom I bow with open heart as God is Baba. Come what may, it is my dharma to serve 

and obey him. In his service I take pride, feel happy and worried, but I will do my best at all times 

with all my heart. Maybe one day I will become his Governor.” 

Elizabeth: “One thing I know: If you had not come into this my life, there would have 

been no other Master or Avatar for me. Having come, there can be no other way for me, beloved 

Baba.” 

Kitty: “The ‘knowing’ of a living Buddha, Christ or Avatar can only be a certainty for the 

disciple through the grace of the Master. Until that hour, the disciple walks by faith. But greater 

than faith is ‘your love.’ Your love brought me to you, your love has kept me with you and your 

love will bind me to you till the end. This is sufficient. Can anyone who is not divine love himself 

fill his disciples with a love that is ‘love for its own sake'?” 

Norina: “In you — who can do what no man can, as you have proven to me — I believe. 

With renewed enthusiasm, I here re-sign. For you I am ready to live and die.” 

Rano: “The one certainty in my life is you, beloved Baba. I am yours and will always be 

yours.” 

After Mahatma Gandhi’s assassination, there were disturbances throughout the country. 

Even in Ahmednagar, some Indian Congressmen had burned down the house of some Mahasabites 

(members of a Hindu reactionary political group), when they saw that they were holding a 

celebratory party over Gandhi’s demise. (The Congress Party blamed the Mahasaba Party for 

Gandhi’s death, as it was one of their members who had killed Gandhi.) 

Baba heard about this incident on 1 February 1948 from Adi Sr., Nusserwan and Eruch. 

Baba commented to Nusserwan, “Don’t be sad. The Mahasabites are glad that they got rid of 

Gandhi [who they thought was appeasing the Muslims]. Congressmen should be happy that Gandhi 

got an honorable death of a martyr — so sudden and bearing no last-minute suffering.” 

Then Baba made a dire prediction, “The future world upheavals, which will result in the 

loss of 75 percent of human lives in the world, will render every previous event into insignificance.” 

 

Baba sent a circular to his lovers directing them to carry out one of the following five 

instructions from the 1st to the 25th of February 1948: 

1. To eat only once during each 24 hours and take tea only twice (water may be taken as 

and when required). 

2. To observe silence. 

3. To feed with one’s own hands one poor man or woman each day (the poor person must 

be a different one each day, i.e., the same person should not be fed twice). 

4 To abstain literally and absolutely from any sexual relations whatsoever. 

5. To meditate each day for one hour. 



Thus, although Baba’s one-month meeting had still not actualized, he did keep his inner 

and outer contact with his lovers in India and abroad by allowing them to participate in his work in 

such ways. 

On Wednesday, 4 February 1948, Baba again sent for Ali Shah. Baba sat with him for two 

hours, from 9:00 A.M. to 11:00 A.M., and then sent him back to Meherabad with Adi Sr. 

Baba had announced that the second phase of his work during his 40-day fast would be 

with sadhus in the Central Provinces of India.585 More specifically, Baba planned to attend the 

gathering of 30,000 saints and sadhus in Allahabad at the Kumbha Mela.586 He sent Baidul and 

Babadas in advance to arrange matters. 

At dawn on Saturday, 7 February 1948, Baba left Pimpalgaon for Bombay, driven there by 

Adi Sr. in his car. Eruch, Jalbhai and Dhake accompanied them. That afternoon at 3:15 p.m. Baba 

contacted the mast Ali Asghar in Mahim, a suburb of Bombay. This was an extraordinary contact: 

Ali Asghar had one brother and seven sisters who were masts from birth. His older brother, 

however, was not a mast. (It was said that their father was a saint.) 

After working with Ali Asghar, Baba went to Colaba where he contacted a fifth-plane mast 

named Pathan Baba.587 In 1942, Kaka had contacted Pathan Baba, who at that time had refused to 

meet Baba (in Lonavla), declaring, “What should I come for, since your soul and mine are with 

him?” He then gave Kaka an orange, claiming about Baba, “The key to the whole world is in his 

hand — all countries, Russia, Germany and others. Do as he directs!” 

Another mast was found in Bandra, living behind the Mount Mary church. He was called 

Billi[cat]wala because of his penchant for being surrounded by stray cats. Baba gave him a rupee 

during the contact. 

After working with these masts, Baba entrained for Allahabad the same evening, joined by 

Sadashiv Patil and Vithal Bhokre from Poona. Baba and the mandali arrived in Allahabad at 10:00 

P.M. on the 8th, and were met by Baidul and Babadas. The next morning at seven o’clock, Baba 

began his work of contacting sadhus at the Ardha Kumbha Mela, as he had done six years earlier. 

Baba did not permit the mandali to witness his work; but it can be presumed that he went to the 

different camps where the sadhus had gathered and laid his head on their feet. Baba returned near 

10:00 A.M. indicating that his work was finished. He had contacted an amazing number of 4,000 

sadhus in the short span of just three hours. This physical exertion of bowing down and rising and 

bowing down again to such a great number, one after another, proved to be a tremendous strain on 

his body, especially his neck. 

Baba did not reveal how many of the sadhus were genuine or advanced. However, 

afterwards, Baba walked around Allahabad and worked with four genuine masts: Vishwanath Baba, 

who appeared as a sadhu, but was a mast; Shah Saheb, who oddly carried around a book under his 

arm and wore a pair of spectacles; Qamruddin, who was naked except for a loincloth and usually 

was surrounded by a pack of dogs; Sheikh Mardan, who was always stark naked in all weather 

conditions, and was known to be a heavy smoker of hemp and had a passion for tea. 

 
585 The Central Provinces was a province of British India and consisted primarily of the present-day state of 

Madhya Pradesh. 

586 Kumbha Mela is the major gathering of sadhus, ascetics and mahatmas from all over India. It is held 

every three years, alternatively at Nasik, Ujjain, Allahabad and Hardwar. The river water at each of the four 

places is considered sacred, and for a sadhu or seeker to bathe in these sacred waters is an act of 

purification.  

587 The mast was also known as Esur-e-aazam Baba. 



Baba departed Allahabad on the night of 9 February, taking Sadashiv, Vithal, Baidul, 

Eruch, Jalbhai, Dhake and Adi Sr. with him, and leaving Babadas behind. They spent 36 hours in 

the train, changing trains several times en route. During the journey, as well as during his strenuous 

work in Allahabad, Baba and the mandali had been observing their partial fast of one meal a day. 

At one station, they got down at 2:30 A.M. to change trains. Although their next train was at the 

station, it was not scheduled to depart for several hours, so Baba and the men washed their face and 

hands and boarded it to rest. 

At about 4:30 A.M. Baba noticed a fruit stall opening up for business on the platform, and 

sent Eruch to buy some oranges. The stall’s owner was busy worshiping, praying before a 

photograph of what Eruch thought at first to be a saint, while a small boy dusted the jars of sweets 

and buns for sale. To his surprise, Eruch noticed that the photograph was of Meher Baba himself. 

Baba had told him to purchase six oranges, one for each of them, and Eruch asked the lad the price. 

The boy replied, “One anna per orange.” 

From the train, Baba gestured to Eruch, “Since we are buying six, try to bring him down.” 

Eruch began bargaining, and ended up paying five annas for the six oranges. When he 

returned to their compartment, he told Baba that the man had been praying before his photograph, 

but Baba did not pay much attention to it. 

In the train, Baba handed each of the men an orange, and Eruch went to wash the one meant 

for Baba before cutting and serving it to him. On the way, he was waylaid by the owner of the fruit 

stall, who started berating him. “You men have taken advantage of my boy before I was open for 

business. You looted the boy!” 

“What is the matter?” Eruch asked. “We paid for the fruit.” 

“Yes, at one anna less! Pay me one anna; my prices are fixed,” the shopkeeper insisted. 

“We bargained, that’s true, but your boy agreed.” 

“He had no right to agree; he is only employed to sweep the place. You'll have to pay the 

amount or return the fruit.” 

Eruch returned to the compartment, and Baba instructed him to tell the man, “Once a 

bargain is struck and the transaction takes place, it is your duty not to go back on the deal.” 

But the man would not listen and insisted they either pay the extra one anna or give the 

oranges back. Eruch vainly tried to convince him, “This is not a good attitude. It’s only one anna. 

And that too, the first sale of the day [considered auspicious].” 

Because the man had been worshiping Baba’s photograph, Baba was taking pains to point 

out that his attitude was wrong. It was not a question of paying the extra money. But the man was 

stubborn and eventually took back the oranges. 

Eruch asked, “Shall I tell him it is you, Baba?” Baba had covered his face with a shawl to 

avoid being recognized, which he always did while on tour. 

Baba replied, “If he knows that, he will bring his whole stall here! How will he gain by 

that? He has benefited by praying to my photograph in my presence. Only that much is in his lot.” 

Baba and his companions arrived at Bombay’s Victoria terminus on the morning of 11 

February 1948 and were met by Nariman and Meherjee. Even before going to wash off the dirt of 

the journey, Baba went to commune with four masts. The most important one among them was the 

mast-saint Umar Baba, who was the present spiritual chargeman of Bombay.588 He was on the sixth 

plane and lived in a graveyard, and that is where Baba contacted him early in the morning. 

Afterward, Baba worked with a good mast in Bhendi Bazaar, and two other masts 

elsewhere in Bombay. Baba promptly left for Pimpalgaon, breaking his journey in Poona, where 

 
588 Umar Baba had taken over Tipu Baba’s duties after Tipu died in 1944. 



he visited the Jessawala family and Beheram’s family. He returned to Pimpalgaon the same 

afternoon. 

 

Baba’s 54th birthday was observed (according to the Parsi calendar) on Friday, 13 February 

1948. Baba called the women from Meherabad to Pimpalgaon at three in the afternoon for a bhajan 

performance by an Arangaon group. Also allowed to attend the festivities from Ahmednagar were: 

Gulmai, Piroja (Gulmai’s daughter), Viloo (Sarosh’s wife), Soona (Sarosh’s sister-in-law) and her 

daughter Franey (Adi Jr.’s wife), Khorshed Banu (Goher’s mother) and her daughter Roshan, 

Meheru Damania (Eruch’s sister), Khorshed (Eruch’s wife), Khorshed’s sister Meheru and their 

mother Shirin Damania. 

Two weeks before, Mansari’s brother Minoo Desai of Bombay had sent Baba a very useful 

birthday present — a radio. It was turned on for the first time that day by Rustom Kaka. It was the 

first time Baba had listened to a radio at Pimpalgaon and he expressed his pleasure with Minoo. 

Also played that day was a gramophone recording of a speech Jean Adriel had given 

explaining Baba’s teachings. 

All the men and women mandali shifted from Pimpalgaon to Ahmednagar on Sunday, 15 

February. The temporary structures Kalemama had built were to be torn down, and in their place 

Sarosh was to construct a large two-story house for Baba and the women. In the beginning, the 

Pimpalgaon property was held in Sarosh’s name, but later he transferred it to Baba.589 

In Ahmednagar, the women — Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Goher, Walu, Elizabeth and Norina 

— stayed once again at the home of Rusi Pop and Khorshed Banu Irani, Goher and Katie’s parents. 

The rest of the women mandali were living on Meherabad Hill, though Rano, and sometimes Kitty, 

would be called to spend a few days at Rusi Pop’s. Khorshed Banu and her daughter Roshan moved 

out of the house and stayed at Viloo’s brother Keki Irani’s house. Rusi also moved out and stayed 

with the men mandali in Jamshed A. Irani’s nearby house, called the Ice Factory Bungalow, and 

did the marketing for them during their stay.590 

Every evening, Adi Sr. would drive Baba and Chhagan back to Gyara’s cottage nine miles 

away in Pimpalgaon, where Baba spent the night. Some of the servant boys shared the duties as 

night watchmen. In the morning Adi would pick them up, and Baba again would spend the day in 

Ahmednagar or in Meherabad. 

Construction work was also progressing for the new hall and residential quarters for the 

mandali at lower Meherabad (on the site of Nilu’s old dispensary, opposite Kaikobad’s cottage). 

One day Baba went to bless the first door frame to be erected, by touching it. Kalemama was 

overseeing this work with Pendu’s help. 

Meanwhile, at the Ice Factory bungalow Dr. Ghani continue to work on the esoteric points 

given by Baba (for God Speaks), but in his usual lackadaisical way was taking his time over it. 

Finally, Baba dictated an agreement which he made Ghani sign before witnesses, promising to 

finish the book by the end of May 1948. Part of the agreement was a poem by Baba about Ghani: 

He swears by everything he holds dear and near 

That he will stay here without the summer fear 

And not asking for beer 

And finish this book or out he'll clear! 

 

Baba now began the third phase of his special 40-day-work — distributing prasad to the 

poor of Ahmednagar District. Eruch, Pendu and Nusserwan Satha had been busy for some weeks 

 
589 Sarosh had also been made a joint owner of the Meherabad Hill property on 26 September 1947. 
590 The bungalow got its name from housing an ice manufacturing plant in former days. 



making the necessary arrangements for this work. As they had done before in Niranjanpur, 

thousands of tickets with the word PRASAD printed on them had been distributed to the very 

poorest peasants in different villages. 

Other tickets had printed on them: “You are great; you give us the opportunity to serve 

you.” At each of the four locations where Baba was to work with the poor, facilities were found 

and cleaned. Volunteers were engaged to help heat water for Baba to wash the feet of the poor, and 

many other requirements were meticulously seen to before Baba’s arrival. 

Meanwhile, at Pimpalgaon and Ahmednagar, thousands of bundles of prasad were being 

prepared and stored for Baba to distribute. Each bundle consisted of four seers of millet wrapped 

in one and a half yards of white cloth. 

The first program was held on Monday, 16 February 1948, at the town of Kotul, 80 miles 

from Ahmednagar near Sangamner. Driven by Adi Sr., Baba left Pimpalgaon in the middle of the 

night at 3 A.M. and came to Rusi Pop’s where he washed and had breakfast. At 5:15 A.M. he left 

with Dhake, Kaka and Jalbhai, and arrived at Kotul shortly after eight in the morning. The program 

was held at the dak bungalow. Baba sat on a stool and washed the feet of 1,010 poverty-stricken 

men and women, placed his head on their feet, and handed them his prasad. To 27 of them he gave 

one rupee each, and to two people who had come late and did not get bundles, two rupees each. 

When Baba washed the feet of these people, the mandali would assist by pouring water and 

handing him the soap and towel. But when he handed out the bundles one by one, he did so in strict 

privacy in a separate room which was kept vacant for this purpose. Baba sat on the floor, beckoning 

each villager to him for prasad. Thick curtains were tacked over the windows and hung from the 

doors to prevent anyone from looking inside during the contact. The program ended at one o’clock 

in the afternoon, and Baba returned to Ahmednagar. 

Two days later, on the 18th, Baba went to the village of Parner, 25 miles west of 

Ahmednagar. Here the program was held in a school building. Baba washed the feet of 600 poor 

people and distributed prasad to 606 people. He presented one rupee to 28 people and gave two 

rupees to one man. 

As Baba was washing the feet of one old lady from Parner, an elderly man was heard to 

remark in English, “Just like Jesus Christ!” 

The third poor program took place on Friday, 20 February 1948, at the town of Kharda, 70 

miles southeast of Ahmednagar. There, too, a school building was utilized for the work with 992 

poor villagers. Again, Baba washed their feet and privately handed prasad to each. He also gave 

one rupee each to 98 people and two rupees to 13. The mandali assisted in their assigned tasks, with 

Kaikobad keeping track of the number of contacts. 

The fourth and final program did not turn out as expected. It was to be held at Visapur on 

Sunday, 22 February. Visapur was an old army camp. After the partition of Pakistan and India, 

communal riots had broken out, resulting in thousands of ruined lives and hundreds of thousands 

of refugees spilling into the country. Visapur was turned into a refugee camp, and it was with 1,000 

of these poor refugees that Baba wished to work that day.591 

Baba left Ahmednagar early in the morning and was driven the 25 miles south to the 

Visapur Irrigation bungalow. When he arrived, he was informed that the refugees had somehow 

found out that a “saint” was to wash their feet. They did not like this idea and had protested: “We 

will wash his feet. We will never permit him to wash our feet.” 

Whenever Baba had done such work in the past, the recipients had not been informed who 

was washing their feet and giving them prasad. When Baba was told of the refugees’ attitude, he 

unhappily decided to cancel the program and returned to Ahmednagar. The Visapur Seva Samiti, a 

 
591 In 1925, Baba had taken the Meherabad schoolchildren to Visapur on a picnic. 



social service organization serving the poor, was given a donation of Rs.500 to the refugee camp. 

Baba wished to distribute the remaining bundles of grain among poor people in Pimpalgaon and 

surrounding villages, so he instructed Eruch, Pendu and Chhagan to hand out passes for a program 

to be held at Meherazad on the 24th. 

 

After returning to Ahmednagar, on 22 February 1948, Baba in the evening discussed 

matters with the mandali in the Ice Factory Bungalow. In the course of the conversation, the subject 

of the Master’s manifestation came up and Baba asked those present, “What do you think 

constitutes 100 percent proof of my manifestation as the Avatar?” 

Khak Saheb, Babadas, Kaka (who was on silence), Ramjoo, Adi Sr., Ghani, Dhake, 

Ramjoo and Nariman (who was visiting from Bombay) expressed their views, but Baba further 

observed: 

You people say that at the time of my Avataric manifestation, mankind will receive a 

shock like an earthquake and I will appear at different places in my physical form. But such ideas 

do not prove the Avatar’s manifestation 100 percent.  

In the Avatar is contained the whole of creation. All the lives contained in the world are 

like his limbs. If a scorpion stings a man on one part of his body, the brain immediately knows it 

and pain is felt throughout the body. Similarly, when the Avatar will ‘sting’ [manifest], every life 

sustained in creation will feel it. Thus, the Avatar’s presence on this plane and the scorpion’s sting 

[manifestation] will be experienced by all. 

If the sun were to shine 24 hours a day and there was no darkness, the presence of the sun 

would not be recognized, unless there was complete darkness once. The rising of the sun 

consequent to darkness would make humanity appreciate the presence of the sun. The dark night is 

signified by the scorpion’s sting. 

Thinking of pralaya, Ghani interjected, “Darkness may also mean mass annihilation and 

dissolution of the world!” 

Baba laughed and remarked, “You all [those present] remember this subject of dissolution.” 

Continuing, Baba spelled out on the alphabet board: 

After the Avatar’s manifestation, humanity will receive the Light in different degrees 

proportionate to each one’s receptivity. Those out in the open will experience the full light of the 

sun; those holding umbrellas over their heads will receive less; and those who remain closeted in 

their houses will get even less. 

This means that those who keep themselves shut up in the houses of their desires will 

receive the least Light; those who, though out in the open, hold an umbrella over their head — 

refuse to open their heart to God — will receive less; and those of pure desires and an open heart 

will experience the full brilliance of the Avatar’s coming. 

“Will we experience the Light or not?” Ghani asked. 

Baba jokingly replied, “Look at the ways of your Avatar! Though I stay in Ahmednagar, I 

go all the way to Pimpalgaon for the night. If you can grasp this, you will get the Light!” 

Two days later, on Tuesday, 24 February 1948, Eruch, Vishnu, Nusserwan, Pendu and 

Chhagan brought 838 villagers to the compound at Pimpalgaon, where Baba proceeded, as usual, 

to wash their feet and give each a bundle of cloth and grain. 

In the crowd was an old man who boasted that he was 130 years old — though he looked 

no more than 80. After Baba handed him his bundle, he turned and blessed Baba. After the function 

was over, Baba remarked facetiously, “For a long time I have been waiting for someone to bless 

me, and at last today my wish is fulfilled!” 

Manek Mehta arrived to see Baba on the 25th, as did Naoroji Dadachanji. 

In Meherabad, on the morning of the 26th of February, Baba broke his 40-day fast. In his 

presence, Nilu, Don and Ghani also broke their partial fast of 25 days by eating some food in front 

of Baba. Kaka and Annasaheb Kale broke their silence of the past 25 days by speaking to Baba. On 



the hill that afternoon at five, Rusi Pop gave a magic show before an audience of both the men and 

women mandali. 

Baba returned to Rusi Pop’s with the women the next morning at eight. Baba’s visit to 

Meherabad on 26 February 1948 was even more significant than those at that time realized. It was 

the last time Meher Baba ever spent the night at Meherabad. 

 

Baba was driven by Adi to Poona on Monday afternoon, 1 March 1948, accompanied by 

Eruch, Baidul and Naggu. Ghani, Gadekar, Vishnu and Sushila met them at Bindra House, and 

Baba then went to contact an advanced mast known as Shastri Kher. He was a burly naked man 

living on the central market road, surrounded by a huge bundle of rags and tins, eating whatever 

rotten foods were thrown away. After this contact with Shastri Kher, Baba returned to Ahmednagar 

that same night. 

The next day, Baba met and embraced Rustom and Freiny’s sons Mehlu, Falu and 

Beheram, and discussed their personal problems before they left for Nasik. To another group of 

visitors that day who asked about Aurobindo Ghose and Ramana Maharshi, Baba stated: “I am in 

Aurobindo, Ramana Maharshi and beyond!” Yeshwant Rao of Sakori met Baba on the 6th. 

Because of the cancellation of the Visapur program, Baba went to village of Wambori, 

fifteen miles north of Ahmednagar, on Sunday, 7 March. There he washed and laid his head on the 

feet of 600 men and women. To 583 of them he handed bundles of grain and cloth, and gave 50 

people one rupee each and two persons two rupees each. 

Thus the third phase of Meher Baba’s work at this time was completed. More than 4,000 

poor or destitute villagers had personally benefited by the God-Man’s touch. 

 

During this period, Eruch’s cousin Dadi Kerawala, 20, received his bachelor degree in 

agriculture, and came to Baba one day. He asked, “What should I do now?” 

“Do my farming,” Baba replied. 

Dadi did not understand and inquired, “How?” 

“Go to Mandla and farm the land at my center there. By doing this you will learn how my 

farming is done,” Baba instructed. Baba sent him to Mandla with Sohrabji Vakil of Surat. By 

cultivating the farmland there for a year, Dadi came to understand what Baba had meant. Baba 

would continually pester him by sending frequent instructions, which he had to act upon 

immediately. Only then did he grasp that to follow Baba’s behests at all times is doing his 

“farming.” 

On Tuesday, 9 March 1948, Gadekar brought Shankar Turekar, 40, to Meherabad to see 

Baba. Turekar had been in Baba’s contact since the Nasik days when, along with Minoo Kharas, 

he used to visit Baba often. With them were three other persons from Poona. Their names were 

Bapusaheb Shinde, Laxman Ramchandra Kamble, 29, and Bal Dhavle. They had found out about 

Baba through Gadekar (who had been transferred to Poona) and two of them were meeting him for 

the first time. (Shinde had met Baba two years before.) 

Baba asked each man, “How many children do you have?” Every man except Kamble 

replied. Baba turned to him and inquired, “Why are you silent? Don’t you have any children?” 

Kamble replied, “No, Baba, I do not.” 

“Do you want one?” Baba asked. 

“If you so wish to grant us one,” he replied. 

Baba handed him a coconut and stated, “Give up all thoughts of children and only think of 

me. You will have my prasad.” 



Turekar was a police sub-inspector who was not averse to accepting graft. Baba asked him, 

“Do you take bribes?” 

“Yes, Baba,” he admitted candidly. 

“You have been in my contact for so many years and still you accept bribes? Such 

corruption is not at all good. Give it up completely.” 

Turekar accepted Baba’s wish and promised to change. 

In a lighter vein, Baba asked Gadekar, “Do you fight with Gunatai [his wife]?” 

“Never, Baba. She fights with me!” he insisted. 

“She is teaching you forbearance. You are in her debt.” 

Shinde owned a shoe factory and a retail footwear outlet. Baba asked Shinde about his 

business and stated, “Don’t worry; I have my nazar on you.” 

After this meeting, all returned to their homes in Poona. Gradually Shinde’s business 

flourished. But, as the years passed, the Kambles still did not beget children. 

Kamble came to see Baba again in 1952 and Baba asked him, “Are you a parent yet?” 

Kamble answered sadly, “No, not yet, Baba.” 

“Don’t you have faith in me? You will have a child, but have patience.” Baba then gave 

him a rose petal to eat. Two years elapsed and when Kamble again saw Baba in Pandharpur in 

1954, the same topic came up. Baba chided him, “Be patient, for God’s sake! Why are you in such 

a hurry?” 

Soon after this meeting, Kamble’s wife Leelavati conceived and later gave birth to a son. 

Baba named him Meher Prasad. Thus, after Baba’s distribution of prasad to the poor in 1948, 

Kamble too received Baba’s prasad — though it happened seven years later! 

 

Ramjoo Abdulla’s entire family had been in Baba’s contact for years, and Ramjoo always 

sought Baba’s advice about any family problem. Ramjoo and his family had left Nasik and moved 

to Ahmednagar two years earlier, in 1946. He had eight children: six sons — Dadu, Baggu, Kasam, 

Ali, Meheru (Meher Ahmed) and Isa — and two daughters Jibboo and Mariam. 

When Ali graduated from high school, Ramjoo brought him to Baba one day at the Ice 

Factory Bungalow. Baba asked Ali, “Do you want to study further? Do you want to go to college?” 

Ali said no and Baba asked, “What do you want to do?” 

“I'm not sure,” he replied. “Whatever I feel like doing, I will.” 

“If you do so, you will fall into a ditch! Do as I tell you,” Baba advised. 

Ali complained, “By doing that I will lose my freedom and have to face many hardships 

like my father!” In the past, when Ali had gone to Baba with his brothers, Dadu and Baggu, Baba 

would occasionally keep them waiting when they had plans to go to a movie. This had led Ali to 

believe that by following Baba, one would be sacrificing one’s “independence.” 

Baba stated, “What you think to be freedom is not freedom; it is bondage. By following 

my advice, you will become truly independent.” 

Ali agreed, and Baba told him to have a holiday for six months at Meherabad. Afterwards 

Baba had him employed in the Sarosh Motor Works, in Nasik.  

On 11 March 1948, Baba took the women for their weekly early morning “cinema show” 

at Sarosh Theater. The Meherabad women joined them there as usual. He took them again on the 

13th. Ghani moved from the Ice Factory Bungalow on the 11th and began staying at Khushru 

Quarters, with Adi Sr. Pappa Jessawala met Baba the next day to discuss his family’s affairs. 



On Sunday, 14 March, Baba traveled to Bombay in Elizabeth’s green DeSoto, driven by 

Adi Sr. With them were Jalbhai and the Pimpalgaon women mandali. The women stayed with 

Arnavaz at her and Nariman’s apartment, 69-C Ashiana. Baba, along with Jalbhai, Adi Sr. and 

Baidul, stayed at Meherjee’s. Nariman likewise had to stay with the men mandali because the 

women were at his home. 

From the 15th, Baba began his mast work in Bombay. He contacted eleven masts, all of 

whom were being contacted for the first time. Haji Nur Ahmad, an elderly Pathan mast, was among 

those contacted. Many years ago, this man had been a schoolteacher in Kurla, a suburb of Bombay, 

and taught his students about the Koran. One day he was overcome by an experience of God and 

left the school in a dazed state. He wandered about naked for twelve years, and finally settled in 

Bhendi Bazaar. After some years, and a pilgrimage to Mecca, Haji had become salik-like. 

Baba also contacted Shah Saheb, who had a passion for chewing paan. Even though the 

mast’s appearance was very dirty, his eyes were bright and clear and reflected his inner joy. 

Dhuniwala Baba's abode was on a street beside his collected rubbish. Naked in all weather except 

for a loincloth, he was usually seated before the flames of his dhuni.592 

On the 17th, Baba contacted Ahmad Mastan, who was naked except for a sack around his 

waist. His abode was one of the most offensive places imaginable, a public urinal along a street. 

Also that day, Baba communed with Saiyid Nur Ali Shah, an old mast whose fingers were covered 

with an array of rings. This mast wandered the streets of Bombay, talking to himself or uttering 

exclamations to God. 

Having completed his mast work in Bombay, Baba and the men and women mandali 

returned to Ahmednagar on Saturday, 20 March. From that night, Baba changed his routine and 

began sleeping at Rusi Pop’s, rather than Gyara’s. He visited the mandali at the Ice Factory during 

the day. 

 

Bhagirath Tiwari, 25, had stayed with Baba for several years and, following Baba’s 

counsel, had undergone commercial driver training in Nasik. After completing the course, he 

bought a truck and started his own transport business. His marriage was arranged and in February 

1948 Bhagirath married a girl of fourteen named Kokila. Baba permitted the young couple to 

occupy part of the Ice Factory Bungalow for a few months, before they moved to Khushru Quarters. 

Food was being sent to the newlyweds from the mandali’s kitchen, and Baba himself showed 

Kokila how to keep her house in order. Once, when Kokila was barefooted scrubbing pots and pans 

outside in the compound, Baba saw her and remarked, “Kokila, learn to keep your chappals on. 

You’ll spoil your feet by working in the mud barefooted.” Baba was showing her how to be a good 

housewife, and if at anytime anything were found lying amiss, Baba himself would pick it up and 

put it back in its proper place. 

Kokila, who was only a teenager when she married, had a strong desire to finish her high 

school education. In her native place of Indore, she spoke Hindi, but in Ahmednagar the native 

language was Marathi. Consenting to her desire, Baba managed to have her admitted to school 

through Sarosh’s influence. Baba ordered Bhagirath to take her to school every morning in a tonga 

and bring her back every afternoon. The other schoolgirls were inquisitive and asked Kokila who 

was bringing her back and forth every day. They began teasing and laughing at her so much that in 

the end, between their teasing and Kokila’s language difficulties, her desire for studying further 

completely dissipated. 

Baba would occasionally take the women to see a film at the Sarosh Cinema. Sarosh would 

arrange a special showing at 6:00 A.M. so that they would have the theater to themselves. To go to 

the movies with Baba proved to be a headache, as everyone had to be ready to leave by 5:00 A.M. 

 
592 This Dhuniwala Baba is different from the famous Dhuniwala Baba of Saikhed, mentioned earlier. 



Besides the women mandali from Meherabad, other women from Ahmednagar would be invited, 

including the Satha and Damania women from Akbar Press; Kokila; Rustom Kaka’s wife, Silla 

Kaku; Gulmai, her daughter Piroja; Sarosh’s wife, Viloo; Goher’s mother Khorshed and others. 

They, too, did not derive pleasure from these outings because invariably in the prepared list of who 

were to attend the movie — which would be sent to Adi Sr. a few days beforehand — someone’s 

name was always left out (probably by design, knowing Baba’s ways!), resulting in a squabble. For 

his own purposes, Baba at times wanted such friction to happen, and thus the entertainment outing 

was spoiled. Consequently, none of the women were ever particularly eager to attend the “dawn 

premieres.” 

Rustom Kaka Hathidaru operated the movie projector in Sarosh Cinema, and had been in 

Meher Baba’s contact since 1925. His wife, Silla Kaku, had likewise been in the Master’s orbit 

since her childhood, and their home was always filled with talk about Baba. 

The assistant projectionist was a Christian named Bhasker Rao Pawar. Rustom Kaka would 

speak to him about Baba, but the man had no faith in such personalities. Rustom Kaka told him, “If 

you would only go and see Meher Baba once, you would know what I am saying is true.” 

“What will I find?” Pawar asked. 

“I never bow my head at any man’s feet,” replied Rustom Kaka, “and I do not know why, 

but I never hesitate to bow at Meher Baba’s feet.” 

Pawar was unconvinced. “This is against my religion. I never bow to anyone no matter 

who it is! Meher Baba is committing the gravest sin by allowing people to bow down to him. God 

will surely punish him!” 

One morning Baba brought the women to the cinema. According to his standing order, no 

one was to be present at the time. Pawar was in the projection booth but came out for some purpose. 

Baba was speaking with Sarosh near the gate. 

The instant Pawar saw Baba, he fell at his feet! Baba helped him up and dictated, “These 

days I permit no one to touch my feet. You have done it out of love, but it has disturbed my work. 

Now I will touch your feet and you will have to share with me in the sin.” Baba put his head on 

Pawar’s feet and Pawar felt deeply moved. 

Later in the day, Rustom Kaka asked him, “Why did you touch Meher Baba’s feet? You 

said it was against your religion.” 

“Don’t ask me why; I don’t know. No one can control the heart’s outburst!” Pawar 

confessed. 

 

Meanwhile work on the new house at Pimpalgaon was going on. Baba visited the site often. 

On 22 March 1948, he went there along with Adi Sr., Pendu, Padri and Goher. Padri was 

supervising Mahiboob (carpenter/contractor) in fitting the plumbing to the new buildings and in 

constructing a small building opposite mandali hall to house an electric generator. Baba insisted 

that he speed up the work. From the 27th, Vishnu began staying at Pimpalgaon to help oversee the 

work. 

Once, in a teasing mood, Baba remarked to Padri, “Be more careful of the laborers working 

here. They are being paid and you must get a full day’s work from them.” Padri replied that he was 

extracting as much work from them as he could. “Then why are you standing around here now?” 

Baba asked. “I have been telling you to complete the work soon, and if you continue goofing off, 

how will it ever be finished?” Padri stormed off, and within five minutes Baba called him back, 

repeated the same criticism and sent him away. Again, after a few minutes, Padri was sent for. 

Baba’s words of warning were reiterated and Padri was criticized to get back to work. 

It happened again and again, and Padri, now irritated beyond control, said, “If you go on 

calling me so often like this — how am I supposed to get any work done?” 



Smiling, Baba replied, “Padri, you have just lost! I was waiting and watching to see if you 

would get angry, and you did. Is this work [of making him angry] less in importance? It is clear 

you have not yet learned to control your anger. To be able to control anger is a great work, so from 

now on be careful of your temper. Don’t allow this devil [anger] to invade your nut!” 

Padri was not the only one of the men mandali who had a hot temper, but the Master used 

Padri as an example to emphasize self-control. 

As Padri reflected years later: “[In our life with Baba] our ego has been smashed and 

crushed and pounded, burned and pulverized. It has to be — and it is the Master who has the 

privilege to do it. For that you have to surrender to him and obey.”  

 

Don met Baba at the Ice Factory on 24 March, and discussed having The Wayfarers printed 

in Bombay. Piroja and her husband Dr. Ranade met Baba the same day. 

On Thursday, 25 March 1948, Baba left Ahmednagar with Kaka. Adi drove them as far as 

Bombay, via Poona, where Baba met Jalbhai, Sadashiv and the Jessawalas. Eruch joined them in 

Poona, and Baidul, Gustadji and Chhagan met them in Bombay. After a drive around Worli, Baba 

and the mandali boarded a train that same night at 9:00 P.M. and departed for Katni, in the Central 

Provinces. Baba visited with the Bajan family in Katni and then proceeded to Annupur, and from 

there to Ambikapur. Jal Kerawalla had been transferred to Ambikapur and Baba was going there to 

see him. Baba and the mandali spent two days at Jal’s house before continuing their journey to East 

Pakistan to contact masts. 

India and Pakistan had been partitioned, and civil chaos, riots, mayhem and confusion were 

rocking the country. It was no time to be traveling. Hindus and Muslims were massacring one 

another indiscriminately. Many had been slaughtered in trains. At times, train compartments were 

full of corpses being taken to distant places for burial or cremation. 

Nevertheless, the Lord of Creation chose to travel at this time for his work. From Raigarh, 

Baba proceeded to Calcutta, arriving on the 30th. They caught the first train to Dacca, at that time 

the capital of East Pakistan (now Bangladesh). But when they reached the Pakistani frontier station 

of Ranaghat, Baba got down and announced that he was returning to Calcutta. The mandali were 

astonished. He was going back after having just left! Baba’s original intention had been to contact 

masts in Dacca, but who can grasp the Master’s inner work? His inner work was complete the 

moment he set foot on Pakistani soil and there was no need to go further. 

So, according to his wish, they entered a small carriage adjacent to the engine. It was 

completely empty and Baba was in an exceptionally good mood, apparently because of some 

success in his inner work. But alongside the good mood was the inevitable strain of working, and 

so he suggested, “To lessen the burden, let’s play cards; but see that no one enters our 

compartment.” 

They began playing, and at the next stop when Eruch got down, he saw that the other 

compartments were rapidly filling and there was now the danger that others would enter theirs and 

intrude upon their privacy. He drew Baba’s attention to this, saying, “It’s time we roll up our 

bedding and prepare for the rush.” But Baba gestured to him not to worry. 

Before they arrived at the next station, Baba remarked, “I will lie down like this,” and he 

stretched out on the wooden bench covering himself from head to toe with a sheet. Keeping 

motionless, he looked like a corpse. After they arrived at the station, passengers rushed to enter 

their compartment. Eruch stood by Baba’s “body” with folded hands and a mournful look on his 

face, and the people thought that someone had recently died. Regretfully, they backed out of the 

compartment, not wishing to have as a traveling companion a dead body rotting in the heat. They 

naturally assumed that a Pakistani had been murdered and that his relatives were taking his body 

somewhere for burial. 



The train began moving out of the station and the “corpse” rose from the dead and gestured, 

“Good trick, wasn’t it?” In truth, Meher Baba was a living corpse; Avatars and Sadgurus are “dead” 

to the world at all times! 

They returned to Calcutta at 7:30 that evening, and began to inquire about checking into a 

hotel. This was not as simple as it sounds. While returning on the train Baba had stipulated that he 

wished to have a room at the end of a corridor, and in addition there should be a vacant room 

between his room and the mandali’s. After a long, tiring search they found a hotelkeeper at the 

Great Eastern Hotel who agreed to these conditions. 

They settled in, but at midnight Baba complained of noise coming from a nearby workshop. 

Chhagan was keeping nightwatch and Baba directed him to tell Eruch to go down and ask the men 

to stop working, because his elder brother, who was “sick,” needed quiet. The workers agreed to 

stop and Eruch returned. But in an hour, Baba complained to Eruch, “There’s noise coming from 

the next room. Go see if the manager has broken his promise and allowed someone to stay in it.” 

Again Eruch went down the five flights of stairs, and indeed the manager had allowed two 

unexpected late arrivals to occupy the empty room. “After all, you are not paying for it,” he 

reasoned. Baba was displeased but directed Eruch to go tell the couple to make as little noise as 

possible. 

After a few minutes someone knocked on Baba’s door. Eruch opened it and found a hotel 

waiter with ice water. He had mistaken their room for the couple’s next door. This too irritated 

Baba. He scolded Eruch, “This is the last straw! I cannot bear all this commotion. Couldn’t you 

find one decent hotel in all of Calcutta? We must move to another hotel that is quiet. I cannot work 

in this atmosphere with these constant disturbances.” 

Eruch woke up the other mandali and everyone started packing. Eruch had more to do than 

the others, since he had to pack Baba’s personal belongings such as his clothes, towel, soap, razor, 

et cetera, as well as his own. When he was in the middle of packing, Gustadji came over and started 

asking him questions — by making hand signs, since he was on silence. Eruch felt annoyed but 

answered as best (and briefly) as he could. 

They found another hotel and checked in, but again Baba began complaining of noise and 

stated they should go somewhere else. “There will be noise in or around any hotel in the city,” 

Eruch said. “If you want a quiet place we will have to go to the suburbs.” 

Baba agreed. “We'll have to go by train,” Eruch pointed out, “and to go to the station we 

will have to hire a tonga or taxi. They will charge us a high price, as it is the middle of the night.” 

But Baba replied, “It does not matter; we'll go by train.” 

So once more, Eruch had to pack everything, and with the luggage they proceeded to the 

train station — some half asleep. They reached the suburb of Howrah and checked into a secluded 

hotel. Baba liked it and Eruch again started to unpack his things. 

Dawn was just breaking when Gustadji approached Eruch and began making hand signs in 

front of his face. The day’s — and night’s — weary labor had shortened the fuse on Eruch’s temper 

and he angrily exploded, “Am I supposed to unpack Baba’s things or read your damn signs? My 

God, I am trapped between two dumb mutes!” 

Baba had just entered the room and heard his remark. He demanded, “Am I dumb?” 

Pointing to Gustadji, Baba said, “He may be dumb, but I am not!” 

Eruch apologized but lamented, “The whole night has passed unpacking and packing our 

things. It is good I have the strength to do it. But how in the hell am I supposed to understand 

Gustadji’s signs in the dark? He has time to make signs only when I am preoccupied with something 

else. One person who does not talk is enough for me.” 



Referring to Gustadji, Eruch remarked, “I do not like having to attend to this other dumb 

mute!” 

“Why do you repeat ‘dumb mute'?” Baba asked. “He who can speak but does not is not 

dumb!” 

 

The mandali had eaten no dinner the night before, so Baba allowed them a hearty breakfast 

before setting out for his mast work. He contacted nine masts in two days. Among the most 

significant was the high mast Haji Telwala, with whom Baba had worked before. Telwala was 

covered from head to foot with rancid cooking oil (tel) and was unbelievably dirty. 

Baba also contacted the fifth-plane mast Shah Jehan, who was also very dirty, and kept 

himself in a dark room filled with junk. The room was like a tomb; it had no windows. 

When Baba was out looking for masts on Mukamma Ghat in Batanagar on Thursday, 1 

April 1948, an amusing incident took place. Baba was conversing with Baidul, Chhagan, Eruch, 

Gustadji and Kaka. As Gustadji was keeping silence, he was “talking” with his fingers, and Eruch, 

who was the most adept at putting his gestures into words, was interpreting for Baba. Because 

Gustadji had enjoyed a bumper breakfast that morning, he was in a good mood and his fingers 

moved rapidly. 

Nearby a policeman was observing this odd exchange and became suspicious. He asked 

everyone to accompany him to the police station. Eruch asked what they had done wrong. “This 

man is not speaking but making signals and I am suspicious of him. You'll have to come with me 

to the station to be interrogated.” The policeman thought there were some secret coded messages 

being passed between Baba and Gustadji by signs. Due to the bitter relations between India and 

Pakistan at the time, even the smallest, most trivial incidents were viewed with apprehension. 

Eruch assured him, “We are Parsis, and this person is dumb and therefore was speaking 

through signs.” 

Gustadji’s feelings were pricked by this repeated remark and he gestured to Eruch, “Why 

do you always call me ‘dumb’? Am I dumb or observing silence?” 

Eruch did not pay any attention to him and continued talking with the officer, but Baba 

snapped at Eruch, “What is he saying, what is he saying? Why don’t you tell me what Gustadji is 

saying?” 

When the policeman saw that there were two “dumb” persons in their group, he became 

even more suspicious! Eruch, with difficulty, persuaded him of their innocence and the man left. 

Now an argument ensued between Eruch and Gustadji. Gustadji asked again, “Why do you 

always call me dumb?” 

“Had I not said you were dumb, you would have been locked up in jail!” Eruch explained. 

“So what?” Gustadji said. “That would have been better than being insulted!” 

Baba continued goading Gustadji and at the same time demanding that Eruch interpret his 

gestures. Finally, Eruch got so exasperated he told Gustadji, “Pardon me; henceforth I will never 

call you dumb again.” 

But this was not the end of their confrontation. Baba continued to encourage Gustadji to 

keep on talking, and he went on making more and more signs which Eruch not only had to “listen” 

to, but also interpret and repeat. At last Eruch got so fed up with Baba siding with Gustadji, that he 

exploded in sheer anger and said something disrespectful to Baba. 

After a little while, Baba asked, “Do you know how much you have pained me?” 

Eruch had cooled down and answered, “I did not mean it. Others have used much stronger 

language than I did. You did not feel so pained then.” 



“You have no idea how much you have shocked my heart! Listen to this story and you will 

realize why I feel so deeply hurt.” Baba then recounted: 

A woman in a village once cohabitated with a man who was not her husband, and the 

people came to know of it. It was the custom then to punish such a crime by making the adulteress 

sit in a circle. Every villager would then pick up a stone and strike her. 

The woman was made to sit in the town square and the villagers began stoning her one by 

one. When the woman’s daughter’s turn came, she could not bring herself to stone her own mother. 

Instead, she picked up a rose and threw it at her. 

But the rose wounded the woman much more than all the stones combined, because it 

came from her daughter, one whom she dearly loved and had raised so tenderly. 

Similarly, others' “stones” do not hurt me as deeply as your rose. 

 

After his mast contacts, Baba went to a small railway station near Calcutta on the night of 

1 April, to proceed via the mail train to Hardwar. The station was crowded, and to get seats in third 

class with all their baggage was impossible. So it was decided that Baba, with Eruch, should travel 

with the baggage by first class, and Gustadji, Chhagan, Kaka and Baidul by third class. Eruch was 

serving as Baba’s personal attendant then and so was to be by his side at all times. Gustadji 

conveyed, “I will help by loading the luggage in the compartment,” and so he too was taken with 

Baba into first class. 

When the train arrived at the platform, there was the usual scramble for accommodation, 

and Eruch efficiently made Baba sit in the first-class coupé and briskly loaded their luggage inside. 

Thereafter, by flashlight, he signaled the other mandali at the other end of the platform that all was 

well and that he was boarding the train. The train started and Eruch began arranging the luggage in 

the small compartment. After a few minutes, Baba asked Eruch what happened to Gustadji. Eruch 

looked throughout the train and, failing to find him, thought he had been left behind. He replied, 

“He must be back on the platform. What should we do now?” 

“Don’t worry,” Baba gestured. 

“But he is old and on silence,” Eruch protested. “He'll have a hell of a time making himself 

understood.” 

“From the next station, send a wire to the stationmaster and Chhagan will go back and 

bring him,” Baba ordered. 

A noise like the squeaking of a rat was heard and Eruch switched on his flashlight but could 

not discern anything in the darkness. In those days the trains had no electric lights and the 

compartments were dark at night. Again the sound was heard and Eruch searched their 

compartment but found nothing. Noticing that there was an empty seat, he thought that perhaps a 

fellow passenger had gone to the lavatory, but he could not locate the latrine. He then realized that 

the toilet door was completely covered by their baggage. He began shifting the luggage and Baba 

asked, “Why are you doing that?” 

“The door to the lavatory is blocked,” Eruch replied. “It is just possible the other passenger 

is inside.” 

Eruch moved the obstructing luggage away, and to his surprise found Gustadji sitting 

inside. Baba chided Gustadji, “Wherever you go, you always go to the toilet first. How much urine 

do you pass in a day? You came along to help load the luggage and you instead get locked in the 

loo!” 

Gustadji replied, “The urge to piddle was uncontrollable. Had I helped with the bags I 

would have stained my pants.” And Baba and Eruch could only laugh at Gustadji’s serious 

expression. 

April and May are the hottest months in India and it was scorchingly hot traveling in the 

train during the day. Baba would not permit the mandali to open any of the windows or ventilators, 



because his sensitive sinuses could not bear the slightest draft. When their small compartment grew 

unbearably hot, Eruch took off all his clothes. He began gasping for air in the stifling coach and 

looked like a naked mast covered with sweat. The compartment became like the black hell hole of 

Calcutta! 

Baba appeared to be sleeping, and Eruch took the opportunity to go to the toilet, where he 

turned on the tap. He was so desperate for a bit of fresh air, he stuck his head down the “toilet” — 

a hole open to the tracks beneath the train — to breathe. When he returned, Baba had covered 

himself with blankets and still seemed to be resting, oblivious to the heat. 

When the train halted at Benares, Baba saw a man dressed in ochre-colored clothes entering 

an adjoining compartment with two or three of his votaries. Watching him, Baba gestured, “A very 

good soul.” Afterwards, Baba sent Eruch to him to inquire about saints and sadhus in Uttar Kashi. 

Eruch discovered that the man was a resident of Uttar Kashi and was known by his followers as 

Devgiri Maharaj. He had not left his native place for years but, coincidentally, was now returning 

after a brief visit to Benares. Baba indicated he was an advanced soul. 

Devgiri Maharaj got down at Allahabad and Baba continued on to Hardwar, arriving on 

Saturday, 3 April 1948. There he instructed Kaka and Chhagan to purchase provisions for their 

journey along the mountainous tract to Uttar Kashi. Baba left with Baidul, Eruch and Gustadji to 

find and contact masts. 

In Hardwar, among those Baba worked with was a strange mast known as Hanuman Baba. 

This mast had three rows of teeth in his upper and lower jaws. Baba indicated he was a good mast. 

Hanuman enjoyed giving money to children, although it was a mystery how he obtained his money, 

because he never begged. Baidul attempted to give the mast one anna, but he refused to take the 

money, and instead gave Baidul one anna. 

After these contacts, when Baba was on his way to contact other masts, his gaze fell upon 

an old man dressed in rags. Baba sent Baidul to elicit information from him about the whereabouts 

of masts, and on Baidul’s return they walked off. But the old man was magnetically drawn to Baba, 

and followed them down the street. On Baba’s instructions, Eruch asked him the reason why he 

was following them. The old man replied, “I am in search of a guru, because Kabir has said that 

without the help of a guru, God is not experienced! I am now old and afraid I may pass away 

without realizing Paramatma.” Looking at Baba, he continued, “In you I see the man fit to guide 

me on the Path.” 

Baba smiled and, speaking through Eruch, advised the man, “Try to love God more and 

more — so much so that you feel like a fish out of the ocean whose only desire is to return to the 

ocean.” 

Baba then walked away. During the course of the afternoon’s rambling along the roads of 

Hardwar in search of masts, Baba expressed to the mandali his appreciation of the old man’s love 

for God. Strangely enough, they saw the man again across the street. Baba beckoned to him, and 

seeing that he was about to receive prasad from the one “fit to guide,” the old man washed his hands 

and feet before coming. Baba handed him three oranges, spelling out, “Seek Paramatma within you 

with an ever-increasing love. If you do that, you will soon realize God.” 

Age appreciated the man’s insight. “The man did not know who Baba was, but he did know 

Baba was the right man to lead him to the Goal!” 

 

From Hardwar, on the morning of Sunday, 4 April 1948, Baba and the mandali boarded a 

bus bound for Rishikesh. Upon arriving there, nine Nepalese coolies were hired for the transport of 

their luggage through the mountainous trek to Uttar Kashi. While in Rishikesh, in a place called 

Brahm Ashram, Baba had a good contact with the widely respected Tapovan Swami. 



On the 5th, Baba and his men started for the town of Tehri Garhwal by bus. The Nepalese 

coolies carrying their luggage left on foot via a shortcut through the mountain passes. Baba and the 

mandali reached Tehri in the evening. 

The next day in Tehri, Baba worked with a very good mast known as Ahmed Sufi Saheb, 

who oddly enough sold soap on the street. This mast was much respected throughout the town. 

Baba also contacted an advanced soul called Mast Yogi in Tehri, whose abode was in a mule stable. 

This yogi, who had become, a mast was completely oblivious to any of his physical needs. 

Baba and the mandali rose early on the morning of 7 April, and the whole party, including 

the coolies, began their walking journey to Uttar Kashi. Famous for harboring spiritual seekers, 

yogis and sadhus, Uttar Kashi is about 40 miles from Tehri Garhwal. The distance does not seem 

overly far considering the length of Baba’s other foot journeys in the past; but this Himalayan 

mountain was steep and laced with rough tracts, and the intense heat relentlessly beat down upon 

them throughout the day. Baba and the men wore tennis shoes and carried satchels on their backs. 

By midday they had covered twelve miles and reached the dak bungalow in Syansu forest, where 

they stopped to rest. In the evening the Nepalese coolies sat together relaxing by smoking a hookah, 

which was a common indulgence of the local villagers and which Chhagan was also fond of 

smoking. 

They left the dak bungalow on the 8th, at five o’clock that morning, reaching Dharasau, 

fourteen miles away, and halting at the Kali Kambliwala dharamshala. They continued their foot 

journey early on the morning of the 9th, covering sixteen miles to reach Uttar Kashi, high in the 

Himalayas. By the time they arrived, they had blisters on their feet and were exhausted. Yet the 

scenery was breathtaking and exceptionally enchanting, with the peasant shepherds grazing their 

sheep and goats in the valley. 

Baba stayed in a large dharamshala built by a famous Indian industrialist, named Birla. The 

work that Baba had come to do in Uttar Kashi began from Saturday, 10 April 1948. Baba worked 

with three advanced souls brought to the dharamshala that day. Falhara Baba was naked except 

for a loincloth, and lived off the wilds, eating only fruit, flowers and herbs. Digambar Avadhut was 

a genuine sadhu. A mast called Ramanandji was completely naked and had been silent for many 

years. 

After these contacts, later that day Baba set out and contacted other seekers and advanced 

souls. Among the most interesting was Ganganand Maharaj, an old man who, oddly enough, was 

found reading some manuscript in a small, dark room of the Kailash Ashram in Vajali. Baba liked 

Ganganand so much that he contacted him twice. 

In the evening Baba went to see Nigunandji Brahmachari. He was a very good Bengali 

mast, almost 80 years old and dressed in soiled, tattered clothes. He was staying in a temple of 

Durga, and when Baba went to him the mast led him to an isolated room in the temple, where they 

could be alone. There in that dark room, Nigunandji struck 40 matches, and in the light of those 

flames gazed at Baba’s magnificent face and countenance. Examining Baba’s every feature closely, 

the mast’s own features filled with joy and ecstasy. Baba was pleased with the contact. 

Baba also contacted Mangalgiri Maharaj, who was known to be 104 years old. He was an 

extremely thin yogi whose body was bent over toward the ground. During that day in Uttar Kashi, 

Baba contacted other advanced sadhus and seekers, a total of sixteen pilgrims of the Path. 

The following day, Sunday, 11 April 1948, Baba went to the village of Tilot, where he 

contacted Vishnu Datt Digambar, an elderly mast in his eighties, but he also appeared untouched 

by time. Among all the contacts in Uttar Kashi, he was the best, and Baba remarked about him, “He 

is three things in one — a mast, a saint and a child.” This very high mast was completely naked and 

had been silent for many years. Vishnu Datt Digambar used to beg for his food at five particular 



houses, reminiscent of Sai Baba, who also begged at five houses. When Baba left, the mast bid 

farewell to Baba with kisses.593 

Devgiri Maharaj, the man with his followers whom Baba had noticed on the train from 

Benares, arrived in Uttar Kashi on the 12th. Baba went to see him in the Vishwanath Temple. This 

was the last contact Baba made in Uttar Kashi. Significantly, he had started and ended his work 

with this adept pilgrim of the mental planes. Baba had contacted 25 sadhus and 35 masts or 

advanced souls in those three days. 

Before leaving, Baba bought a black and brown female Mastiff puppy. Baba named it Gol-
Gol which roughly translates as “Roly-Poly.” Throughout the return journey to Ahmednagar, Baba 

himself would look after and feed the puppy.594 

Starting back on foot from Uttar Kashi on the morning of the 13th, Baba and his five 

companions spent the next three days retracing the route they had taken on the way in. The heat 

was more intense than before, and after a few days of trekking, Baba developed chafing around the 

groin which made walking painful. But he kept up, walking bowlegged.595 Noticing Baba’s 

discomfort, Chhagan, who was familiar with ayurvedic medicine, said that if they applied a paste 

of chickpea flour, the rash would subside. But where was he to get chickpeas in the middle of the 

mountains? Luckily, with the aid of one of the Nepalese coolies, Eruch located some, and Chhagan 

prepared the medication and applied it to Baba’s rash. But the next morning, the preparation had 

gotten so sticky that Baba could not separate his legs, and warm water had to be applied gently to 

remove it. It took half the day to remove the “gook” from Baba’s skin — but it did heal the rash. 

After this, another emergency had to be faced. The days of walking in the intense summer 

heat had proven to be too much for Kaka, who was 57. He suffered a heart attack. Fortunately, it 

was a minor one, and after resting a while he managed to continue. 

After walking all day and spending the nights at Nakori, Dharasau and Syansu, Baba and 

the men left Syansu at 4:30 on the morning of Friday, 16 April 1948 and trekked to Tehri Garhwal. 

They carried kerosene lanterns to light the way. Since the road was being paved, it was full of heaps 

of rubble, causing them to occasionally stumble as they walked. Finally, they reached Tehri, where 

Baba and the men took a bus to Rishikesh the following morning. From there, they proceeded 

immediately to Hardwar, and boarded a train to Delhi. Upon arriving in Delhi, they took a train to 

Agra, which they reached on the evening of the 18th. 

Baba worked in Agra for three days, contacting seven masts and a number of seekers. 

Among the most interesting was Majzoob Baba, a high mast in filthy rags, who sat across the street 

from the mental hospital and constantly muttered to himself. This mast referred to himself as the 

“Emperor of Agra,” and perhaps he was, though naturally a stranger might think he belonged across 

the street in the mental hospital. 

Another was Haji Baba, a good mast who lived in a room in a mosque and constantly gave 

away money. Haji used to tell people that he lived in a “tavern” where he drank wine. That day, the 

Saki himself was gracing his tavern to refill his cup, to intoxicate him even more! 

Leaving Agra by the Punjab Mail at noon on Wednesday, 21 April 1948, Baba returned to 

Ahmednagar the next afternoon, driven by Adi Sr. from Manmad junction. At the end of the tour 

 
593 In later years, Baba named Vishnu Dutt Digambar as one of the seven advanced souls Baba called his 

“beloved children.” 

594 The dog’s name was shortened to Gulu and then to Bhooty, as she had white paws. (Bhooty later gave 

birth to one of Baba’s favorite dogs, Mastan.) 

595 Although Meher Baba was 54 years old at that time, he still walked at an incredibly fast pace. 



Baba explained, “I had planned to contact 56 advanced souls, and this has been done. I am therefore 

satisfied with the successful conclusion of our trip, though it meant undergoing hardships on the 

way.” 

 

The day after Baba arrived, Adi drove him as usual at 8:00 A.M. from Rusi Pop’s to the Ice 

Factory Bungalow. Baba went through the post and telegrams that had arrived while he was away, 

and met Don, Pendu, Padri and Sarosh. Don showed Baba the cover and some pages of proofs of 

The Wayfarers, and Baba expressed his pleasure at the work. Baba returned to Rusi Pop’s for lunch, 

and Adi drove him back to the mandali’s at 3:00 P.M. 

On 24 April, Baba took the women to see two pictures at Sarosh Cinema from 6:00 to 10:00 

A.M. The next day, he and the women were driven to Pimpalgaon to inspect the progress of the new 

house. Baba instructed Sarosh and Mahiboob that the work should be finished by the end of June, 

without any compromise in the quality. 

Deshmukh and his family visited for a few days from the 26th, and Meherjee and Nariman 

also arrived. Dina Talati arrived on the 29th, and a few days later Gadekar and his family. Dina 

presented Baba with her late-husband Naval’s ring, and Baba told her, “From now on, you belong 

solely to me.” 

Whenever Deshmukh was with Baba during vacations, his constant companion was the 

typewriter, on which he kept pounding throughout the day. Baba had given Deshmukh points to 

write about in the form of articles, and he was also compiling the Master’s Discourses to be 

published. Baba dictated titles for each of the articles and also dictated a few new ones. Baba also 

asked him to assist Norina. She was writing articles, which Deshmukh was to edit, for her book 

titled Fragments from a Spiritual Diary. And Ghani was still working on the manuscript for God 

Speaks, which Baba would review. 

During the early Kasba Peth toddyshop days in Poona, a sweeper named Bahadur used to 

come to Merwan Seth. For a few months during the period of Baba’s “coming down”, according to 

Baba’s instructions, Bahadur gave Baba a bucketful of human waste, which he applied to Baba’s 

body in a room at Buasaheb’s. From that time on, Bahadur had begun composing ghazals which he 

sang to Baba nightly at the Poona Jhopdi. He would also visit Baba occasionally at Meherabad. 

When Baba returned from the Himalayas, Bahadur suddenly came to see him at the Ice Factory 

Bungalow in Ahmednagar on 4 May 1948. Bahadur sang a ghazal he had recently composed, and, 

as prasad, Baba handed him a Marathi book about Baba, a Baba-locket and ten rupees. 

Another old contact, Kashinath, the laundryman of the Manzil-e-Meem days, had 

contracted leprosy and died in Meherabad. The barber Gangaram of Manzil-e-Meem was now 

residing in Poona, and was also a frequent visitor during this period. 

For those in Meher Baba’s close contact, a circular was issued on 4 May, according to 

which they had to follow any one of the following five instructions for one month from 21 June to 

20 July 1948: 

1. Observe silence. 

2. Take one meal in 24 hours, with tea or coffee once. 

3. Feed one new poor person every day with your own hands, morsel by morsel. 

4. Repeat daily one name of God 100,000 times. It should be orally repeated, sitting in 

any convenient posture (not necessarily in one session). 

5. Not to touch money or carry it. Not to touch anyone of the opposite sex. (This is not 

applicable to children under age seven.) Not to hit anyone under any circumstances, even in jest. 

Not to insult or abuse anyone even when provoked. 

Every person was to sign the circular and return it by mail to Baba, indicating which one 

of the five restrictions they would be observing. This circular was also sent to his close lovers and 

followers in America, Europe and Australia. 



On Sunday, 9 May 1948, Babadas brought an old mast from Nagpur named Ramasumer 
Baba. He was kept at the Ice Factory Bungalow, where Baba worked with him. Maharaj, as the 

mast was called, was near 80 and clad only in a loincloth. He was gentle and fond of dogs and 

cows, which were attracted to him. Eight to ten cows and several dogs were kept for him in 

Ahmednagar. He would give the cows their fodder to eat, and then lie down while the cows licked 

his body from head to foot. But the mast himself would never eat, except at the times Baba would 

feed him. Baba stated Maharaj did not fit into any particular category of masts, that he was a unique 

type, but a high mast. Baba worked with him for five days, and then sent him back to Nagpur with 

Babadas on the 14th. 

In world affairs, there had been terrible disturbances in Palestine for some time. On 

midnight of 14 May, independence from the British was achieved and the new Jewish state of Israel 

was proclaimed. On various occasions, Baba had stated that he had to find a home in the world for 

the Jewish people and finally it had come to pass.596 From 20 May, Baba began communing with 

Ali Shah, who was brought to the Ice Factory Bungalow by Baidul. Baba was also going back and 

forth to Meherabad and Pimpalgaon regularly to inspect the building work being done there. 

Elizabeth had to return to America because of her failure to get a visa extension, and she 

left on 19 May and flew from Bombay the following day. Meheru’s sister Naggu had come for her 

holidays and was with the women at Pop’s. Elizabeth’s dog, Foundy, was old and blind by then, 

and in poor health. Knowing that Naggu loved animals, Elizabeth asked her to take care of Foundy 

in her absence. 

While Elizabeth was away, Foundy’s health deteriorated further. One day Naggu 

mentioned to Baba that Foundy had become disinterested in eating. As Meheru narrated, “That 

morning, Baba came to the bedroom where Foundy was tied to see how he was. Baba petted him 

and offered him milk, which Foundy tried to take. Then, just as Baba was stepping out of the room, 

Foundy breathed his last. Foundy was so fortunate to have had this last touch from Baba.” 

As Baba had promised Elizabeth six months earlier, Foundy had indeed outlived Mahatma 

Gandhi. Baba instructed that Foundy be buried on Meherabad Hill near Baba’s other pets. 

During this period, Rustom Kaka Hathidaru’s wife Silla (nicknamed Kaku) had been ill for 

six months. When she received the Master’s May circular, she resolved to fast for one month. The 

doctor was against her doing so, but she was determined. Baba unexpectedly visited her one day 

and gave Rustom instructions about her treatment. Rustom said, “Silla wants to fast for a month.” 

“Would she be able to?” Baba inquired. 

“Yes, Baba, I will,” she bravely replied. 

“You will die,” Baba warned. 

“If I die by following your order, it would be my good fortune,” Silla stated. 

Smiling, Baba left her without saying anything more. Silla fasted and thereafter recovered 

her health. 

 

Baba’s brother Beheram came to see Baba on 30 May with his daughter Gulnar. He 

discussed with Baba the transfer of Baba House out of Baba’s name and into the names of Beheram 

and Jalbhai. 

Baba and the women were driven to Meherabad on Tuesday, 1 June 1948. Baba got out at 

lower Meherabad and the women were driven up the hill. The opening ceremony for the new hall 

at lower Meherabad took place by Baba taking his seat inside and the mandali performing arti 

 
596 Mani related that Baba heard the news announcing the establishment of the state of Israel on the radio. 



before him. Baba then went up the hill. There, Kaikobad performed the navjot ceremony of Jangoo 

and Meher Desai. 

At 11:00 A.M. Baba returned to lower Meherabad and began giving interviews to those who 

had come, including Kishan Singh, Gadekar, Bal Natu, Minoo Pohowala and the Poona 

Theosophical group. After inquiring about Kishan’s journey and health, Baba asked, “Now, what 

do you want?” 

Kishan replied, “Is it for me to say what I need or for my Master to decide what I should 

have?” 

Baba was quick in spelling out this reply, “Forget the idea of Master and just answer the 

question!” 

“Then I need your love, devotion for you and inseparable union with you,” said Kishan. 

“Will you give it to me?” 

Baba smiled, and though he did not answer, when Kishan left Meherabad he felt Baba had 

given him much. He was told to return again on 4 September, and on that occasion, Baba 

commented to him, “You are one of the few people whom I have selected for my spiritual work, 

and I will call you even without your asking.” Kishan was called once every three months to meet 

Baba. 

Bal Natu had brought a sadhu called Mauni Bua, who had taken a vow of silence and spent 

his time wandering about on pilgrimages. During his interview, Baba asked him: “Do you have 

lustful thoughts?” Writing on his chalkboard, Mauni Baba admitted that he did. 

“Do you get angry?” 

“Yes, very much so.” 

“Have you performed any lustful action?” 

“Before I adopted silence, but not now.” 

“What do you want? God?” 

“No, your grace.” 

“Will you do as I tell you?” 

“Yes, I will.” 

“Think carefully before you promise.” 

“I will do so.” 

“Listen carefully. Eat meat twice a day and once a day drink a bottle of liquor.” 

“I haven’t the [financial] provision.” 

“I will make the provision for you.” 

Mauni Baba hesitated and then wrote, “No, it will not be possible for me.” 

Baba explained, “Then you are not fit. Better to continue your pilgrimages for one year. 

Don’t touch money. Eat only by begging. If you don’t get anything, go without food. After a year, 

ask yourself whether you are prepared to obey Baba. If you are ready, come back to me. Otherwise, 

continue doing as you have been doing until you are prepared to obey me, and then come.” 

Baba asked Vishnu Chavan of Poona, “Are you prepared to obey me to the extent of killing 

your child, if I order you to?” 

Chavan said that he would do so, and Baba was pleased by his sincerity of purpose. 

Baba listened to Adi Sr. and Rustom Kaka sing. He had his dinner on the hill and returned 

to Ahmednagar with the women at 8:30 p.m. 

Meanwhile Gadekar had been actively carrying out Baba’s work in Poona, and through his 

influence, several people devoted their lives to Baba and surrendered at the Master’s feet. Among 



them was Laxmikant Balwantrao Thade, 25, whose entire family would eventually surrender to 

Baba. Thade was working in a college under Gadekar’s supervision. After Baba’s return from Uttar 

Kashi, Thade wrote to him seeking permission for darshan, which Baba granted for 15 May. But at 

first, Thade could not get leave from his office. On the day he was supposed to be in Ahmednagar, 

Thade fell sick with high fever. A few days later, he learned that the date for darshan had been 

changed to 1 June. Strangely enough, Thade’s boss had given him the day off because he was ill, 

and also because his boss indicated that anyone visiting a saint should be granted leave. 

Thade kept his appointment and saw Baba in Meherabad on 1 June. He was enamored at 

once and thought: “It would have been so much better if my parents had also come.” 

As soon as this thought came into his mind, Baba remarked to him with a smile, “Don’t 

worry. Your parents too will come and also your whole family.” 

Baba asked, “What are you doing?” 

“I am a hostel superintendent,” Thade replied. 

“Remain on good terms with others; treat all equally. And remember, I am always with 

you.” 

There were 80 students in Thade’s hostel — all of different castes; but, as Baba had 

advised, he treated all of them with love and rendered help to each one. He was popular with his 

students, and realized the full significance of Baba’s admonition. 

 

As mentioned, during the stay in Ahmednagar in 1948, Baba would visit Meherabad 

occasionally, and also go to the Family Quarters near Arangaon to see those close ones residing 

there. There were four families staying at the Family Quarters: Savak Kotwal’s, Chhagan’s, Sidhu’s 

and Jangle’s. Whenever Baba returned from a tour, these families would sweep and clean the 

compound and keep everything in order, waiting for him. On this occasion, when Baba visited them 

after his tour to the Himalayas, Nergiz Kotwal remarked, “Baba, so long we have been waiting for 

you. We daily clean the house and compound in anticipation of your arrival.” 

“It is your good luck to wait for me,” Baba remarked. “Who is so fortunate to wait like 

that? It is a great penance and austerity to wait for me until I come.” 

Baba entered the Family Quarters and by gestures asked that Vishnu call Chhagan. 

Chhagan was in the toilet and after quickly washing his hands and pulling up his trousers he 

appeared. Baba asked what took him so long. Chhagan explained the cause of the delay and Baba 

began taunting him, “But why didn’t you come as you were? God himself is knocking at your door 

and you keep him waiting by tying your loincloth. Remember, if you are not diligent and alert when 

He knocks, He will go away while you go on fumbling with your underwear until your dying day. 

You should be ready to welcome Paramatma anytime. These women wait for me, scanning the 

horizon for my car; and there you are — in the toilet, bungling with your drawstring!” 

Chhagan’s fourteen-year-old daughter, Shakuntala, stayed at Meherabad during her school 

holidays and would always prepare and keep jam ready for Baba; but Baba rarely put in an 

appearance at their home. Still, in the hope that he would come, she kept up her habit, but perhaps 

not as vigilantly as she should have. As weeks passed, she prepared jam every day, but not as early 

as she used to do at the beginning. 

On this day, when Baba arrived, he conveyed to Shakuntala that he was hungry and that 

she should give him something to eat. Shakuntala had the jam on the stove, but it had not yet 

thickened. She shyly told Baba that it would take a little while for the jam to congeal. “Bring it as 

it is,” he replied, and he ate the warm jam with a chapati. Shakuntala felt ashamed of her laxity, 

and so renewed her practice as before. Although Baba was not visiting every day, she kept his jam 

ready on time; and thus the task proved a medium for remembering the Master. 



The women mandali were still staying at Rusi Pop’s in Ahmednagar while the Pimpalgaon 

construction work was going on, and some of the mandali were at the Ice Factory Bungalow nearby. 

The rest of the men and women were at Meherabad. 

Baba continued to take the women to films at Sarosh Cinema. They saw one film on 3 June, 

two films on the 5th (beginning at 5:45 A.M.!) and another film on the 6th.597 

 

On Monday, 7 June 1948, Adi Sr. drove Baba to Poona and Bombay, where he boarded a 

train for Baroda. He was accompanied by Baidul, Chhagan, Eruch and Gustadji. On the 8th, he 

again contacted the fifth-plane mast Chambu Shah and the mast Sayyed Badruddin. From Baroda, 

Baba proceeded to Nadiad, where on the 9th he communed with Jankidas Maharaj, the chief of an 

ashram, and also contacted three sadhus. 

On 10 June, Baba traveled from Nadiad to Ahmedabad, where he worked with Jagannath 

Maharaj Mast, a fifth-plane mast who lived in a temple and was the figurehead of an ashram. His 

ashram was a thriving place, daily giving free meals to wandering fakirs, sadhus and poor people. 

Jagannath was over 90 years old, and despite the lavish meals at the ashram, he continued to eat 

only two bhakris and one onion every day for many years. This saintly man inwardly recognized 

Baba’s spiritual greatness, for he garlanded him, although Baba’s identity again was not divulged. 

He then gave a yellow shawl to Baba, and also one to each of the mandali. He handed Baba a puri 
and sweets, and Baba was highly gratified by the contact, commenting that Jagannath was an 

exceptionally humble, pure salik. 

During that day, Baba worked with nine masts and two advanced souls in Ahmedabad. 

Among those, the most memorable was Muhammad Hussein, who had been sitting by one of the 

most repulsive places imaginable — a public latrine. He had been there for several years. The stench 

of the latrine was so overwhelming and offensive that no one could remain near it for even a few 

minutes. Yet Baba worked with the mast in the latrine. 

Baitulla Shah, an advanced soul, was staying in a suburb of Ahmedabad. On the evening 

of the 10th, Baba went to contact him, but as he was surrounded by many devotees, Baba decided 

to see him first thing in the morning, which he did. Baitulla Shah prayed ten hours a day — five 

times for two straight hours — and every Thursday night at eleven o'clock, the mast read the Koran 

aloud for sixteen straight hours until three in the afternoon of the following day. 

At this time, a group of militant Muslims separatists, under the fanatic leadership of Kasim 

Razvi, were causing turmoil throughout the area.598 Many atrocities had been perpetuated, with 

looting, burning down buildings, raping women and kidnapping children. Fear was everywhere and 

the atmosphere of the city and its populace was tense. The most insignificant incident could spark 

off a riot. 

During his attempt to contact Baitulla Shah, Baba instructed Chhagan to stay in 

Ahmedabad with the luggage. As Baba and the mandali were walking to a bus stop to catch the bus 

back to Ahmedabad, a frightening incident occurred. When the bus came, Eruch and Baidul 

boarded first to find a seat for Baba, then Baba followed them inside. Gustadji, who could not walk 

as fast as the others, was plodding along slowly, about 50 yards behind. 

 
597 For the titles of these films and others seen by Baba, see David Fenster, Mehera-Meher: A Divine 

Romance (Meher Nazar Publications), Vol. II, p. 569. 

 
598 Kasim (Qasim) Razvi was a Muslim extremist and close advisor to the Nizam of Hyderabad. He 

organized thousands into an armed brigade and openly propagated that Muslims had the religious 

obligation to dominate over Hindus and establish Muslim sovereignty in the country. He later fled to 

Pakistan, where he was granted asylum. 



It was time for the bus to start and Baba clapped for Gustadji to hurry. Gustadji at once 

began running. A small boy was walking toward him just then and seeing this strange-looking man 

in a black cap running toward him, he thought Gustadji was going to seize him. The boy got 

frightened, turned around and started running, screaming that a man was after him. Hearing the 

boy’s shrieks, a few people appeared and began shouting, “Chaous [Arabs], Chaous!” which at that 

time was tantamount to shouting “Murderers!” 

Pointing at Gustadji, they mistook him for an Arab chasing the boy. Hearing these 

inflammatory cries, a dozen men with clubs ran to the scene ready to pounce upon Gustadji. Had 

Baba’s help not been there, Gustadji would surely have been beaten to death. Baba signaled to him 

from a distance to stop still in his tracks. Gustadji stopped running and stood still, panting. While 

he was standing still the local people had a chance to observe his gentle features, and they hesitated 

before raising their clubs. They began asking roughly, “Who are you? Where have you come from? 

Are you an Arab?” 

Since Gustadji could not speak by Baba’s order, Eruch and Baidul stepped forward and 

intervened. Eruch said, “Brothers, we have come from Bombay, and this old man with us was trying 

to catch the bus. Why should an old man like him run after a child?” These words calmed the mob, 

and they believed Eruch was telling the truth and were satisfied, and thus Gustadji was saved. 

 

After contacting masts the next day at Miyagam, Baba left for Bombay on Saturday, 12 

June 1948. But on the way, the train was delayed at the Bulsar station due to a breach in the bridge 

over the Sanjan River. A terrific cyclone was lashing the coast, causing a flood. Baba, the mandali 

and the rest of the passengers had to remain inside the packed compartment for more than twelve 

hours because of the rainstorm. 

The train was again delayed at Borivli, but here everyone got down. Baba, leaving his 

carriage, sat in the open with the mandali. The Parsi train driver soon joined them. Baba pulled out 

a deck of cards from his coat pocket and began playing cards. Although the driver did not know 

who Baba was, he was not inquisitive and simply enjoyed their company. He even brought them 

boiling water, so the mandali could make tea and rice for Baba. 

As Meherjee related, “In India railway engine drivers are happy-go-lucky people. They 

drink, they smoke, and they have their own slang. Baba and the mandali were traveling third class, 

and their carriage was directly in back of the engine. So when the train stopped moving, the driver 

could see that they were Parsis and he came back and sat with them. This man kept talking 

nonsense, making vulgar jokes. Baba used to laugh like anything. He didn't notice that Baba and 

Gustadji were silent, either. All the way to Bombay they went in that carriage, and the driver never 

realized with whom he was interacting.” 

Adi Sr. met Baba at Central Railway Station when the train finally arrived in Bombay at 

5:00 P.M. Meherjee, Nariman and Don were there also. They left at 6:30 P.M. for Poona, where 

Baba stayed at Bindra House with the Jessawala family. Having had an argument with Gaimai and 

his daughter Manu, Pappa was stewing alone in his room when Baba arrived. Baba sent for Pappa 

and asked, “Why are you unhappy?” 

He complained, “Baba, no one here in my family listens to me. What should I do? I feel 

like a stranger in my own home.” 

Baba turned to Gaimai, remarking, “How good Pappa is and how much he loves you. 

Because of his love for you, I have kept you here in Poona; otherwise, I would have kept you with 

me.” 

Joking, Baba spelled out to Pappa, “If they do not do as you tell them, use your whip! This 

is my order!” 



Pappa was delighted by the suggestion and Baba retired to a room to rest. A short time 

later, Baba again came out and asked Pappa, “Have you used your whip yet?” 

“Not yet,” Pappa said. “But if it happens again, I definitely will.” 

Eruch intervened and implored Baba, “Both mother and Manu are miserable here. It is my 

duty to keep them cheerful. I can no longer stay with you, as I must look after them.” 

Baba replied, “For Pappa’s sake I kept your mother, sister and brother in Bindra House. I 

want to keep them with me at Meherabad, but Pappa wants them here with him. Now I find that 

Pappa is not happy. So within a month, Gaimai, Manu and Meherwan should all come and stay 

with me, leaving Bindra House permanently.” 

Pappa was taken aback and exclaimed, “What are you saying, Baba? Please forgive my 

complaints. Do not separate me from my family until I die.” 

“I am not separating you. You yourself told me you are displeased with them.” 

“I will keep pleased; forgive me, Baba. Tell them to stay,” Pappa pleaded. 

“If you remain happy, how will you have an occasion to wield your whip?” Baba asked 

teasingly. 

Pappa burst out laughing and Baba remarked, “Don’t use your whip! Live with love.” 

Baba arrived at Rusi Pop’s in Ahmednagar at midnight. 

Chhagan’s daughter Shakuntala was now studying in Hingne High School in Khurd, 

outside Poona and was living at a girls’ hostel. She was depressed, thinking she could not have 

Baba’s darshan. During this period, she thought of abandoning her studies and returning home to 

be nearer Baba. 

Once Baba was about to leave Poona for Ahmednagar in Adi Sr.’s car. When he got in, he 

asked Adi, “Where does Shakuntala study?” Adi told him and Baba directed him to take that road 

as they left (even though it was in the opposite direction), and from there to proceed to Ahmednagar. 

The car stopped at the hostel and Baba sent for Shakuntala. He spelled out to her, “You were 

thinking of coming to me, so I have come to you! Now remain happy and pay attention to your 

studies.” 

Within a few minutes Baba left for Ahmednagar, and Shakuntala’s heart was full of his 

love. 

 

On Tuesday, 15 June 1948, Baba dictated this private circular about his recent mast tour: 

I — whom you accept as the Avatar — was never, during my existing incarnation, placed 

in such humiliating and helpless circumstances as during my recent mast trip of June 7 in Gujarat. 

Sleepless nights, exhausting travel, untold hardships, these are not novel experiences for 

me and the mandali, who have been on many arduous trips in search of my masts. But my being 

placed in the position of a helpless witness to various incidents during this trip was a unique 

experience. There was the time when I and Gustadji (both silent) were alone to face some excited 

Hindus who had rushed to the aid of a Hindu boy that mistook Gustadji for a murderous Chaous. 

Gustadji narrowly escaped physical injury. 

Then there was the incident when Eruch and Baidul, although both perfectly innocent, 

were insulted and ridiculed by people and held up by the police, who were aided in their unjust 

accusations by the Bania passengers. And finally the climax was when our train was held up at 

Bulsar because of a broken bridge. We were helplessly stranded in the interior of the thickly 

overcrowded compartment as is typical of third class accommodation — the heavy downpour 

making any chance of even temporary escape impossible. There, in the profusely leaking, stuffy 

compartment we sat — wedged in between this liberal share of India’s populace — for twelve 

hours without a break! 

Now these occurrences of this mast trip in June — these particular events that had never 

arisen on any previous mast trip — this happening to the Avatar — will have a wide universal 

reaction, and also will result in some form of personal disaster for me in the future. This happened 

before June 21. Other important events in the world have also occurred, including the apparent 



breakdown of negotiations between Hyderabad and India — which will all have definite universal 

results after June 21.599 

So, I want you all to be prepared to stand by faithfully, and come out of the crisis 

successfully. 

 

On 16 June 1948, Baba met with Babadas and Deshmukh. Baba told Deshmukh to remain 

in Ahmednagar for a few days more to work on Norina’s articles, which Feram was typing. He sent 

Babadas to Delhi, Hamirpur and Bhagalpur for the work of disseminating his message of divine 

love in those areas. Babadas made significant contacts in Hamirpur. 

As mentioned previously, Keshav Nigam of Hamirpur was a follower of Mahatma Gandhi 

and did not believe in Meher Baba, whom he had heard about while imprisoned. He ridiculed him 

and would never pay serious attention to the circulars sent to him. But he did read the May 1948 

circular and became enthusiastic about following item No. 5 — not to touch money, women, et 

cetera. The day he resolved to follow this order, he was appointed Director of Public Information 
at Nowgong. His daughter was over seven years old, and according to the order, every person was 

not to touch anyone of the opposite sex over age seven. Thus the new appointment proved to be a 

blessing for Keshav Nigam, since he would be away from his family and there would be no occasion 

for him to be in their company. The new job solved his problem by separating him from his family. 

Babadas had visited Hamirpur during July and had informed the following people about 

Baba: Bhavani Shital Prasad Nigam and an advocate, Raisaheb Ramashankar Amist, of Hamirpur; 

Gaya Prasad Khare of Rath; Babu Ramprasad of Nauranga; Vishnu Sharma and Virendra Singh of 

Dhagwan; Laxmichand Paliwal and Bindra Prasad Nigam of Ingohta and others. Sripat Sahai of 

Hamirpur had already met Baba and was telling people about him. People in these areas were 

eagerly looking forward to Baba’s darshan, but Baba had not yet given them the opportunity. 

One man who had learned of Baba, however, was not anxious for his darshan. His name 

was Parmeshwari Dayal Nigam, 30 — known later as Pukar — a leading figure of the Communist 

party of India. He was the joint-editor along with Keshav of a weekly Hindi political newspaper 

titled Pukar (The Call), and was actively writing articles against Meher Baba in hopes of 

discrediting him as a fraud or hypocrite. But as events unfolded, Pukar and Keshav Nigam 

underwent an inner transformation and became solely dedicated to Baba’s cause in a few years’ 

time. 

 

During May and June 1948, although Baba had virtually stopped giving darshan, he did 

meet with certain people. Devotees from Bombay, Poona and Surat came to see him, and his 

Ahmednagar lovers also had an occasional chance of having interviews. Daulat Singh, with his son, 

Upkar, came from Indore, and Baba happily met both. 

Ghani and his son Hamid saw Baba on 18 June 1948. One day while sitting in the Ice 

Factory Bungalow with the mandali, Baba appeared in a good mood. Ghani would never miss the 

chance of availing himself of such moods, and would lightly complain about something so that 

Baba would reveal some explanation about the inner path or God. 

Jesting, Ghani told him, “Baba, no doubt, you are God; but what have we earned from 

being with you all these years? You have trapped us in such a way that we are neither here nor 

there!” He went on teasing Baba to elicit an interesting discourse; but this time Baba gave him such 

an explanation that Ghani felt giddy! 

Glancing around, Baba asked Kaka, “Why are you sitting behind? Come in front and 

answer this egg-headed idiot!” 

 
599 Hyderabad, the largest and most prosperous of the Indian princely states, was considering becoming 

independent or part of Pakistan, rather than joining the Indian Union. 



“I do not wish to enter into any disputes,” Kaka said. 

“Are you afraid of Ghani?” Baba asked. 

“I'm not afraid of even his father!” Kaka responded hotly. 

“Then come and reply to him,” Baba ordered. 

Kaka came forward, and there ensued such an argument between the two that it eventually 

turned into a verbal free-for-all. 

Kaka began, “You are a eunuch to beg from Baba! Only eunuchs beg!” Kaka proceeded to 

quote Kabir. “Kabir has rightly said: What is given voluntarily is like milk; what is gotten by 

begging is like water; what is forcibly taken is like blood.” 

“Who are you to teach me the couplets of Kabir?” Ghani retorted. “I am a hundred times 

more conversant with them than an unlettered man like yourself. I have liquefied and drunk them!” 

“Then why do you talk like a eunuch?” Kaka demanded. 

“It is you who speak as one, my friend. What is there in you — you are a fool and cannot 

understand me.” 

Kaka proceeded to state a few choice opinions about Ghani’s genealogical tree, comparing 

his ancestry to certain four-legged creatures low down the evolutionary ladder, and Baba sat back 

enjoying it immensely. At last, Kaka’s words and tenacity “overpowered” Ghani, who kept quiet. 

Baba stated, “Kaka has worked wonders today! Ghani is speechless — a miracle!” 

Such arguments between the mandali were not a rare phenomenon. Baba would work 

through such heated situations to make the mandali unbiased, fearless, faithful and honest; and to 

make them keep only one thought in mind: to keep Baba’s pleasure in every situation. 

Baba was particular to see that no one was more partial to one than to another. Where close 

friendships would begin to develop between mandali members, Baba would, by some means or 

another, create differences and fights between them. The mandali were all friends, but at the same 

time, they were open-hearted, so that no one’s faults remained hidden. If at all someone’s 

weaknesses were kept inside, Baba would resort to various means to bring them out in the open by 

creating fights and cleaning up the “dirt.” 

For example, Kaka used to give Ghani a plate of cream every day when they had stayed at 

Pimpalgaon together; yet in the instance cited above, to keep Baba’s pleasure, he exhibited more 

venom than love, and fought wholeheartedly. Despite this verbal battle, however, neither held any 

rancor against the other, and they carried on in Baba’s love. Baba would not tolerate “grudges” or 

hurt feelings kept inside. Everything had to come out — and in front of everyone. In this way, Baba 

would cause squabbles and quarrels among the mandali, to clean out their inner filth. Each felt as 

if he were walking on the edge of a sword — and Baba mischievously relished it all!  

 

Starting 21 June 1948, Baba again began working with Ali Shah at the Ice Factory 

Bungalow twice a day, in the mornings and afternoons. On the 25th, he was sent back to Meherabad 

with Baidul and Savak. 

As Baba was to depart on yet another mast trip, he took the women to an early morning 

film on 24 June and two more on the 26th. Nusserwan Satha had been incarcerated by the British 

for his role in the Indian Independence movement. Kaka Chinchorkar saw Baba on the 28th and 

informed him of his efforts to have Nusserwan released. 

The same day at 3:15 p.m., Baba boarded a train with Baidul, Eruch, Chhagan and 

Meherjee and reached Nasirabad on the 29th. Baba would occasionally call either Meherjee or 

Nariman to accompany him during his travels. Nariman, Arnavaz, Meherjee, Dr. Deshmukh and 

Nana Kher were persons who, though living in the world, did not belong to it, and led an ideal life 

by living under the Master’s orders. 



In Nasirabad, Baba contacted the high mast Jhipra Baba, with whom he had worked five 

years before. From there, Baba proceeded to Jalgaon, where he contacted Maulana Hazur. After 

working with a few more masts, Baba went to the dak bungalow to rest for the night. After dinner, 

he uncharacteristically poured a little brandy for each man. Baba then began to smoke a cigarette a 

mast had given him earlier in the day. Calling Meherjee, Baba handed him the cigarette, indicating 

to him to take a few puffs. He then motioned to him to throw it away and never smoke again. 

Meherjee, being from a strict family of Zoroastrian priests, had never tried smoking, so this proved 

to be his first and last cigarette — given to him by Baba! 

Baba left Jalgaon the next morning, 30 June, and went to Kalyan, where he communed 

with Karak Mastan — so named because he would only mutter the sound “karak, karak” over and 

over again. 

From Kalyan Baba went to Bombay, resting at Arnavaz and Nariman’s apartment, Ashiana, 

before continuing his mast work. On Thursday, 1 July 1948, Baba communed with a salik named 

Ramdas Khatwala Maharaj. He had been brought to India from Pakistan during Partition by some 

fleeing Sindhi refugees. Baba also worked with a high mastani, named Marhatan Mai. She was 

well over 70 years old and for years her abode was under a tree near the Carnac Bridge in Bombay. 

The day Baba met her it had rained heavily. Baba offered her tea, which she accepted but first 

poured into an old tin cup which was so dirty that it seemed a home “for all the germs in the world,” 

as Don wrote in The Wayfarers. 

In the afternoon Baba was driven to Mahim, where he hoped to recontact Ali Asghar, the 

advanced mast whose brothers and sisters were likewise masts and mastanis. The mast was in his 

room, but the door was locked. Baba had this message conveyed to him: “I will either contact Ali 

Asghar or wait until he gives me permission to leave.” Hearing this, the mast stepped out, but only 

for a moment, and again disappeared inside. From the window, Baidul earnestly requested him for 

contact; but he did not agree, and after an hour and a half, finally replied, “He can go back.” 

Nariman and Meherjee had accompanied Baba, and when Baba returned to Ashiana he 

remarked, “Ali Asghar is passing through a jalali phase, and I will have to come back when he is 

over it.” The mast had not slept or eaten during this phase, and therefore was extremely irritable 

and aggressive. 

 

Meanwhile Arnavaz informed Baba about the upcoming marriage of her sister Roda, 24, 

to Jamshed Beheram Mistry, nicknamed Jimmy, 31. The marriage had been settled some time ago, 

and Baba expressed his satisfaction with the choice of the groom. 

Roda had grown up in Baba’s love, but Jimmy had never had the fortune of the Master’s 

contact. Jimmy had once seen a crowd gathered in front of Naoroji’s, waiting to see Baba, but had 

left uninterested. In 1946, Jimmy had seen Baba from a distance on the Dadar railway station 

platform, and was attracted by Baba’s features. When his marriage was announced, some Parsis 

approached him, saying, “You're marrying a Dadachanji? Are you crazy? The whole family is mad! 

They're followers of Meher Baba; don’t you know that?” 

But Jimmy, a Parsi, replied with equanimity, “Roda can follow her religion, and I'll follow 

mine. As a matter of fact, I have no religion, and wear the sadra-kusti only out of habit.” After his 

marriage, Jimmy came close to Baba, and Baba enjoyed his good-natured humor. 

On Friday, 2 July 1948, after his Bombay mast contacts, Baba took an early morning train 

to Poona, where Adi Sr. had come with his car. After refreshing themselves with tea at Vishnu’s 

house at Kasba Peth, they returned to Ahmednagar, arriving at 7:15 A.M. Baba resumed his regimen 

of staying in Ahmednagar, and visiting Pimpalgaon and Meherabad regularly. 

During this period, Baba had invited Jean Adriel and Delia DeLeon to India, and they were 

expected shortly. 



Baba sent a letter to Nariman and Meherjee asking them to visit Ali Asghar, to determine 

if the mast was now prepared for contact. They went to his house several times, and in the end Ali 

Asghar agreed. They cabled Baba accordingly, and on 12 July, Adi Sr. drove Baba and Baidul to 

Bombay, collecting Eruch in Poona along the way. 

Meherjee and Nariman met them when they arrived in Bombay, and Baba was driven to 

Ali Asghar’s house. Baba explained to the men, “It is imperative that we follow the same method 

of approaching Ali Asghar as we did last time. Therefore, we must arrive at exactly the same time 

in the afternoon.” They did, but when they reached his house the door was locked. After much 

endeavor, and a half an hour of waiting, the mast tentatively opened the door, and Baba entered. 

After five minutes of contact, both came out; but Ali Asghar immediately disappeared back 

inside. He soon came back with a pair of scissors and clipped seven small sprigs of a mulberry 

bush. Tying them into a bouquet, he presented them to Baba. He patted Baba on the back and said, 

“Now you can go.” 

Baba seemed elated by the contact and commented, “My work is accomplished so 

beautifully today, I will never have to come again to contact Ali Asghar.” 

Baba handed the bunch of sprigs to Eruch, warning him, “Guard it with your life! Not even 

a tiny leaf should fall off!” 

Since Baba had come to Bombay only for this purpose, he left for Ahmednagar the same 

day. Adi drove Baba to Pimpalgaon, where Baba went straight to Gyara’s cabin, arriving there at 1 

A.M. (Adi, Eruch and Baidul slept at Meherazad, in Don’s room.) 

This was not the end of the story of the mast’s bouquet. Eruch stuck the twigs in a flower 

pot, and in a few days the leaves dried up. After two weeks, Baba called Eruch to Pimpalgaon with 

the seven dried sprigs. The leaves were crushed into a powder which Baba ate every day, a pinch 

at a time. The dried stems were tied into a bundle and kept with the other odd assortment of presents 

given to Baba by masts. These seven mulberry sprigs were somehow related to Baba’s inner work 

with Ali Asghar — but how remains a mystery and cannot be explained. All of the odds and ends, 

pieces of stone, bits of broken glass, shredded cloth and old clothes worn to rags offered to Baba 

by the masts were related to his inner work with each one, and that is why he took so much care to 

have them preserved and stored in trunks. 

 

At 10:00 A.M on Tuesday, 13 July 1948, Baba met with Adi Sr., Sarosh, Eruch, Pendu and 

Ramjoo at the Ice Factory. They discussed recent government orders about grain rationing, which 

were to go in effect, and how rationing might affect the Meherabad community. 

From around the 18th until the 21st of July 1948, the final three days of Ramadan, the 

Mohammedan month of fasting, Baba also fasted and remained on only water. Nilu and Don came 

on the 21st to check his blood pressure. 

On 15 July 1948, Jean Adriel and Delia DeLeon had arrived in Bombay. As instructed by 

Baba, they stayed in Bombay with Meherjee for the first few days and arrived at Meherabad on the 

19th. On 22 July, after eleven years of separation, they had a chance to see their Beloved Master 

again. Baba arrived at nine that morning with Mehera, Mani and the other women. Baba entered 

the east room, and at the doorway, Kharmen Masi ceremoniously cracked a coconut at his feet. 

Mehera and Mani followed him inside, and after a few minutes Jean and Delia were called. 

As Delia recalled: 

After such a long separation of eleven years it was absolute bliss when Baba, beaming, 

opened his arms and we crept in to see him. He hugged us and it was coming home again. As we 

ran to embrace him, the years fell away, and all our problems and heartaches too. Time stood still. 

Here was Reality. Baba asked each of us to tell him all that had happened during these years. With 

streaming eyes I tried my best, as I knew there was a reason in this recounting. All I wanted to do 

was to look at him. 



Baba explained to them, “I am so happy to have you with me. You will stay at Meherabad 

for six weeks. During that time you are to rest and eat well. Don’t worry about anything — only 

think of me. Once we move to Pimpalgaon you will be kept busy all the time.” 

Then Baba revealed, “I am very, very tired. The weight of the universe is upon my 

shoulders. But soon that will change, and also conditions in the West. Everyone is Baba, everything 

is Baba and everywhere is Baba. All else is zero. 

“I intend going out on two mast tours. I feel very happy when I am with the masts; but for 

the three weeks you will be at Pimpalgaon, I will be with you all the time. Discussions regarding 

work will take place from the 1st of August.” 

The other women were called, and Baba teased Delia about her habit of constantly applying 

cologne. “Do you still like eau de cologne?” he asked. 

Baba then went on an inspection tour of their quarters and ordered that Jean and Delia were 

to have everything they needed. Before leaving at 10:15 A.M., he showed them his final resting 

place, the Tomb, and narrated a few incidents from the Prem Ashram days. 

Jean presented Baba with a painting of a winged horse, done by Marguerite Poley, whom 

Jean had told about Baba.600 

That afternoon, Bhagirath and his wife Kokila visited Baba when he was with the mandali 

in the Ice Factory Bungalow. As mentioned they were living in the same building, and Baba 

remarked to Kokila, “I am everywhere!” 

“But how can we know it?” she asked. 

Handing her a fresh rose, Baba stated, “Can you see its fragrance?” Kokila replied she 

could not see it. 

“But it does have a fragrance, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

Baba explained, “As the fragrance is hidden in the rose, in the same way my presence is 

hidden in every heart — unseen and imperceptible.” 

 

On Friday morning, 23 July 1948, a one-hour darshan was held at lower Meherabad in the 

new hall. Baba arrived at Meherabad quite early with Gulmai, Norina and Rano, and Baba was 

garlanded. About 250 Baba lovers from Sholapur, Barsi, Poona, Bombay and Ahmednagar arrived 

that morning at nine o’clock, after their train stopped at Meherabad to let them descend. Minoo 

Kharas and Minoo Pohowala (now business partners) had come from Karachi. All gathered inside 

the hall at 9:30. Everyone stood up as Baba entered, and cried out, “SADGURU MEHER BABA 

KI JAI!” The prayer The Seven Names of God was then sung. Baba met each group individually, 

though they were not allowed to take his darshan or ask questions. Subhadra Bundellu, from Poona, 

sang bhajans. She and her brother Krishna had found out about Baba from Gadekar, and had met 

Baba at Meherabad the year before. Ramakrishna Jaju (a prominent Congress leader of Sholapur) 

gave a short speech commemorating the occasion, and elaborated on Gandhi’s work and his 

connection with Meher Baba. Jalbhai told a joke: “Which is the highest mountain in India? Mount 

Everest? No, Mount Batten!”601 At 10:30 the ceremony was over. 

 

600 Another painting done by Marguerite Poley of Baba riding a white horse was hung in Baba’s room at 

Meherazad after he dropped the body in 1969. 

601 Louis Mountbatten was the Viceroy of India at the time. 



A group of Parsi men and women from Bombay came late and missed the program. They 

went to Viloo’s and then Khushru Quarters. When Baba heard about their situation, he went in 

Adi’s car to look for them. He found them near Sarosh Motor Works and they were very happy to 

have his contact. 

Madhav Rao Misal’s family was permitted Baba’s darshan on the 26th. 

Elizabeth, who had gone to America on business for two months, returned on 27 July.602 

She rejoined the other women and Norina staying at Pop’s until the construction at Pimpalgaon was 

finished. Baba took the women to Meherazad the following day to inspect the work. 

From the 29th, Baba began going to Meherabad every morning to see Jean and Delia. They 

had a joint interview and Baba asked about people connected with them in America and England, 

especially Delia’s sister Minta. He also stated he would discuss publishing matters with Delia at a 

later meeting. He met with them separately at three subsequent interviews on 31 July, and on 2 and 

4 August 1948, and asked each to tell him everything that had happened to her during their years 

of separation. Delia explained how unhappy she was about the way she worked for him, and how 

she felt inadequate in the way she conveyed him to others. With a serious expression, Baba listened 

intently to all she said, and then spelled out, “From now on you will work for me 100 percent to 

my satisfaction and to your own peace of mind.” He instructed her to write to several people in the 

West giving them all the news about him. 

Two senior police officers, named Anklesaria and Mehta, came to see Baba at the Ice 

Factory Bungalow on 5 August. Mehta, who was spiritually-minded, was a relative of someone 

who had gifted a plot of land in Ahmedabad to the Ramakrishna Ashram, and he had read spiritual 

literature extensively. After discussing general topics, Baba asked Mehta lovingly, “What have you 

gleaned after reading so much? What would you say is the substance of all the spiritual literature 

you've read?” 

“Love and service,” Mehta replied. 

“Yes, it is the most valuable thing,” Baba agreed. 

“I also meditate,” he informed Baba. 

“In spiritual matters, love and service to humanity supersede meditation,” Baba explained. 

“It is a type of spirituality that comes down from its supreme height to the daily human routine and 

everyday life. This is where its manifestation is the highest; it is the most practical.” 

On 6 August, the Meherabad women woke up at 4:00 A.M. to go to the movies. Baba, with 

the other women staying at Pop’s, joined them at 6:00 A.M. at Sarosh Cinema to see the film 

Gaslight. 

The next day, Baba sent a telegram to Ghani and his son-in-law, which concluded, “My 

love and blessings … to sufis and goofies all over the world.” 

 

Continuing his mast work, on Sunday, 8 August 1948 Baba traveled south by train from 

Dhond to Madras, along with Baidul, Gustadji, Chhagan, Eruch and Vishnu. Reaching there, he 

commenced his contacts on the 10th. In Royapuram, a section of Madras, Baba worked with Kalgiri 

Pir, who was staying in the house of a wealthy Parsi. Kalgiri was in the habit of giving loaves of 

bread to those who came to him. He gave Baba two fresh loaves, wrapped in dirty old newspaper. 

A normal person would have thrown the lot away at the first opportunity, but for Baba its value and 

sweetness were beneath the surface — and later he ate every morsel! 

 
602 While in America, Elizabeth transferred ownership of her Myrtle Beach lands to Baba. It remained in his 

name for eleven and a half years, at which time Baba transferred it to the newly created tax-exempt Meher 

Spiritual Center.   



Baba also once again contacted the spiritual chargeman of Madras, Maulvi Saheb, who 

presented Baba with seven unripe mangoes. Baba remarked, “Because these are my last contacts 

with many of these masts, some of them are giving me presents.” Baba ate the sour mangoes and 

after the skins had dried, he ate them, too. He had the pits carefully preserved, and after he returned 

to Pimpalgaon they were planted in seed-boxes. Baba watered them himself for some time, and 

after the seeds had sprouted and grown a bit, they were transplanted into the ground and later began 

bearing delicious fruit. 

Baba contacted Moti Baba in Madras at the home of a rich Muslim merchant. In previous 

years Moti used to fidget with beedies, but his habits had changed and he now enjoyed shuffling 

decks of cards. He was playing cards when Baba went to him, and the contact was satisfactory. 

Baba communed with ten more masts before leaving Madras on the 12th. Going further 

south, Baba arrived in Trichinopoly on Friday, 13 August, and worked with a good mast named 

Hazrat-e-Khan Pathan. 

Baba next traveled to Tiruvallur, on the 14th, to contact his dear Chatti Baba for the last 

time. They found Chatti Baba out in the open on the outskirts of the village, and the great sixth-

plane mast appeared to be in a bad state. Looking emaciated, the old mast-saint was found lying 

with his head on a bundle of cloth by the road. At the heartbreaking sight of this great saint, Age 

was full of melancholy. Chatti Baba appeared depressed, perhaps because this would be the last 

time he would see Meher Baba. 

Baba sat with him and gave him some bananas. Baba was deeply moved by Chatti Baba’s 

condition, and he explained at length Chatti Baba’s great love for God and of how sorry he was to 

see that he was not being well cared for. Before he left Tiruvallur, Baba instructed some of the 

mast’s devotees: “Chatti Baba will soon pass away; see that you raise a proper tombstone over his 

mortal remains.” Baba gave them a sufficient sum of money for that purpose and instructed them 

to begin preparing a suitable memorial. 

On Sunday, 15 August 1948, Baba proceeded by train and bus to the village of Avanashi, 

where he contacted one of the most forbidding characters ever recorded, a great yogi known as Ilai 

Swami. Although reported to be at least 80 years old, the yogi appeared physically to be untouched 

by time. Despite appearing young and radiant, Ilai Swami’s nature was unpredictable and 

disturbing, and so intense that people often felt more upset than comforted after encountering him. 

The yogi was naked, except for a small loincloth around his ebony body. His toe and 

fingernails were two to three inches long. When he slept, he simply lay on the barren earth, without 

a blanket — in all weather conditions. He was never seen drinking water or even touching it for 

that matter. After eating, he would simply wipe his hands on his thick black hair. 

Ilai never begged, and if anyone were to offer him money or even accidentally mention it 

in his presence, he became furious. But his outward condition mattered not to Baba, who confirmed 

that Ilai was a great yogi. Baba was so gladdened with the meeting, in fact, that after this contact 

he gave each of the men with him a coconut in Ilai Swami’s honor. 

The same day, Baba and the mandali took a bus to Tiruppur, where Baba wished to contact 

Prasananand Swami Guru. When they arrived, they started looking for the Swami’s house and 

happened to ask an elderly Brahmin, who turned out to be somewhat unbalanced. He excitedly said 

that he would personally guide them and jumped into their already overcrowded tonga. 

Prasananand was a good yogi, 50 years old, and had a wife and children. When they arrived, 

they were informed that Prasananand was fasting on water and had taken a vow of silence for 40 

days. He had rigged up a sort of cell in one of the rooms of his house where he was currently sitting, 

while one of his followers kept guard to see that he was not disturbed. 

When the men began talking with one of Prasananand’s devotees about approaching him 

for contact, the madcap Brahmin slipped into the Swami’s room and began frantically scribbling 



notes on scraps of paper and pushing them into Prasananand’s cell. The notes read: “Please allow 

this stranger to contact you.” 

As usual, whenever Baba would arrive in a village or small town, a crowd gathered to have 

a look at the strangers. As Eruch was busy talking with a devotee, a man with a palsied arm stood 

next to him and put his other arm lightly around Eruch’s shoulder in a gesture of friendship — or 

so Eruch thought. Eruch was carrying a wad of ten-rupee notes in his upper pocket, and though he 

did not see the act, he heard a crisp sound, turned quickly and saw the man holding two notes in his 

hand. Because of the crowd, Eruch did not say anything, but he caught a firm hold of the man’s 

wrist and dragged him behind the house, determined to give him a few hard slaps for picking his 

pocket. He raised his arm to strike him when suddenly someone caught his arm from behind. 

Turning around, he saw it was Baba. 

“What are you doing?” Baba gestured. 

“This rascal pinched Rs.20 from my pocket!” Eruch responded. 

Baba looked at the man. “Did you do that?” He caught hold of his earlobe (the usual 

punishment for children) and pinching it, warned him, “Never, never do that again!” 

Baba turned back to Eruch and motioned, “Give him back the money. It is meant for those 

who need it. Had he not needed it, why would he have stolen it?” Eruch hesitated, but Baba 

repeated, “Go on, give it to him!” 

Prasananand then sent for Baba. The Brahmin had succeeded in inducing the Swami to 

grant the contact while this confusion was going on outside. Baba went in and communed with him. 

It had been a satisfactory contact and Baba was in a good mood. 

On the 16th in Madras, Baba worked with another advanced soul known as Ramdas Swami, 

and after that made the return journey by train to Dhond, via Madras. Adi Sr. met the party in Dhond 

on 19 August and drove them to Ahmednagar. 

 

The 22nd of August 1948 was another early morning “movie day” at Sarosh Cinema. Two 

films were shown. On the 24th, Baba sent a delegation of men and women mandali to Ramjoo’s 

daughter Jibboo’s wedding at her parent’s home in Ahmednagar. Baba had approved the match the 

previous March.603 The next day, he went to Happy Valley with Ramjoo and his sister-in-law Haja. 

On the 26th, a qawaali program was held on Meherabad Hill in honor of the marriage. Baba came 

to Meherabad with the women at 7:30 that morning and stayed the entire day. The singing led by 

Narsingrao Qawaal was held from 4:30 to 7:00 that evening, after which Baba returned to 

Ahmednagar. Eruch and his family came from Poona, and Meherjee and Alu Khambatta also 

attended. 

The next day, Friday, 27 August 1948, the housewarming ceremony for Meher Baba’s new 

home at Pimpalgaon was held at nine o’clock in the morning. Close lovers from Bombay, Poona 

and Ahmednagar assembled there, including Roda and Jimmy Mistry, who had been honeymooning 

in Poona when they received Baba’s telegram to come. Jimmy became completely Baba’s upon 

seeing him. Nariman and Arnavaz were to have a close connection with the Pimpalgaon estate in 

years to come. They too had been invited and had come a few days beforehand. Dr. Deshmukh 

would never miss such a chance to be with Baba, and he was present with his wife Indumati. The 

 
603 For his own reasons, Baba ordered Ramjoo not to invite any of his friends or relatives outside of 

Ahmednagar, nor to accept any wedding gifts, but to inform them that Baba was sending them his 

blessings. Ramjoo therefore sent a note to those concerned: “For reasons explained in the accompanying 

order from my Murshad Meher Baba, I beg to be excused for my inability to have the pleasure of your 

company or any present on and for the occasion. It is just like my Master to send his blessings to all those 

whom I would have otherwise loved to be present at the function.”  



men and women mandali residing at Meherabad had been brought by buses, and the occasion was 

a truly joyous one. 

Baba unlocked the door of the new building with a golden key, and Mehera and Gulmai 

performed his arti. Azad means free or relaxed, and Baba named the place Meherazad. 

This message, dictated by Baba, was read by Adi Sr., who then garlanded Sarosh and 

Mahiboob: 

In the history of Meherazad at Pimpalgaon, Sarosh has played a prominent part. In the 

beginning, the original structure was wholly financed by him. For the present building, Baba has 

paid Rs.20,000; Adi Jr. supplied wood up to Rs.15,000; and the rest of the money was put in by 

Sarosh. 

In the actual building of Meherazad, in the past and the present, Mahiboob has played the 

chief part; and the [water] piping and the engineering work is the result of the untiring work of 

Padri. 

We have decided to move in to Meherazad on the 15th [September] and are sure that 

Mahiboob and party will see to it. 

For the entire arrangement of today’s opening up of the new building of Meherazad 

Ashram, Kaka and Rusi [Pop] are mostly responsible. Kaka, has with the help of Rusi, labored all 

of last night, without rest or sleep, looking after carefully all the details required for the occasion. 

Baba gives you all his blessings, which not only you but the whole world will be needing 

in the near future. 

At one point, Kaka delivered a short speech in English which was relayed over a 

microphone from the men’s side. Everyone thoroughly enjoyed his unique style of erudition. After 

light refreshments, everyone left for his home at one o’clock. 

The next evening, Baba took the mandali for a tea party at Kolgaon, an hour away. He was 

driven there by Adi Sr., with Ghani and Khak Saheb. The Meherabad mandali came in a bus 

supplied by Sarosh and driven by Eruch. Everyone had a good time and they returned at 11:00 p.m. 

 

Although Jean and Delia were happy to be back in India, they were feeling the pain of 

separation at being kept at Meherabad instead of with Mehera, Mani and the other women in 

Ahmednagar. After the housewarming at Meherazad, Baba called them to Pop’s house to stay, and 

they felt much happier. Kaka was cooking separately for the Westerners living at Pop’s and Baba 

was sending them to the Ice Factory Bungalow for their meals, while he ate with the Eastern women 

at Pop’s. 

Elizabeth wondered to herself: “Why does Baba send us out for food?” 

Answering her unasked question one day, Baba commented, “By walking one stimulates a 

good appetite, and returning on foot after eating is good for the digestion.” 

A few minutes after Jean, Delia, Elizabeth and Norina left to eat, Baba would send Rano 

after them with instructions to listen to them as they ate and report back what they had been talking 

about over lunch. This was awkward for Rano, because each day she had to fabricate some excuse 

for going there. She would pretend to be talking with Kaka as she tried her best to overhear the 

lunchtime conversation. 

After a few days, Jean confronted her: “Rano, I do believe you are spying on us.” 

Trying to look innocently outraged, Rano replied, “Why Jean, why should you think that? 

I am conveying Baba’s messages to Kaka.” But Rano felt embarrassed nonetheless, and perhaps 

that is exactly the reason Baba kept sending her time and time again on this spying assignment. 

Among the men also, Baba would choose someone to spy on them for him. Sometimes, he 

would disclose to the others that such-and-such a person had told him a certain thing. Sooner or 

later, someone would lose his temper, and all hell would break loose when the traitor was exposed, 

as denials and accusations were shouted back and forth. The innocent “spy” could not even defend 



himself by revealing that he was doing so under Baba’s orders, since that would have displeased 

Baba. So he had to glumly accept the retribution from those he had been spying on. 

The reason Baba would create such situations was to make the mandali fearless by strictly 

following his behests without their giving a damn what anyone thought of them. Even if the whole 

world would turn against them, they became so strong they did not care. Their only thought was to 

keep their Beloved Master pleased. They learned that to keep him pleased was the greatest thing 

they could possibly accomplish, and he who devoted his life to it could be said to have “gained” 

immeasurably. But it was next to impossible to keep the Beloved happy, and only heroes who were 

unafraid to “die to themselves” could do it. 

 

Baba called Dhake to the Ice Factory on 1 September 1948 and told him to be present every 

morning from seven to nine, “unless you are dying or already dead!” He was to do any legal work 

required for Sarosh, Adi Sr. and Ramjoo, for a payment of Rs.300 per month. 

Dr. Deshmukh had compiled Baba’s Discourses which were published in a five-volume 

set. Delia informed Baba that Charles Purdom wanted to reedit them into a single volume. A 

meeting about copyrights and Charles Purdom’s editing of the discourses was held at the Ice 

Factory on 4 September. In attendance were Adi Sr., Don, Ghani, Ramjoo, Elizabeth, Norina, Jean 

and Delia. Baba decided that they should accept Purdom’s changes and the deletion of part of the 

material according to Deshmukh’s suggestion. Deshmukh was called from Amraoti to discuss the 

project, but he did not agree with Purdom. A heated discussion ensued. Baba decided to keep the 

five volumes of the Discourses unchanged and to allow Purdom to publish his own set of new 

discourses.604 

Kishan Singh had Baba’s darshan on the 4th, as did Minoo Bharucha. Arnavaz and 

Nariman came the following day. 

Goma Ganesh Pathak, one of the former teachers of the Meher Ashram school, was doing 

social work in Ahmednagar and would come to see Baba from time to time. He was in the process 

of opening a nursery school, Babawadi, for poor children where they would be given free milk. 

Baba was invited to the opening in October. At 3:00 P.M. on the 5th, Goma Ganesh brought some 

of these children to the Ice Factory to sing and dance for Baba, which Baba highly enjoyed. 

Baba visited Meherazad on 6 September with Adi Sr. and Kaka Baria. Minoo Bharucha 

and a Muslim boy named Ismail (whom Baba was trying to draw near him) accompanied them. 

Padri expressed his difficulty in completing the electric work on time, but Baba was anxious that 

he, Gyara and Mahiboob finish soon. 

On the 7th and 8th, Baba met with Ramjoo, Ghani, Adi Sr. and others to finalize a 

constitution for The Sufi Circle, a group being formed to maintain Baba’s link with Ivy Duce and 

Francis Brabazon.605 

 

During this period, Baba had this message circulated to those living at Meherabad, as well 

as to other close lovers in India: 

Three types of Disciples: 

1. Those who give and never ask 

2. Those who give and also ask 

 
604 Purdom did the revised work, which was published (in 1955) as God To Man and Man To God. The title 

was given by Baba. 
605 The Sufi Circle did not last long. It was dissolved on 17 October 1948, due to lack of participation by 

others besides Ghani. Instead, it was agreed that Ghani would be paid Rs.200 per month to travel and give 

lectures on Sufism and Baba. 



3. Those who do not give but ask 

Three types of Seekers: 

1. The inspired ones 

2. The inspired, intellectual ones 

3. The intellectual ones 

Three types of Yogis: 

1. Those who long for the Goal and shun powers 

2. Those who long for the Goal and also for powers 

3. Those who do all yogic exercises merely for powers 

Three types of Resigners: 

1. Those who are so completely resigned to the will of the Master that even the one 

question of how, why, or when never even enters into their minds. Hafiz says: “Do not breathe a 

word smacking of why and wherefore, because the blessed disciple accepts heartily every word that 

the Sultan (Master) utters,” (meaning, he is the chosen disciple who obeys the Master in everything 

and anything with all his heart). 

2. Those who do what the Master asks at all costs, sacrificing everything, not asking for 

reward, but do it under compulsion of surrenderance to the Master’s will. 

3. Those who do what the Master asks at all costs but expect reward. 

 

Baba came to Khushru Quarters and had a private talk with Gulmai telling her not to worry 

about her daughters, but to come and stay with him. Gulmai was greatly relieved. On 12 September, 

Baba held a four-hour meeting with Adi’s nephews, Mehlu, Falu and Beheram, over the division 

of their property. Over the years, Baba had been apprised of each and every transaction and 

interaction with these young men and their family’s property in Nasik and elsewhere. 

Baba came to live at Meherazad on Thursday, 16 September 1948, with Mehera, Mani, 

Meheru, Goher, Walu, Norina, Elizabeth, Delia and Jean.606 Baba’s bedroom was upstairs. The men 

who began staying at Meherazad were Don, Ghani and Kaka. The rest of the men and women 

mandali stayed in Meherabad, but Baba would frequently call Rano, Kitty and Naja to Meherazad. 

Kaka Baria went to Ahmednagar for the marketing, and Adi Sr. was instructed to come once a day 

at 2:00 P.M. with the post and telegrams. 

On the 18th, Minoo Kharas, Minoo Pohowala, Beheram Dadachanji, Nariman and 

Meherjee came to Meherabad, and Baba went to see them at noon that day. (The meeting was in 

relation to Nariman opening a business office in Karachi, with Kharas and Pohowala’s help.) Baba 

returned the next day also, and met Eruch and Naoroji Dadachanji at Sarosh Motor Works. 

Ali Shah was brought to Meherazad on 20 September, and Baba began working with him. 

The mandali could not help but notice that this coincided with the “fall” of Hyderabad to the Indian 

Union forces, following the Nizam’s surrender. Baba remarked, “The fate of the Nizam would have 

been better had he adopted either of three courses of action: Join Pakistan; fight to the bitter end 

with India; or compromise with India at the outset.” 

Baidul was sent to Gujarat to look for new masts, with whom Baba could work in 

November. He returned and reported to Baba on 1 October. 

Feram had been typing Norina’s articles at Khushru Quarters, while at Meherazad Mani 

was busy typing some of Don’s material. Dhake was called to stay at Meherazad for two days on 2 

October to type Ghani’s manuscript, God Speaks. 

Baba’s uncle Rustom Mama died during this period. Just before he passed away, he told 

his wife Piroja, “I always believed that Merwan was God, but now I am even more convinced.” 

 
606 All the luggage was shifted the day before by truck. 



Piroja Mami came to Meherazad for Baba’s darshan. After seeing her briefly, Baba retired 

to his room. Approaching her niece Mani, Mami inquired where Baba had gone. “He has gone to 

his room,” Mani replied. “He won’t come now.” Mami looked disappointed and Mani asked, “Do 

you want to tell Baba something?” 

“Yes, I have come for that reason,” Mami replied. 

“Tell me and I will convey it to Baba.” 

Mami said, “I want that which Baba gives to all.” 

Mani replied, “Baba gives his love to all, which he has already given you.” 

“Not love — I want murti [an idol]!” 

Mani began chuckling, because she knew that what Mami meant was mukti — liberation 

from birth and death. She understood and assured her, “Don’t you worry, Mami; I will tell Baba to 

give you murti.” Mami left happily, and when Mani related the conversation to Baba the next day, 

he was much amused.607 

In the evenings Baba would listen to jokes from Norina, Elizabeth, Delia and Jean. They 

had a joke book from which they would recite select pieces to Baba. Mani would also read detective 

stories to him in the afternoons or evenings. Baba liked mysteries, in particular the Nero Wolfe 

series by Rex Stout. Jean’s mind was troubled because Baba was not explaining anything “spiritual” 

to them as he had done in Nasik. But one day Baba conveyed to her, “Every word of mine has 

spiritual significance which provides enough food for thought.” 

Elizabeth had brought two cars from America the previous year, and these were kept at 

Meherazad in a garage.608 Baba gave Rano and Meheru the duty of washing the cars daily. Even 

though the cars were lying unused, they had to wash them diligently. 

Baba would walk up Seclusion Hill in the early evening with the women. On one occasion, 

Baba put on Mehera’s sandals, Mani put on Baba’s, and Mehera wore Mani’s. Once he took them 

on a walk to Happy Valley, and at the time two rainbows appeared in the sky. “This is a good 

augury for Delia and Jean,” he commented. 

One afternoon at three o’clock, Baba and the women climbed another nearby hill, 

Gorakhnath’s Hill, which is visible from Meherazad. Baba ascended the hill with speed and 

unfaltering agility, and on the summit sat in the temple of Gorakhnath alone for 20 minutes. When 

he came out, he told the women to enter the temple and pay their respects. But the temple priest 

prevented them from entering, and Baba intervened, saying, “Do as he says and do not enter.” 

With his usual graceful steps, Baba came down the hill, the women trailing after him. 

Walking more slowly, Elizabeth and Walu were left far behind, and Baba and the others waited for 

them at the base. Baba jested, “When the two stragglers appear, welcome them by clapping.” When 

they came down, all clapped — including Baba. “You are being applauded for your safe arrival,” 

Baba told them. 

In Meherazad, meetings were held about the legal formation of a partnership called Meher 

Publications, and Elizabeth was also busy planning the establishment of the Universal Spiritual 

League of America to help protect the copyrights of Baba’s writings. Delia said, “In England, too, 

such a league should be formed.” Baba gave permission and Charles Purdom was made the 

president, Delia vice-president and Will Backett secretary. Jean Adriel was instructed to set up a 

similar organization in California, but not to go back to or have anything further to do with Meher 

Mount. 

 
607 Piroja Mami continued to live in Bombay for many years and had Baba’s darshan there in the 1950s.  
608 This garage at Meherazad was later renovated and became known as mandali hall. 



On Friday, 8 October 1948, Baba sent Delia and Jean back to the West. Jean went to 

California, and Delia to London, to set up the League, and then on to Panama, where she had 

relatives. Baba had instructed her to look for a suitable villa in Panama for himself and the women 

and to await their arrival, as he wished to visit the republic on his next visit to the United States. 

But inevitably his plans changed and the trip was canceled. 

As Delia and Jean were departing, Baba assured them, “Do not shed even a single tear, for 

you will be seeing me again — whatever happens.” 

During her visit, Jean felt that her attitude toward Baba had changed, and she now felt 

“inwardly free and detached, with no emotional tentacles pulling at her heart strings.” She told 

Baba that she did not fit any longer into his group, but Baba vigorously denied this and said that 

she was a “perfect fit.” Jean shook her head and said, “I do not belong here.” 

On the boat back to the West, Jean reviewed her life and concluded that her most profound 

inner experiences had all come prior to her contact with Baba. It was to sustain this higher level of 

consciousness that she had looked to him for aid, she told herself. 

When she shared her feelings with Delia, stating, “This chapter [in my life] is finished,” 

Delia asked her, “But what are you going to do now?” 

Jean foolishly replied, “I don’t know, except that I shall no longer look to any human being, 

regardless of his apparent spiritual stature, for that which I can find only within my own heart and 

soul. I’ve already wasted too many years seeking it outside.”609 

On 14 October, a deed of partnership between 20 of the mandali was executed for Meher 

Publications, for the purpose of publishing Baba’s books. In attendance at Meherazad were Adi 

Sr., Dhake, Pendu, Padri, Baidul, Jal Rusi, Sarosh, Jalbhai, Meherjee, Nariman and Kaikobad’s son 

Ratan, who showed up unannounced. Baba also met Rustom Dinyar of Deolali that day. 

On one occasion Baba visited Akbar Press in Ahmednagar with Eruch, who had been in 

Poona for a few weeks. There he saw Shirin Damania, who was bedridden with arthritis. Baba 

asked her what she wanted. Eruch urged his aunt, “Tell Baba to make your body all right so you 

can move about as before.” 

Baba assured her, “There is only one remedy for that — you will be all right if I am 

bedridden with stiff legs.” 

Concerned, Shirin blurted out, “Baba, do not do that! I will lie here as I am until my last 

breath, but you should stay well.” 

Baba was deeply pleased with her spontaneous expression of heartfelt love and reassured 

her, “Carry on as you are in this birth. After this life, you will be free from the rounds of birth and 

death.” 

Baba met everyone at Akbar Press, including his three “darlings” — Homi Mama Satha’s 

children Alu, Dhun and Naval. Their mother Pilla had died five years earlier, and since that time 

they had come to stay at Akbar Press. Alu, Dhun and Naval all had muscular dystrophy, and though 

they were very clever and good looking, they suffered much. They also loved Baba dearly, and he 

would often come to see them. 

Once their cousin Dorab Satha (Jemi Mama’s son) asked Baba why he did not cure Naval. 

Baba replied, “I can cure him, but when I am in physical form I want him to suffer so that I can 

console him.” Baba turned to Naval and remarked, “Why do you shout [complain]? Every leaf and 

particle must shout!” 

Naval said, “But I am so tired, Baba.” 

 
609 Based on Jean Adriel’s fictionalized account of her life, Soaring Sunward (Pageant Press, New York), 

pp. 103–107. 



“I am also tired, but I continue,” Baba replied. “Your disease will continue until it has had 

its effect — until it has unwound your impressions. Why ask for good health?” 

Baba did not relieve them from their disability, but he did help them keep happy, teaching 

them to bear their sorrow and pain cheerfully. Their younger sister, Roshan, who was unaffected 

by the disease, was also much loved by Baba. Once when the family visited Meherabad, Baba 

picked up Roshan and carried her all the way to Upper Meherabad on his shoulders. 

During one period, Dhun had an order from Baba to write him daily, and Baba replied to 

her regularly, thus maintaining a close link with her and the whole Satha family. Dhun would send 

Baba humorous notes, which made him laugh. 

Homi Mama had lost his life savings at the time of Partition, when the owners of a Muslim-

owned insurance company had fled to Pakistan. Baba called him to Meherazad at the time and 

remarked to the mandali, “Today Homi has won and I have lost.” 

Homi could not understand what Baba meant so Baba explained, “I took away your young 

wife and you did not complain to me. I gave you three crippled children and you did not complain 

to me. Now I have taken away all your money, and you have four children still to care for. You 

have nothing, so what will you do?” 

Homi said, “Baba, in my heart I have always felt that all these things belong to you. I know 

you will never let me down and that you will provide us with whatever is necessary.” 

Baba was pleased with his reply and told Sarosh (who had brought Homi Mama) to employ 

him in his business, which he did. 

Goher had to go to Bombay to appear for her medical board exam and she returned on 24 

October. The next day at 9:00 A.M., Baba attended the opening in Ahmednagar of Goma Ganesh’s 

Babawadi (nursery school), accompanied by Don, Kaka, Goher, Rano, Elizabeth and Norina. All 

the Meherabad mandali came as did the Ahmednagar followers. Deshmukh had come and he read 

out a Marathi message. Kaka Chinchorkar also spoke. 

This message from Baba was read out by Sarosh: 

Selfless work, as you all know, has many aspects in the social and political fields. Each 

aspect thereof, though tinged by a particular cultural background, has its own merit and 

consequential reward. But the work relating to the welfare of babies is in a class by itself. Babies 

and infants, everywhere in the world, are the very epitome of God’s purity and innocence. They are 

guileless and helpless — and yet they desire and expect nothing. Why do men see and recognize 

the enemy and the criminal outside? Because the so-called enemy and the criminal are already 

within them. Babies have no criminal or enemy within and, therefore, see none outside. 

I am also called “Baba,” which endearingly means a baby. In fact, all God-realized souls 

are unsophisticated, like babies. I therefore see and enjoy my purity and colorlessness in the 

unselfconscious ones — the babies. 

This is what is real selfless service, when you are serving the little selfless ones — and 

this is tantamount to rendering service directly unto God. The Biblical statement “And whoso shall 

receive one such little child in my name, receiveth me,” bears out what I have said. 

I bless you all. 

Kanchan Panday, the daughter of the Ahmednagar photographer Bhaiya Panday, became 

gravely ill, and the doctor held no hope for her survival. She was so weak she could not even raise 

her hand. Her temperature had risen to 105°, and her family was terribly worried. Adi Sr. brought 

Panday to Meherazad at 3:00 P.M. on 29 October 1948, and Baba asked him, “Why have you 

come?” 

He replied, “What is the use of our having faith in you when my daughter is about to die 

and you have no thought for us?” 

Smiling, Baba asked, “What is the matter?” Panday told him about Kanchan and explained 
that she had not eaten anything for several days. Baba had Don bring two potatoes, and giving them 

to Panday spelled out, “After boiling these well, give them to Kanchan to eat.” 



“The doctors have forbidden her to take anything other than liquids,” Panday informed 

Baba. 

“Kanchan is dying anyway, so why let her die of hunger?” Baba replied. “Let her eat and 

die!” 

Accordingly, on his return Panday made Kanchan eat the boiled potatoes. The girl had been 

reduced to a skeleton; she could not talk, and it took her four hours to eat them. When the doctor 

came and was informed she had eaten potatoes, he stormed out without examining her. He was sure 

she would not live for more than a few hours. 

But when he came the next morning, Panday found that Kanchan’s temperature had come 

down to 101°. He thought: “If the fever goes away completely, she'll live.” In two hours the 

temperature went down to 95°, and all were anxious about this. Panday was sincerely praying to 

Baba, and in half an hour her temperature rose to normal. 

Amazed, the doctor said, “I do not understand how this happened. I have never seen a case 

like this before.” 

Panday said, “This is the effect of the potatoes given by Meher Baba.” 

Panday went to Pimpalgaon again, and Baba asked, “Has Kanchan died?” 

“By your grace, she is alive and well,” he said. Baba gave him prasad and motioned to him 

to leave for home immediately, which he did — more convinced than ever that Meher Baba was 

the Lord of Lords. 

 

On Saturday, 30 October Adi Sr., Ramjoo, Dhake, Pendu and Manekar came to see Baba 

at Meherazad at 1:30 p.m. Dhake returned a typewriter lent to him to type Baba’s articles, including 

one titled “Death and Immortality.” Baba instructed Ghani to keep the typed sheets carefully with 

him, but joked, “Don’t look at them. Reading them will be death for you!” 

Deshmukh and Bal Natu were also present that day. At one point Baba asked them to solve 

a riddle: “Even though I am all-knowing and I am in everything, there is one thing that I do not 

know. What is it?” 

Deshmukh said, “When you, the Omnipotent, Omniscient One, do not know it, how can 

we human beings possibly know what it is?” 

Baba gave this answer: “I do not know where I am not.” 

In response, Ghani quoted the poet Iqbal: 

I am not afraid of hell because I am told, 

O God, that You are also there. 

Just then Baba stopped him and asked everyone to go out. Dhake interjected, “Get out and 

go to hell!” 

“I am waiting for you there,” Baba quipped, and everyone laughed. 

 

Baba left Meherazad at six o'clock on the morning of Monday, 1 November for his second 

mast tour in Gujarat in 1948. Baba was accompanied by Vishnu, Eruch and Jal Kerawalla (who had 

arrived the day before). Adi Sr. drove them to Bombay, stopping on the way at Bindra House, 

where Baba gave darshan to Gadekar's and Vithal Bhokre's families, among others. At Baba’s 

direction, Baidul, Chhagan and Gustadji went by train to Bombay. Jal took a train to Nagpur, and 

Baba and the mandali boarded the Kathiawar Mail train at 6:30 p.m. 

On the 3rd, Baba contacted two masts, Munga Sai and Jina Sai in Junagadh. In the middle 
of the night Baba entered a dargah (Muslim shrine) in Junagadh where he found a room to sit in 

seclusion. There was a verandah outside the room with a single bench on it. During travels the men 



would take turns being on watch near Baba. While Baba was resting in the room, Gustadji was 

seated on the bench keeping watch. 

When Baba began snoring loudly, Gustadji thought it would be a good chance to urinate, 

so he began looking around for a suitable spot. He had already undone his trousers and was just 

about to urinate when he heard Baba’s clap. Hurriedly, he fixed his pants because Baba continued 

clapping loudly. 

When Gustadji went to him, displeased, Baba gestured, “I have been clapping and 

clapping! Why didn’t you come at once?” Gustadji kept still and Baba motioned to him, “Go back 

and sit on the bench and do not make the slightest movement.” 

Controlling his urge to urinate, Gustadji went and sat on the bench. After a little while, 

Baba clapped again and motioned to him that he could relieve himself now. Dawn was breaking 

outside, and when Gustadji went to that side of the building where he had previously gone, he saw 

to his astonishment there was a large lake there. Had Baba not clapped at the moment when he did, 

Gustadji would surely have fallen into it and probably drowned, since he was silent and would not 

have been able to call for help. Although Baba was snoring loudly, his sleep was “conscious,” and 

thus he saved Gustadji from this accident. 

On Thursday morning, 4 November 1948, Baba climbed the thousands of rock-carved steps 

leading up Datar Hill. The hill is so named as it is associated with Bapu Jamal Shah, also called 

Datar, who was a God-realized being of past centuries. Datar, as the legend is told, had taken jivan-

samadhi — he had himself buried alive in a cave on this mountain. 

The old mast Munga Sai was taken up the hill in a litter and Baba, who remained fasting 

only on water, worked with him in seclusion for two days. Munga Sai was majzoob-like, 

unconscious of his body, and Baba would feed the mast himself. 

On top of this hill, a small group of aspirants were living and leading simple, ascetic lives 

devoted to God. They were like monks. Baba praised them, commenting: “I have visited temples, 

shrines, ashrams and convents all over India and in many foreign countries as well, but I have never 

seen aspirants living a life of such exemplary simplicity consisting solely of spiritual aspiration, 

selfless work and the mortification of material desires.” The austere diet of these hardy ascetics was 

only porridge of coarsely ground wheat boiled in water. 

The next day, the 5th, Baba washed and laid his head on the feet of eighteen of these 

aspirants, giving each seven rupees as his prasad. 

Baba descended the mountain on 6 November, after two days of seclusion and fasting. He 

entered the dargah in Junagadh, where the mast Munga Sai had been brought back in a litter. Also 

that day, Baba contacted another good mast — Ghulam Nabi Nanga. 

On Sunday, 7 November, Baba went to the top of one of the mountains in Girnar. There 

Baba sat for two hours in seclusion in a cave named after King Bharthari — a saintly king of olden 

times. The ancient hills of Girnar contain some of India’s oldest caves, dating back to the time of 

King Ashok. Coming out of the cave, Baba revealed to the mandali, “Every Avatar born in India 

has at least once visited Girnar during his lifetime.”610 

 

Finishing his work in Junagadh, Baba proceeded to Delhi, arriving by train on Wednesday, 

10 November 1948, at 7:50 A.M. Keki Desai had been informed in advance of Baba’s visit and had 

made all the preparations for it. Baba stayed at his home in the Hassan Building at 4 Nicholson 

Road. Because of the tremendous strain involved in Baba’s seclusion work, and to relax, Baba 

 

610 Mehera, too, had once visited this hill in Girnar when she was a child. 



wished to watch the first cricket test match between the West Indies and India to be played in Delhi 

from the 10th to the 14th. Keki had been instructed to reserve seats for Baba and his mandali, and 

each day Baba and the men went to see the match. Baba’s stay in Delhi was also kept a strict secret, 

as he did not wish to be disturbed. 

Despite the fact that Baba’s prime reason for coming to Delhi was to rest, for three days he 

communed with twelve masts, mastanis and sadhus revered by the local populace. 

Early in the morning of 12 November, Baba had a humorous encounter with a mast named 

Amanullah Kabuli. He was a high half-jamali, half-jalali mast. Baba handed him ten rupees after 

their private contact, and then this amusing conversation in Urdu took place between them. Baba 

spoke through Baidul. 

“Where are you going now?” the mast asked. 

“Ajmer,” Baba replied. 

“I will come with you,” the mast said. 

“I will pay you ten rupees more for train fare,” Baba said. “You should buy your own ticket 

to Ajmer and go there by yourself.” 

Baba handed him an additional ten-rupee note and then said, “Now permit us to proceed to 

Ajmer.” 

Amanullah, pointing to Baba, said, “You and the others may go, but he [pointing to Baidul] 

must return in the evening.” 

“For God’s sake, allow us all to go!” pleaded Baba. 

Again pointing to Baba, Amanullah answered: “God is standing just in front of me, so how 

can I let Him go?” 

Baidul chatted with him about various mundane things and tried to exact his permission to 

leave. Amanullah finally gave his consent, but turning to Baba uttered, “Inwardly I will constantly 

be sending you my ‘love-telegrams.’ You may be in either the East or the West, but my love-cables 

will be so powerful, they will drag you back to me!” 

“When you call me, I will come,” Baba assured him. 

Amanullah replied, uttering this couplet in Persian: “Wherever I cast my eyes, I see only 

You.” 

The mast continued speaking Persian for some time. In the end, with much love, and with 

tears in his eyes, he grasped Baba’s hand and after a few moments allowed Baba to leave. 

 

On Saturday, 13 November 1948, Baba departed Delhi for Ajmer and began his mast 

contacts there the next day. Five miles from Nasirabad, Baba worked with Shaukat Ali Maulana 

Mastan in Bitiani village. Two days later, on the 15th, he again contacted Chacha, the God-

conscious majzoob. 

From Ajmer, Baba with the six mandali arrived in Baroda on the 16th. There he again 

communed with Chambu Shah. This time the mast did not call Baba back and forth, but wanted 

two new lungis and also a shirt. These were procured and handed to him by Baba. Chambu Shah 

put them on, after stripping off his old, dirty clothes, and giving them to Baba to wear. Later that 

day, Baba did wear the mast’s clothes, and then put them carefully in his suitcase.611 

 
611 When Baba returned to Meherazad, he put these things from the mast carefully in the trunk that 

contained Chambu Shah’s other clothes given to him previously. During one phase, Baba kept this tin box 

of Chambu Shah’s clothes with him in his room wherever he stayed. 



After this contact, Baba and the mandali traveled to Cambay, where Baba contacted a high 

mast named Rehman Shah and another called Bapu Kharaowala. Leaving Cambay, Baba proceeded 

to Viramgam, where he worked with Ahmed Mastan on the 17th. They found the naked mast 

playing in a pond of water. 

From Viramgam Baba left for Morvi in Saurashtra, where on 18 November, he sat with a 

very great mast, known as Majzoob Ali Shah. Baba went to him at eleven o’clock at night. Upon 

seeing him the saintly mast exclaimed, “He is a real fakir! He is a real fakir!”612 

When people approached Majzoob Ali Shah, they saw at first a short, fat man, with long 

white hair and a white beard. He was seated by the train station of Morvi, surrounded by scrapped 

rail wagons, and at times would open a water tap and let it pour water out onto the ground or over 

his feet. However, anyone who came close to this mast would soon be captured by his shining 

countenance and, forgetting his rough appearance, would only be aware that they were in the 

presence of some tremendous personality. As one of the mandali described him, the mast’s bearing 

was so impressive, there was no other word to describe him other than “kingly.” 

Majzoob Ali Shah was a king, but not of this world. This jamali mast of regal bearing 

shared some of his mash of bread and water with Baba and Baidul, and then became restless and 

started pacing back and forth. He did this for two hours and at last sat down. He ordered Baba’s 

men to move away from where he was sitting, and instructed Baba to bring fresh dates worth one 

paisa (penny) and give half to him. Three or four were brought, and Baba gave half to Majzoob Ali 

Shah. He then sat alone with him for contact and the inner work. 

It was later learned that Majzoob Ali Shah had been exiled from his homeland in Bhuj, the 

capital of Kutch (Rajasthan). The reason for his exile was that he attracted such crowds around him 

in Kutch that the authorities feared that he would become a menace to civil order. After he was 

forcibly deported from his home, he wandered in India and eventually settled in Morvi, where again 

his tremendous “kingly” personality attracted people from all over Saurashtra state. 

From Morvi, Baba traveled to Rajkot, where 150 poor people were brought to a dak 

bungalow on the 19th. After washing their feet and bowing his head, Baba gave half of them ten 

rupees each and the others one rupee each before sending them away. 

After working with two masts in Rajkot, Baba left and arrived in Ahmedabad on the 20th. 

On Sunday, 21 November 1948, Baba contacted 140 sadhus in the hall of Jagannath 

Maharaj’s ashram.613 A chair was brought to the main hall and Baba asked Jagannath to be seated 

on it, as he wished to have Jagannath near him during the contacts. Jagannath obliged, but with 

reluctance because he knew Baba was someone very great, and Baba sat on the stone floor beside 

him. The door was then closed and the mandali were posted outside, for Baba did not wish them to 

see what was about to occur. Each sadhu was sent in one by one, and Baba lay his head on their 

feet and handed each five rupees. 

With this work finished, Baba worked with five more masts in Ahmedabad, and then 

traveled on by train to Bombay, arriving at Bombay Central on the morning of the 23rd. Adi Sr. met 

them and drove them to Poona, where Baba broke his journey at Bindra House. 

Upon arriving, he directed Eruch to take a bath. Eruch insisted, “You should bathe first, 

have your lunch — then I'll have mine.” 

 
612 Fakir has a literal meaning of one who has taken a vow of poverty, and also of one who has renounced 

the world, a man leading a holy life solely dedicated to God. But in Sufi literature, the word fakir also 

means one who is spiritually perfect, known as a Qutub. 

613 Jagannath Maharaj was the fifth-plane mast whom Baba had worked with the previous June. 



So Baba had his bath and food and ordered Eruch again to go and bathe. Eruch replied, 

“After I've given you the Hewlitt’s Mixture [for digestion], I'll go.” 

“Don’t worry about that, just have your bath; I'll take the mixture myself,” Baba insisted. 

Gaimai intervened and disapprovingly corrected her son, “Why don’t you do as Baba says? 

Go have your bath.” 

Eruch left reluctantly, and Baba went to take his medicine. Manu, Eruch’s sister, said she 

had a bottle with her, and she would bring it. “Do not bring it — it’s here,” Baba replied. He opened 

his traveling bag, but when he took out the bottle, it slipped from his hand and broke into pieces. 

Sitting down, Baba began picking up the glass and Gaimai came running, and insisted that she 

would clean it up. 

Returning from the bathroom, Eruch remarked sardonically, “I knew something would 

happen! That is why I did not want to go for my bath.” 

“Go away!” Gaimai scolded. “What does it matter if a thousand bottles are broken?” Baba 

kept quiet and looked guilty, as if he had been caught committing some transgression. The fact was, 

Baba did not wish Eruch to go for his bath, and Eruch knew it. The broken bottle was his ploy to 

teach Eruch to follow the dictates of his heart. 

But the episode did not end here. A few drops of the medicine had splashed on Baba’s coat. 

“There are spots on my coat,” Baba complained. “What will Mehera say?” 

“Don’t worry, we have another coat,” Manu said. 

“I do not want another one,” Baba insisted. 

Turning to Eruch, Baba was plaintive. “What should we do now? What will Mehera say 

when she sees these stains? How pained she will feel when she finds I've been wearing a coat that 

has been soiled. You know how very particular she is about my clothing.” 

Eruch said, “It’s all because I went for my bath. I do not know how I let you convince me.” 

Baba laughed and Manu hurried in carrying a similar coat. Baba put it on, so the stained one could 

be cleaned. He then went to Baba House. 

Baba met his brothers Jalbhai, Beheram and his family. Beheram’s three-year old twins, 

Rustom and Sohrab, were identical and Baba asked Perin, “Which is Sohrab and which is Rustom?” 

Perin could tell them apart, but Jalbhai and Beheram could not. Baba asked her for a hint to 

distinguish them. 

While having a domestic discussion, Beheram told a lie, which displeased Baba. “You're 

lying even to me! It is not good to lie. Never speak falsely again, to me or to anyone else.” 

Beheram acknowledged his mistake and sought Baba’s forgiveness. But the next moment, 

he thought: “Even Baba lies at times.” 

Without asking what he was thinking, Baba smiled and spelled out to his younger brother: 

“I am God, and can do as I please. But you should do as I tell you. All this is my creation and for 

its good, I may do anything and everything. From that point of view, even my telling a lie is 

speaking the truth, because Truth can never lie!” 

 

Baba, along with Baidul, Vishnu, Chhagan and Gustadji returned to Meherazad on 

Wednesday, 24 November 1948, where Baba stayed for the next month dictating points to Ghani 

for God Speaks. Baba had been after Ghani to finish the book for months. Ghani was so indolent 

that he would at times go to sleep with his clothes on and even shoes on to save himself the trouble 

of putting them back on in the morning. To awaken him, Baba would come personally to his room 

and knock on his door. 

In 1927, a few years after beginning his silence, Baba had stopped writing. However, he 

had continued to read his mail, and occasionally the newspapers, himself. But after his return from 



the mast trip at the end of November 1948, Baba stopped reading anything. From then on, if he 

wished to go over any letter, telegram or note, it would be read out to him. 

Several visitors came to Meherazad in December 1948 to see Baba. Among them were 

Daulat Singh again, with his son Upkar, Kharmen Masi’s son Homi, Jal Rusi and Kishan Singh. 

Pappa Jessawala came on 4 December with fruit trees to be planted at Meherazad. Baba told him, 

“You will be doing a great service to me if you can manage to sell off the Byramangala lands.” 

Pappa had been asked to do this before, but the matter was still unresolved. A power-of-attorney 

from Baba was executed and given to Pappa for this purpose.614 

 

In Pimpalgaon a village woman died after giving birth to a baby boy named after the saint 

Gorakhnath. Baba had the child brought to Meherazad and instructed Goher to look after the baby. 

After ten or twelve days, Baba sent the baby to Meherabad with instructions for Khorshed to raise 

him. Dr. Nilu became the infant’s private pediatrician, and Gorakhnath was brought up like a prince. 

Tinned milk for him was specially ordered from Meherjee in Bombay, and also costly clothes and 

other items. Baba would see Gorakhnath on his occasional visits to Meherabad, and Nilu and 

Khorshed faced his stern rebuke if the child developed the slightest cold or illness. 

During this period, Baba asked Goher to keep and breed ducks in a small pond in 

Meherazad. Goher was an allopathic physician, and although she knew how to care for a baby, she 

was at a loss when it came to serving as a foster mother to ducks. Still, by consulting a reference 

book, she became astute on the subject and carried out her duty using the latest methods in animal 

husbandry. 

Once when the bazaar man was about to leave for his daily purchases, Goher discovered 

she needed more feed for her wards. Without asking Baba, nothing could be ordered or accepted 

from outside, or sent from Meherazad, and so Goher, like the others, had to ask his permission 

about each and every item. 

Baba was engaged in imparting some spiritual points to Don and Ghani for God Speaks, 

when Goher frantically went to him and blurted out, “Baba, the feed for the ducks is finished!” 

“Do you have any sense?” Baba asked. “Here I am explaining sublime spiritual subjects — 

and you barge in and ask about feed!? How did you ever become a doctor? Your brain is filled with 

sawdust! From the seventh plane, you've brought us down to ducks!” 

Thereafter, Baba repeated the scene word for word for the amusement of the other women, 

who all had a good laugh. 

 

On 7 December 1948, Vishnu Chavan came to Meherazad with a merchant from Poona 

named Bal Nerlekar. Baba greeted them lovingly, and Nerlekar told Baba, “I want only one thing 

— God-realization.” 

Quite pleased, Baba replied, “Very few like you come here. I will surely make you realize 

God. But would you follow my instructions?” 

Confident, Nerlekar replied, “Assuredly, Baba.” 

Baba spelled out, “Just go out for a while, think about it and then come back and tell me if 

you are 100 percent prepared to carry out my orders.” 

 
614 Pappa was successful in selling the property in February 1949 for Rs.23,673.14. Out of the total parcel 

of land, Venkoba Rao managed to raise enough to purchase a small portion, which included the foundation-

laying site and the few single-room structures. 



Nerlekar went out and, after thinking it over what Baba meant, came back. He was a 

Brahmin and clung to quite definite views regarding spirituality, but nevertheless said, “I am ready 

to fulfill your wishes.” 

“All right,” stated Baba. “First, start eating mutton every day. Secondly, drink plenty of 

wine; and third, sleep with a prostitute. This is my first order.” 

Stunned, Nerlekar asked, “What are you saying, Baba? I have seriously come to you for 

Realization! Please don’t joke with me.” 

“I am not joking!” Baba declared. “I am seriously giving you this order; obey it and see 

what happens. I promise you will realize God!” 

Nerlekar was speechless. Baba’s order was against all his dearly held orthodox beliefs. He 

had no idea of the advantage to be gained by following the Avatar’s orders. What value do the 

limited concepts of morality have against his orders? One’s individual thoughts and notions have 

no place before the Avatar’s behests. Before them, thoughts of good and bad are meaningless. The 

Master’s wish is always supreme — no matter how it appears to our minds. But the grip of illusion 

is unrelenting, and illusion attempts to judge the Truth according to its own mayavic standards. 

Nerlekar was not prepared to obey Meher Baba’s orders, and Baba gestured to the mandali, 

“I am offering him God on a platter! But it is not in his fate to accept it.” 

To Nerlekar he spelled out, “Now, since you do not wish to act as I have asked, do this 

instead: From here, start on foot for the Himalayas, singing the praises of God as you walk. Beg 

for your food and eat only what you get by begging. Do not accept money from anyone, and do not 

touch any woman. Contact sadhus and saints along the way. Can you do this?” 

Relieved, Nerlekar happily accepted. This was something which conformed to his 

traditional idea of “spirituality.” Baba instructed him to return after two years, and he left.615 He 

felt pleased, and he marched forward to gain God-realization — at least so he thought. Nerlekar did 

as he was ordered and came back to Baba after about eight months. He felt proud, thinking he had 

done severe penance for the attainment of God. He dramatically recounted tales of his sacrifices. 

Baba expressed his happiness and instructed him to resume his business activities in Poona, and 

Nerlekar went home. 

A few months later, Baba set out on his New Life. Nearly three years passed. When Baba 

returned to Meherabad he heard the regrettable news about Nerlekar. It seems he had fallen prey to 

everything Baba had first ordered him to do — he was now eating meat, imbibing liquor and was 

promiscuous with a woman of ill-repute − indulging in all of these desires with an untroubled heart. 

Age learned why Baba had first ordered Nerlekar to fulfill his desires. His sanskaras were 

like that, and to wipe them out, Baba had given him the order. Had Nerlekar followed it willingly, 

Baba would have prevented him from falling so deep into the pit and would have destroyed the 

sanskaras by some other means. Perhaps Baba would even have directed him not to indulge in such 

things, if Nerlekar had only said yes. 

The world would call Baba’s order “immoral” and label it “unspiritual.” “Could rollicking 

with wine, women and song ever earn God-realization?” the worldly-minded would ask. 

Nerlekar’s “illusion-bound self” prohibited him from enjoying these worldly pleasures 

according to the God-Man’s wish, and ruined him by compelling him to indulge in them 

subsequently according to its own false wish. 

 
615 Nerlekar saw Baba again at Meherazad on 1 January 1949, at which time Baba permitted him to finish 

some pending matters and begin his pilgrimage on 7 February. 



“Mighty is the manyness of this illusion!” thought Age. “To emancipate oneself from 

maya’s clutches is impossible without the help of a Perfect One.”616 

 

Once, very early in the morning, Baba left Meherazad for Meherabad. Sailor Mama saw 

Baba’s car pull up and informed all, “Baba has come, Baba has come.” Everyone rushed to receive 

him — all except Ghani’s nephew Rashid, who was still sound asleep. Baba took a plate and ladle 

and went to his room. He began striking the metal plate with the spoon near Rashid’s ear, shocking 

the boy into wakefulness. Baba scolded, “God has come to you, and you are sleeping!” 

Murli Kale was conducting the homeopathic dispensary in Meherabad, and Rashid was his 

assistant. One day Babadas went to the dispensary and told Rashid, “India and Pakistan are at 

loggerheads, shedding each other’s blood. Why don’t you go to Pakistan and help your Muslim 

brothers?” 

“I will remain here and nowhere else,” Rashid replied. 

“If the Hindus beat you up, what will you do?” 

“I won’t take it lying down; I will strike back!” He pulled a penknife out of his pocket and 

showed it to Babadas. 

Babadas reported the matter to Baba, who called Rashid, whereupon Baba admonished, “It 

is not good to get so worked up. If you want to strike back, strike out at your own wrath! For me, 

inequality does not exist. All are equal for me as I am in everyone. But only those who love me are 

dear to me.” 

Baba warned Babadas not to discuss such topics again, and also instructed the other 

mandali to refrain from mentioning politics. 

On Wednesday, 15 December 1948, Nana Kher of Nagpur and Was Deo Kain of Delhi 

were brought to Meherazad by Adi Sr. to see Baba. Nana Kher had repeatedly requested to stay 

with Baba. He had recently heard from Babadas that Baba was looking for lovers who would be 

prepared to go to foreign countries to do his work. Nana told Baba this, and Baba asked him, 

“Would you be able to do anything I say?” 

“Anything,” Nana replied. 

“Would you kill your father?” 

“I would do anything you told me, Baba.” 

“Are you prepared to undergo life imprisonment for my sake, to suffer physically and 

mentally for the rest of your life? Will you do that for me?” 

Nana answered affirmatively, and Baba asked about activities in Nagpur. Baba then 

ordered, “I want you to go back, and return here within two months with four lakhs [400,000] of 

rupees.”  

“All right,” Nana calmly replied. 

“From where will you bring it?” Baba asked. 

“I will beg!” Nana declared. 

“Who would give you alms? I have a better idea,” Baba teased. “Rob a bank and give me 

the money. Then surrender to the police and accept your guilt. You will be sent to prison, and there 

you will be able to remember me more. Could you do that?” 

 
616 Vishnu Chavan was also given certain instructions in December 1948, about touring Uttar Pradesh for 

two months, making a list of advanced souls there, and then to come and stay with Baba for a few weeks, 

but he too did not fulfill Baba’s instructions. 

 



Nana assured Baba that he was prepared to do so, and he was told to go. But soon Baba 

called him back and ordered, “Don’t do that. Instead, go home and sell your half-interest in the 

chemist shop [his family pharmacy]. If you want to dedicate yourself to my cause, you must be free 

from any personal liability. Give the money to your mother. Thereafter, on the 1st of April [1949] 

walk here from Nagpur, wearing only a loincloth and nothing else. Don’t keep a pie [penny] with 

you, and beg for your food. Would you do this?” 

“Yes,” Nana assuredly replied. 

“If your parents won’t allow it, what will you do?” 

Nana remained quiet, and Baba warned, “Do nothing against your parents’ wish. Explain 

to them lovingly, but do not argue with them. And then come and stay with me permanently.” Nana 

returned to Nagpur and, as expected, his well-to-do elderly parents (his father was a judge) were 

shocked. They did not think it was proper for their son to go on a begging tour, and they forbade it. 

His father wrote to Baba, and Nana also informed Baba accordingly. Baba ordered him to continue 

living with his parents. 

Was Deo Kain also expressed his desire to surrender all to Baba. In reply, Baba instructed 

him, “Carry on as you have been doing until next June. On the 10th of June, resign from your job. 

Whatever belongings or property you have, give them to your wife. Leaving everything behind, on 

the 15th of July, start walking from Delhi to Meherazad. The Rs.101 which you have brought with 

you for me now, take back, and while coming on foot in July, do not keep a pie more than this sum 

[of Rs.101] with you. If you spend it all, beg for your food. Let me know in May about your 

decision.” 

But, as events unfolded, Was Deo Kain, too, could not join Baba, as he faced many pressing 

problems, and Baba directed him to stay in Delhi, working at his job. 

Harjiwan Lal, a lawyer from Delhi, also came for Baba’s darshan in December 1948. This 

was his second meeting, and this time he brought his wife and children. He had first learned of 

Baba in Benares, and Babadas had contacted him subsequently in Delhi. Harjiwan Lal’s entire 

family became devoted to Baba and the lawyer himself proved to be a great help in Baba’s future 

work. 

Eruch and Baidul were called to Meherazad on the 19th. They received instructions from 

Baba and then Eruch returned to Poona and Baidul to Meherabad. That day, Baba repeated what he 

had said the previous February, after Mahatma Gandhi’s assassination: “Seventy-five percent of 

humanity will be wiped out in 1949.” 

Early on Wednesday morning, 22 December 1948, Adi Sr. brought Manek Mehta and 

Burjor Mehta to Meherazad. Manek was the leader of a group of Parsi Baba followers who called 

themselves the Jap Mandal. Baba asked him, “Is anyone in your Jap Mandal prepared to surrender 

to me?” 

“That is not such an easy matter, Baba,” Manek said, by way of excuse. Manek was 

receiving financial help from Baba, and had become a pseudo-guru himself to the (mostly female) 

members of his group. He asked Baba for further help, and Baba replied: 

What do you hope to get from me? The people of your Jap Mandal think spirituality 

consists in japa, tapa, yogic practices and seclusion in the Himalayas. Is this spirituality? 

My Avataric work concerns the whole universe! It is not confined to the petty 

conceptions of individual spiritual gains after following individual prescribed theories. It does not 

depend on any fixed rules, practices or resolutions. My work is on a greater and vaster scale than 

Krishna’s. Krishna ordered Arjuna to slaughter his own relatives! Can such a thing be dependent on 

any principle? Krishna ordered it for the supreme good, and Arjuna carried out his order. 

But, like Krishna, I want some sacrifice. I want a few such men. Even if there is just one 

from your group who is willing to make such sacrifices, it would be sufficient reward for all your 

efforts and labors with the Parsis. 



The year 1949 will be a year of chaos, confusion and disturbances, and you speak of the 

unsettled mess within your group! Without me to guide and inspire the institution, it will become 

insignificant and non-existent. The eddies and whirls of individualistic natures, even of those with a 

so-called spiritual aim, will be engulfed by the oceanic upheaval of the Avatar’s manifestation. I 

warn all those who are in my contact about it! 

Manek had proposed that Meher Baba’s name be disconnected from his group, and Baba 

was cautioning him not to do so. In fact, Baba told Manek to turn over the entire management of 

the group to him, and to come and stay with him, which Manek refused to do. In spite of that, Baba 

agreed to increase the financial help he was giving to Manek. This was very hard to swallow for 

Adi Sr., who found Manek’s replies to Baba “nauseating.” 

Baba would invariably tell the mandali that he was facing financial difficulties in his work, 

and recently he mentioned discontinuing the scores of “monthly allowances” he was providing to 

different individuals and their relatives. But in this instance with Manek Mehta, he was helping 

someone who, in Adi’s opinion, was not worthy of Baba’s support! As Adi wrote in his diary: 

Lately Baba has been hinting about the insufficiency of funds that the entire mandali will 

have to face. Such a state has begun to prevail. It is enough to cause acute anxiety. Another person 

in Baba’s place would be engulfed in confusion and worry. Baba forgets every bit of anxiety the 

moment he disconnects himself from the question. Still, the material necessity stands out boldly for 

the subsistence of the mandali, families and several other dependents for work and livelihood. The 

trend of expenses cannot be checked. During the impending crisis, Manek Mehta’s request for 

increase of monthly allowance is met with by agreeing to double it to make it Rs.1,000 per month! 

Looking to the uncertainty of the monies coming in, it is frightening to undertake 

additional responsibility. Wonderful it is to find the current state of unrestricted generosity running 

concurrently with the tide of monetary crisis! 

The ‘restless’ behavior of purposeful anxiousness is exhibited by Baba outwardly. It does 

not seem to touch the inner stability of his being One in identity, seeing and living with all souls 

and all things. 

 

On Saturday, 25 December 1948, Baba took the women to Meherabad at 7:00 A.M. to spend 

Christmas Day there. He picked up Gulmai at Khushru Quarters on the way, and some of the 

Ahmednagar women devotees also came, such as Viloo, her sister-in-law Soona, Meheru Damania, 

Franey, Silla Kaku, Jibboo, Goher’s mother Khorshed and her daughter Roshan, Roshan Satha and 

her cousin Meheru (Mehta). 

At lower Meherabad, Pendu and Ramjoo fought that day and Baba warned them that he 

would disband the Meherabad mandali and ashram if they could not get along with each other. 

Eruch arrived from Poona with Naggu, Najoo Kotwal and Sushila. Gadekar, Keki Desai and Ali 

Akbar (Aloba) also came. 

After the women’s “fancy-dress” contest that evening on the hill, Baba left for Meherazad 

around nine that night. 

On the 30th, to celebrate Mehera’s birthday, Baba took the women to the Gheun Deolali 

dak bungalow, not far from Meherazad. Adi Sr. brought Gulmai, Meheru Damania and Jibboo, 

along with the food (prepared by Chhagan). They had a delicious pulao for lunch (rice mixed with 

vegetables), and just when all were feeling drowsy and were about to lie down for a nap, Baba 

called everyone for games. 

On Friday, 31 December, Baba gave darshan in the morning in a decorated office room at 

Khushru Quarters, Ahmednagar. Baba sat in a chair behind a rope, which had been tied across the 

room. All were instructed not to touch Baba or to bow down to him. Families were first called 

inside separately and told to sit on mats on the floor. Adi Sr. interpreted the board. Minoo Kharas 

had come with his small group from Karachi, which included Minoo’s fiancée Freni and her father 
Kaikhushru Patel, Minoo’s sister, Dina Patel, Gulu and Khorshed Shroff and Mr. and Mrs. Mahiar 

Dubash. Homi Desai of Lahore, Deshmukh from Nagpur, Nariman and Meherjee from Bombay, 



and other out-of-town close followers were also present, as well as about 400 from Ahmednagar. 

Elizabeth and Norina also came, and they enjoyed meeting everyone again. 

Like many in the Karachi group, Burjor Rajkotwalla and his daughter Dolly Arjani had 

learned of Baba from a series of public lectures given by Manek Mehta in Karachi in the mid-

1940s. But this was their first personal meeting. Dolly had brought her eight-month-old son. Baba 

kept asking Dolly, “Do you have anything to tell me? Do you have any questions to ask me?” Dolly 

kept replying no, thinking Baba knows everything, so why should she ask anything? Baba observed, 

“She is not asking me for anything, but in fact she has asked me for everything.” 

Adi Dubash had also come from Karachi with his mother Naize, his wife Rhoda and their 

one-and-a-half-year-old son, whom Baba had named Merwan. The child had just begun talking, 

and, as he was walking around the room, he loudly shouted, “BABA!” All were surprised, and Baba 

commented, “There! Of the many on the ‘waiting list,’ I have selected him!” 

After the families had met Baba, the rope was removed and everyone was permitted to 

garland Baba, take his darshan and embrace him. 

 

Because of all the bloodshed and bitter feuding between India and Pakistan, Baba’s close 

lovers had been warned to keep away from politics and aloof from the mêlée. A circular was issued 

on Saturday, 1 January 1949, for those in Baba’s contact, warning them that 1949 would be a year 

of tests and troubles for all, and of a “great personal disaster” for himself. Baba continued by 

ordering: 

All disciples and devotees to be more engrossed in God than in maya, by being less 

selfish and more sacrificing. 

The year 1949 marks an artificial end to an artificial beginning, and the Real beginning to 

the Real end! 

Although I am in everyone and in everything, and my work is for the spiritual awakening 

of all mankind, I am always aloof from politics of any kind. My disciples and devotees should 

continue as before to abstain from taking part in political activities or discussion. 

His lovers were also ordered not to correspond with Baba from the 1st of February until 

the end of the year, and to remain silent during the whole month of July. To those who relied on 

Baba for financial support, a confidential circular was issued in February stating: “It is better to 

avoid a sudden stoppage of all means of support for an indefinite period for everyone. In order to 

ensure the continuation of the minimum possible facilities right to the end of 1949, drastic cuts and 

reductions are unavoidable.” 

 

Baba sent for the mast Ali Shah, who was brought to Meherazad by Pendu and Sidhu on 

the 2nd. Baba worked with Ali Shah every day and sent him back to Meherabad on 28 January. 

Kaka Baria was appointed manager of Meherazad, and during this time, Baba settled the 

various home affairs of his disciples living in Meherabad, Meherazad and Ahmednagar. Babadas 

was sent to Hamirpur on 7 January. Don went to Bombay to approve the final proofs for The 

Wayfarers. 

Pandoba saw Baba at Meherazad on 17 January and Baba told him to immediately gather 

information about all the melas to be held in India that year. Pandoba, Chhagan, Chhagan’s brother 

and Baidul returned on the 22nd with the information. 

Baba visited Gulmai at Khushru Quarters on the afternoon of the 24th. Eruch saw Baba at 

Meherazad on the 29th and then left for Poona. 

The Rani of Phaltan came to Ahmednagar and was accommodated at Sarosh and Viloo’s 

residence, Viloo Villa, in the cantonment. Driven by Elizabeth in her DeSoto, Baba went there at 

3:00 P.M. to meet her. Norina accompanied them. The Rani showed Baba a letter from the 



filmmaker, Alexander Markey, about his proposed trip to India, and she requested that he be 

permitted to meet Baba. Baba allowed it and told Norina to write to him. The Collector of 

Ahmednagar, R. C. Joshi, and his wife also had Baba’s darshan that afternoon at Sarosh’s before 

Baba returned to Meherazad. 

Adi Sr., Ramjoo, Vishnu, Nilu and Pendu met with Baba at Meherazad on 4 February, and 

Baba re-emphasized the urgent need for economy. He explained that he was facing an impending 

shortage of funds, which could result in the disruption of monthly dispersements, or in the cutting 

of the amounts being given by half. 

The same group returned a week later, on the 10th. Baba again warned Pendu and the other 

mandali to be less extravagant, reiterating: “There is an acute shortage of funds, and days of 

hardships are ahead. None knows what will happen tomorrow. 

“Those willing to stay with me may stay; those wanting to go are free to leave. I am no 

longer responsible for anyone’s spiritual or material welfare, and no one should expect anything 

from me. Those ready to starve may stay with me, and those who cannot, may go!” 

For an hour, Baba went on at length emphasizing the need to economize in day-to-day 

expenses. While he was doing so, a stranger from Bombay appeared. He also heard Baba’s warning, 

and then had a private meeting with Baba, whereupon he related a woeful tale. Calling Adi Sr., 

Baba ordered him to pay the man Rs.500, and told him not to mention it to any of the other mandali. 

Taken aback, Adi thought: “Baba is so tightfisted and demands an accounting of every pie; 

yet he pays this stranger Rs.500 on the spot, without batting an eyelid, after hearing some cock-

and-bull story.” 

Observing his reaction, Baba remarked to Adi, “You wouldn’t be able to understand it. It 

is my method.” 

 

On Saturday, 12 February 1949, Baba went to Upper Meherabad in the morning. It was his 

55th birthday, but no special celebration was done (except for the serving of a traditional sweet 

dish). In the afternoon the mandali were called to the hall at lower Meherabad, where Baba 

reviewed their choices for disposal of their body in case of death and their individual wills. 

Baba laid the utmost stress on the adherence to the orders he had given in the recent 

circular. He warned them about being vigilant against lustful actions, to the extent of instructing 

that no women servants work at lower Meherabad from 1 March and that the mandali not even 

speak to a woman during Baba’s three-month absence. “This is an essential requirement for 1949,” 

Baba stated, “a period which will be beset with the most unexpected events and developments.” 

Baba took individual promises from each of those present not to engage in any lustful action, which 

he said might “undo the effect” of their long obedience and association with him. 

Final instructions were given to Adi Sr., Pendu, Nilu, Kaikobad, Savak, Baidul, Chhagan, 

Ramjoo and Dhake at Meherazad at 8:00 A.M. on the 14th. The following day, Tuesday, 15 February 

1949, Baba, driven by Adi Sr., departed with Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Goher. They stopped first 

at Khushru Quarters, where Baba met Gulmai and Meheru Damania. They arrived at Bindra House, 

Poona at 4:45 p.m. From there, Baba and the women boarded a night train to Belgaum, with Eruch, 

Manu and Katie joining them. Vishnu had been sent ahead to make arrangements with his relatives 

in Belgaum for Baba’s stay at a local hotel. Meanwhile Kaka and Chhagan stayed at Meherazad, 

while the rest of the men mandali were in lower Meherabad, and the women resided on the hill. 

(Norina, Elizabeth and Walu had also been sent to stay on Meherabad Hill in Baba’s absence.) On 

the 20th, Baidul left for Mount Abu, as instructed, taking a cook along named Lala Bajaji Kamble; 

Jalbhai went with them. 

From Belgaum, Baba proceeded with the group to the town of Vengurla, where Don had 

made their arrangements for a stay of four or five days. As he had done two years previously when 



they visited this seaside spot, Baba permitted the women to swim in the ocean. Once, Baba himself 

waded in the sea with Eruch, though Baba did not know how to swim. 

During his stay in Vengurla, he again wished to contact the fifth-plane Lala Mast. The mast 

was living far away in an isolated area, and Baba asked Eruch, “Isn’t there any shortcut?” 

Eruch reported, “There is an inlet, but it is full of brackish water. It would be difficult to 

cross, and it smells awful. There are tiny canoes that ferry passengers, but it is rather dangerous.” 

“We'll take the shortcut,” Baba decided. “Why spend an hour driving this long, zigzag 

way?” They left the car, and Baba walked with Eruch to the inlet. 

Eruch told the young fisherman’s son plying his canoe that he would be paid well, but that 

he should be extra careful taking them across. The boy agreed, and scrubbed his boat well for the 

distinguished gentleman. Baba took off his coat and, handing it to Eruch, stepped into the hollowed-

out palm tree canoe wearing only his sadra. Eruch was carrying a satchel containing a water bottle, 

soap, a towel, washcloth, and so forth. While traveling with Baba to contact masts, these things 

were necessary to wash the mast, and clean the often squalid area where they stayed. In addition, 

the bag carried sweets, clothing, cigarettes, paan and other items a mast might ask for. 

Eruch got in and the canoe pushed off. But after going some distance, the boy’s friends, 

who were swimming alongside, began teasing the boy and roughhousing. Suddenly, the canoe 

overturned, and Baba, Eruch and the boy were thrown into the water. The channel was not deep, 

but Baba had gone under and Eruch had to dive down and pull Baba to the surface. They had to 

wade through the dirty water to reach the other side. Eruch held the bag in one hand, and with the 

other helped Baba across and out of the smelly water. Their clothes and the bag were drenched. 

After being helped up on the bank, Baba turned to Eruch and said something to him which 

he never forgot: “Just as you have helped me out of this dirty water today, so also one day I will 

help you out of the filth of maya!” Baba sat down and instructed Eruch to go bring his other clothes 

from the bungalow. 

Eruch protested, “How can I leave you here alone?” 

But Baba insisted, “Don’t think about it; go and bring a change of clothes for me.”617 

Eruch returned to the dak bungalow and asked Goher for clothes for Baba. “Where’s 

Baba?” she asked. 

Thinking quickly, Eruch replied, “With the mast.” 

Eruch brought the clothes, and Baba changed into them behind a bush. He instructed Eruch 

to wash his dirty clothes and hang them in the sun to dry, so that when he would give them to 

Goher, she would not be suspicious. They then went to Lala Mast’s isolated hut, and Baba was 

pleased with the contact. 

After spending a few days at a rest house in Amboli, Baba returned to Poona on 28 February 

1949 with Eruch, Vishnu and the women, and proceeded to Bombay with Mehera, Mani, Meheru 

and Goher. They were driven there by Adi Sr., and Eruch accompanied them, while Vishnu, Manu 

and Katie remained in Poona. The women stayed at Nariman and Arnavaz’s apartment, and Baba, 

Adi Sr. and Eruch went to Meherjee’s, where Baba met Pappa Jessawala and heard his account of 

the difficulties he faced in disposing of the Byramangala property. 

 

617 This is one of the rare occasions when Meher Baba was actually left alone (for more than a few minutes) 

with none of the mandali near him physically. 



That night, Baba left for Mount Abu by train with Eruch and the women. They arrived on 

1 March, and joined Jalbhai, Baidul, Gustadji and Don who were already there. Upon Baba’s arrival 

in Mount Abu, an extensive mast tour was chalked out. 

For some reason, Baba had taken all of the trunks, boxes and tins containing the “mast 

treasures” with him to Mount Abu, and they remained there in his room during this stay. For the 

next two and a half months, Baba was continuously on the move contacting masts. His efforts were 

particularly strenuous, perhaps in view of the “earthquake” which was to strike the mandali in 

August of 1949. It was as if Baba were trying to finish off this phase of his Universal work before 

beginning a new one. 

 

Baba’s work with masts began a week after his arrival in Mount Abu. Baba left on Monday, 

7 March 1949, with Baidul, Eruch and Gustadji. They traveled to Ajmer and from there to Taragarh 

Hill. Chacha was brought in a closed litter from Ajmer to Taragarh Fort on the 8th. Baba kept 

Chacha near him for eight hours, working with him alone, feeding him and offering him tea and 

cigarettes. Baba remarked that his work with Chacha was now complete, and before departing he 

gave the great majzoob his own coat, which Chacha immediately wore. Baba also presented Chacha 

with a new turban and blanket, and then dispatched him in the litter back to his abode in Ajmer. 

This was to be their last meeting. 

Baba stayed at Taragarh Fort that night, and the next day contacted a group of 44 widows 

living on the hill by giving them five rupees each as his love-gift. 

Descending Taragarh, at five o’clock on the morning of 10 March, Baba entrained for 

Kishangarh. It turned out that the mast he had wanted to contact in Kishangarh had recently died, 

so Baba boarded a bus for Sojat, where he worked with a sixth-plane mast-saint known as Nuru 

Baba. 

Heading back to Mount Abu, he stopped at the town of Abu Road, and communed with 
Khuda Bakhsh on the 11th. The mast gave Baba a lungi, which Baba later wore. It was added to 

the trunk containing the eclectic collection of articles presented by all the various masts. Baba 

returned to Mount Abu that same evening. 

Kaka Baria had been called to Ajmer on the 11th. He stayed for two weeks and then returned 

to Meherazad on the 25th. Anna 104 had also been called from Meherabad, for watch duty at the 

women’s bungalow during Baba’s absence. 

Four days later, on Wednesday, 16 March 1949, Baba again departed — this time bound 

for Ahmedabad with Baidul, Eruch and Gustadji. Baba contacted the mast Sayyed Nabi Mastan on 

the 17th, and gave him six cigars. 

Baba and the three mandali spent the night in a place called Bibi’s Rocking Minaret 

Mosque, and the next day proceeded to Cambay, where Baba contacted two masts, Rehman Shah 

and Bapu Kharaowala, both of whom he had worked with before. On the 19th, Baba returned to 

Mount Abu from Cambay. 

A week later, on 26 March, Baba recontacted Mattragiri Maharaj, a high yogi who lived 

in a humble hut in the village of Oria, four miles outside the town of Mount Abu, not far from the 

mountain’s highest crest. 

Baba and the mandali encountered a local villager who told them stories about Mattragiri. 

The villager himself was past 40, and he remembered Mattragiri from the time he was a small boy, 

and explained that there had been no change in the yogi’s physical appearance over the past 40 

years. Mattragiri was a tall and bony yogi, naked except for his loincloth. There was no doubt of 

his great age, yet his hair was black without a streak of gray, and his skin shone a deep dark color. 

His eyes were deep set and his glance was most penetrating. Unlike Ilai Swami’s piercing eyes, this 



yogi’s gaze did not disturb one in the least, because when he looked at one, one felt it was “the 

glance of a saint.” 

On 27 March, Baba contacted a mast called Ganpat in Abu Road. He stayed under a tree 

outside the town. Baba took him to a nearby well, bathed him, clothed him in a new lungi and gave 

him his own silk coat and some rupees. Pleased with these contacts, Baba returned to Mount Abu. 

Don was sent to Meherabad at this time with certain instructions, one of which was to bring 

back Rano’s best pair of sunglasses for Baba to use on his mast tours. He was told to return after 

two weeks, on 15 April. 

On Tuesday, 29 March 1949, Baba walked two miles to the village of Dilwara near Mount 

Abu. There he worked with an old yogi named Bengali Baba, who had been living in a cave for the 

past 40 years. 

In Mount Abu, Baba contacted another mast, called Haridas Baba Nirvan. He was an old 

mast, bent over, and naked except for a ragged loincloth. He sat in even the most wretched 

conditions on a stone platform near Nakki Lake. While Baba sat with him there, Haridas wept and 

wept, referring to himself as “Ishwar [God]’s dog!” 

Overcome by some hidden painful emotion, Haridas clutched to Baba’s side for fifteen 

minutes before he would allow him to leave. 

 

Some years before, a couple from Ahmednagar had gone to live in France, where a son was 

born to them. Tragedy befell, as the father died a short time after the child’s birth. The mother was 

grief-stricken and in a pitiable condition. When Baba heard about it, he instructed certain lovers in 

Europe to help her, whereupon she came back to Ahmednagar with the child. Baba nicknamed the 

boy Frenchy, and he was taken under Baba’s wing and his education was provided for by Baba. 

Baba asked the boy to stay in his company for one month every year, to which the boy and his 

mother agreed. 

On 1 April 1949, Adi Sr., Nariman, Meherjee and the boy Frenchy arrived in Mount Abu. 

It was common practice for Baba, before proceeding on a mast tour, to gather reports of various 

masts and saints and their habits and locations, to facilitate his work when he went to contact them 

for the first time. Three weeks before, Adi Sr. had issued a circular on 9 March, according to Baba’s 

instructions, asking his lovers to send him information about masts, saints, sadhus and mahatmas 

living in their areas, or dates of any spiritual fairs (melas) or religious gatherings. When Adi arrived 

at Mount Abu, he brought the reports of their findings and handed them over to Baba. Adi, Nariman 

and Meherjee left Mount Abu on 2 April, while Frenchy stayed for a few days more at Baba’s 

request. 

Baba traveled to Bombay on 11 April, arriving the next night, and stayed at Meherjee’s 

house with Baidul and Eruch. Adi Sr. had been called with Chhagan, Vishnu and Kaikobad. Ramjoo 

and Sarosh also arrived, and Baba sorted out certain matters between them concerning Sarosh’s 

business affairs. Ghani and Pappa also came. 

With Chhagan, Baidul, Eruch and Vishnu, Baba went by train from Bombay to Akola on 

Wednesday, 13 April 1949. The following day, Baba worked with five masts in Akola, the most 

interesting of whom was Baldev Baba. He was a good mast, about 60 years old, and gave Baba a 

watermelon and several oranges to eat. Before departing, Baldev enigmatically remarked: “I have 

made Ishwar; now you look after the poor.” 

That day, Baba left for Badnera, contacting Kali Kambliwala, whom he had worked with 

before in 1944. 

Dr. Deshmukh and his wife Indumati met up with the group at Badnera. Baba then traveled 

nine miles in a bullock cart to Chandtara village. The road was so bad and the ride so bumpy that 

after two hours of being tossed about, a wad of Rs.700 fell out of Eruch’s pocket — and one of his 



shoes fell out of his bag also. As soon as he discovered the loss, he informed Baba, who replied, 

“Don’t worry about the money. First think about the mast we are going to see. The money does not 

matter; the mast does! If the contact is good, it will turn out all right.” 

By the time they reached Chandtara it was past midnight. Baba had been anxious to contact 

the mast as soon as possible and indicated that he did not wish to wait until morning. On seeing 

Baba, the mast, Badri Baba, began laughing loudly. Then, just as suddenly, he became quiet for a 

few moments. He cried out, “Baba [meaning himself] is hungry!” 

It was 1:00 A.M., and the whole village was sound asleep. With much difficulty, Chhagan 

managed to persuade a villager to sell him a rupee worth of goat’s milk, a little brown sugar and a 

piece of bhakri. Baba gave these to Badri Baba and then sat with him. By 2:30 A.M. the contact was 

over and Baba was happy. Badri Baba was a high mast, and Baba was quite satisfied with the work 

accomplished. 

They immediately left for Badnera and, in order to search for the lost money and Eruch’s 

shoe, Chhagan led the way on foot carrying a flashlight in each hand. Luckily, at the second mile 

Chhagan spotted Eruch’s shoe and at the third, the bundle of currency notes was found. 

Reaching Badnera, the group left at once for Nagpur, where they stayed with Jal Kerawalla, 

who had been transferred there. Baba and his men drove to Bor Nallah in Jal’s car on 15 April, to 

contact Amir Hussein, a good subtle conscious mast. 

They returned to Jal Kerawalla’s house and after dinner left again in Jal’s car for Seoni, 80 

miles away. After traveling in crowded buses and third class trains to remote areas, the mandali 

thought that driving in their friend’s car would be a much more comfortable and trouble-free way 

to travel — but they were to learn otherwise! After driving 20 miles, they stopped at the base of 

Ramtek Hill. On the hill was a temple in which a blind saint was said to live. Baidul and Chhagan 

climbed the hill to find whether the saint would allow their “elder brother” to see him. But when 

they reached the temple and knocked on the door, calling loudly for someone to open up, no one 

appeared. It was past nine o’clock at night, so after some time they gave up and walked down. 

After continuing a little further in Jal’s car, the back tire became flat. They put the spare 

on, but then discovered its tube too was punctured. Baidul, Chhagan, Eruch, Vishnu and Baba 

himself took turns pumping up the tire with a hand-pump. But this was only the beginning of their 

troubles that night. On their way the spare tire had six more punctures.618 They ran out of patches 

and had to wait for an hour at one place to borrow more from a passing truck. Only seven miles 

away from Seoni they had a final blowout which left the tube in shreds, torn beyond repair. It was 

now 4:00 A.M. They had not had a minute’s sleep for the past two nights. 

Chhagan volunteered to walk to the town of Seoni and bring a new tire and tube. He left, 

but half an hour later they realized that he had forgotten to take any money with him. Vishnu was 

sent to catch up with him. A robbery had been committed that night and the police were patrolling 

the area. When Chhagan entered the town looking like a disheveled zombie, the police arrested 

him. Chhagan, however, was able to convince them that he was not the man they were looking for 

and he was released. Vishnu and Chhagan returned to the car with the new tube and tire. After it 

was fitted, they drove on to Seoni. 

Baba worked with a devout man known as Ghaous Mian in Seoni. This man sat in a mosque 

and read the Koran most of the day. Ghaous Mian was a seeker in the state of hawa (the subtle 

breeze) and was approaching the first plane, Baba said. 

Baba and the men then drove to Jabalpur. There on Sunday, 17 April 1949, Baba worked 

with three advanced souls. Maggu Mian was a good mast who used to wander throughout the area 

 
618 The cause of the punctures was a twisted piece of sharp hard leather that had been left in the spare tire 

(called a gaiter), which the men had missed seeing in the darkness.  



carrying a long bamboo pole on his shoulder. Raji Mastani was an old woman who was fond of 

carrying a basket filled with broken pots and pans on her head. Magga Shah, an old man, was found 

wandering about, smoking a cigar, accompanied by an old woman devotee, who attended to his 

needs. 

On 18 April, Baba was driven ten miles from Jabalpur to the village of Jumunia, where he 

contacted a high fifth-plane salik known as Dada Thanthan Pal. Baba later described this great 

mast in a most beautiful fashion: “He is very loving, very lovable, and as mild as a lamb; yet he 

radiates such power that when you sit near him you feel as if you were face to face with a tiger!” 

From Jumunia, Baba drove to Mandla and contacted Dhaniram Maharaj, a high fifth-plane 

mast, with whom he had worked ten years before in 1939. During this encounter, the mast 

questioned Baba, but before Baba could reply, the mast answered for him: “Where were you all 

these days? I know who you are!” 

On the 19th of April, Baba went from Mandla to Katni, where he continued his mast work, 

communing with Mehtab Shah. An unusual tale was told about this mast: Several years before, he 

had died in a village called Panagargh. He had come back to life from the grave three months later, 

and had returned to live in a tailor's shop. Samdi Mast also lived in the shop of the same tailor who 

took care of Mehtab Shah. Samdi’s arms and legs were arrayed with numerous rings and bangles 

of iron and brass. This unusual tailor thus gave refuge to two God-intoxicated souls in his shop. 

Shobha was an advanced, majzoob-like mast who lived on a rubbish heap a few yards from 

some stinking public latrines in Katni. He never left his perch, even to answer the call of nature, so 

one can imagine how foul and horrid the place was. But, when it came to his work, Baba was 

indifferent to such things, and he was quite happy with the contact, since Shobha was a high mast. 

From Katni, Baba traveled to Rewa, where he worked with Mauganj-ka-Hafizji, a well-

revered figure of the area who was worshiped by Hindus and Muslims alike and was said to be, 

about 125 years old. Baba continued on to Allahabad, where he contacted two masts on 20 April. 

Most significant was a man about 60 years old, known as Inayat Sai, who referred to himself both 

as a Sufi and a Hindu. He was also revered by both Muslims and Hindus.  

Baba wished to contact sadhus at Chitrakot, 110 miles southwest of Allahabad, and they 

drove there that day. But when they arrived, Baba felt uneasy and stated, “I don’t like the 

atmosphere here,” and so they returned to Allahabad without having made a single contact. 

The road to Chitrakot was horrendous and what work Baba did by driving 110 miles there 

and back is unexplainable. The forested area of Chitrakot is associated with the advent of Lord 

Ram. It is believed that Ram, Laxman and Sita spent eleven years of their fourteen-year exile in 

Chitrakot. The once thick forest or jungle area is famous for being a hidden abode of saints as 

described by the poet Tulsidas.619 

Meanwhile Jal Kerawalla’s driver had taken a train to Allahabad, and when the group 

returned they gave the car back to him and boarded a train for Faizabad on Thursday, 21 April 

1949. In Faizabad, Baba contacted the much revered Haji Abdul Rahim Shah, who was 90 years 

old. Baba also contacted Saheb Ali Shah in Faizabad, and then continued on to Ayodhya. 

Ayodhya is the birthplace of Lord Ram. In Ayodhya, Baba contacted a yogi known as 

Aisruddin, who was much revered.620 Afterwards, Baba indicated that he wished to contact sadhus. 

 
619 Tulsidas (1532–1623) was a divinely inspired writer and is considered the greatest poet of his time. He 

rewrote the life of Lord Ram (Valmiki’s Ramayana) in Hindi. 

620 Aisruddin was also called Bengali Baba. 



The mandali gathered 104 sadhus in one place. Baba did his work of bowing down to them and 

giving the sadhus a few rupees each before leaving by train for Gonda. 

In Gonda on the 22nd, Baba worked with Bhartari Mastan, who wandered about the town 

in a dazed state. Baba then communed with a mastani named Nurjehan, whom he had first contacted 

in 1942. This time, she had changed her place of residence and was found at a crossroads, sitting 

on a heap of rubbish. Baidul coaxed her to sit with Baba in their cycle-rickshaw, and after some 

persuasion she got in — but insisted upon taking with her the pile of junk. Baba took her to her 

former room where he sat alone with her. Afterwards, he indicated his contact with Nurjehan was 

good. 

From Gonda, Baba proceeded to the town of Bahraich, where he contacted Shaikh Ahmed 

Lohe. The mast was covered with an array of iron pieces all over his body. Lohe had his abode at 

the railway station, where he kept a register in which he would note down the arrival and departure 

times of trains. Baba went to the waiting room to contact him, and the mandali went to bring him. 

But at that time, a train had arrived and its engine had been detached to be filled with water. Ill-

tempered, the mast was not to be hurried, despite the fact that Baba was waiting for him and always 

liked to finish his work as soon as possible. The mast protested, claiming that he was “busy”! 

Finally, after the engine was reattached to the carriages and Lohe had examined it and jotted down 

something in his register, he went along for the contact. Baba sat with him in the waiting room 

alone and then departed. 

Later that same day, Baba communed with Bhagwan Din Mastan, a high mast with whom 

he had worked before in 1942. He was also known as Kacheriwala Baba, because the mast would 

sit in a magistrate’s compound and at times enter the courtroom (kacheri) and begin cursing those 

inside, and even the judge himself. Baba spotted him walking out of the courtroom and took him 

aside. This time the mast asked for a dhoti, which Baba gave him along with some sweets. Also in 

the precincts of the court was a mastani known as Lohewali. The courtroom was unique, since it 

had two God-intoxicated souls who would frequently attend its proceedings. 

Baba also worked with Gumani Baba, a good, majzoob-like mast of Bahraich. But at the 

time of contact, when Baba put a plate of food in front of the mast, Gumani refused to eat. This put 

Baba in an ill mood and he remarked, “The mast’s uncooperative attitude has put an additional 

burden upon me.” They left and after about an hour Baba sent Chhagan and Vishnu back to see if 

the mast had eaten the food. He had, and when this was reported to Baba he became happy and was 

then pleased with the contact. 

Baba returned to Ayodhya from Bahraich on 23 April, where he contacted Ghafur Pathan, 

who lived in a room attached to a mosque. He was 60 years old then, but as a young man Ghafur 

had wandered naked in the jungle for some 25 years before settling in the mosque. Baba contacted 

two other advanced souls in Ayodhya, Aghor Sadhu and Shankarji Sadhu, and then left by train for 

Benares. 

In Benares the next day, Sunday, 24 April 1949, Baba worked with a stout mast named 

Lakaria Baba, who, for a mast, was unusually dressed because he was in clean clothes. Lakaria 

would give people pieces of wood and string as good luck charms. Baba asked Eruch to write the 

mast’s name and address on a piece of paper and remind him about this when they returned to 

Mount Abu. When they returned four days later, Eruch reminded Baba, who told him to again note 

down the mast’s name and where they found him on a clean piece of paper. After doing this, Eruch 

gave the paper to Baba, who put it on the table beside his bed. Six days later, on 4 May, Baba picked 

up the paper, wadded it into a ball and directed Eruch to throw it into a well. Eruch threw it in the 

well situated on the same lane as the men’s house (which the mandali had renamed from Bhisti 

Nallah to Beastly Nallah, because of the wretchedness of the neighborhood!) 



Age has no idea of what work Baba was doing with the mast by having his name written 

down and then discarded. “Unraveling Baba’s mysterious actions is but conjecture,” Age explains, 

“and is left to the reader’s imagination.” 

Baba also contacted a subtle conscious woman known as Rukhi Mastani. She was found 

near the Benares train station, naked except for a thick accumulation of rags that she had wrapped 

around her stomach. Alongside a road in Benares, under a tree, was Vishwanathji Mastan, who 

repeated over and over, “I am God ... I am God.” Later, Baba worked with two masts and also 

contacted four seekers. 

The most exceptional contact, and the last mast contact Baba made in Benares, occurred 

on 25 April. It was with the very high mast known as Batwa Shah. That very morning Baba had 

remarked to the mandali, “If I can contact at least one very good mast today, my trip will be a 

success.” 

The mandali diligently set about the task, and the famous figure in Benares known as Batwa 
Shah was found. He was a great mast, who had been born of a wealthy family in Ghazipur. 

However, this former nobleman now was covered with lice and was thus also known as Juwa Shah 

— meaning the “Lice King.” 

At times he acted like a salik, at times like a majzoob. He carried sheets of paper with him 

which he would fill with writing, using a long pencil. For the most part, his writing was 

indecipherable. Fond of children, Batwa Shah was always surrounded by them and would feed 

them. 

Baidul went to him early in the morning. There was a mosque nearby, and Baidul suggested 

that the mast accompany him there. But Batwa Shah resisted, uttering with deep feeling: “I have 

forgiven the mosque. I have stopped going to it, so how can I enter it? I won’t.” 

Then Chhagan, Eruch and Vishnu tried to coax him to another site where Baba could 

contact him privately. The mast would not budge. In the evening Eruch was sent back to Batwa 

Shah to plead with him to allow contact, and the mast replied that he would see Baba at nine that 

night. (Baba had also gone near him three times during the day.) When Baba arrived, the mast was 

sitting on the edge of a cot on the road. Baba sat next to him and the contact with him began. There 

was a plate of food before him which he began eating in Baba’s presence. He finished half and 

offered the rest to Baba, who ate it. 

A woman devotee then came, bringing more food. Batwa Shah again ate half and handed 

the rest to Baba. Baba started eating with joy, and when only a few mouthfuls were left, Batwa 

Shah took the plate away, handed it back to the woman and told her, “Distribute this among your 

family.” 

He then asked Baba to scratch his back, which Baba did with utmost care. After about an 

hour of this, Batwa Shah spoke in solemn English: “Permitted and allowed.” These enigmatic words 

brought an end to the contact. Feeling very happy, Baba stood up. His joy was discernible by the 

gleam in his eyes and it seemed that the contact was completely successful. 

Baba later related to Don: “When I sat near Batwa Shah, I felt as if I were sitting near 

Chacha.” Some idea of the mast’s greatness can be gleaned from this remark as Chacha was God-

realized — a seventh-plane majzoob. 

From Benares, Baba left for Gaya, where, on 26 April 1949, he worked with more advanced 

souls. Most noteworthy was Shah Rehmatullah Pir, an elderly man of 70, who had a large group of 

disciples. 

After this work, Baba returned to Mount Abu on the evening of the 28th. The women 

mandali had stayed in Mount Abu all this while, as well as Don and Gustadji. Walu had been sent 

for and she too was staying with the women. 



After resting for a few days, Baba walked to Dilwara on Monday, 2 May, where he again 

sat with Bengali Baba. On the 6th, he was driven to Oria and again worked with the great yogi 

Mattragiri. The next day Baba visited the caves surrounding Nakki Lake below the town of Abu. 

Among those caves he contacted six sadhus, the one known as Mauni Baba being the best. 

Later that same day, again near the lake, Baba worked with Haridas Baba Nirvan, the 

advanced mast who used to refer to himself as “Ishwar’s dog” — which he had declared in Ishwar’s 

very presence! 

 

On Thursday, 12 May 1949, Baba set out on another mast tour, accompanied by Eruch, 

Baidul, Vishnu and Gustadji. He first visited Abu Road at the base of Mount Abu, where he 

recontacted the masts Ganpat and Khuda Bakhsh. 

Afterwards Baba traveled to Palampur, where he worked with Amir Shah Mastan. This 

mast was so highly respected that the uncle of the Nawab (Muslim prince) of Palampur had 

provided a fine room for him to live in. But the mast was unconscious of his physical surroundings 

and, consequently, whatever food was placed there for him ended up being consumed by the stray 

cows, goats and dogs that wandered in and out of his room. 

From Palampur, Baba journeyed to Gulbarga via Bombay, with Eruch and Gustadji. 

(Baidul traveled separately.) Adi Sr., along with Nariman and Elizabeth, met them at Dadar train 

station in Bombay, and took Baba to Meherjee's. Kaka had an interview with Baba there. Sarosh 

and Ramjoo arrived at 5:00 P.M. and spoke with Baba. All dined at Nariman's before Baba returned 

to the station. Baba continued on his journey with Eruch, Gustadji and Deshmukh via the Madras 

Mail. Baba had a cold, Adi noted. 

At the village of Khandal on 14 May, Baba recontacted the great mast Guru Appa Swami. 
Baba had worked with him four years before, in 1945, and this time Baba gave him sweets. The 

mast asked for tea, which was also given. After sipping a little, he gave the rest to Baba, which 

Baba drank. The mast was ecstatic at the meeting and embraced Baba with great fervor. Baba gave 

him a white sheet and a carpet and then returned to Gulbarga. 

Baba recontacted the mast Lal Mohammed in Gulbarga. He gave a cigarette to Baba as a 

token of remembrance.621 

After this contact, Baba proceeded to Yadgiri on Sunday, 15 May 1949 and worked with 

the very great Tilgur Swami of Tumkur. He was one of the rare Jivanmuktas on earth, a Perfect 

Being without duty. This was Baba’s second contact with him, and at the meeting the Jivanmukta 

embraced Baba with ardor. The mandali remembered that when they had seen Tilgur Swami before 

in 1945, he had been fully clothed; now he was utterly naked. On the way back to Yadgiri, they 

asked Baba about this and he stated: “Although a Jivanmukta does not himself change his habits, 

his habits nevertheless change of their own accord.” 

From Yadgiri, Baba traveled to Hyderabad, where he worked with eight masts from 16 to 

18 May. Most noteworthy of these was Rajiah Mastan, who tried to run away, but was intercepted 

by Baidul who brought him in a rickshaw to Baba. Baba contacted him in a small room, his 

hideaway in a graveyard, where they sat alone. Rajiah gave Baba some pieces of broken china, and 

was taken back to his seat. Baba asked Eruch to count the pieces, which totaled 70. Wrapping them 

carefully in a large handkerchief, Baba gave the bundle to Vishnu, and upon their return to Mount 

Abu put them in his precious chest of the masts’ gifts. 

In Hyderabad, Baba and the mandali intended to travel to a certain locality of the city by 

bus, so Baba sent Baidul to ask a moderately well-dressed man which bus to take. Baidul asked, 

 
621 Baba had worked with Lal Mohammed in 1945. 



repeating the question three or four times, but the man did not reply and simply turned away. A 

stranger standing nearby revealed to Baidul that this was the saint Kala Khan Majzoob. Baidul 

quickly went after him down the street, and he was taken to a hotel, where Baba gave him food. 

Explaining about the condition of the saintly mast, Baba remarked, “Kala Khan is so completely 

majzoob-like, he has no bodily consciousness whatsoever. Great care must be taken when feeding 

him; otherwise, he will choke to death.” 

On the 18th, Baba tried his utmost to recontact Sayyed Mu'inuddin, the sixth-plane saint-

mast and current spiritual chargeman of Hyderabad. He had previously been contacted in 1945, but 

this time refused to see Baba. In response, Baba complained, “My spiritual load is great, and it 

won’t be reduced unless and until I contact a good mast. That is why I wanted to work with Sayyed 

Mu'inuddin, but since he has refused, another must be found.” 

Therefore, the mandali searched throughout the city and after a while found a mast called 

Wali Saheb. Baba, however, stated that the mast was not a wali but “an “ordinary type,” and so the 

mast was not able to help much in lessening Baba’s burden. 

Baba and the mandali were informed about a great soul known as Anand Swami, in the 

Kachigoda locality of Hyderabad, and they set off in that direction to find him. On the way, 

however, Baba’s gaze fell on Shastri Bua. He was a sixth-plane mast, whom Baba had contacted 

several times four years earlier. Baba communed with him again in a serai (an inn for travelers). 

Afterwards, Baba went to meet Anand Swami, who was, as usual, playing with a public 

water tap along the road — filling his pot, washing his face and splashing water everywhere. 

After the successful contacts with these two great saintly masts, Baba expressed his relief, 

indicating, “The burden has been lifted and my work is now completed.” 

Baba returned to Mount Abu on the evening of Friday, 20 May 1949, where he met the 

women: Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Walu and Goher — and the other men mandali: Don, Ghani and 

Anna 104. 

Thus, after two and a half months of almost nonstop traveling, Baba’s intensive mast work 

came to a temporary halt. The mandali were utterly exhausted and, indeed, Baba’s health too had 

suffered noticeably. Most of their traveling had been done in crowded buses and third class trains; 

and all of these weeks of travel had taken place at the height of the hot summer season in India. 

One can scarcely imagine the discomforts involved in traveling to remote places on meager or 

nonexistent rations, hardly any sleep, and in the scorching heat. 

On 25 May 1949, Baba dictated this telegram, which he directed Don to send to the mandali 

at Meherabad and Ahmednagar: 

The last two strenuous midsummer mast trips done during my illness have severely told 

upon my health; but this is not even the shadow of the 1949 personal disaster to come. 

None of the mandali had any idea to what Baba was referring, or had any hint of what was 

to come. 

 

Baba left Mount Abu for Meherazad on Friday, 27 May 1949, with the men and women 

mandali, reaching Bombay the next day at 9:20 A.M. Adi Sr. and Nariman met them at the train 

station in Nariman’s car, and Sarosh’s sister Homai brought her car. The women stayed at Nariman 

and Arnavaz’s apartment Ashiana; and Baba, Baidul, Anna 104, Eruch and Gustadji stayed at 

Meherjee’s home. Don, Chhagan, Ghani and Vishnu departed for Meherabad the same day. 

As soon as Baba set foot in Bombay, he went in search of masts to contact, accompanied 

by Adi Sr., Meherjee, Nariman and Don. One mast, named Bora was found living on Mangalore 

Street under an awning made of scrapped cardboard boxes and old sacks. 



Baba found another mast outside the Khoja cemetery on Sandhurst Road. No one knew 

this mast’s name, because he was never known to speak to anyone. Although he was clothed in torn 

and filthy garments, he had a noble face and luminous eyes. Baba indicated he was a good mast. 

Later that day, Baba communed with the fifth-plane mast Mungsaji Maharaj, whom he had 

previously contacted at Dhamangaon in 1944. Baba worked with him in his room in Nagin Mahal 

at Churchgate, a bustling section of Bombay. 

 

Roda Mistry had given birth to a son on 16 May, and against the doctor’s orders not to 

leave the hospital, she came to Ashiana for the Master’s darshan. The child was barely two weeks 

old, but Roda was determined to show him to Baba. Baba took the baby boy on his lap and named 

him Meherwan, remarking, “Tehemtan has returned ...” Tehemtan was Roda’s brother who had 

died at a young age in 1943. 

Raosaheb, Ali Akbar (Aloba) and Meherbai Merchant were also granted interviews while 

Baba was in Bombay. In the afternoon Baba went to the Empire Theater to see an Eddie Cantor 

comedy (If You Knew Susie). With him were Adi Sr., Meherjee and Nariman. Later they also 

watched part of a cricket match. 

Baba reported that he had no sleep in the train on the way from Mount Abu, and he had 

trouble sleeping in Bombay, as well, waking the mandali at 3:45 A.M. 

On the morning of 30 May 1949, Baba left Bombay in Adi Sr.'s car along with Mehera, 

Mani, Meheru and Goher. Before leaving, he stopped at Dina Talati’s house at Matrunga to see her 

and her children. Dina had been in Baba’s contact since the days of Manzil-e-Meem, where she and 

her husband Naval had been frequent visitors. After Naval’s demise, Dina resided in Bombay 

according to Baba’s instructions, and passed her life in his remembrance. 

Baba and the women stopped for lunch at Bindra House in Poona with the Jessawala 

family. Jal Kerawalla was there also. They returned to Meherazad the same day, where Baba called 

Sarosh, Savak Damania, Savak Kotwal and Frenchy. Anna 104, Baidul, Eruch and Gustadji arrived 

in Ahmednagar from Bombay by train. Eruch left Meherazad on the 31st to stay at Bindra House 

and Gustadji returned to Meherabad. 

At Meherazad, Baba became very annoyed when he learned that Gulmai had gone to stay 

in Sakori. Baba ordered Adi Sr. to move to Meherazad or Meherabad if Gulmai decided to remain 

at Sakori. Baba eventually forgave Gulmai, on condition that she not visit Sakori or have any 

connection with the ashram until the end of 1949. 

 

During this period, Baba had sent Dadi Kerawala and Sohrabji Vakil of Surat to Mandla in 

Central India, to farm the land of Baba’s center there. But, from Mount Abu, Baba had cabled 

instructions for both to meet him at Meherazad. They were on their way on 12 May when Sohrabji 

suddenly had a heart attack and died while the train halted at Gadarwara. Dadi was in a state of 

shock as he sent telegrams to Baba and others, and he contacted the proper authorities. 

When at last he came to see Baba on 2 June 1949, Dadi thought Baba would be interested 

to hear the particulars of what had happened. But as soon as Baba saw Dadi, his only comment 

was: “Sohrabji is freed.” He did not say or ask anything further, and his equanimity, under the 

circumstances, put Dadi off. 

Baba commented to him, “You did well in Mandla; I'm happy with you and the work you've 

done for me.” 

Dadi listened silently and then left, though his mind was disturbed. He thought: “Dear 
Sohrabji died and Baba expressed neither sorrow, sympathy nor interest. Death comes as a shock 

to most people — it makes them weep; but our Baba seems to be coldhearted.” 



Without consulting Baba, Dadi accepted a job with the agriculture department, and 

continued to feel disturbed by Baba’s seemingly merciless attitude. For days he pondered over 

Baba’s strange behavior; but then he remembered Baba’s remark: “Sohrabji is freed.” 

Understanding dawned, and Dadi realized that for a person to get mukti (liberation) was no 

small matter, and was only possible by Baba’s grace. Sohrabji’s death had in fact been Baba’s 

mercy, and Dadi felt ashamed for not having realized this before. He began to understand that the 

rounds of birth and death were merely a part of the illusory phenomena of the world. 

Baba, in fact, sent Pappa Jessawala and Savak Kotwal to Surat to console Sohrabji’s family, 

and they were grateful for Baba’s personal interest and messages of love. 

On returning to Meherazad from Mount Abu, Baba had the masts’ treasures kept in his 

bedroom upstairs. Soon after returning, Baba sent for Rano, Norina and Elizabeth from Meherabad, 

and they began staying with the other women at Meherazad. Deshmukh came at this time and stayed 

at Meherazad, where he and Norina worked on a second volume of her Fragments from a Spiritual 

Diary. Don moved back to Meherabad on 5 June. 

Baba himself went to Meherabad a few times to attend to matters there. During one visit, 

Baba discussed with the mandali his intention of going into seclusion somewhere. The fort near 

Satara, known as Ajinkya Tara, was mentioned as a possibility. Remarking about it, Baba 

commented: “The area was Shivaji’s playground. His men were so good, so devoted, they were 

ready to lay down their lives at his feet at his slightest nod. You too should become like that.” 

Padri quipped, “We are not the type. We would have been fit only to rub and tend his 

horses!” 

“That is not true,” Baba replied. “I know what you are. Every one of you would sacrifice 

your life for me. In this Avataric age, I have a mandali unlike any other in any previous advent. 

You are all so lucky.”622 

There was an addition to the mandali’s ranks in June of 1949: a former student from the 

Meher Ashram School in 1927, Ali Akbar (later nicknamed Aloba) from Bombay came to stay 

permanently with them. 

The mast Ali Shah was brought to Meherazad on 7 June, and Baba worked with him for 

the next ten days. He was sent back to Meherabad on the 17th. 

Minoo Kharas was permitted an interview on the 14th. Sarosh and Ramjoo also saw Baba 

that day and Sarosh described to Baba the recent refugee-related disturbances in Ahmednagar and 

subsequent curfew imposed. 

Before going to Mount Abu, Baba had instructed Sarosh to send the body of the Blue Bus 

to Meherazad. Baba had traveled the length and breadth of India in this bus in 1939–40. During the 

war years, because of the shortage of gasoline and rationing, the bus had been given to Sarosh, who 

overhauled it, and for a number of years plied it in Ahmednagar as a public bus. The body of the 

bus was then kept in the yard of the Sarosh Motor Works garage in Ahmednagar (next to Khushru 

Quarters) and was lying unused. 

Months previously, before leaving for Mount Abu, Baba had suggested going into 

seclusion for 40 days in this bus, instead of at some remote place, for the sake of his love for his 

mandali, who would then be able to be near him during his seclusion. The bus was therefore brought 

to Meherazad by truck. 

After the body of the bus was brought, Kaka had it repainted, raised and embedded in a 

foundation plinth of bricks and four empty oil drums. To protect it from sun and rain, a shed was 

 
622 In Poona, during 1921, Baba had disclosed that certain men had fought with him and fought against him 

during his minor advent as Shivaji, the Maratha king and warrior.  



built overhead, and near its rear door a small bathroom and commode was kept. On one side was 

Don’s small room where Baba would sometimes sit with Ali Shah; on the other side a garage (now 

mandali hall), and in front, a tall bamboo-matting fence which Baba had ordered to be built so that 

the makeshift cabin was completely secluded. The work was finished by 19 June. 

 

A meeting was scheduled for Tuesday, 21 June 1949, regarding Baba’s upcoming 

seclusion. Jal Kerawalla and Eruch arrived in Meherazad on the 19th at 6:30 p.m., and Meherjee 

and Nariman arrived from Bombay the next afternoon. Baba had invited all 28 Meherabad mandali 

to the meeting, as well as other close lovers from Poona, Ahmednagar and Bombay, and they were 

to arrive at Meherazad on the 21st, at seven o’clock in the morning. A total of 150 persons gathered 

that day. Eruch and Kaka had decorated the seclusion area with Baba’s seven-colored flag, a painted 

photograph of him and large golden letters that spelled out MEHERAZAD. 

Baba began the meeting by stating, “I have called you all here to take part in the purification 

ceremony to cleanse the atmosphere, and keep it free from maleficent spirits and evil influences.” 

Baba then called on Kalemama, Khak Saheb, Don and Kaikobad to recite particular 

passages from the Gita, Koran, Bible and Avesta respectively; and, as they were reading, Baba 

would intermittently explain the meaning of the selected passages. 

When Don stood up to read the Sermon on the Mount from the New Testament (King 

James Bible), Baba said, “This is my favorite section in the Bible.”  

And seeing the multitudes, [Jesus] went up into a mountain; and when he was set, his 

disciples came unto him, and he opened his mouth, and taught them, saying: 

“Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are the meek, 

for they shall inherit the earth….” 

The reading ended with the Lord’s Prayer. After the other readings, Baba stated: 

These are all but different approaches to the same one Truth — God; and therefore the 

real purport of each book is just the same. These approaches can be broadly divided into two kinds 

— indirect and direct: that is, impersonal and personal. In spite of such distinctions, equally same 

results can be achieved and have been achieved through either of the ways. What can be understood 

in a flash by spiritual experience takes ages to grasp intellectually. 

As regards my seclusion, I have 100 percent reasons of my own to retire from tomorrow 

for 40 days. This should not be looked upon as chilla-narsi [penance of remaining in a circle] or 

meditation and so forth. I am free in every way, but I am going to get myself bound voluntarily. I 

will also intensify my silence, and will not let even the least sound escape my lips. 

Baba then asked Deshmukh to perform kirtan, which he did. Wrapping a turban round his 

head similar to a kirtankar (singer), he sang and spoke Baba’s praises in verse and prose. Baba 

distributed prasad and the mandali returned to Meherabad at 11:00 A.M. Eruch went back to Poona, 

Ghani to Lonavla, Meherjee and Nariman to Bombay, and Deshmukh to Amraoti.623 Jal Kerawalla 

stayed in Meherazad. 

On 22 June, Baba inspected the Blue Bus cabin, and gave detailed instructions for each 

man and woman at Meherazad during the period of his seclusion, and to Adi Sr., who came in the 

afternoon as usual. Adi was to continue to bring the mail every day at 3:00 P.M., but Baba would 

not meet him.624 A timetable was prepared, according to which Kaka was to bring water, food and 

other required items at specified times. Two men were to share the watch during the night; they 

were two servants from Pimpalgaon Village, Eknath and Ganpat Akkapa Dhale, 28, and one other 

man during the day. No one was to enter the seclusion compound except Kaka. 

 
623 Deshmukh returned on 30 June and stayed at Meherabad for some days, where he continued the writing 

work Baba had given him. 
624 That day, as Adi Sr. was departing, Baba embraced him. 



At 5:35 P.M., on the 22nd, Baba entered the Blue Bus to begin his 40-day seclusion. As 

Age recorded, “The Sun, who had been shining brightly in the hearts of his lovers, now hid his 

face; and what they thought was darkness engulfed them. But this darkness, or separation, served 

a useful purpose: the pain of his remembrance kept them awake throughout the night of separation, 

awaiting dawn’s arrival!” 

Baba was also to fast during the seclusion. For the first eight days he ate only one meal a 

day, drinking tea or coffee once. 

As dictated by Baba, the daily schedule for these days was as follows: 

6:30 A.M. — Kaka to bring two buckets of warm water for morning toilet and take away 

the kerosene lanterns from the cabin. Goher should supply three buckets. 

7:45 A.M. — Goher to give Kaka three slices of bread for Baba. 

8:00 A.M. — Kaka to bring tea and milk separately for three cups of tea for Baba, with 

three slices of bread. After giving tea to Baba, Kaka should bring out from the cabin the drinking 

water pot to be cleaned. Goher should supply tea and coffee sets to Kaka. 

8:45 A.M. — Goher to give Kaka drinking water for Baba. 

9:00 A.M. — Kaka to bring drinking water in clean pot. 

10:00 A.M. — Kaka to bring three buckets of bathwater. 

11 A.M. to 2:00 P.M. — Period of intense work and rest. 

2:00 P.M. — Kaka to bring coffee and milk separately for one cup of coffee for Baba. 

5:00 P.M. — Goher to give Kaka food for Baba consisting of rice and dal, and Kaka to 

take it immediately to Baba. 

7:00 P.M. — Kaka to bring two lighted [kerosene] lanterns; one for Ganpat and one for 

the stand in the antechamber of the cabin. Kaka should keep one matchbox on the stand and give 

one matchbox to Ganpat. 

Kaka had to take the required items to Baba’s cabin at precisely the fixed times, knock on 

the door and wait for Baba’s clap to enter. He was also to clean and sweep the cabin and make 

Baba’s bed when Baba called for this purpose. For the first few days, despite being conscientious, 

Kaka committed a few mistakes, and Baba scolded him. Baba would ring a bell whenever he needed 

Kaka, and poor Kaka would be on the move for sixteen hours — from 5:00 A.M. to 9:00 P.M. — 

without a minute’s rest, as Baba would call him at any time. 

From his seclusion, Baba instructed Baidul, Babadas and Pandoba (through Kaka) to bring 

21 poor people to Meherazad so that he could wash their feet and give them money. Adi Sr. was to 

coordinate the work, and Sarosh was to supply a bus to transport them. On Sunday morning, 26 

June 1949, Baidul brought the 21 poor people at ten o’clock. Kaka had arranged warm water, soap 

and towels inside the seclusion area, and led the 21 men inside. No one else except Kaka was 

permitted inside. Baba washed and laid his head on their feet, and gave each ten rupees. The work 

was finished in just over an hour, and they left at 11:10 A.M. with Baidul. Kaka cleaned up the area. 

Baba would not normally ring for Kaka between 9:00 P.M. and 5:00 A.M., but on the night 

of 27 June, at about 9:50 P.M., Baba suddenly rang for him and gave him instructions for the men 

on watch not to make any noise and to be alert. Again at midnight, Kaka was called and Baba 

complained of being disturbed. Throughout his seclusion, Baba was not able to sleep for more than 

a few minutes — and Kaka was not allowed to sleep either! 

On Tuesday, 28 June 1949, Ali Shah was brought to Meherazad from Meherabad at 9:30 

A.M. Baba gave him a bath inside the cabin enclosure at 10:25 A.M. Kaka assisted Baba in giving 

the bath, and Baba then worked alone with the mast for 40 minutes. Kaka was called and Baba 

requested food for Ali Shah, which was brought. Baba fed him and then sent him back to 

Meherabad. 

Jal Kerawalla was staying at Meherazad throughout Baba’s seclusion and kept a diary. 

Meherjee and Nariman had also been called back, and they arrived that day to stay for a month. 



Arnavaz accompanied them, and stayed with the women mandali. Thus, besides the servants, Jal, 

Meherjee, Nariman and Kaka were the only men at Meherazad during the seclusion. 

The Blue Bus had been placed directly under a neem tree, and that night Baba rang for 

Kaka at 10:20 P.M. and complained that the neem tree’s small berries were falling on the roof of 

the bus and disturbing him. At 11:00 P.M. he rang again for Kaka and repeated the complaint. 

On 29 June, Baidul, Babadas and Pandoba brought five mad and two masts, named Sadba 
and Bhagwan, to Meherazad, according to Baba’s revised instructions. The seven men were taken 

inside the sealed-off area, where Baba gave them each a haircut and a bath. He dressed them in new 

shirts and loincloths, and presented them with sweets. 

But one of the five mad turned out to be a beggar, and this upset Baba and he reprimanded 

Baidul. At three in afternoon, Baba sent this stern message to Baidul through Kaka: 

I am surprised at the way you have done the work of selecting the mad and masts for me 

this time. This has brought adverse thoughts in my mind about you, and may God forgive me for it. 

I forgive you for your mistakes, and want you not to feel upset about it, and to remain cheerful. 

The eighth day of Baba’s seclusion, Thursday, 30 June 1949, was the busiest day so far. 

The first phase was coming to an end, and Baba was to begin his “intensive spiritual work” and 

start fasting the next day; so certain additions and alterations had to be completed in the cabin and 

enclosure before sundown. Since no one was allowed inside the seclusion area, Kaka had to work 

single-handedly as a carpenter, mason, coolie, sweeper, orderly and engineer. 

Kaka even climbed the neem tree over Baba’s cabin, to remove the small berries with a 

long pole so that Baba would not be disturbed by their falling on the roof. While Kaka was busy in 

the cabin and enclosure area, Nariman and Meherjee were given other work according to Baba’s 

wish. Kaka brought them Baba's cot, and told them to tighten its cloth bands, which were strung 

from side to side, and from head to foot, woven together across the wooden frame, in lieu of springs 

or a platform. After the men had spent two tiring hours of pulling and tightening, Kaka returned, 

and after inspecting their work, pronounced that the bands were still too loose, and must be 

tightened all over again. Jal Kerawalla joined in, and each one pulled and tugged at the cloth. Some 

of the bands were so old that they broke. While they were engaged in this task, Baba sent them this 

message: “The real pleasure lies in making strong what is really weak.” 

At 8:30 that evening, Kaka came out of Baba’s cabin with his final instructions for the 

second phase of his work, which started the next day. Baba stated: “The next period of 21 days is 

extremely important, and everyone in Meherazad should do his duty faithfully. A unique 

opportunity of serving me is being offered.” Kaka looked exhausted as he took Jal, Nariman and 

Meherjee inside the enclosure to show them where they were to sit while on watch. Baba was inside 

the cabin with the curtains drawn and was not visible. 

From Friday, 1 July 1949, the second phase of Baba’s “Great Seclusion” began. For one 

thing, all of Baba’s mandali at Meherazad, Ahmednagar and Meherabad, as well as his close lovers 

and followers everywhere in the world were to keep silence for the entire month of July. If any 

visitors were to come to Meherabad during this time, they were to be answered through writing. 

Thus Baba allowed his lovers throughout the world to share in his Universal work. Although 

externally Baba was physically secluded, inwardly his presence was felt more than ever, as their 

attention was focused on him. 

The watch duty and daily schedule were also changed at this time. There were to be no 

fixed times for supplying anything to Baba. Kaka was instructed not to go to the cabin unless Baba 

rang for him, except for bringing him lanterns at 7:00 P.M., since there was no electricity at 

Meherazad at this time. Baba stated that he would fast and not need anything except drinking water, 

honey and very weak tea without milk, occasionally, when he would ring for it. 

The watch hours were divided as follows, with Nariman and Meherjee alternating days: 



9:00 P.M. to midnight — Nariman or Meherjee (on alternate days) and Eknath 

9:00 P.M. to 5:00 A.M. — Ganpat 

12:00 A.M. to 4:00 A.M. — Ratanshah Gyara 

5:00 A.M. to 9:00 P.M. — Kaka Baria 

Jal Kerawalla was to relieve Kaka for two hours daily, from 7:30 to 8:30 A.M. and from 

4:00 to 5:00 P.M. Each of the watchmen was ordered not to make the slightest noise, nor move from 

his seat or look at the cabin. Even when Baba tapped on the cabin, they were to silently go to Kaka 

and summon him to Baba. 

On 1 July, after drinking coffee and eating a few slices of bread at 6:45 A.M., Baba’s fast 

began — taking only weak tea the first day. Baba entered the cabin at 9:00 A.M. to begin his work, 

and stayed inside for five hours. The atmosphere was surcharged with a silent joy, and the only 

sound discernible was the rustling of the wind. At two o’clock Baba rang for Kaka, had his bath, 

and again entered the Blue Bus. 

On 2 July, Baba, fasting on water, spent a considerable part of the day inside the bus. That 

night Meherjee was on watch from nine o’clock to midnight. He heard strange noises, as if someone 

were hissing inside the bathroom. When Baba began snoring at 10:30, the sound stopped. At 11:55 

P.M. Meherjee suddenly heard heavy footsteps inside the cabin — and then Baba’s snoring and the 

footsteps both stopped. At that moment, he heard Baba get up from his bed. 

Baba’s seclusion and fast continued the next day. It was marred when Baba accidentally 

hit his head several times emerging from the low cabin door. A strong wind was blowing, which 

also disturbed him. Nariman kept watch that night of 3 July, from 9:00 P.M. to midnight, but the 

next night their fixed times changed. Nariman and Meherjee were to be on watch alternating from 

midnight to 4:00 A.M. 

Baba fasted on water for the entire day and night of 4 July. On the 5th, he began drinking 

milkless tea with honey. At 6:00 P.M. that day, Kaka reported that Baba was complaining of nausea, 

probably because of the honey. Jal, Nariman and Meherjee pressed Kaka for more details of Baba’s 

workings in seclusion, and Kaka, as they all were observing silence, scribbled on his slate: “Ram 

is taking stock of things in the world from his citadel!” 

Kaka then wrote: “I am really not fit to be even a particle of the dust of the Master’s feet, 

and it is his infinite kindness and love only that he gives me the opportunity to serve him a little.” 

On the morning of Wednesday, 6 July 1949, Baba took two teaspoons of honey and two 

teaspoons of coconut water at 8:00 A.M. Later that morning, he dictated certain instructions for the 

mandali at Meherabad. Honey and coconut water were again taken at noon, and also at 2:00 P.M. 

Baba also drank a glass of weak tea without milk at that time. At four o’clock he sipped two 

teaspoons of honey and two teaspoons of coconut water, but at eight that night he vomited, as his 

sensitive stomach apparently could not digest the honey. 

On 7 July, Baba fasted on tea without milk, taken twice, and two glasses of buttermilk, also 

taken twice that day. At 11:00 A.M., Kaka came out of Baba’s cabin and wrote on his slate for Jal 

Kerawalla, Meherjee and Nariman: “You men will not get such an opportunity again in your lives, 

so make the most of the time at your disposal. Baba has dictated the following for Jal’s diary: 

The flow of my thoughts continues day and night, during sleep as well as when I am 

awake; for 24 hours it continues. Thoughts of God come, thoughts of maya come; good thoughts 

come, bad thoughts come; desirable thoughts come, undesirable thoughts come; pure thoughts, 

impure thoughts; thoughts of my men and women mandali; thoughts of the world, thoughts of the 

entire universe. 

But when there is specific work for me, then there is no definite time for it. During the 

day it might be half an hour, one hour, two hours — or some days I do not have to work at all. It is 

like this. I am so arranging it that during that time of my working, Kaka might not cause some 

disturbance. 



As Age explains: “It is evident from Baba’s remarks that during the period of his seclusion 

he was working for his mandali, lovers and the whole world. In the Universal mind of the Avatar 

is contained the finite mind of every soul in creation, and the Universal Mind is fully aware, every 

moment, of the thoughts of every individual mind. During this period, Baba’s work was 

concentrated on individual minds whose thoughts reached his Universal Mind. He was expressing 

this when he made that statement.” 

There were rain showers at noon, but the sky cleared by evening. Again, on the evening of 

7 July, Kaka brought this message from Baba: 

Buttermilk was taken twice today but there is still a burning sensation and even water 

cannot be taken. First, there are the thoughts. Secondly, the spiritual work has to be done. Thirdly, 

the fast and along with these there is the burning sensation — all together. 

On Friday, 8 July 1949, Kaka brought the following message at 11:30 A.M., which he wrote 

on his slate: 

Baba has sent word that he is taking no food and constantly thoughts come to him. He sits 

in the cabin. At night he is uncomfortable on the bed. The cabin roof strikes his head daily, but 

today the upper portion of the door of the cabin struck him so violently that he felt giddy. 

At noon Baba sat in the adjoining room and motioned to Kaka to clean his cabin. Fifteen 

minutes later, Kaka came out of the seclusion area with this dictated message: 

Do not give these knocks on the head any supernatural interpretation, as our dear old 

blessed Chanji would have done out of his deep underlying love for me. These hard knocks on the 

skull show us how brave the real yogis must be who live in dark, low-roofed caves in remote wild 

jungles. 

At 5:00 P.M. Baba drank a little rose syrup mixed in buttermilk, a little water and juice from 

black grapes. These past nine days during the second phase were to be the most crucial period of 

Baba’s seclusion. Baba later revealed, “No one except myself and God knows what I went through 

during those nine days.” 

On Sunday, 10 July 1949, Baba broke his fast with a little rice and chutney at 11:40 A.M. 

Gustadji came with Ali Shah from Meherabad, and Baba’s work with the mast began. Ali Shah and 

Gustadji were to stay at Meherazad, and Gustadji was also allowed to see Baba. They stayed in 

Don’s room adjoining Baba’s bathroom. Mehera and Mani were also called to see Baba for half an 

hour in the morning. Baba gave instructions which Mani was to type, the gist of which was: 

Out of the 40 days of seclusion that Baba is enduring, 31 days are to be spent here in the 

cabin in Meherazad. For the remaining nine days, however, Baba wishes to have a complete change 

of environment. He wishes to be away for nine days somewhere else, and then return here for the 

last seven days, and resume his seclusion in exactly the same way as he is now doing. 

This nine-day seclusion in a different place will be as strict as it has been here, with the 

difference that Baba will be free from the work that he has been doing in seclusion here. This 

change will be for the purpose of removing the terrific weight of work Baba has been under in 

seclusion, until now. 

Eruch was therefore sent instructions to find some suitable place for Baba near Poona. Baba 

also dictated duties to those who would be left behind in Meherazad during his absence. 

In the middle of the night, at about 3:00 A.M., Jal Kerawalla woke up, having heard a 

knocking sound coming from Baba’s cabin. Baba had slept for barely half an hour at midnight. 

Meherjee had been on watch and said Baba was snoring from 12:30 to 1:00 A.M. Ganpat said that 

at 1:25 A.M. he heard Baba making some noise inside, and saw the light go out. Again, at 2:30 A.M., 

he heard Baba’s footsteps within the bus. Kaka was called at 3:00 A.M., and Baba directed him to 

ask Meherjee if he had heard any knocking before 3:00 A.M.; Meherjee said he had not heard it. 

On 11 July, Jal, Meherjee and Nariman began reading certain selected passages from 

spiritual books to Baba. They too were on silence, and were only to speak while reading to Baba 



for an hour every day. At 10:30 A.M. Jal read a selection from the Upanishads. Meherjee read out 

a passage from the Dasatir, the holy book of Zoroastrians. In the afternoon, in a Christian vein, 

Nariman read about Friar Juniper, a follower of Saint Francis of Assisi, and also read other 

selections from different Christian mystical books.625 

Later that evening, this message was received from Baba: 

During my seclusion Kaka has worked hard and wholeheartedly from morning to night, 

seeing to every detail of countless duties for me, also managing household affairs of the mandali, 

and seeing to the bazaar of the women mandali through Goher. Although infinite restlessness is my 

constant companion, I have never been so restless as from July 1st to the 9th, in my present 

seclusion. 

Like everyone else, Kaka had been on silence since the 1st of July. He did not know how 

to write in Marathi, and the servants could not read Gujarati. Despite that, Kaka had to give them 

orders, and it was a very difficult but often amusing situation, seeing Kaka and the servant boys 

huddled over his slate, trying to decipher what he meant to convey. 

At 8:00 P.M. Kaka was trying to explain to the servants their duties while Baba would be 

away; yet he forgot to tell them the most important part — that Baba was actually leaving! Everyone 

had to be reassembled, but Baba later sent word: “The trouble was not due to Kaka’s mistake; it 

was my own work which was responsible for it. I was angry with Kaka, but it is my weakness to 

get so upset over such a trifling matter.” 

Nariman was on watch during the night, and Baba rang for Kaka twice. When Kaka came, 

Baba would ask him questions, such as: “Who was knocking on the door? ... Did you hear that 

noise? Find out its cause ... Ask the watchman if I slept and for how long?” and so forth. 

On 12 July, from 11:00 to 11:30 A.M., Jal Kerawalla again read passages to Baba from the 

Upanishads, and Meherjee from the Dasatir from 11:30 to noon. Nariman read from some books 

on mysticism in the afternoon. Meherjee was on watch that night. There were again several 

knocking noises, and Kaka was twice summoned during his sleep to investigate the matters. Both 

times he found nothing. 

The same schedule was maintained on Wednesday, 13 July 1949, which was the last day 

of the reading phase. Meherjee read again from the Dasatir from 10:30 to 11:20 A.M., and Nariman 

from 11:20 to 12:10 P.M. Jal Kerawalla was asked to read Baba’s own “Divine Theme of Creation” 

at 1:50 P.M. They would all go inside the cabin enclosure together, and read from outside the bus. 

Baba stayed inside the bus, and no one could actually see him. Nariman was on watch that night. 

Adi Sr. arrived at Meherazad at 10:30 A.M. on 14 July. He would drive there every day at 

3:00 P.M. with the mail, so it was unusual to see him so early. He brought news that Eruch had 

succeeded in finding a suitable house on the Poona-Mahabaleshwar road, and Baba had a telegram 

sent to Eruch to finalize the matter. 

Eknath was on watch from 9:00 P.M. to midnight. A snake was seen at 11:00 P.M. crawling 

on the steps of the Blue Bus cabin near Baba’s sandals, which Baba removed before entering the 

cabin. The snake was a poisonous krait and it was killed. Meherjee was on watch from midnight. 

During these past few days, Baba had been working with Ali Shah every day. He would 

give the mast tea and bread in the morning, and feed him in his room at 4:00 P.M. Gustadji looked 

after the mast, and he seemed to understand Gustadji’s sign language — though sometimes Ali 

Shah would laugh at him. 

On 15 July, Gustadji came out of the enclosure at 12:30 P.M. and gestured that Baba was 

busy working with Ali Shah in seclusion. Baba would bathe the mast once a week on Thursday, 

 
625 Don had been informed at Meherabad to mark certain portions of books he had on Christian spirituality. 

Adi Sr. collected the books and delivered them to Nariman. 



but Baba washed his feet and worked with him every day, sometimes for an hour, sometimes less. 

There was no fixed time when Baba would work with him; he did it anytime. 

 

On the morning of Saturday, 16 July 1949, Baba was to leave Meherazad. The evening 

before, thick clouds gathered and the sky shed tears at Baba’s suffering. Baba sent word to Jal, 

Meherjee and Nariman: “Be extremely careful in discharging your duties to the best of your ability 

during my absence. Maya is tricky, so you must be very watchful!” 

It rained the whole night, and the next morning, Age thought, the sun seemed hesitant to 

rise because of Baba’s departure. At 7:30 A.M. on 16 July, Adi Sr. arrived with his Buick and drove 

it near Baba’s cabin. All those at Meherazad went to their rooms and shut their doors, as per Baba’s 

orders, so that no one would see him. The servants were also ordered to stay inside until Baba was 

driven away. Kaka was to accompany Baba and, before leaving, he handed the key to Baba’s cabin 

to Meherjee, who had been told to look after it in Kaka’s absence. Baba wore a cheerful smile as 

he got in the car and then left with Kaka, Gustadji and Ali Shah, driven by Adi Sr. A jeep driven 

by a driver named Gafoor followed with the luggage.626 Adi blew the horn as the car crossed the 

small bridge over the drainage ditch, signaling that those at Meherazad could come out of their 

rooms. 

Mehera, Mani, Meheru, Goher, Rano, Norina, Elizabeth and Arnavaz were also staying at 

Meherazad during this time but, except for Mehera and Mani, none of the others had seen Baba for 

the last month. They had been staying near God, yet were away from him; though they were kept 

at a distance, he was drawing them closer. Who can fathom this apparent contradiction? 

Baba arrived in Poona at ten that morning. Eruch had rented Rao Bahadur Thube’s 

bungalow, situated behind Parvati Hill, about a mile off the Panchgani road. Baba had specified 

that the house be secluded, and have ample acreage of open land around it for taking walks without 

being seen. Thube’s bungalow and property satisfied those conditions. 

The Buick and jeep were left for Baba’s use, and Adi and Gafoor returned to Ahmednagar 

by train. Baba permitted Eruch to remain with him, and also sent for Ghani and Jalbhai. All three 

were on silence, but Baba allowed them to speak in his presence during his seclusion there. About 

his recent confinement at Meherazad, Baba remarked: 

Staying in the Blue Bus cabin was troublesome for me, with its small doorframe, on 

which I was constantly bumping my head. The adjoining room was vacated, but there was a strong 

breeze outside [which Baba did not like as he moved between the cabin and the room]. I have 

accomplished several heavy spiritual tasks at other places, such as Angiras Rishi Hill, my tomb at 

Meherabad, the Panchvati Cave. The burden of the work was always heavy — but the place of 

confinement was never as uncomfortable as the Blue Bus cabin. 

Baba explained the purpose of his visit to Poona: 

After my arduous work for nineteen days at Meherazad, I wanted to relax and yet 

continue the work begun. With that end in view, I chose new surroundings, new companions and a 

change in the type of work I was doing. 

At Meherazad there was no rain as long as I was in seclusion, and now that I have come 

out, it has begun to rain there. Poona likewise is suffering from squally weather, which will 

continue for some time, and this hilltop particularly seems noisily windy. As is always the case, you 

can see how maya tries to thwart and obstruct my working. If this weather continues, I shall either 

have to go into seclusion in a room upstairs in this bungalow, or go back to Meherazad. 

Baba’s tentative schedule for his stay in Poona was as follows: 

Two hours of work with Ali Shah and local masts. 

 
626 The jeep was probably supplied by Sarosh, along with his driver, who returned to Ahmednagar with Adi 

Sr., and then came again when it was time to leave. 



Two hours of light talk, discussion, reading and playing cards and other games with 

Ghani and Jalbhai. 

Two hours of seclusion. 

Two hours of walking in the jungles, or on the less-frequented roads. 

At 4:00 P.M. — dinner. 

That evening, Baba discussed with Ghani about the world situation and also about the bad 

weather. Jalbhai and Ghani were asked to relate humorous stories to lessen Baba’s burden. At 8:30 

Baba retired for the night. 

On Sunday morning, 17 July 1949, Baba stated that he had slept well the previous night 

and felt refreshed. Eruch and Jalbhai went into the city soon after seven o’clock to bring a mast to 

Baba, as per his instructions given the previous evening. Ghani read some ghazals to Baba, while 

they waited for the mast. 

When Eruch arrived with the mast, Baba began working with him. The mast’s name was 

Keshav, and he was found opposite the Poona railway station near the Green Hotel, living in a 

public urinal. However, Keshav was a revered figure in Poona. He would rarely leave his stinking 

abode, and was transported with extreme difficulty. At first encounter, he stank and was repulsively 

filthy. Baba wished to bathe him but, as soon as this was attempted, the mast would not allow Baba 

even to touch him. Keshav uttered, “I am like your beta [son]. I won’t allow you to touch my feet.” 

Eruch, Kaka and Gustadji did their best to persuade him to be cooperative, but Keshav 

struggled, yelled and repeatedly asked to be driven back “home.” Baba agreed, and motioned to 

Eruch to bring the jeep. The mast got in, and the men continued their entreaties while Keshav was 

seated inside. 

After a long while, the mast allowed Baba to pour a little water over his feet as he sat in 

the jeep. He then became mild, and Baba gave him tea, milk and bread. The mast asked for one 

rupee and a warm coat, and these too were given to him. Baba then worked with him in seclusion 

in the jeep and sent him back to his abode.627 

Baba emerged very happy over the successful contact with this highly advanced mast, and 

related to the mandali: 

If I really like anything, I like two things: masts and children. I like masts for their 

strength, and children for their helplessness. The fire of love is very, very painful, and masts 

present a challenge to God, the Beloved. It is a perpetual tug-of-war between the lover and the 

Beloved. 

Ghani asked, “Why do so many masts choose dirty and unsanitary surroundings? And how 

is it that their health is not affected?” 

Dictating on the board, Baba answered: 

The masts, as I said, because of the terrible fire of their love, present a challenge to the 

Beloved, and this challenge — that the Beloved should manifest Himself — is always accompanied 

by heroic efforts to achieve total self-elimination or egolessness, efforts that may take many forms. 

To live in dirty surroundings, such as in or near a latrine or a urinal or a dustbin, is one way of 

utterly forgetting the bodily existence. And the beauty of it is that, when the body is utterly 

neglected or forgotten, due to being steeped in love for the Divine Beloved, the body does not 

deteriorate but takes care of itself automatically. The minds of ordinary people are constantly busy 

looking after their bodies, but they find that, in spite of taking every kind of precaution and care, 

deterioration can never be avoided altogether. Kabir has said: 

Discard the body, it remains. 

Preserve the body, it goes. 

And so the astonishing fact emerges 

 

627 Keshav died a month later on 18 August 1949.  



That the corpse eats up death. [Corpse meaning the uncared-for body.] 

It is not given to everybody to be a lover of God. Such lovers are so consumed in the fire 

of love that they are not conscious of their stage of spiritual progress, and they do not have any 

thought of union with God. They simply “enjoy” the pain and torture of love, and long for more 

and more of it. These lovers do not have any thoughts about their separation from the Beloved, or, 

as I said, any thoughts of union with Him. They are perfectly resigned to the state in which they 

find themselves, and when their resignation reaches its climax, it is the Beloved Who seeks union 

with them. Hafiz has said: 

Separation and Union are none of your business. 

Seek only to resign yourself utterly to the will of the Beloved. 

Baba was in a splendid mood after working with Keshav, and asked Ghani, “Which is more 

difficult — to give up one’s life or to lose one’s life?” 

Ghani replied, “To lose one’s life is harder.” 

Baba agreed and further explained: 

In pursuance of name and fame, and goaded by the applause of the expectant multitude, 

people have given their lives for a great cause, for their honor, their religion, their country. Even 

cowards have given up their lives under a sudden impulse, or on an uncontrollable provocation. 

Such a death is a matter of a few seconds. 

But to lose one’s life is to die by inches. Every second, one suffers the poignant pain of 

ego elimination, culminating in utter resignation to the Divine Will. This dying can only be the lot 

of heroes, and they are very few indeed. Keshav mast is one such hero. 

Ghani then entertained Baba from eleven to tea time, by reading from the works of Urdu 

poet Seemab.628 After meals, at 4:30, Baba and his companions left by car for a Sunday drive toward 

the racetrack and further on toward Hadaspar village. 

When they returned to Thube’s bungalow, Baba chalked out a schedule which he stated he 

would adhere to — “rain or no rains” — until he returned to Meherazad: 

Two mad, masts or utterly destitute people to be brought to Baba daily in the morning to 

be bathed, fed and clothed. 

Between 11:00 A.M. and 1:00 P.M. Baba is to be entertained by Ghani reading, reciting or 

talking on light topics. 

Baba will sit in seclusion for two hours in the temple on top of the hill (about a mile from 

the bungalow). Baba will walk to the temple and back, obviating the necessity for his evening 

walks. 

After meals Baba will engage himself in discussing matters with the mandali or entertain 

himself playing cards. 

Baba will continue sitting with Ali Shah daily, bathing and feeding him. 

On Monday, 18 July 1949, Jalbhai, Eruch and Ghani left in the morning to bring two masts 

or mad. Baba himself walked to the temple to look at the room where he intended to sit in seclusion 

for two hours daily. The three mandali returned at 10:30 that morning, bringing two men, about 

whom, Baba stated, “They have a whiff of the Path.” After he had bathed, fed and given them new 

clothes, they were taken back. 

After tea, Baba and the men drove to the temple in the jeep. Kaka, Gustadji and Ghani were 

to keep watch outside, and Eruch and Jalbhai were sent back to bring their meals. (Baba’s and the 

mandali’s food was being prepared at Bindra House and was brought by Eruch in the jeep.) Those 

on watch were ordered not to look toward the temple while Baba was in seclusion until he clapped. 

Baba spent an hour inside, and afterwards walked back to Thube’s bungalow with the men. Eruch 

 
628 Seemab Akbarbadi (1880–1951) was born in Agra. Over his lifetime, he wrote many books and 

published and edited a journal of poetry. One of his couplets is: “Lord, devotees go to the Ganges to purify 

themselves,/ But the Ganges flows to your feet to be purified.” 



and Jalbhai arrived with the dinner and the evening was spent in playing cards and talking about 

lighter matters. 

However, the next morning, 19 July, Baba’s mood was not as congenial. He called Kaka, 

Eruch and Ghani and complained, “Last night I could not sleep at all. Kaka kept his window open, 

thereby allowing gusts of wind to make all sorts of noise which disturbed me. Kaka has become 

careless and unmindful, knowing full well how I never like strong breezes, particularly when it is 

wet and cold outside. But he does not care and has caused me no end of trouble.” Eruch then 

received his share of criticism for choosing such a “lousy” bungalow, and Baba’s tirade continued. 

When Baba later came downstairs, he looked sad, dejected and weak. He stated, “It is my 

weakness not to control my anger at times, and anger in particular should be controlled during my 

fast and seclusion. The best and the worst part of it is that it is usually directed at those who serve 

and love me 100 percent.” 

But Age wondered, “How can there be any weakness in Perfection? It is the Master’s mercy 

and work to wipe out the sanskaras of his close ones. What a divine pretext to say that it is his 

‘weakness!’ ” 

Eruch and Jalbhai went into the city to bring masts while Baba was working with Ali Shah. 

They returned at 11:30 with the disappointing news that they had not found anyone who they 

thought was a mast. Baba was not happy and sent them back, telling them to bring the meals by 

two in the afternoon, instead of the usual time of four o’clock. Baba then decided to do something 

unusual and give Ali Shah a bath, after which he sat with him for an hour. 

Eruch and Jalbhai returned at about 2:30 with the food and a God-mad Muslim called 

Allahbakhsh. Baba immediately started his work with him, giving him a bath, food and clean 

clothes. Although Allahbakhsh was not advanced (he was approaching the Path and, like the others 

brought the day before, was in a state of hawa), Baba seemed pleased with the work done. 

Eruch and Jalbhai went out again in search of masts and returned at about four o’clock with 

Nannu Bhai. Nannu Bhai proved to be an amusing contact, though he too was not very advanced. 

He would reel off Urdu couplets without a pause, in a very dramatic fashion. Baba ordered Ghani 

to reply to him by quoting suitable Urdu couplets in rejoinder. Ghani quoted from Hafiz and Shams-

e-Tabriz, but Nannu spoke so loudly and incessantly, Ghani could not get a word in edgewise. As 

soon as Ghani would start to say something, Nannu would interrupt him and ramble on — often 

without meaning. Baba was highly amused and silently laughed a lot. 

Baba then gestured to Eruch to put certain questions to him. Nannu Bhai would answer 

spontaneously without thinking, giving bold, incisive replies. For instance, when Eruch asked: 

“Who is greater, Allah or Prophet Muhammad?” 

Nannu replied, “Muhammad, of course! God goes begging to him with outstretched hands! 

By remembering Muhammad, you will have a daughter by night and a son by day.” 

After half an hour of such conversing, Baba gave Nannu Bhai a bath, some new clothes 

and sweets. Tea was served to all at 5:30 p.m. As Eruch prepared to take Nannu Bhai back, it was 

suggested that since Baba was to go into seclusion for three days beginning the next day, why not 

go out in the jeep for a ride as the weather was clear that evening? Baba was in an exceptionally 

good mood because of the finding of Nannu Bhai and agreed; yet this pretext of taking a drive was 

in fact a means to accomplish his work. 

They left at about six o’clock, Eruch driving the jeep. After Nannu Bhai was dropped off 

at his abode, they drove toward Bund Gardens and then to Fergusson College and Deccan 

Gymkhana. Nearing Wadia College, Baba noticed a sanyasi walking along the road. Baba directed 

Eruch to get down and ascertain his background. Eruch stopped the man, communicated with him 

for a while, and reported to Baba that he was a seeker of God who had been observing silence for 

the past seven years while wandering throughout the country. Kaka recognized him as the same 



Mauni Baba who was contacted near Kathgodam village in Hardwar years before when Baba was 

staying in Dehra Dun in 1942. The silent (mauni) sanyasi was taken with them in the jeep and Baba 

sat with him alone for a few minutes at the Hindu cremation grounds. 

 

On Wednesday, 20 July 1949, Baba began a three-day seclusion in a room upstairs at 

Thube’s bungalow. Baba stated he would not be coming downstairs for meals or to chat with the 

mandali. He explained that he was undergoing this seclusion “for the very many disappointing 

features of this trip, and the consequent failure to relax.” The mandali were allowed to see Baba 

upstairs when sent for, and Ghani was still to read poetry to him when called. When masts or sadhus 

were brought, Baba would contact them upstairs. 

Baba now began following this dietary schedule: 

Morning — One cup of tea, no bread 

10:00 A.M. — One cup of coffee 

3:00 to 4:00 P.M. — Dinner 

Baba would also chew a little betel-nut or variali [fennel seed] powder during the 

day. 

After tea that morning, Eruch brought a sadhu. Baba washed his feet, gave him sweets and 

two rupees. At noon Eruch and Jalbhai brought a mast named Ram. He did not resist Baba in the 

least and was taken upstairs, where Baba gave him a bath, fresh clothes and sweets. 

Later Baba related to the mandali about Ram, “I felt hungry at the time and thought to 

myself how good it would be if the mast himself offered me some of the sweets he was eating. And 

guess what? He offered half the sweets to me! 

“Because of my fast I would not have allowed myself to eat from anyone’s hands; but 

because it came from a mast, the opportunity to appease my hunger was availed and welcomed by 

me.” 

Baba then stated that this contact with Ram was his last mast contact in Poona, as no more 

masts were to be brought to him during his seclusion. 

On a sign from Baba, Eruch asked the mast, “Where is Ram?” 

The mast replied, “Ram is here! He is in every one of you!” 

“Have you seen Ishwar?” 

“I see Ishwar before my eyes this very moment! He is everywhere!” 

After their meal, at four o’clock, Baba went to rest. In the evening he played Ping-Pong 

(seated on the floor), cards and carrom with the mandali. 

July 21st was the second day of Baba’s seclusion upstairs, and the first day since he had 

arrived that no mad or masts were brought to him, though he continued to work alone with Ali 

Shah. He had contacted seven masts or God-mad and two mad persons in Poona. Baba played 

games with the mandali throughout the day. 

On 22 July, Baba decided to fast the entire day, taking only tea in the morning without 

milk, and coffee in the evening. He washed Ali Shah’s feet and gave him tea with his own hands. 

Baba then gave certain instructions to the mandali and retired into seclusion until 2:00 P.M. At 3:30 

P.M. he fed Ali Shah. 

At four o’clock Baba drank a cup of coffee. He informed the mandali: “Today my seclusion 

was entirely satisfactory. But it was so intense that I felt tired and dozed for half an hour during it. 

My trip to Poona has been a mixture of work, seclusion and relaxation. The stay has been 

satisfactory, as I have worked seven hours in seclusion, taken seven days of relaxation combined 

with work, and contacted seven masts. 



“But I will feel entirely satisfied and happy if it does not rain tomorrow so that I can witness 

the cricket match undisturbed.” Baba himself then proposed an outing in the car, and during the 

drive asked each if it would rain the next day. Baba ordered Kaka, “Pray that it does not rain and 

spoil the match!” After he returned from the drive, Baba drank another cup of coffee and played 

games with the mandali for an hour before retiring. 

Saturday, 23 July 1949, had been announced as a day of complete relaxation. “No seclusion 

and no work, internal or external, except with Ali Shah.” In addition to his morning tea, Baba ate a 

light breakfast at nine. He was with the mandali throughout the day, playing draughts and 

discussing various light topics — assiduously avoiding any serious or metaphysical subjects. 

There had been heavy showers the previous night and early morning, and the sky looked 

threatening. They left at ten o’clock to watch a cricket match between Fergusson College and the 

Deccan Gymkhana team. Baba had been looking forward to seeing the match, and all were fervently 

hoping it would not rain again. It did not and the match began on schedule at 12:30. Baba sat 

through the entire cricket match until six that evening. 

After eating dinner and playing a game of cards for an hour, Baba retired to his room, where 

he gave instructions for everyone to prepare to leave for Meherazad the following day. 

 

Adi Sr. came to Poona on Sunday, 24 July 1949. At 4:00 P.M. Baba left with him in the 

Buick, along with Kaka, Gustadji and Ali Shah. Eruch, Jalbhai and Ghani stayed in Poona and were 

instructed to remain on silence until the end of the month. Baba’s car stopped on the way to watch 

a little more of the cricket match. Another stop was at the Kondhapuri dak bungalow, where, all of 

a sudden, Baba washed Ali Shah’s feet. Baba arrived in Meherazad at 6:50 P.M. The jeep carrying 

the luggage had preceded them. Adi sounded the horn from a distance and Jal Kerawalla, Meherjee, 

Nariman and the servants retreated into their rooms. Baba went straight into his cabin without 

seeing anyone. 

After Baba was settled, Kaka clapped his hands, indicating that it was permissible for 

everyone to come out. Kaka then described their Poona stay to the three as follows: “It might be 

described as going from the frying pan into the fire! Maya seemed to follow us with a vengeance. 

Continuous rain and unceasing strong wind on the hill were ever-present. At times while Baba was 

in absolute seclusion on the upper story of the bungalow, he would call me at odd hours of the night 

and inquire about the knocking at his door.” 

From 25 July, Baba began his spiritual work between 11:30 A.M. and 1:30 P.M., also resting 

for a short time. The final seven days were to be a re-intensification of his earlier fast and seclusion. 

Nariman was on watch that night. Baba slept for about two hours. 

The next day Baba sent instructions for everyone to assemble at Meherazad on the 1st of 

August, when he would come out of seclusion. Meherjee was on watch that night. Nariman was on 

duty the following night and reported that Baba had rested for only three hours. 

On 30 July, Baba rose at 5:00 A.M., washed his face and hands, and then drank a cup of 

Ovaltine. He then washed Ali Shah’s feet and fed him tea and chapatis. Baba himself took a bath 

at 7:30 A.M. For the next ten hours that day, between 8:00 A.M. and 6:00 P.M., Baba remained in 

seclusion in the Blue Bus. He fasted throughout those ten hours and drank another cup of Ovaltine 

in the evening. Mehera and Mani were not called that day, and neither was Kaka during Baba’s ten 

hours alone. 

Monday, 1 August 1949, was a red-letter day in Meherazad. All the Meherabad mandali, 

as well as other Meherabad residents, including Naggu, Sushila, Sarwar, Najoo and Hilla Kotwal 

(who were on holiday from school), little Gorakhnath, and many from Ahmednagar were to be 

present at Meherazad before seven o’clock that morning. Those who were invited included Sarosh, 

his wife Viloo, Meherjee Mama and Homi Mama Satha, Savak Damania, Cawas and Rusi Damania, 



and their mother Shirin, Ramjoo, Dhake, Soonamasi, Rusi Pop, Dattu, Rustom Kaka and Silla 

Kaku, Adi Sr., Gulmai and daughter Piroja, Bhagirath, Pandoba, Goma Ganesh, Adi Jr. and his 

wife Franey. No one was to eat breakfast or take tea before arriving. All the men and women had 

been observing silence for one month, and they were to break it in Baba’s presence when he stepped 

out of seclusion. Sarosh was the only one who had been exempted from being on silence because 

of his political involvements and work. 

No one was to fold their hands or bow to Baba, utter any word or even shout “Jai!” They 

were to break their silence after a prayer was read out by saying “Amen.” The men were to stay on 

the men mandali’s side and the women were to go to the women’s quarters. 

Mehera and Mani saw Baba privately at 6:30 A.M. Mehera broke her silence and spoke 

with Baba; Mani was instructed to say only, “Baba.” 

Baba stepped out of the cabin enclosure at precisely 7:00 A.M. and looked the very image 

of freshness, radiance and health. It was as if, instead of having just undergone 40 days of seclusion 

and fasting, he had just returned from a holiday! 

Baba took his seat on the specially decorated dais. He addressed those present: “Now 

prayers will be offered and everyone should be still. If anyone makes the slightest noise, a ghost 

will haunt him!” 

After a few moments of silence, Don, Kalemama, Kaikobad and Khak Saheb read out the 

following prayer, dictated earlier by Baba, in English, Marathi, Gujarati and Urdu: 

May God whom the Muslims call Allah, whom the Zoroastrians call Ahuramazda, whom 

the Hindus call Ishwar or Paramatma and whom many others call by many other names, 

May He whose union the lovers seek in self-annihilation, whom the seers see as the only 

Reality, and whom the knowers know as their own Real Self, 

May this Supreme Conscious Being, this conscious Soul of souls who eternally manifests 

as the Avatar and Perfect Masters, may He through His all-merciful act bestow on us His grace. 

And may He solve our difficulties by the end of this year, and may He decide everything 

for us by the end of this year, and may He, according to Baba’s 1949 circular, finish everything by 

the end of this year, to enable Baba to break His silence in the beginning of the next year, to speak 

the one and the last word of all-embracing Divinity. 

After the last translation had been read out, all cried: “Amen.” The following ghazal 

dictated by Baba was sung: 

People feel pleased to bathe in the waters of the holy Ganges, 

But the Ganges itself bathes in the blood of one who has spilt it in love. 

 

God always takes care of the one who resides in the city of love. 

Tell those who follow shariat and read the Koran to renounce their own self before 

preaching to others. 

 

Let maya commit suicide and let the world become its grave! 

Let this happen by the end of the year and let all difficulties end and only God remain. 

 

Let God Almighty and companion Baba allow this desire to be fulfilled, 

And at the beginning of the new year he should manifest and break his silence! 

 

Baba distributed prasad of rawa to each one. Everyone returned to their homes by nine that 

morning. 

After the recitations of the prayer that morning at Meherazad, the mandali’s dying embers 

of hope that Baba would break his silence were revived. None yet had the vaguest idea of the 

“earthquake” which was about to engulf them. 

Thus Baba’s Great Seclusion came to an end. It was truly “great” as it prepared the way 

for the next phase of Baba’s mission — his New Life. On one of his subsequent visits to Meherabad, 



Baba remarked: “The work I have done in Meherazad [during this seclusion], I have not done 

anywhere in the world.” 

 

After the seclusion ended, Baba sent Norina and Elizabeth to America the next morning, 2 

August, for his work. They went in Meherjee’s car, with him and Nariman and Arnavaz. They were 

instructed to prepare for Baba’s arrival in Myrtle Beach in the near future. They left from Bombay 

two days later. Banja, the dachshund, went with them. 

On Wednesday morning, 3 August 1949, Adi Sr., Sarosh and Ramjoo had interviews. Baba 

told them to ask what they wanted to then, as after the 20th Baba would neither listen to any news 

or give any advice about their personal matters. In the afternoon Baba told the Meherabad mandali 

he had called (Padri, Pendu, Nilu, Vishnu, Kalemama and Don) that he would be coming to 

Meherabad in two weeks to “discuss and decide about their future.” Five days of meetings were to 

be scheduled at Meherabad. 

Baba further remarked: “I want to be free from all ties in view of the coming disasters from 

all four sides — one of which is financial — and I seek your cooperation in this, because it is the 

only one in which you can help.” 

Since coming out of seclusion, Baba had frequently mentioned the “vital decision” he 

would be taking at the Meherabad meetings about the mandali, their continued stay at Meherabad, 

their support and maintenance. To Adi Sr., he revealed, “I will have to withdraw financial support 

to all and make them work independently, except for those who are solely dependent upon me, like 

you, Ramjoo, Savak [Kotwal] and the Meherabad Hill women.” 

Eruch, Babadas and Adi Jr. saw Baba at Meherazad on the 4th. 

 

It was Baba’s habit after any intensive work to change his place of residence for a week or 

so. After completion of this seclusion, early on 5 August 1949, he left Meherazad for Satara with 

Mehera, Mani, Meheru and Goher. Eruch drove them in the Buick, and Adi followed in the 

Chevrolet with their luggage. Baba stopped on the way at Akbar Press to see Nusserwan Mama, 

who was ill. All had lunch at Bindra House in Poona, where Baba met Ghani (who was residing in 

Poona), Sadashiv Patil, Vithal Bhokre, Beheram, Perin and other close ones. 

Baba was in an expansive mood and, in the course of conversation, he remarked about the 

current world political climate: 

The peace movements are trying to prevent a world war. The pacts and alliances on both 

sides — America and Russia’s — seek to balance the world powers. These are all activities to 

extinguish the possibility of war. But out of sheer desperation — just like a cat locked up in an 

enclosed room — the forces of war will gather themselves, attack civilization, strangle and destroy 

it. 

Baba and the women’s car departed for Satara at 3:00 P.M., and Jalbhai accompanied them. 

They arrived in the evening and stayed at the dak bungalow. After dropping off their luggage, Adi 

Sr. returned to Ahmednagar. 

As Age noted, “Inwardly, Baba’s preparations for starting out on the New Life had begun; 

but none had the least idea of it!” 

From Satara, Baba wished to go to Panchgani. Dr. Alu Khambatta had been in Baba’s 

contact since 1935. She had invited him to bring the women to a guest house in a bungalow called 

Silver Oaks, which she intended to open, as Baba had ordered her not to practice medicine.629 She 

was overjoyed when Arnavaz informed her about Baba’s coming, and immediately left for 

 
629 Silver Oaks is no longer standing, but it was located opposite Kimmins High School. 



Panchgani to clean the house for Baba’s use. Nargis Dadachanji and Dina Talati went with her to 

help, and preparations were speedily taken in hand. 

Baba had instructed Alu that when he came to Panchgani, she alone was to remain in the 

bungalow. Nargis and Dina were to return to Bombay on completion of their work. Nargis had been 

with Baba in the ashram on Meherabad Hill, and Dina had been in his contact since the very early 

days. Although they longed to see Baba, to carry out his pleasure was their life’s duty, and they did 

not wish to stay in Panchgani against his wish. 

On 9 August, as the three women were getting everything ready, Baba suddenly came to 

Panchgani to see the bungalow with the women mandali. Hearing that Baba had come, Nargis and 

Dina quickly hid in the bathroom. Baba met Alu and then inquired, “Who is helping to clean up the 

place?” Alu told him and he asked, “But where are they?” 

“They're hiding in the bathroom,” she admitted. 

Baba had a good laugh, and calling Nargis and Dina, stated, “I am very pleased with you. 

Now both of you start for Bombay this moment.” 

When they were about to leave, he relented, conveying, “Stay on here, finish cleaning, and 

when we return tomorrow have breakfast with us, and then leave. But finish up the cleaning soon.” 

Then looking at their expressions, Baba gestured, “Go on! Why are you staring at me? Didn’t you 

hear what I said? Come on now and start the work. Don’t go off and hide in the bathroom!” 

Baba left for Satara, and Nargis and Dina cleaned the house from top to bottom. It was an 

old bungalow and had been uninhabited for many days. 

On 10 August, Baba came to Panchgani from Satara with the women mandali, Eruch and 

Jalbhai. Arnavaz and Kharmen Masi were also called from Bombay. For recreation, Alu had 

provided many games, but Baba asked, “Where is the Ping-Pong table?” She had not thought of 

that, but promptly went out and borrowed one. 

Considering the happy mood Baba was in these days, no one dreamt that an “earthquake” 

was coming. Baba was extremely happy in Panchgani. For two days he played games, had funny 

stories and jokes told to him, and took long walks and drives; the atmosphere was full of merriment 

and relaxation. 

It was like a holiday at last. But after only two days, on Friday afternoon, 12 August 1949, 

Baba returned with everyone to Meherazad; and as soon as he returned, “war drums” began 

sounding! Day and night, he began dictating to Eruch instructions about the mandali’s future, 

preparing for the meetings to be held at Meherabad in three days. 

 

As Baba prepared to embark on what later became known as the New Life, Age could not 

help but consider how much work Baba had done in the last eighteen years — how incredibly active 

he had been! 

It seemed long ago when Baba boarded the Rajputana with Mahatma Gandhi to sail for 

England on his first journey to the West. Age recalled with warmth the expressions of pure bliss on 

each Western lover’s face as they beheld the Lord Incarnate on their shores. Their hearts welcomed 

him with tears of joy. How long the West had awaited him! — and how he had responded to its 

call! 

Between September 1931 and 1938, Baba spent exactly one-third of his time abroad, 

because clearly he knew that war was a certainty, and that there would be no opportunity of foreign 

travel during the ensuing years. He traveled through Europe more than a dozen times, visited 

England eight times, and went to America thrice. He had journeyed to China, Egypt, Turkey — 

rekindling devotion, love and surrenderance to him wherever he went! 



Memories flooded Age’s vision: the Devonshire Retreat ... Meredith Starr ... the Harmon 

Retreat ... Pickfair in Hollywood ... Lugano ... the seclusion at Assisi ... Portofino ... Spain ... the 

elusive film projects ... Mt. Fallenfluh ... the Rahuri and Nasik ashrams ... Cannes. So much had 

happened during those years of Western travel! 

War had broken out in 1939, but Baba’s pace, if anything, increased. When everyone else 

was withdrawing into the safety of their own homes, and travel was restricted due to shortages of 

gasoline and other wartime restrictions imposed through rationing on foodstuffs, and so forth, 

Meher Baba was doing nothing BUT traveling! He traveled seven times to Gujarat, twice to Ceylon, 

three times to Kashmir, six times to the Northwest Frontiers, a dozen times through the South, twice 

to Calcutta, more than 75,000 miles up and down the vast Indian countryside during those 

exhausting years — contacting more than 20,000 masts, sadhus, fakirs and poor — and hardly 

staying in one place for more than a few weeks (more often only a few days)! 

“It is almost unbelievable!” mused Age. Baba was no longer a young man, either. In 1949, 

he was 55 years old. 

Age pondered over all this; and then thought about Baba’s recent Great Seclusion. It was 

as if this was the link between the old and the new phase to come. It seemed to be so. 

“What work beloved Lord Meher has accomplished during his advent,” thought Age. “How 

much more does he have left to do?” 
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